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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  object  of  this  Work,  which  is  entirely  new, 
is  to  comprise,  within  a  single  volume,  a  chronolo- 
gical series  of  our  classical  Poets,  from  Ben  Jonson 
to  Beattie,  without  mutilation  or  abridgement,  with 
Biographical  and  Critical  notices  of  their  Authors. 
The  contents  of  this  volume  are  so  comprehensive, 
that  few  poems,  it  is  believed,  are  omitted,  except 
such  as  are  of  secondary  merit,  or  unsuited  to  the 
perusal  of  youth.  The  Work,  within  these  bounds, 
may  be  termed  a  <*  Library  of  Classical  English 
Poetry,''  and  may  safely  be  recommended  to  the 
heads  of  Schools  in  general,  and  to  the  libraries  of 
Young  Persons. 
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JONSON. 


TO  WILLIAM  CAMDEN. 

i^AMCTv,  most  reverend  head,  to  whom  I  owe 
All  that  I  am  in  arts,  all  that  I  know. 
(How  nothing  's  that !)  to  whom  my  country  owes 
The  great  renown,  and  name  wherewith  she  goes. 
Tlian  thee  the  age  sees  not  that  thing  more  graye, 
More  high,  more  holy,  that  she  more  would  craye. 
What  name,  what  skill,  what  faith  hast  thou  in 

things! 
What  sight  in  searching  the  roost  antique  springs ! 
What  weighty  and  what  authority  in  thy  speech ! 
Man  scarce '  can  make  that  doubt,  but  t&ni  canst 

teach. 
Pardon  free  truth,  and  let  thy  modesty, 
Which  conquers  all,  be  once  o'er^-come  by  thee. 
Many  of  thine  this  better  could,  than  I, 
But  for  their  powers,  accept  my  piety. 


FROM   CTNTRIA  8   RKVXLS. 

QnxsN  and  huntress,  chaste  and  fair, 
Now  the  Sun  is  laid  to  sleep ; 

Seated  in  thy  silver  chair. 

State  in  wonted  manner  keep  : 

Hesperus  intreats  thy  light. 

Goddess  excellently  bright 

Earth,  let  not  thy  envious  shade 

Dare  itself  to  interpose ; 
Cynthia's  sliining  orb  was  made 

Heaven  to  clear,  when  day  did  close ; 
Bless  us  then  with  wished  sight, 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 

Lay  thy  bow  of  pearl  apart. 
And  thy  crystal-shining  quiver ; 

Give  unto  the  flying  heart 

Space  to  breathe,  how  short  soever : 

Thou  that  mak*st  a  day  of  night; 

Goddess  excellently  bright. 


FROM   THE   SILKNT   WOMAN. 

SriLL  to  be  neat,  still  to  be  drest, 
As  you  were  going  to  a  feast ; 
Still  to  be  powdered,  still  perfum'd : 
Lady,  it  is  to  be  presumed, 
Hiough  art's  hid  causes  are  not  found. 
All  is  not  sweet,  all  is  not  sound. 
Give  me  a  look,  give  me  a  face. 
That  makes  simplicity  a  grace ; 
Robes  loosely  flowing,  hair  as  free : 
Sudi  sweet  neglect  more  tak^  me. 
Than  all  th*  adulteries  of  art ; 
Hiey  strike  mine  eyes,  but  not  my  heart. 


HA  OS. 


2.  I  have  been  gathering  wolves'  hairs, 
Hie  mad-dogs*  foam,  and  the  adders* 
The  spurgings  of  a  dead-man's  eyes. 
And  all  since  the  evening-star  did  rise. 

3.  I,  last  night,  lay  all  alone 

O*  the  ground,  to  hear  the  mandrake  groan ; 
And  pluck'd  him  up,  though  he  grew  full  low ; 
And,  as  I  had  done,  the  cock  did  crow. 

4.  And  I  ha*  been  choosing  out  this  skuU, 
From  charnel-houses,  that  were  full ; 
fVom  private  grots,  and  public  pits. 

And  frighted  a  sexton  out  of  his  wits. 

5.  Under  a  cradle  I  did  creep. 

By  day ;  and,  when  the  child  was  asleep, 
At  night,  I  suck'd  the  breath  ;  and  rose. 
And  pluck'd  the  nodding  nurse  by  the  nose. 

7.  A  murderer,  yonder,  was  hung  in  chains. 
The  sun  and  the  wind  had  shrunk  his  veins ; 
I  bil  off  a  sinew,  I  clipp'd  his  hair, 

I  brought  off  his  rags,  that  danc'd  i'  the  air. 

8.  The  screec'li-owls'  eggs,  and  the  feathers  black, 
The  blood  of  the  frog,  and  the  bone  in  his  back, 

I  have  been  getting ;  and  made  of  his  skin 
A  purset,  to  keep  sir  Cranion  in. 

9.  And  I  ha*  been  plucking  (plants  among) 
Hemlock,  henbane,  adder's  tongue, 
Night-shade,  moon-wort,  libbard's  bane  ; 
And  twice  by  the  dogs,  was  like  to  be  ta'en. 

10.  I,  from  the  jaws  of  a  gardener's  bitdi. 

Did  snatch  these  bones,  and  then  leap'd  the  ditdi ; 
Yet  went  I  back  to  the  house  again, 
Kill'd  the  black  cat,  and  here  's  the  brain. 

11.  I  went  to  the  toad  breeds  under  the  wall, 
I  charm*d  him  out,  and  he  came  at  my  call ; 
I  scratch'd  out  the  eyes  of  the  owl  before, 

I  tore  the  bat's  wing :  what  would  you  have  more? 

DAMX. 

Yes,  I  have  brought  (to  help  our  vows) 

Homed  poppy,  cypress  bouglis, 

The  fig-tree  wild,  that  grows  on  tombs, 

And  juice,  that  from  the  lardi-tree  comes,  ^ 

The  basilisk's  blood,  and  the  viper's  skin } 

And,  now,  our  orgies  let 's  b^^. 


1.  I  HAVE  been,  all  day,  looking  after 

A  raven,  feeding  upon  a  quarter ; 

And,  soon  as  she  tum'd  her  beak  to  the  south, 

I  snatch'd  this  morsel  out  of  her  mouth. 


EPITAPH 

OH  THK  COUMTXSS  OF  rXMBROKK,  SXSTXR  TO  OM  TBXLtT 

•  SZDNXT. 

Undxrnxath  this  marble  herse 
Lies  the  subject  of  all  verse, 
Sidney's  sister,  Pembroke's  mother; 
Death,  ere  thou  hast  slain  another, 
Leam'd,  and  fair,  and  good  as  shi^ 
Time  shall  throw  his  dart  at  thee. 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIEOES. 


car  met  coinrma  or  bsdioiid. 

Tan  BMmii^  timeljr  rapt  with  boly  fire, 

I  tfaoDgbt  to  fiirm  imto  mj  lealotia  Muae, 
Wbiikiwi  of  creature  I  eould  most  desire, 

To  honoor,  server  and  love ;  as  poets  use. 
I  oMaot  to  make  ber  fiur,  and  free^  and  wise. 

Of  gfestest  blood,  and  yet  more  good  than  great; 
X  mtent  the  day-star  should  not  brighter  rise, 

Nor  kod  like  influence  from  his  lucent  seat. 
I  BMDt  die  dwuld  be  courteous,  ftcile,  sweet, 

Hatn^  that  solemn  vice  of  greatness,  pride ; 
I  meuit  each  softest  virtue  there  should  meet. 

Fit  in  that  softer  bosom  to  reSde. 
OaSj  a  feanied,  and  a  manly  soul 

I  purpas*d  ber ;  thai  should,  with  even  pow*n, 
Tht  rock,  the  spindle,  and  the  sheers  controul 

Of  Dotiny,  and  vgin  her  own  free  hours. 
Ssdi  when  I  meant  to  feign,  and  wish'd  to  see, 

My  Muse  bade,  Bedfixd  write,  and  that  was  she. 


SONG. 


TO  CKU4. 


Kmnc^awoet:  tiiewny lover 

Csn  your  ftvours  keep,  and  cover. 

When  the  eommon  courting  jay 

AQ  jour  bountiea  will  betny* 

Kis  again :  no  creature  comes. 

Km,  sfid  score  up  wealdiy  sums 

On  my  Iqis,  thua  hardly  sund'red. 

While  jon  breathe.     First  give  a  bundled, 

IWa  a  thousand,  then  another 

HnndrBd,  then  unto  the  tother 

Add  a  thousand,  and  so  move : 

IBl  you  equal  with  the  store, 

All  the  grass  tfaat  Romney  yields, 

Or  the  mods  in  Chelsea  fields, 

Or  die  dropa  in  silver  Tbames, 

Or  the  stars,  that  gild  his  streams, 

Ib  the  silent  siimmfr  nights, 

When  yontha  ply  their  stol'n  delights. 

That  the  cnrioua  may  not  know 

How  to  tell  'em  as  they  flow. 

And  the  cnvioua,  when  they  find 

Vbst  their  number  is,  be  pin'd. 


TO  TBI  SAXX. 

Dinx  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes. 

And  I  win  pledge  with  mine ; 
Or  leave  a  kiss  but  in  the  cup, 

And  I*n  not  look  for  wine. 
TW  thint,  that  from  the  soul  doth  rise, 

Doih  aril  a  drink  divine : 
Bat  aagbt  I  of  Jove's  nectar  sup, 

i  woald  not  change  for  thine. 

laattfaee,  late,  a  roay  wreath. 
Not  so  much  booourittg  tfaee^ 
As^nag  it  a  hope,  diat  there 

h  eoidd  not  withered  be. 
Bat  flm  thereon  did*st  only  breathe, 
And  sent'st  it  back  to  me : 

a'ha^  h  grows,  and  smells,  I  swear, 
efitidf,  but  dice. 


FBOM  THB  SRSnODlD  8  HOUOA7. 

mrxra  i. 

Thus,  dius,  b^ig  the  yearly  rites 
Are  due  to  Pan  on  thne  bright  nights ; 
His  mom  now  riseth,  and  invites 
To  sports,  to  dances,  and  delimits : 

All  envious,  and  prophane  away. 

This  is  the  shepherd's  holiday. 

imfTH  IL 

Strew,  strew,  the  glad  and  smiling  groimd. 
With  every  flower,  yet  not  ooofound 
The  primrose  drop,  the  spring's  own  spouse^ 
Bright  daisies,  and  the  lips  of  cows. 
Hie  garden-star,  the  queen  tif  Iby, 
The  roae^  to  crown  the  holiday. 

KrxpH  m. 

Drop,  drop  you  violets^  change  yotnr  hues. 
Now  red,  now  pale,  as  lovers  use. 
And  in  your  death  go  out  as  well 
As  when  you  lived  unto  the  smell : 

Hiat  from  your  odour  all  may  say, 

Thia  is  the  shepherd's  holiday. 


LOVE,  A  LITTLE  BOY. 

raox  THx 

MASQUS   OV   Loan   HAnniNOTOM's  MARKUOB. 
naST  GRACS. 

Beautiks,  have  ye  seen  this  toy. 
Called  Love,  a  little  boy, 
Almost  naked,  wanton,  blind. 
Cruel  now*;  and  then  as  kind  ? 
If  he  be  amongst  ye,  say ; 
He  is  Venus*  run-away. 

SSCOKn  ORACl. 

She,  that  will  but  now  discover 
Mliere  the  winged  wag  doth  hover. 
Shall,  to-night,  receive  a  kiss, 
How,  or  where  herself  would  wish : 
But,  who  brings  him  to  his  mother. 
Shall  have  tfiat  kiss,  and  another. 

THian  GRACK. 

He  hath  of  marks  about  him  plenty : 
You  shall  know  him  among  twenty. 
All  his  body  is  a  fire, 
And  his  breath  a  flame  entire, 
Huit  being  shot,  like  lightning,  in. 
Wounds  the  heart,  but  not  the  skin. 

PIRST  GRACS. 

At  his  sight,  the  Sun  bath  turned, 
Neptune  in  the  waters,  burned ; 
Hell  bath  felt  a  greater  heat : 
Jove  himself  fonookhis  seat : 
From  the  centre,  to  the  sky. 
Are  his  trophies  reared  faiglk 

SRCOVn  GRACK. 

WingA  ho  luUh,  which  tlioii^h  ye  clip, 
He  will  leap  from  lip  to  lip, 
B  2 


JONSON. 


Orel  liver,  li^hla^  and  heart. 
But  not  stay  in  fn j  part ; 
And,  if  chance  his  arrow  misses. 
He  will  shoot  himself,  in  kisses. 

THian  OEACE. 

He  doth  bear  a  golden  bow. 
And  a  Quiver,  hanging  low. 
Full  of  arrows,  that  out-brave 
Dian's  shafb  :  where,  if  he  have 
Any  head  more  sharp  than  odiei; 
With  that  first  he  strikes  his  mother 

nasT  oBAcx. 

Still  the  fairest  are  his  fueL 
When  his  days  are  to  be  cruel, 
Lovers*  hearts  are  all  his  food  ; 
And  his  baths  their  warmest  blood : 
Nought  but  wounds  his  hand  doth 
And  he  hates  none  like  to  Reason. 

SECOND   GEACS. 

Trust  him  not :  his  words,  though 
Seldom  with  his  heart  do  meeL 
AH  his  practice  is  deceit ; 
Every  gift  it  is  a  bait ; 
Not  a  kiss,  but  poison  bears ; 
And  most  treason  in  his  tears. 


mnn  oeacb. 

Idle  minutes  are  his  reign ; 
Hien,  the  stiag^^  mikkes  his  guOp 
By  presenting  maids  with  toys. 
And  would  have  ye  think  them  joys : 
'Tb  the  ambition  of  the  elf. 
To  have  aU  childish,  as  himself. 

FiaST   GBACB. 

If  by  these  ye  please  to  know  him. 
Beauties,  be  not  nice,  but  show  him. 

SBCOKD   OaXCK. 

Though  ye  had  a  will  to  hide  him. 
Now,  we  hope,  you'll  not  abide  Wnu 

THUU>   CaACK. 

Since  ye  hear  his  falser  play ; 
And  that  he  u  Venus*  run^wsy. 


EPITAPH 

ON  XUXABETH  L.  B. 

Undkeneath  this  stone  doth  lie 
As  much  beauty  as  could  die : 
Which  in  life  did  harbour  give 
To  more  virtue  than  doth  Ove. 


ABRAHAM  COWLEY. 


Ahaiah  GowLsr,  ft  poet  of  oonsidenble  dis- 
(BciiaB,  «M  bohi  at  IxmdoD,  in  1618.  His 
fiMher,  wbo  «ts  a  grocer  bj  trade,  died  before  his 
bii^ ;  but  fab  mother,  tfaroash  the  interest  of  her 
tieuAi,  pioeuied  his  admianon  into  Westminster 
Kfaool,  ais  king's  scholar.  He  has  represented 
bondf  s»  »  de£ient  in  memorj,  m  to  hare  been 
BuUe  to  main  the  oominon  rules  of  grammar :  it 
b,  faowcftr,  certain  that,  by  some  process,  he  be- 
cne  la  ckgaot  and  correct  classical  scholiur.  He 
evh  iabibed  a  taste  for  poetry ;  and  so  soon  did  it 
fcmsiMte  in  his  youdilul  mind,  that,  while  yet  at 
^diool,  ia  his  fifteenth  or  sixteenth  year,  he  pub- 
b^M  s  collection  of  vcnes,  under  the  appropriate 
title  of  iVefM^JKisfMiu. 

Ia  163S  he  wm  elected  a  scholar  of  TVinity  col- 
^fft,  Canbridge.  In  this  fiiTOursble  situation  he  ob- 
taoed  loiich  praise  for  his  academical  exercises ; 
■ki  he  sgsin  appeared  as  an  author,  in  a  pastoral 
(wndj,  csUed  Lan^t  Biddk,  and  a  Latin  comedy, 
«r!hH  Nmfmffmn,  Jocmlartg  the  hut  of  which 
'^  acted  beiore  the  uniTersi^,  by  the  members  of 
Trimty  oolfege.  He  continued  to  reside  at  Canv- 
^^^  tiU  1643,  and  was  a  Master  of  Arts 
^^  be  was  ^ected  from  the  uniyersity  by  the  pu- 
naakd  nnters.  He  thence  lemored  to  Oxford, 
and  filed  Uasdf  in  St.  John's  college.  It  was 
^  Ait  he  o^i^cd  actively  in  the  royal  cause, 
ttdviipRaeiitiiiaerefalof  the  king's  journeys  and 
^^^pfdnmof  hot  in  what  quality,  does  not  appear. 
He  iapattsted  faimaclfy  however,  with  the  principal 
Pwee  ibout  the  court,  and  was  particularly 
ittwnd  wiA  tiie  IHendship  of  Lord  Falkland. 

silica  the  events  of  the  war  obliged  the  qucen- 
ciedar  to  quit  the  Im^dam,  Cowley  accompanied 
W  to  hsBoe,  and  obtained  a  settlement  at  Ftaria, 
■tbelmilyof  theEarl  of  St.Aihan's.  During 
^  dneaee  of  neariy  ten  years  from  his  native 
(*B^,  he  look  various  joomeys  into  Jeney,  Scoi- 
^  Hnllsad,  and  Flanders ;  and  it  was  prind- 
P^  ibraii^  bis  instrumentality  that  a  corre- 
^nodoiee  was  maintained  betwcm  the  king  andhis 
'^*vt  The  business  of  cyphering  and  decypher- 
''V  <b(ir  kttoB  was  entrusted  to  hSat  care,  and  often 
<'<vfial  )m  nights,  as  well  as  his  diqrs.  It  is  no 
"'«darAit,  after  the  Restoration,  he  long  com- 
F^'ud  of  the  neglect  with  which  he  was  treated. 
^  1^5€,  faefing  no  longer  any  aibirs  to  transact 
^^'*^  be  rctaraed  to  England ;  still,  it  is  sup- 
j^**^  "^S^ged  in  the  service  of  his  party,  as  a  me- 
*m  of  Koct  nirifigence.  Soon  after  his  arrival, 
i*  liuUiifaed  aa  edition  of  his  poems,  containing 
*M  of  tboK  which  now  appear  in  his  vrorks.  In 
» tcvcb  far  nether  penon,  he  was  apprehended  by 
^  noaangm  of  the  ruling  powers,  and  committed 
1*^*^ ;  fion  which  he  was  hlwrated,  by  that 
^'i^'m  sad  ksmed  physician,  Dr.  Scarborough, 
^^hsikd  fana  ia  the  sum  of  a  thousand  pounds. 
"*•  lw»e»er,  was  poanbly  the  sum  at  which  he 
**  nied  es  a  physcian,  a  charsctcr  be  assumed  by 


virtue  of  a  degree  which  he  obtained,  by  mandamus^ 
from  Oxford,  in  December,  1657. 

After  the  death  of  CromweU,  Cowley  returned 
to  fVance,  and  resumed  his  station  as  an  i^gent  in 
the  royal  cause,  the  hopes  of  which  now  began  to 
revive.  The  Restoration  reinstated  him,  with  other 
royalists,  in  his  own  country;  and  he  naturslly 
expected  a  reward  for  his  long  services.  He  had 
been  promised,  both  by  Charles  I.  and  Charles  II., 
the  Mastenhip  of  the  Savoy,  but  was  unsuccessful  in 
both  his  applications.  He  had  also  the  misfortikne 
of  displeasing  his  party,  by  his  revived  comedy  of 
"  The  Cutter  of  Colemanlstreet,"  which  was  con- 
strued  as  a  satire  on  the  cavaliers.  At  length, 
through  the  interest  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 
and  the  Earl  of  St.  Alban's,  he  obtained  a  lease  of 
a  fium  at  Chertsey,  held  under  the  queen,  by  ^diich 
liis  income  was  raised  to  about  SOOL  per  annum. 
From  early  youth  a  country  retirement  had  been 
a  real  or  imaginary  object  of  his  wishes;  and, 
though  a  late  eminent  critic  and  mondist,  who  had 
himself  no  sensibility  to  rural  pleasures,  treats  thia 
taste  with  severity  and  ridicule,  there  seems  little 
reason  to  decry  a  propensity,  nourished  by  the 
favourite  strains  of  poets,  and  natural  to  a  mind 
long  tossed  by  the  anxieties  of  business,  and  the 
vicissitudes  of  an  unsettled  condition. 

Cowley  took  up  his  abode  first  at  Barn-elms,  on 
the  banks  of  the  Hiames ;  but  this  place  not  agree- 
ing with  his  health,  he  removed  to  Chertsey.  Here 
his  life  was  soon  brought  to  a  dose.  According  to 
his  biographer.  Dr.  Sprat,  the  fiital  disease  was  an 
affection  of  the  luncs,  the  consequence  of  staying 
too  late  in  the  fielcb  among  his  labourers.  Dr. 
Warton,  however,  from  the  authority  of  Mr.  I^ience,. 
gives  a  diflerent  account  of  the  matter.  He  says, 
that  Cowley,  with  his  fnend  Sprat,  paid  a  visit  on< 
foot  to  a  gendeman  jn  the  neighbourhood  of  Chert- 
sey,  wliidi  they  prolonged,  in  free  conviviality,  tili 
midnight ;  and  that  missing  their  way  on  thor  re- 
turn, tliey  were  obliged  to  pass  the  night  under  * 
hedge,  which  gave  to  the  poet  a  severe  cold  and 
fever,  which  terminated  in  his  death.  He  died  on 
July  28.  1667,  and  was  interred,  with  a  most  ho- 
nourable attendance  of  persons  of  distinction,  in 
Westminster-abbey,  near  the  remains  of  Chaucer 
an4  Spenser.  King  Charles  11.  pronounced  his 
eulogy,  by  declaring,  "  that  Mr.  Cowley  had  not 
left  a  better  man  b^nd  lilm  in  England." 

At  the  time  of  his  death,  Cowley  certsinly  ranked 
ss  the  first  poet  in  England ;  for  Milton  lay  under 
a  cloud,  nor  was  the  age  qualified  to  tsste  him. 
And  although  a  large  portion  of  Cowley's  cele- 
brity has  since  vanished,  there  still  remains  enough 
to  raise  6im  to  a  considerable  rank  among  the 
British  poets.  It  may  be  proper  here  to  add,  that 
as  a  prose-writer,  psrticularly  in  the  department 
of  essays,  there  ore  few  who  can  compare  witli^ 
him  in  elegant  simplicity. 


COWLEY. 


w, 


THE  MOTTO. 

TBHTAITDA  VIA  ICT,  &C. 


HAT  ihill  I  do  to  be  for  ever  known. 

And  make  tiie  age  to  oome  my  own  ? 
I  ihall,  like  beasts  or  common  people^  die. 

Unless  you  write  my  elegy ; 
Whilst  others  great,  by  being  bora,  are  grown  i 

Their  mothers'  labour,  not  their  own. 
In  this  scale  gold,  in  th*  other  fame  does  lie, 

Ihe  weight  of  that  mounts  this  so  high. 
Hieae  men  are  Fortune's  jewels,  moulded  bri^it ; 

Brou(^t  forth  with  their  own  fire  and  light : 
If  I,  her  vulgar  ston^  for  either  lode. 

Out  of  myself  it  must  be  strook. 
Yet  I  must  on.     What  sound  is't  strikes  mine  ear? 

Sure  I  Fame's  trumpet  hear : 
It  sounds  like  the  last  trumpet ;  for  it  can 

Raise  up  the  buried  man. 
Unpast  Alps  stop  me ;  but  1*11  cut  them  all. 

And  march,  the  Muses*  Hannibal. 
Hcnoe^  all  the  flattering  vanities  that  lay 

Nets  of  roses  in  the  way ! 
Hence,  the  desire  of  honours  or  estate. 

And  all  that  is  not  above  Fate  ! 
Hence,  Love  himself,  that  tyrant  of  my  days ! 

Which  intercepts  my  coming  praise. 
Come,  my  best  friends,  my  books !  and  lead  me  on  ; 

'Tis  time  that  I  were  gone. 
Welcome,  great  Stagyrite !  and  teach  me  now 

All  I  was  bom  to  know : 
Hiy  scholar's  victories  thou  dost  fsr  out-do ; 

He  oonquer'd  tli'  earth,  the  whole  world  you. 
Wdoome,  leam'd  Cicero !  whose  blest  tongue  and 
wit 

Pkescrves  Ilome*s  greatness  yet : 
Tliou  art  the  first  of  orators ;  only  he 

Whobest  can  praise  thee,  next  must  be. 
Wdcome  the  Mantuan  swan,  Virgil  the  wise  ! 

Whose  verse  walks  highest,  but  not  flies ; 
Who  brou^t  green  Poesy  to  her  perfect  age. 

And  made  that  art  which  was  a  rsge. 
Tell  me,  ye  mighty  Three  !  what  shall  I  do 

To  be  like  one  of  you  ? 
But  you  have  climb'd  the  mountain's  top,  there  sit 

On  the  calm  flourishing  head  of  it. 
And,  whilst  witli  wearied  steps  we  upwards  go. 

See  us,  and  clouds,  below. 


HONOUR 

Shi  loves,  and  she  confesses  too ; 
There's  then,  at  last,  no  more  to  do ; 
The  happy  work's  entirely  done ; 
Enter  the  town  whidi  thou  hast  won  ; 
The  firuits  of  conquest  now  begin ; 
lo^  triumphe !  enter  in. 

What's  this,  ye  gods !  what  can  it  be? 
Remains  there  sdll  an  enemy  ? 
Bold  Honour  stands  up  in  the  gate. 
And  would  yet  capitulate ; 
Have  I  o'ercome  all  real  foes. 
And  shall  this  pliantom  me  oppose  ? 


Noisy  nothbg  f  stalking  shade ! 
By  what  witchcraft  wert  thou  made? 
Empty  cause  of  solid  harms ! 
But  I  shall  find  out  oounter-dianns 
Thy  airy  derilship  to  remove 
F^om  thb  circle  hare  of  love. 

Sure  I  shall  rid  myself  of  thee 
By  the  night's  obscurity, 
And  obscurer  secrecy ! 
Unlike  to  every  other  sprite^ 
Thou  attempt'st  not  men  to  firigfat, 
Nor  appear'st  but  in  the  light. 


OF  MYSELF. 

This  only  grant  me,  that  my  means  may  lie 
Too  low  for  envy,  for  contempt  too  high. 

Some  honour  I  would  have. 
Not  from  great  deeds,  but  good  alone ; 
Th'  unknown  are  better  than  ill  known : 

Rumour  can  ope  the  grave. 
Acquaintance  I  would  have,,  but  when't  depends 
Not  on  the  number,  but  the  choice,  of  friends. 

Books  should,  not  business,  entertain  the  light. 
And  sleep,  as  undisturb'd  as  death,  the  night. 

My  house  a  cottage  more 
Than  palace ;  and  should  fitting  be 
For  all  my  use,  no  luxury. 

My  garden  painted  o'er 
Witii  Nature's  hwd,  not  Art's ;  and  pleasures  yield, 
Horace  might  envy  in  his  Sabin  field. 

Thus  would  I  double  my  life's  fading  space ; 
For  he,  that  runs  it  well,  twice  runs  his  race. 

And  in  this  true  deli^^ 
Tliese  unbou^t  sports,  this  happy  stat^ 
I  would  not  fear,  nor  wish,  my  fiite ; 

But  boldly  say  each  night. 
To-morrow  let  my  sun  his  beams  display. 
Or  in  clouds  hide  them  ;  I  have  liv'd  to-day. 


THE  CHRONICLE. 

A    BALLAD. 

MAEOAaiTA  first  possest. 

If  I  remember  well,  my  breast, 

Margarita  first  of  aU  ; 
But  when  awhile  the  wanton  maid 
With  my  restless  heart  had  play'd, 

Martha  took  the  flying  baU. 

Martha  soon  did  it  resign 

To  the  beauteous  Catharine. 

Beauteous  Catharine  gave  place 
(Thou^  loth  and  angry  she  to  part 
With  the  possession  of  my  heart) 

To  Eliza's  conquering  face. 

Eliia  till  this  hour  might  reign. 

Had  she  not  evil  counsels  ta'en. 
Fundamental  laws  she  broken 
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And  stQl  new  fkfOQfitas  die  cfaose^ 
mi  up  in  aiiBS  vaj  passioiia  rose, 
And  CMt  away  bcr  yoke. 


Uarj,  then,  nd  gentle  Anne, 

Bodi  to  reign  at  once  began ; 
AJteniately  they  swayM, 
And  aometinies  Mary  was  the  fair, 
And  aometimes  Anne  the  crown  did  wear, 
And  sometimes  both  I  obey*d. 

Another  Mary  then  arose. 

And  (Hd  rigorous  laws  impose ; 

A  mi^b^  tyrant  die ! 
Long,  slss !  should  I  have  been 
Ulkdbr  tbst  iron-soepter'd  queen, 

Had  not  Rebecca  set  me  free. 


When  fiur  Bfhwra  set  me  free, 

'Twas  then  a  goLden  time  with  me : 
Bnt  soon  those  pleasures  fled ; 

For  the  gradous  princess  dy*d. 

In  her  youdi  and  beauty*s  pride^ 

And  Judith  reigned  in  her  stead* 

One  month,  three  days,  and  ha^  89  hour, 
Judith  held  the  so^erdgn  power : 
Wondrous  beautiful  her  fiice ! 

But  so  wesk  and  small  her  wit^ 

Ihst  die  to  govern  was  unfit. 

And  so  Susanna  took  her  place. 

Bot  when  Isabella  came, 

Ann'd  with  a  resistless  flame, 
And  th'  artillery  of  her  eye ; 

Whilst  die  proudly  march*d  sbout, 

Gieatar  conquests  to  find  out. 

She  beat  out  Susan  by  the  by. 

Bat  in  her  place  I  then  obey*d 

Bbcfc-ey*d  Bess,  her  viceroy-maid ; 

To  whom  ensued  a  vacancy : 
Thoonnd  worse  passions  then  pouest 
Hie  interregnum  of  my  breast ; 

Bless  me  from  such  an  anarchy  ! 

Gentle  Henrietta  then, 

And  a  third  Mary,  next  began  ; 

Tlien  Joan,  and  Jane,  and  Audria; 
And  then  a  pretty  Thomasine, 
A^  tiKn  another  Catharine, 

And  then  a  long  et  catem- 

Bnt  dmdd  I  now  to  you  reUte 

The  strength  and  riches  of  their  state ; 

Hie  powder,  patches,  and  the  pins, 
The  ribbons,  jewebs  and  the  rings, 
Ihe  bee,  die  paint,  and  warlike  things, 

llHt  make  up  all  their  magazines  ; 

If  I  dioakl  tdl  die  poUdc  arts 

To  take  and  keep  men*8  hearts ; 
The  letters,  embassies,  and  spies, 
Hie  finowns,  and  smiles,  and  flatteries 
Theqasnels,  tears,  and  peijories, 

(Numberiesa,  nameless,  mysteries !) 

And  iD  the  little  lime^twigs  laid, 

By  Madnavel  the  waitmg  maid ; 
1  more  vUuminous  should  grow 


(Chiefly  if  Ilike  them  should  tell 
AU  chsngeof  weathers  that  befelL ) 
"Tban  Holinshed  or  Stow. 

But  I  will  briefer  widi  them  be, 

Since  few  of  them  were  long  with  me.- 
An  higher  and  a  nobler  strain 

My  present  emperess  does  claim, 

Heleonora,  first  o*  th*  name ; 

Whom  God  grant  long  to  reign  ! 


ANACREONTICS 

OE, 

SOME  COPIES  OF  VERSES, 

TRANSLATED  rAKArHVLASllCAtLY   OUT  OF  ANACKEOil. 

1.    LOVE. 

I'll  sing  of  heroes  and  of  kings. 
In  mighty  numbers,  mighty  tlungs. 
Begin,  my  Muse  !   but  lo !  the  strings 
To  my  great  song  rebellious  prove ; 
The  strings  will  sound  of  nought  but  love. 
I  broke  them  all,  and  put  on  new  ; 
'Tb  this  or  nothing  sure  will  do. 
These,  sure,  (said  I)  will  me  obey  i 
These,  sure,  heroic  notes  will  play. 
Straight  I  began  with  thundering  Jove, 
And  all  th*  immortal  powers ;  bnt  Love, 
Love  smird,  and  from  m*  enfeebled  lyre 
Came  genUe  airs,  such  as  in^ire 
Melting  love  and  soft  desire. 
FaiewS,  then,  heroes !  farewell,  kings 
And  mighty  numbers,  mighty  things ! 
Love  tunes  my  heart  just  to  my  strings. 

u.   DEINKIiro. 

Trx  thirsty  earth  soaks  up  the  rain, 

And  drinks,  and  gapes  for  drink  again, 

The  plants  suck-in  the  earth,  and  are 

With  constant  drinking  fresh  and  fair  ; 

The  sea  itself  (which  one  would  think 

Should  have  but  litde  need  of  drink) 

Drinks  twice  ten  diousand  rivers  up, 

So  fill*d  that  they  o*erflow  the  cup.  ^ 

Hic  busy  Sun  (and  one  would  guess 

By*s  drunken  fiery  face  no  less; 

Drinks  up  the  sea,  and,  when  he  *as  donc^ 

The  Moon  and  Stars  drink  up  the  Sun : 

They  drink  and  dance  by  their  own  light; 

They  drink  and  revel  all  the  night. 

Nothing  in  nature  *s  sober  found. 

But  an  eternal  health  goes  round. 

Fill  up  the  bowl,  then,  fill  it  high. 

Fill  all  the  glasses  there ;  for  why 

Should  every  creature  drink  but  I ; 

Why,  man  of  morals,  tell  me  why  ? 

III.    BIAUTT. 

LnsaAL  Nature  did  dispense 
To  all  things  arms  for  their  defence  ; 
And  some  she  arms  with  sinewy  force. 
And  some  vrith  swiftness  in  die  course  ;, 
Some  with  hard  hoofs  or  forked  claws. 
And  some  with  horns  or  tusked  jaws : 
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And  vdme  with8cale%  and  some  mdi  wiogB, 
And  some  with  teeth,  and  tome  with  stings. 
Wisdom  to  man  she  did  afford. 
Wisdom  for  shidd,  and  wit  for  swonL 
What  to  beauteons  womankind, 
What  arms,  what  armour,  has  A*  assign'd  ? 
Beauty  is  both ;  for  with  the  fair 
What  arms,  what  armour,  can  compare  ? 
What  steel,  what  gold,  or  diamond. 
More  impassible  is  found  ? 
And  yet  what  flame,  what  li|^itning,  e*er 
80  great  an  active  force  did  bear  ? 
They  are  all  weapon,  and  they  dart 
like  porcupines  from  every  part. 
Who  can,  das !  their  strength  express, 
Arm*d,  when  they  themselves  undress, 
lie  with  nakedness? 

V.    AQE. 

QiT  am  I  by  the  women  told. 
Poor  Anacreon  !   thou  grow'st  old : 
Look  how  tfaj  hairs  are  falling  all ; 
Poor  Anacreon,  how  they  fall ! 
Whether  I  grow  old  or  no. 
By  th'  effects,  I  do  not  know ; 
This,  I  know,  without  bong  told, 
"lis  time  to  live,  if  I  grow  old ; 
'Tb  time  short  pleasures  now  to  take. 
Of  little  life  the  best  to  make. 
And  manage  wisely  the  last  stake. 

VII.    GOLD. 

A  MiGHTT  pain  to  love  it  is. 
And  'tis  a  pain  that  pain  to  miss ; 
But,  of  all  pains,  the  greatest  pain 
It  is  to  love,  but  love  in  vain. 
Virtue  now,  nor  noble  blood. 
Nor  wit  by  love  is  understood ; 
Gold  alone  does  passion  move. 
Gold  monopolizes  love. 
A  curse  on  her,  and  on  the  man 
Who  tins  traffic  first  began  ! 
A  cuTK  on  him  who  found  the  ore ! 
A  curse  00  him  who  digg*d  the  store ! 
A  curse  on  him  who  did  refine  it ! 
A  curse  on  him  who  first  did  coin  it ! 
A  curse,  all  curses  else  above, 
On  him  who  us'd  it  first  in  love ! 
Gold  begets  in  brethren  hate ; 
OcUd  in  fSunilies  debate ; 
0bld  does  friendships  separate ; 
Gold  does  dvil  wars  create. 
Hiese  the  smallest  harms  of  it ! 
Gcdd,  alas !  does  love  beget 

VUI.    THZ   ZPICORZ. 

Fill  the  bowl  with  rosy  wine ! 

Around  our  temples  roses  twine ! 

And  let  us  cheerfrilly  awhile, 

like  die  wine  and  roses,  sniile. 

Grown'd  with  roses,  we  contemn 

Gyges*  wealthy  diadem. 

To  day  is  ours,  what  do  we  fear  ? 

To  day  is  ours ;  we  have  it  here : 

Let*s  treat  it  kindly,  that  it  may  ^ 

Wish  at  least,  with  us  to  stay. 

Let's  banidi  business,  banish  sorrow ; 

To  the  gods  belongs  to-morrow. 
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UNDKaiTKATH  tfus  myrtle  shades 
On  flowery  beds  supinely  laid. 
With  odorous  oils  my  hnd  o'er-llowiiigi 
And  around  it  roses  growing. 
What  should  I  do  but  drink  away 
The  heat  and  troubles  of  the  day? 
In  this  more  than  kingly  state 
Love  himself  shall  on  me  watt. 
Fill  to  me.  Love ;  nay  fill  it  up  ; 
And  mingled  cast  into  tiie  cup 
Wit,  and  mirth,  and  noble  fires. 
Vigorous  health  and  gay  desires. 
The  wheel  of  life  no  less  will  stay 
In  a  smooth  than  rugged  vray : 
Since  it  equally  doth  flee. 
Let  the  motion  pleasant  be. 
Why  do  we  precious  ointments  showV  ? 
Nobler  wines  why  do  we  poor  ? 
Beauteous  flovrers  wl^  do  we  spread. 
Upon  the  monuments  of  the  dead  ? 
Nothing  they  but  dust  can  show. 
Or  bones  that  hasten  to  be  so. 
Crown  me  with  roses  whilst  I  live. 
Now  your  wines  and  ointments  give  ; 
After  death  I  nothing  crave. 
Let  me  alive  my  pleasures  hav^ 
All  are  Stoics  in  the  grave. 

X.  THX  GaAssHorrsE. 

Haptt  Insect !  what  can  be 

In  hsppiness  compar'd  to  tiiee  ? 

Fed  with  nourishment  divine. 

The  dewy  Morning's  gentle  wine ! 

Nature  waits  upon  thee  still. 

And  thy  verdant  cup  does  fill ; 

'Tis  fill'd  wherever  thou  dost  tread. 

Nature's  self's  thy  Ganymede. 

Thou  dost  drink,  and  dance,  and  sing ; 

Hi^pier  than  the  happiest  king ! 

All  the  fields  which  thou  dost  see. 

All  the  plants,  belong  to  thee ; 

All  that  summer-hours  produce. 

Fertile  made  with  early  juice. 

Man  for  thee  does  sow  and  plow ; 

Farmer  he,  and  landlord  thou  ! 

Thou  dost  innocently  joy ; 

Nor  does  thy  luxury  destroy  ; 

The  shepherd  gladly  heareth  thee. 

More  harmonious  than  he. 

Thee  country  hinds  with  gladness  hear, 

Fhjphet  of  the  ripen'd  year ! 

Thee  Phoebus  loves,  and  does  inspire ; 

Phoebus  is  himself  Uiy  sire.       ' 

To  diee,  of  all  things  upon  earth. 

Life  is  no  longer  than  thy  mirth. 

Happy  insect,  happy  thou  ! 

Dost  neither  age  nor  winter  know ; 

But,  when  thou'st  drunk,  and  danc'd,  aad  sung 

Thy  fill,  the  fiow'ry  leaves  among, 

(Voluptuous,  and  wise  withal,  y 

Epicurean  animal !) 

Sated  with  thy  summer  feast. 

Thou  retir'st  to  endless  rest 

XI.    THS   SWALLOW. 

Foolish  Prater,  what  dost  thou 
So  early  at  my  window  do. 


ELEGY  UPON  ANACREON. 


^  Whk  thy  tDDClCH  SQRmdc  ? 

*  VeU  't  had  been  had  Tereus  made 

Thee  as  dumb  as  FhQamcl ; 

Then  his  knife  had  dooe  but  well. 

la  Ay  undiscorered  neat 

Thou  dost  all  the  winter  rest, 

Aad  dreameit  o*cr  thy  summer  joysp 

Five  from  the  stonny  seasons*  noise. 

Free  frm  th*  VH  tfaou*st  done  to  me; 

Who  disturin  or  aeeks-out  diee  ? 

Hadrt  thou  all  the  channing  notes 

Of  the  wood's  poetic  throats. 

All  thy  sit  could  never  pay 

Whtf  thou  hast  ta*en  finoin  me  away. 

Grud  bird !  thou*st  ta'eu  away 

A  dream  out  of  my  arms  to-day  ; 

A  drenn,  that  ne'er  must  equall'd  be 

Bt  all  that  waking  eyes  may  see. 

Tbou,  this  damage  to  repair, 

Nocfaiiig  half  *o  Hwtet  or  fair, 

>»ochiag  half  so  good,  canst  bring, 

IWngh  men  si^  tbou  bring'st  the  Spring. 


ELEGY  UPON  ANACREON; 

•MO   WAS   CHOAKXD   IT    A    OKArS-STONK. 

Spoken  by  the  God  of  Love* 

How  afaall  I  lament  tUne  end, 
Mt  bnt  servant  and  my  friend  ? 
Kaj,  and,  if  from  n  deity 
So  Dndi  deified  as  I, 
It  nond  not  too  profime  and  odd, 
Oh»  osy  witer  and  my  god ! 
For  'tis  true,  most  mighty  poet ! 
Thoogh  I  like  not  men  should  know  it) 
1  tm  in  naked  Nature  less, 
L«»  by  much,  than  in  thy  dress. 
Ail  thy  vme  is  softer  Ikr 
1^  the  downy  feathers  are 
Ofrey  wings,  or  of  my  arrows, 
t)f  my  mother's  doves  or  sparrows, 
"^oet  OS  lovers'  freshest  kisses, 
()r  their  riper  following  blisses, 
(Wvtfnl,  deonlj,  smooth,  and  round, 
Ali  with  Venus'  girdle  bound ; 
And  diy  life  was  an  the  wliile 
Kiad  sod  gcnde  as  thy  style, 
TW  moo^-poc'd  boun  of  every  day 
Oiidad  iHuntttuniy  away. 

I.  k«  diy  vcne  each  hour  did  pass ; 
'^•wtaad  sfaost,  like  that,  it  was. 

>sBe  do  but  their  y«mth  allow  me, 
'>M  what  they  by  Nature  owe  me, 
Tiv  time  that's  mine,  and  not  their  own, 
lat  eeitoB  tribntc  of  my  crown : 
*^  they  grow  old,  they  grow  to  be 
tw  bosy,  or  too  wise,  tar  me. 
1^  wort  4mer,  and  didst  know 


?ta«e  too  wise  far  lore  can  grow; 
Lofe  vos  with  thy  life  entwin'd, 
^^««»  ss  heal  widi  fire  is  join'd ; 
A  powcff al  bond  preacrib'd  the  date 
0^  thine,  like  Mdcager's,  fate. 
*V  .MiperiHasis  ^iigB 
Mivf  cBlam  d  thy  amorous  rage ; 
TW  alf^r  hairs  yielded  me  more 
^^  rven  i^ohhn  curls  before. 


Had  I  the  power 
As  I  have  of  generation. 
Where  I  the  natter  must  obey. 
And  cannot  work  plate  out  of  clay. 
My  creatures  should  be  all  like  ^ee, 
*Tis  thou  should'st  their  idea  be : 
Hiey,  like  thee,  should  thoroughly  hate 
Business,  honour,  title,  state ; 
Other  wealth  they  should  not  know, 
But  what  my  living  mines  bestow ; 
Tlie  pomp'of  kings,  they  should  confeiSy 
At  their  crownings,  to  be  less 
Than  a  lover's  humblest  guise. 
When  at  his  mistress*  feet  he  lies. 
Rumour  they  no  more  should  mind 
Tlian  men  safe  landed  do  the  wind ; 
Wisdom  itself  tlicy  should  not  hear. 
When  it  presumes  to  be  severe ; 
Beauty  alone  they  should  admire. 
Nor  look  at  Fortune's  vain  attire. 
Nor  ask  what  parents  it  can  shew ; 
Witli  dead  or  old  't  has  nought  to  do. 
Tliey  sliould  not  love  yet  all,  or  any, 
But  very  much  and  very  many  : 
All  tiieir  life  should  gilded  be 
Witli  mirth,  and  wit,  and  gaiety  ; 
Well  remembering  and  applying 
The  necessity  of  dying. 
Their  cheerful  heads  2iould  always  wear 
All  that  crowns  the  flowery  year : 
They  should  always  laugh,  and  sing. 
And  dance,  and  strike  th*  harmonious  string  , 
Verse  should  from  their  tongue  so  flow. 
As  if  it  in  the  mouth  did  grow, 
As  swifUy  answering  their  command, 
As  tunes  obey  the  artful  liand. 
And  whilst  I  do  thus  discover 
Th'  ingredients  of  a  happy  lover, 
*T1s,  my  Anacreon !  for  diy  sake 
I  of  the  Grape  no  mention  make. 

Till  my  Anacreon  by  tliee  fell. 
Cursed  Plant !  I  lov'd  thee  well ; 
And  'twas  dSt  my  wanton  use 
To  dip  my  arrows  in  thy  juice. 
Cursed  Plant !  'tis  true,  I  sec. 
The  old  report  tlut  goes  of  thee  — - 
Tluit  with  giants'  blood  tlw  Eartli 
Stain'd  and  poison'd  gave  thee  birtli ; 
And  now  thou  wreak'st  thy  ancient  spite 
On  men  In  whom  the  gods  deligliL 
Thy  patron,  .Bacchus,  'tis  no  wonder. 
Was  brought  forth  in  flames  and  tlmnder ; 
In  rage,  in  cpiarrcls,  and  in  fights, 
Worse  than  his  tigers,  he  delights ; 
In  all  our  Heaven  I  think  there  be 
No  such  ill-natur'd  god  as  he. 
Thou  pretcndest,  traitorous  Wine ' 
To  be  the  Muses*  friend  and  mine : 
With  love  and  wit  tliou  dost  l>egin. 
False  fires,  alas !  to  draw  us  in  ; 
Which,  if  our  course  we  by  tliem  keep. 
Misguide  to  madness  or  to  sleep  : 
Sleep  were  well,  thou*st  learnt  a  way 
To  death  itself  now  to  betray. 

It  grieves  me  when  I  see  what  fate 
Does  on'the  best  of  mankind  wait 
Poets  or  lovers  let  tbem  be, 
*Tis  neither  love  nor  poesy 
Can  arm,  against  Death's  smallest  dart. 
The  poet's  iK^ad  or  Iovcr*s  heart ; 
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But  when  their  life.  In  fit  dectSne, 

Touches  th*  inevitable  line. 

All  the  world's  mortal  to  them  then. 

And  wine  is  aconite  to  men ; 

Nay,  in  Death's  hand,  the  gn^w-stone  praxes 

As  stnmg  as  thunder  is  in  Jove's. 


COWLEY. 


ODE,  FROM  CATULLUa 

ACMK   AKD   SEFTUIIUS. 

Wmurr  on  Septimius*  panting  breast 
(Meaning  nothing  less  than  rest) 
Acme  lean'd  her  loving  bead, 
Thus  the  pleas'd  Septimius  said : 

"  M^  dearest  Acme,  if  I  be 

Once  alive,  and  love  not  thee 

With  a  passion  far  above 

All  that  e'er  was  called  love ; 

In  a  Libyan  desert  may 

I  become  some  lion's  prey ; 

Let  him,  Acme,  let  bun  tear 

My  breast,  when  Acme  is  not  there.* 

The  god  of  love,  who  stood  to  hear  him 
(Tlie  god  of  love  was  always  near  him) 
Pleas'd  and  tickled  with  the  sound, 
Sneez'd  aloud ;  and  all  around 
The  little  Loves,  that  waited  by, 
Bow'd,  and  blest  the  augury. 
Acme,  cnflam'd  with  what  be  said, 
Rear'd  her  gently-bending  head ; 
And,  her  purple  mouth  with  joy 
Stretching  to  the  delicious  boy. 
Twice  (and  twice  could  scarce  suffice) 
She  kist  his  drunken  rolling  eyes. 

«<  My  Uttle  life,  my  all !"  (said  she) 

So  may  we  ever  servants  be 

To  this  best  god,  and  ne'er  retain 

Our  hated  liberty  again  ! 

So  may  thy  passion  last  for  me. 

As  I  a  passion  have  for  thee, 

Greater  and  fiercer  much  than  can 

Be  conceiv'd  by  thee  a  roan  ! 

Into  my  marrow  is  it  gone, 

Fixt  and  settled  in  the  bone  ; 

I|  reigns  not  only  in  my  heart. 

But  runs,  like  life,  through  every  part." 

She  spoke ;  the  god  of  love  aloud 

Snees'd  again ;  and  all  the  crowd 

Of  little  Loves,  that  waited  by, 

Bow'd,  and  bless'd  the  augury. 

This  good  omen  thus  from  Heaven 

like  a  happy  signal  given. 

Their  loves  and  lives  (all  four)  embrace, 

And  hand  in  hand  run  all  the  race. 

To  poor  Septimius  (who  did  now 

Nodbing  else  but  Acme  grow) 

Acme's  bosom  was  alone 

The  whole  world's  imperial  throne ; 

And  to  faithful  Acme's  mind 

Septimius  was  all  human-kind. 

If  the  gods  would  please  to  be 
Bui  advis'd  for  once  fay  me. 


I'd  advbe  tfaem,  when  they  wpf 
Any  illuatrious  piety. 
To  reward  her,  if  it  be  she— 
To  reward  him,  if  it  be  he— 
With  such  a  husband,  snch  a  wift; 
With  Acme's  and  Septimius'  life. 


THE  COMPLAINT. 

In  a  deep  vision's  intellectual  scene. 
Beneath  a  bower  for  sorrow  made, 
Th'  uncomfortable  shade 

Of  the  black  yew's  unlucky  green, 
Mixt  with  the  mourning  willow's  careful  grej, 
'Where  reverend  Cham  cuts  out  his  &moas  wiy, 

Tlie  melancholy  Cowl^  lay : 
And  lo !  a  Muse  appear'd  to 's  closed  sight, 
(The  Muses  ofl  in  lands  of  vision  pUy,) 
Body'd,  array'd,  and  seen,  by  an  internal  light 
A  golden  harp  with  silver  strings  she  bore ; 
A  wondrous  hieroglyphic  robe  she  wore. 
In  which  all  colours  and  all  figures  were. 
That  Nature  or  that  Fancy  can  create, 

Hiat  Art  can  never  imitate ; 
And  with  loose  pride  it  wanton'd  in  the  air. 
In  such  a  dress,  in  such  a  welUdoth'd  dream. 
She  us'd,  of  old,  near  fair  Ismenus*  stream, 
Pindar,  her  Theban  favourite,  to  meet ; 
A  crown  was  on  her  head,  and  wings  were  on  her 
feet 

She  touch'd  him  with  her  harp,  and  rais'd  him  fitxa 

the  ground; 
Hie  shaken  strings  melodiously  resound. 

"  Art  thou  retum'd  at  last,"  said  she, 

«  To  this  forsaken  place  and  roe  ? 
Thou  prodigal !  who  didst  so  loosely  waste 
Of  all  thy  youthful  years  the  good  estate ;    ' 
Art  thou  retum'd  here,  to  repent  too  late. 
And  gather  husks  of  learning  up  at  last. 
Now  the  rich  harvest-time  of  life  is  past. 

And  Winter  mardies  on  so  fast  ? 
But,  when  I  meant  t'adopt  thee  for  my  son. 
And  did  as  leam'd  a  portion  as^gn. 
As  ever  any  of  the  mighty  Nine 

Had  to  their  dearest  children  done ; 
When  I  resolv'd  t'exalt  thy  anointed  name. 
Among  the  q)iritual  lords  of  peaceful  fame ; 
Tliou,  changeling !  thou,  bewitch'd  with  noise  and 

show, 
Would'st  into  courts  and  cities  from  me  go ; 
Would'st  sec  the  world  abroad,  and  have  a  share 
In  all  the  follies  and  the  tumults  there : 
Thou  would'st,  forsooth,  be  something  in  a  stale. 
And  business   thou  would'st  find,  and  would'st 
create; 

Business !  the  frivolous  pretence 
Of  human  lusts,  to  sliake  off  innocence ; 

Business !  the  grave  impertinence ; 
Business  !  the  thing  which  I  of  all  things  hate  ; 
Business !  the  contradiction  of  thy  fhte. 


« 


Go,  renegado !  caAt  up  thy  account. 
And  see  to  what  amount 
Thy  foolish  gains  by  quitting  me : 
The  sale  of  knowledge,  fame,  and  liberty. 
The  fruits  of  thy  unlearn'd  apostacy. 
Thou  thought'st,  if  once  tlie  public  storm  were 
past, 


HYMN  TO  LIGHT. 
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M  %  ffwiainlng  life  Aonid  whmMtm?  he ; 
ficboU !  the  pubic  ftonn  is  ipent  at  li^ 
Tlic  fOfcragn't  tost  si  sn  no  moi^ 
Aad  tfaon,  with  all  tfie  noble  company, 

Alt  got  at  last  to  shore 
Bst,  wfailst  tfaj  feUow.Toyi^Sen  I  siee 
AD  imidi'd  up  to  posassa  tfie  pronils*d  land, 
Tm,  itill  alone,  alas !  dost  gaping  stand 
VpoB  te  naked  beach,  upon  the  barren  sand ! 


**  Ai  s  hit  moraing  of  the  blessed  spring. 

After  a  tedious  stormy  nigbt, 
Sach  was  the  glorious  entry  of  our  king ; 
KarifiBng  moisture  drop*d  on  every  tUnff : 
Fkntj  he  so«r*d  below,  and  cast  about  bun  light ! 

But  then,  alas !  to  thee  alone,  • 

One  of  old  Gideon's  miracles  was  shown ; 
For  cvfiy  tree  and  every  herb  around 

Widi  pearly  dew  was  crown'd, 
And  upon  aO  ^  quicken'd  ground 
The  fruitful  seed  of  Heaven  did  brooding  lie, 
Afld  nothing  but  the  Muse's  fleece  was  £y. 

It  did  all  other  tfireats  surpass, 
WheD  God  to  his  own  people  said 

That  he  would  give  them  ev'n  a  heaven  of 


thej  look'd  up  to  that  Heaven  in  vain, 

Tnss  bounteoos  Heaven,  vrhicfa  God  did  not 


Upon  iha  most  unjost  to  ihine  and  rain. 

*  The  Racbd,  lor  which  twice  seven  yean  and  more 

Thou  didst  vridi  fiuth  and  labour  serve, 
Aad  didst  (if  feitfa  and  labour  can)  deserve. 

Though  she  contracted  was  to  thee. 

Given  to  another  thou  didst  see 

Giicn  to  another,  who  had  store 
Of  ftncr  and  of  nclicr  vrtves  before. 
And  not  a  Leah  left,  thy  recompense  to  be ! 
Go  on ;  twice  seven  years  more  thy  fortune  try ; 
Twice  sefcn  years  more  God  in  his  bounty  may 

Give  diee,  to  fling  away 
laai  the  court's  deceitful  lottery : 

But  dmik  bow  likely  'tis  that  thou, 
Wafa  the  dull  work  of  thy  unwieldy  plough, 
Sbsnid'it  in  a  hard  and  barren  season  thnve^ 

abouid'st  even  able  be  to  live; 
1V«,  to  whom  share  so  little  bread  did  foil, 
la  ihsi  miiBi  iiliiui  year,  when  manna  rsin'd  on  all.** 


TW  ^skc  the  Mnae^  and  spake  it  with  a  smiley 

Ikit  seem'd  at  once  to  pity  and  revile. 

Aad  to  her  thus,  raising  h»  thoucfatfiil  head, 
The  mrlanfhnly  Cowley  said — 
•«  Ah,  wanton  foe!  dost  thou  upbraid     * 
The  iBs  vrfaich  thou  thyself  bast  made  ? 

^In  in  the  cradle  innocent  I  lay, 

Thaa,  wicked  spirit !  stalest  me  away. 
And  n^  abused  soul  didst  besr 

laio  thy  new4bund  worids,  I  know  not  where^ 
Tby  golden  Indies  in  tfieair; 
And  ever  since  I  strive  in  vain 
My  ravirii'd  freedom  to  regain ; 

VD  I  fcbel,  stiO  tiiou  dost  reign ; 

Lo !  niD  a  rene  against  thee  I  complain. 
There  is  a  sort  of  stubborn  weeds, 

^Vbid^  if  the  earth  but  once,  it  ever,  .breeds  ; 
So  ■h^jaism  herb  can  near  them  thrive, 
Xo  mMi  plant  can  keep  alive : 


The  foolish  sports  I  dU  on  tbee  bestow. 
Make  all  my  art  and  labour  fruitless  now; 
Where  once  such  foiries  dance,  no  grsas  doth  evtt 
grow. 

*'  When  my  new  mind  had  no  infusion  known, 
Tliou  gav'st  so  deep  a  tincture  of  thine  own, 

1^  ever  nnce  I  vainly  tiy 

To  wash  avray  fo'  inherent  &j€: 
Long  woric  perhaps  may  spoil  thy  colours  quite  ; 
But  never  noil  reduce  the  native  white : 

To  all  the  ports  of  honour  and  of  gain, 

I  often  steer  my  course  in  vain ; 
Tliy  gale  comes  cross,  and  drives  me  back  again. 
Tlxni  slack'nest  all  my  nerves  of  industry. 

By  making  them  so  oft  to  be 
Tlie  tinkling  strings  of  thy  loose  minstrelsy. 
Whoever  this  world's  happiness  would  see^ 

Must  ss  entirely  cast  off  thee, 

As  they  vrho  only  Heaven  desire 
Do  from  the  world  retire. 
This  was  my  error,  this  my  gross  mistake 
Myself  a  demi-votary  to  make. 
Tlius,  with  Sapphire  and  her  husband's  fote, 
(A  foult  which  I,  like  them,  am  taught  too  late,) 
For  all  that  I  gare  up  I  nothing  gain. 
And  perish  for  the  part  which  I  retain. 


**  Teadi  me  not  then,  O  thou  folladoos  Muse ! 

Hie  court,  and  better  king,  t'accuse : 
The  heaven  under  which  I  live  is  foir, 
Hie  fertile  soil  will  a  fell  harvest  bear : 
Hiine,  thine  is  all  the  barrenness ;  if  thou 
Mak'st  me  sit  still  and  sing,  when  I  should  plough. 
When  I  but  think  how  many  a  tedious  year 

Our  patient  sovereign  did  attend 

His  long  misfortunes*  fatal  end  ; 
How  dieerfully,  and  how  exempt  from  fear. 
On  the  Great  Sovereign's  will  he  did  depend ; 
I  ought  tg  be  accurst,  if  I  refuse 
To  wait  on  his,  O  thou  fallacious  Muse  f 
Kings  have  long  hands,  they  say ;  and,  though  I  be 
So  distant,  they  may  reach  at  length  to  me. 

However,  of  all  the  princes,  thou 
Should'st  not  reproach  rewards  for  being  small  or 

slow; 
Thou  f  who  rewardest  but  with  popular  breath, 
And  that  too  after  death.** 


HYMN  TO  LIGHT. 

Fiasr-BOav  of  Chaos,  who  so  fair  didst  come 
From  the  old  Negro's  darksome  womb ! 
Which,  when  it  saw  the  lovely  child, 

Tlie  melancholy  mass  put  on  kind    looks    and 
smil'd; 

Thou  tide  of  glory,  which  no  rest  dost  know. 

But  ever  ebb  and  ever  flow  ! 

Thou  golden  shower  of  a  true  Jove ! 
Who  does  in  thee  descend,  and  Heaven  to  Earth 
make  love ! 

Hail,  active  Nature's  watchfol  life  and  healdi ! 

Her  joy,  her  ornament,  and  wealth ! 

Hail  to  thy  husband,  Heat,  and  thee  ? 
Tbou  the  world's  beauteous  bride,  the  lusty  brI4«- 
groom  he ! 


1« 


COWLEY. 


SKf,  irom  whit  golden  quiteis  of  the  dqr 

Do  all  thy  winged  ■noiirs  flj  ? 

4iwiftiie9B  and  Power  bjr  birth  are  .^ 

Fhm  thy  great  sire  they  came^  thy  gire^  the  Word 
DiTine, 

'Tia,  I  beUeve,  Ihis  aicboy  to  show, 
Hiat  80  much  cost  in  colours  diou. 
And  skill  in  painting,  dott  bestow. 

Upon  thy  ancient  arnis^  £e  gaudy  heavenly  bow. 

Swift  as  lif^t  thoughts  their  empey  career  run, 

Thy  race  is  finish^  when  begun ; 

Let  a  post-angel  start  with  thee, 
And  thou  the  goal  of  Earth  fihalt  reach  as  soon  as  he. 

riiou  in  die  Moon's  bright  cliariot,  proud  and  gay, 
Dost  thy  bright  wood  of  stars  survey ! 
And  all  the  year  dost  with  thee  bring 

Of  thousand  flowery  lights  thine  own  nocturnal 
qyring. 

Hiou,  Scythian-like,  dost  round  thy  lands  above 
Tlie  Sun*s  gilt  tents  for  ever  move^ 
And  still,  fi»  thou  in  pomp  dost  go^ 

Hie  shining  pageants  of  the  world  attend  thy 
show. 

Nor  amidst  all  these  triumphs  dost  thou  soom 
Hie  humble  glow-worms  to  adorn. 
And  with  th^  living  spangles  gild 

(O  greatness  without  pride!)  the  bushes  of  the 
field. 

Night,  and  her  ugly  sulgects,  thou  dost  fright. 

And  Sleep,  the  lasy  owl  of  night ; 

Asham'dy  and  fearful  to  iH>pear, 
Ihey  screen  their  horrid  shapes  with  the  black 

*  hemisphere. 

With  them  there  hastes,  and  wildly  takes  th*  alarm. 
Of  painted  dreams  a  busy  swarm : 
At  the  first  opening  of  thine  eye 

The  various  clusters  brnk,  the  antic  atoms  fly 

Hie  guilty  serpents,  and  obsccncr  beasts. 
Creep,  conscious,  to  their  secret  rests : 
Nature  to  thee  docs  reverence  pay, 

HI  omens  and  ill  sights  removes  out  of  thy  way. 

At  diy  ^pearance.  Grief  itself  is  said 

To  shake  his  wings,  and  rouse  his  head : 
And  cloudy  Care  has  often  took 

A  gentle  beamy  smile,  reflected  from  thy  look. 

At  thy  appeaxance.  Fear  itself  grows  bold ; 
, '        Tliy  sun-shine  melts  away  his  cold. 

Encouraged  at  the  sight  of  thee. 
To  the  cheek  colour  comes,  and  firmness  to  the 


Ev*n  Lust,  the  master  of  a  harden'd  face, 
Blushes,  if  thou  be*st  in  the  place. 
To  Daikness*  curtains  he  retires ; 

In  sym^wrthiiing  night  he  rolls  his  smoky  fires. 

When,  goddess !  thou  lift'st  up  tlqr  waken'd  head. 
Out  of  the  moming*s  purple  bed, 
Thy  quire  of  birds  about  thee  play 

And  all  the  joyful  world  salutes  the  rising  day. 


Hie  ghostly-  and  monstier-«pirits  that  did 
A  body's  privilege  to  asBime, 
Vanish  again  invisibly, 

And  bodies  gain  again  thor  visibility. 

All  the  world's  bravery,  that  deUgfats  our 

Is  but  thy  seversl  liveries ; 

TIkhx  the  rich  dye  on  them  bestow*st^ 
Hiy  nimble  pendi  painta  this  landsrape 
go'st 


tiion 


A  crimson  garment  in  the  rose  thou  wear'st ; 

A  crown  of  studded  gold  thou  bear'st ; 

The  vizgin-lilies,  in  their  white. 
Are  clad  but  with  the  lawn  of  almost  naked  li^ 


Hie  riolet.  Spring's  little  infant,  stands 
Oirt  in  thy  purple  swaddling-bands 
On  the  fiur  tulip  thou  dost  doat; 

Thou  cloth'st  it  in  a  gay  and  paity-colour'd 


With  flame  condens'd  thou  do'st  thy  jewels  fix. 

And  solid  colours  id  it  mix : 

Flora  herself  envies  to  see 
Flowers  fairer  thanher  own,  and  durable  as  she. 

Ah,  goddess !  would  thou  could'st  thy  hand  withhotda 

And  be  less  liberal  to  gold ! 

Did'st  thou  less  value  to  it  give. 
Of  how  mui'h  care,  alas !  might'st  thou  poor  nun 
relieve ! 


To  me  the  Sun  is  more  delightful  itr. 
And  all  fiiir  days  much  fairer  are. 
But  few,  ah !  wondrous  few,  thane  be^ 

Who  do  not  gold  prefer,  O  goddess !  ev*n  to 

Hirough  the  soft  ways  of  Heaven,  and  air,  and 
\^ch  open  all  their  pores  to  thee^ 
Like  a  clear  river  thou  dost  glide. 

And  with  thy  living  stream  through  the  close 
nels  slide. 


But,  where  firm  bodies  thy  free  course  oppose. 
Gently  thy  source  the  land  o'erflows ; 
Takes  there  possesion,  and  does  make. 

Of  colours  mingled  light,  a  thick  and  standing  lake. 

But  the  vast  ocean  of  unbounded  day. 
In  til*  empynean  Heaven  does  stay. 
Thy  rivers,  lakes,  and  springs,  below. 

From  thence  took  fiirst  their  rise,  thither  at  last 
must  flow. 


AGAINST  HOPE. 

Hops  !  whose  weak  bein^  ruin'd  is. 

Alike,  if  it  succeed,  and  if  it  miss ; 

Whom  good  or  ill  does  equally  confound. 

And  both  the  horns  of  Fate's  dilemma  wound : 
Vain  shadow !  whiclh  does  vanish  quite. 
Both  at  full  noon  and  perfect  night ! 

The  stars  have  not  a  possibility 
Of  blessing  thee ; 

If  things  then  from  their  end  we  happy  call, 

Tb  hc^  is  the  most  hopeless  thing  of  alL 

Hope !  thou  bold  taster  of  delight,        [quite ! 
Who^  whilst  thou  sbould'st  but  taste,  devour'st  it 
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Ikn  hm^A  as  an  estale,  j€i  letVit  u«  poor, 

Bf  dogpng  h  with  legacies  before ! 

The  joys  wladi  weetttire  should  wed, 
Gooie  defloirer*d  Tii^ns  to  our  bed ; 

Good  ftrtnoci  without  gain  imported  be* 

9aA  nigfaly  cu9tam*s  paid  to  thee. 

For  jojr,  like  wine,  kept  dose  does  better  taste ; 

If  ii  tike  sir  bdore,  its  spiHts  waste. 

Hope!  For6me*s  cheating  lottery ! 
Whoe  ftr  one  prise  an  hundred  blanks  there  be ; 
Food  sKcher,  Hope !  who  tak*at  thy  aim  so  £u-, 
Tim  nil  or  short  or  wide  thine  arrows  are ! 

Thin,  empty  cloud,  which  th'  eye  deceiies 

With  dapes  that  our  own  fancy  gives ! 
A  doad,  whidi  gilt  and  painted  now  appears, 

Bat  must  dn^  presently  in  tears  ! 
^^n  tby  frlse  beams  o*er  Reason's  li^t  prevail, 
Bf  ipa  fitfui  for  nortb-stars  we  saiL 


BMhcr  of  Fear,  more  gayly  dad ! 
TW  ncmer  fool  o'  di*  two,  yet  quite  as  mad : 
Sat  of  Repentance !  child  of  fond  Desire ! 
11«  bloir'it  the  chymics*,  and  the  lovers*,  fire, 

Leading  them  alill  insensibly  on 

By  the  strange  witchcraft  of  **  anon  !" 
Bt  thee  the  one  does  changing  Nature,  through 

Her  endless  labyrinths,  pursue ; 
And  tb*  other  chases  woman,  whilst  she  goes 
ICoR  ««fs  and  tarns  than  hunted  Nature  knows. 


FOR  HOPE. 

Hon !  of  ail  ills  that  men  endure, 

Tbe  oolj  dicap  and  universal  cure ! 

Thai  e^itive's  freedom,  and  thou  sick  man  s  health ! 

Tbn  loHT's  rictory,  and  thou  beggar's  wealth ! 

Tina  manoa,  wfaidi  from  Heaven  we  eat, 

Toevery  taste  a  several  meat ! 
'Rni  itraag  retreat !  thou  sure-entail*d  estate, 
^^^  Mu^  has  pOfwer  to  alienate ! 
7^  pkaint,  honest  flatterer !  for  none 
T\am  oBlappy  men,  but  thou  alone ! 

Hope !  thou  first>fiiiits  of  happiness ! 
^^  lP>de  dawning  of  a  bright  success ! 
^^  CQod  pieparatiTe,  without  which  our  joy 
I^  vorii  loo  strong,  and,  whilst  it  cures,  destroy ! 

Who  oat  of  Fortune's  readi  dost  stand, 

Aad  art  a  blcsring  still  in  hand  ! 
*U«  tfiec^  her  camest-money,  we  retain, 

We  ootsb  are  to  gain, 
F^^^  ihe  her  bargain  break  or  else  fulfil ; 
^^  *^  good,  not  wosie  for  ending  ill ! 

ftiDthcr  of  Frith !  *twixt  whom  and  thee 
^^ejoyiofHeBtcnand  Earth  divided  be  ! 
^|n^  Fsilh  be  heir,  and  have  the  fixt  estate, 
^  V^  y^  ^  moveables  is  great 

"  itBelTs  all  one 


Ia  thet^  or  m  possession ! 
^  tf»  ftitBrc's  tUne,  the  present  his ! 
"^hin^t  the  more  hard  and  noble  bliss 


of  our  joys !  which  hast 

^  !■«  s  iiach,  sad  yet  canst  bold  so  &8t ! 

Hifc!  ihos  md  loms*  only  friend ! 
^  Wsy,  Att  may'st  diqmte  it  with  the  End ! 
1^  >Oic,  I  fiasr,  *s  a  fruit  Hait  does  delight 
■^  «M» MTIos  tim  the  neU  and  nght 


Fhiition  more  deceitful  u 

Than  thou  canst  be,  when  thou  dost  miss ; 
Men  leave  thee  by  obtaining,  and  stnught  fioe 

Some  other  way  again  to  thee ; 
And  that's  a  pleasant  country,  without  doubt. 
To  which  all  soon  return  that  travel  out. 


I  CLAUDIAN'S  OLD  MAN  OF  VERONA. 

DB   SSKK   VXK0NBK8I,   QUI   SUBUBBIUM   NUKQUAM 
BOBESSUS   BST. 

Fbuz,  qui  patriis,  &c. 

HArry  the  man,  who  his  whole  time  doth  bound 

'^tiiin  th'  endosure  of  his  litde  ground. 

Happy  the  man,  whom  the  same  humble  place 

(111'  hereditary  cottage  of  his  race) 

From  his  first  rising  infancy  has  known. 

And  by  degrees  sees  gently  bending  down. 

With  natural  propension,  to  that  euth 

Which  both  preserv'd  his  life,  and  gave  him  birth. 

Him  no  fidse  distant  lights,  by  fortune  set. 

Could  ever  into  foolish  wanderings  g^ 

He  never  dangers  either  saw  or  fear'd : 

I  The  dreadAil  storms  at  sea  he  never  heard. 

j  He  never  heard  the  shrill  alarms  of  war, 

j  Or  the  worse  noises  of  the  lawyers'.bar. 

I  No  change  of  consuls  marks  to  him  tlie  year. 
The  change  of  seasons  is  his  calendar. 
Hie  cold  and  heat,  winter  and  summer  shows ; 
Autumn  by  fruits,  and  spring  by  flowers,  he  knows  ; 
He  measures  time  by  laiid>marks,  and  has  found 
For  the  whole  day  the  dial  of  His  ground. 
A  ndgfabouring  wood,  bom  with  faimaelf,  he  sees. 
And  loves  his  old  contemporary  trees. 
He  'as  only  heard  of  near  Verona's  name, 
And  knows  it,  like  the  Indies,  but  by  fome. 
Does  with  a  like  concernment  notice  take 
Of  the  Red-sea,  and  of  Benacus*  lake. 
ITius  health  and  strength  he  to  a  third  age  enjoya^ 
And  sees  a  long  posterity  of  boys. 
About  the  spaaous  world  let  others  roam. 
Hie  voyage,  life,  is  longest  made  at  home. 


THE  WISH. 

Wbli,  then ;  I  now  do  plainly  see 
This  busy  world  and  I  shall  ne'er  agree  ; 
The  very  honey  of  all  earthly  joy 

•  Does  of  all  meats  the  soonest  cloy ; 

And  they,  methinks,  deserve  my  pity. 
Who  for  it  can  endure  the  stings. 
The  cro^d,  and  buzz,  and  rourmurings. 

Of  this  great  hive,  the  dty. 

Ah,  yet,  ere  I  descend  to  th'  grave, 
May  I  a  small  house  and  large  garden  have ! 
And  a  few  friends,  and  many  books,  both  tru<^ 

Both  wise,  And  both  delightful  too ! 

And,  since  love  ne'er  will  from  me  flee, 
A  mistress  moderately  fair. 
And  good  as  guardian-angels  are 

Only  bdov'd,  and  loving  me ! 

Oh,  fountains !  when  in  you  shall  I 
Myself,  eas'd  of  unpeaceful  thoughts,  espy  ? 
Oh  fidds !  oh  woods !  when,  when  shall  I  be  made 

Hie  happy  tenant  of  your  shade  ?     , 
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Here's  the  ipriii^Jiead  of  Fletsure's  flood ; 
Where  all  the  riches  lie^  that  she 

Has  coin'd  and  stamp'd  for  good. 


Pride  and  ambition  here 
Only  in  fiv-fetch'd  metaphors  appear; 
Here  nou^t  but  winds  can  hurtful  murmurs 

And  nought  but  Echo  flatter. 

The  gods,  when  they  descended,  hither 
¥Vom  Heaven  did  always  chuse  their  way ; 
And  therefore  we  may  boldly  say. 

That  'tu  the  way  too  thither. 

How  happy  hone  should  I, 
And  one  dear  Jie,  live,  and  embradne  die  ! 
She,  who  is  all  the  world,  and  can  ezdoide 

In  deserts  solitude. 

I  should  have  then  this  only  fear  -*• 
Lest  men,  when  they  my  pleasures  see, 
Should  hither  throng  to  live  like  me, 

And  so  make  a  city  here. 


PROU   THK   DAVIBKIS. 


Awake,  awake,  my  Lyre ! 
And  tell  thy  silent  master's  humble  talc 
In  sounds  that  may  prevail ; 
Sounds  that  gentle  thoughts  inspire : 


Hioagh  ao  «salted  riN^ 
And  1  so  lowly  be, 
Teil  her,  sudi  different  noles 
mony. 


make  aU  thy  faar- 


Hark!  how  the  strings  awake : 
And,  though  the  moving  hand  approadi  not 

Hiemselves  with  awful  fear, 
A  kind  of  numerous  trembling  make. 

Now  all  thy  forces  try, 

Now  all  thy  charms  apply. 
Revenge  upon  her  ear  the  oonijuesis  of  her  cyb 

Weak  Lyre !  thy  virtue  sure 
Is  useless  here,  since  thou  art  only  found 

To  cure,  but  not  to  wound. 
And  she  to  wound,  but  not  to  cure. 

Too  weak  too  wilt  thou  prove 

My  pasaon  to  remove. 
Physic  to  other  ills,  thou*rt  nourishment  to  love. 

Sleep,  sleep  again,  my  Lyre ! 
For  thou  canst  never  teU  my  humble  tale 
In  sounds  that  will  prevail ; 
Nor  gentle  thoughts  in  her  in^ire : 
All  thy  vain  mirth  lay  by. 
Bid  thy  strings  silent  lie. 
Sleep,  sleep  again,   my  Lyre ;  and  let  thy  master 
die« 
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Jonr  Mmoir,  apoet  of  the  first  rank  in  eminence^ 
vasdcscoMkd  from  an  andent  family,  settled  at 
MilioQ,  in  Oxfordshire*  His  father,  whose  de- 
Mrtiao  of  the  Roman  Catholic  iaith  was  the  cause 
cf  fakiSuinheritanoey  settled  in  London  as  a  scri- 
vvMr,  and  manying  a  woman  of  good  family,  had 
two  Mtt  and  a  daughter.  John,  the  eldest  son, 
"»  bora  in  Bf«ad..street,  on  December  9.  1608. 
He  reested  the  rudiments  of  learning  from  a 
^cme§6e  tutor,  llionias  Young,  afterwards  duip- 
bin  to  the  English  merchants  at  Hamburg,  whose 
|Dcrits  are  grttefully  commemorated  by  his  pupil, 
in  a  Ladn  elegy.  At  a  proper  age  he  was  sent  to 
Sl  IVnl*t  school  and  there  began  to  distinguish 
^ana^  b)r  his  intense  application  to  study,  as  well 
i<  bf  lis  poetical  talents.  In  his  sixteenth  year  he 
»■»  ranored  to  Qiiist*s  college,  Cambridge,  where 
U  vas  admitted  a  pensioner,  under  the  tuition  of 
Mr.  W.  QmppA 

Of  bn  coone  of  studies  in  the  unirersity  little  is 
isovn ;  but  it  mppesrti,  from  several  exercises  pre- 
VTed  ID  his  worksy  that  he  had  acquired  extraor. 
d^tttf)  ikiU  in  writing  Latin  verses,  which  are  of  a 
purer  tKte  Ifaan  any  preceding  compositions  of  tlie 
kl^  bf  Engliah  scholars.  He  took  the  degrees 
both  (/  Bachelor  and  Master  of  Arts ;  the  latter  in 
'^^i«  when  he  left  Cambridge.  He  renounced  his 
^"ipaal  intention  of  entering  the  church,  for  which 
'ht  bM  given  as  a  reason,  diat,  *'  coming  to  some 
^■ti|rity  of  years,  he  had  perceived  what  tyranny 
bMJ  imaded  it  ;*'  which  denotes  a  man  early  habitu- 
aed  to  tfaiiik  and  act  for  himself. 

He  now  Rtumed  to  hb  father,  who  had  retired 
frvm  tuinnea  to  a  residence  at  Horton,  in  Buck- 
i:^mnakan;  and  be  there  passed  five  years  in  the 
tfudr  of  the  best  Roman  and  Grecian  authors,  and 
>^  tbr  compoaitian  of  some  of  his  finest  miscella^ 
a^A  poena.  This  was  the  period  of  his  AUegro 
^  J^ascraoy  hb  Comus  and  Lycidas.  That  his 
^«vnxag  and  talents  bad  at  this  time  attracted  con^ 
*^'3b((!  ni^oe,  iqppears  from  an  application  made 
^'  bixn  from  the  Bridgewater  family,  which  pro- 
^jced  bis  admirable  masque  of  <'  Comus,"  per- 
i^Tncd  in  1654,  at  Ludlow  Castle,  befoM  the  Earl 
4  Bfidi^rwater,  iben  Lord  President  of  Wales;  and 
^  bv  his  *•  Arcades,**  part  of  an  entertainment 
'•^Bted  to  the  Countess  Dowager  of  Derby,  at 
llanftdd,  by  some  of  her  family. 

la  I SSS,  be  obtained  his  frther*s  leave  to  improve 
-TMrlf  ^  fiatign  travel,  and  act  out  for  the  coa- 
^^fot  ^Hiagtbrough  France,  he  proceeded  to 
'^J*  nd  ipcnt  a  considerable  time  in  that  seat  of 
^  arts  and  of  Bterature.  At  Naples  he  was  kindly 
'■^'wl  byUanao,  Marquis  of  Villa,  who  had 
^vf  bcfiire  dcsETvcd  the  patitude  of  poets  by  his 
Fauwnfl^of  Taaao;  and,  m  return  for  a  laudatory 
Mdiof  Manm,  Milton  addressed  to  him  a  Latin 


poem,  of  great  elegance.  He  left  Italy  by  the  way  of 
Geneva,  where  he  contracted  an  acquaintance  vrith 
Jiwo  learned  divines,  John  Diodati  and  Frederic 
%Minheim ;  and  he  returned  through  FVance,  having 
been  absent  about  a  year  and  three  months. 

On  his  arrival,  MUton  found  the  nation  agitated 
by  civil  and  religious  disputes,  which  threatened  a 
crisis ;  and  as  he  had  expressed  himself  impatient  to 
be  present  on  the  theatre  of  contention,  it  has  been 
diought  extraordinary  that  he  did  not  immediately 
place  himself  in  some  active  station.  But  his  turn 
was  not  military ;  his  fortune  precluded  a  seat  in 
parliament ;  the  pulpit  he  had  declined ;  and  for  the 
bar  be  had  made  no  preparation.  His  taste  and 
habits  were  altogether  literary ;  for  the  present 
therefore,  he  fixed  himself  in  the  metropolis,  and 
undertook  the  education  of  his  sister's  two  sons,  of 
the  name  of  Philips.  Soon  after,  he  was  applied  to 
by  several  parents  to  admit  their  children  to  the 
benefit  of  his  tuition.  He  therefore  took  a  com- 
modious house  in  Aldersgate-street,  and  opened  an 
academy.  Disapproving  the  plan  of  education  in 
the  public  schools  and  universities,  he  deviated  from 
it  as  widely  as  possible.  He  put  into  the  hands 
of  his  scholars,  instead  of  the  common  dassirs,  such 
Greek  and  Latin  authors  as  treated  on  the  arts  and 
sciences,  and  on  philosophy ;  thus  expecting  to  in- 
stil the  knowledge  of  things  with  that  of  words.  We 
are  not  informed  of  the  result  of  his  plan ;  but  it 
vrill  appear  singular  that  one  who  had  himself  drunk 
so  deeply  at  the  muae*s  fount,  should  withhold  the 
draught  from  others.  We  learn,  however,  that  he  per- 
formed the  task  of  instruction  with  great  assiduity. 

Milton  did  not  long  sufiTer  himself  to  lie  under 
the  reproach  of  having  neglected  the  public  cause  in 
his  private  pursuits;  and,  in  1641,  he  published 
four  treatises  relative  to  church-government,  in 
which  he  gave  the  preponderance  to  the  predliyte- 
rian  form  above  the  episcopalian.  Resuming  the 
same  contrqyersy  in  the  following  year,  he  num- 
bered among  his  antagonists  such  men  as  Bishop 
Hall  and  Anrhbiahop  Usher.  His  fiither,  who  had 
been  disturbed  by  the  king's  troops,  now  came  to 
live  with  him ;  and  the  necessity  of  a  female  bead  of 
such  a  house,  caused  Milton,  in  1643,  to  form  a  con- 
nection with  the  daughter  of  Richard  Powell,  £aq., 
a  magistrate  of  Oxfordshire.  This  was,  in  several 
respects,  an  unhappy  marriage ;  for  his  fiErther-in- 
law  was  a  sealous  royalist,  and  his  wife  had  ac- 
customed herself  to  the  jovial  hospitality  of  that 
party.  She  had  not,  tlierefore,  passed  above  a 
month  in  her  husband's  house,  when,  having  pr»> 
cured  an  invitation  from  her  father,  she  went  to  pass 
the  summer  in  his  mansion.  Milton's  invitations 
for  her  return  were  treated  with  contempt ;  unon 
which,  regarding  her  conduct  as  a  desertion  vifaicb 
broke  the  nuptial  contract,  he  determined  to  punidi 
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it  by  repudiation.  In  1 644  he  puMisfaed  awotk 
on  "The  Doctrine  and  DiacipUjie  of  Divorce;*' 
and,  in  the  next  year,  it  was  followed  by  "  Te- 
trachordon,  or  Expositions  upon-  the  four  chief 
Places  in  Scripture  which  treat  of  Marriage."  He 
fiurther  reduced  his  doctrine  into  practice,  by  pay- 
ing his  addresMs  to  a  young  lady  of  great  accom- 
plishments ;  but,  as  he  was  paying  a  Tint  to  a  neigh- 
bour and  kinfgnan,  he  was  surprised  with  the  sud- 
den entrance  of  his  wife,  who  threw  herself  at  his 
feet,  and  tmpl(»ed  fofgiTeness.  After  a  short 
struggle  of  resentment,  he  took  her  to  liis  bosom ; 
and  he  sealed  the  reconciliation  by  opening  his 
house  to  her  father  and  brothers,  when  they  had 
been  driren  from  home  by  the  triumph  of  tlte  re- 
publican arms. 

In  the  progress  of  Milton*s  prose  works,  it  will 
be  right  to  mention  his  ^*  Areopagitica;  aSpeech  of 
Mr.  John  Milton,  for  the  Liberty  of  Unliceosed 
Printing,"— a  work,  published  in  1644, written  with 
equal  spirit  and  ability,  and  which,  when  reprinted 
in  1738,  was  affirmed  by  the  editor  to  be  the  best  de- 
fence that  had  ever  then  appeared  of  that  essential 
article  of  public  liberty.  In  the  following  year  he 
took  care  that  his  poetical  character  should  not  be 
lost  to  the  world,  and  published  his  juvenile  poems, 
Latin  and  English. 

Milton's  principles  of  the  origin  and  end  of 
government  carried  him  to  a  full  approbation  of  tlie 
trial  and  execution  of  the  king  ;  and,  in  order  to 
conciliate  the  minds  of  the  people  to  that  act,  he 
published,  early  in  1649,  a  work  entitled,  **  The 
Tenure  of  Kings  and  Magistrates ;  proving  that  it 
b  lawful,  and  hath  been  so  held  through  all  ages, 
for  any  who  have  the  power,  to  call  to  account 
a  tyrant  or  wicked  king;  and,  after  due  con- 
viction, to  depose  and  put  him  to  death,  if  tlie  ordi- 
naiy  magistrate  have  neglected  or  denied  to  do 
it."  Certainly,  it  would  not  be  easy  to  express,  in 
stronger  terms,  an  author's  resolution  to  leave  no 
douttto  concerning  his  opinion  on  this  important 
topic  His  appointment  to  the  Latin  Secretaryship 
to  the  Council  of  State  was,  probably,  the  conse- 
quence of  his  dedsion. 

The  learned  Frenchman,  Salmasius,  or  Saumaise, 
having  been  hired  by  Charles  II.,  while  in  Holland, 
to  write  a  woric  in  fiivour  of  the  royal  cause,  which  he 
entitled,  **  Drfensio  R^gia,"  Milton  was  employed 
to  answer  it ;  which  he  did  in  1 651,  by  his  celebrated 
**  Defenaio  pro  Populo  Anglicano,"  in  which  he 
exercised  all  ids  powers  of  Latin  rhetoric,  both  to 
justify  the  republican  party,  and  to  confound  and 
vilify  the  famous  scholar  against  whom  he  took  up 
the')>en.  By  this  piece  he  acquired  a  high  repu- 
tation, both  at  home  and  abroad ;  and  lie  received  a 
present  of  a  thousand  pounds  from  the  English 
government.  His  book  went  through  several  edi- 
tions;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  work  of  Sal- 
«asius  was  suppressed  by  the  States  of  Holland,  in 
whose  service  he  lived  as  a  professor  at  Leyden. 

Bdton's  intense  application  to  study  had,  for 
some  yem  preceding,  brou^t  on  an  affection  of 
the  eyes,  which  gradually  impaired  his  sight ;  and, 
before  he  wrote  hb  "  D^ensio,"  he  was  warned  by 
his  physicians  that  the  effort  would  probably  end  in 
total  blin^hiess.  This  opinion  was  soon  afler  justi- 
fied by  a  gutta  serene,  which  seized  both  hb  eyes, 
and  sufcrje^ed  tiie  remainder  of  his  life  to  diose  pri- 
vations which  he  has  so  feelingly  described  in  some 
passages  of  hb  poems.      Hb  intellectual  powers. 


however,  suffered  no  eclipse  flWim  tfab  loss  of  hi% 
sensitive  faculties ;  and  he  pursued,  without  iaier. 
miasion,  both  his  offidal  and  hb  controversial  occu- 
pations. Cromwell,  about  tins  time,  having  assumed 
the.  supreme  power,  with  the  title  of  IVoiector, 
Milton  acted  with  a  subservience  towanb  this 
usurper  whidi  is  the  part  of  hb  conduct  that  it  i» 
the  moat^fficult  to  justify.  It  might  have  been 
expected,  that  when  the  wisest  and  most  oonsricn- 
tious  of  tlie  republicans  bad  become  sMiaible  of  his 
arts,  and  opposed  hb  ambitious  projects,  the  mind 
of  Mihon  would  neither  have  been  blinded  by  his 
hypocrisy,  nor  overawed  by  his  power.  Ponibly 
the  real  cause  of  hb  predilection  for  Cromwell,  was 
that  he  saw  no  refuse,  from  the  intolerance  of  the 
IVesbyterians,  but  in  the  moderation  of  the  Ph>- 
tector.  And,  in  fact,  the  very  passage  in  which  he 
addreasn  him  with  the  loftiest  encomium,  oontuns 
a  free  and  noble  exhortation  to  him  to  respect 
that  public  liberty,  of  which  he  appeared  to  be  the 
guaidian. 

Cromwell  at  length  died;  and  so  zealous  and  aan- 
guine  was  Milton,  to  the  veiy  last,  that  one  of  hb 
latest  political  productions  was,  **  A  ready  and  easy 
Way  to  establish  a  free  Commonwealth."  It  was  in 
vain,  however,  to  contend,  by*  pamphlets,  with  the 
national  inclination;  and  Charles  II.  returned  in 
triumph.  Milton  was  dischaiged  from  hb  office, 
and  lay  for  some  time  concealed  in  the  house  of  a 
friend.  The  House  of  Commons  desired  that  hb 
Majesty  would  issue  a  proclamation  to  call  in  Mil- 
ton s  Defences  of  the  People,  and  Iconodastes,  to- 
gether with  a  book  of  Goodwyn'a.  The  books  were 
accordingly  burnt  by  the  common  hangman ;  but  the 
authors  were  returned  as  having  absconded ;  nor,  in 
the  act  of  indemnity,  did  the  name  of  Mflton  appear 
among  those  of  the  excepted  persons. 

He  now,  in  reduced  drcumstancea,  and  under  the 
discountenance   of  power,   removed  to  a  private 
habitation    near  hb  fonner  residence.      He  had 
buried  his  first>wife ;  and  a  second,  the  daughter  of 
a  Captain  Woodcock,  in  Hackney,  died  in  childbed. 
To  solace  hb  forlorn  condition,  he  desired  hb  friend. 
Dr.  Paget,  to  look  out  a  third  wife  for  him,  whc 
recommended  a  relation  of  his  own,  named  Eliza  • 
beth  Minshull,  of  a  good  family  in  Cheshire.     Hb 
powerful  mind,  now  centered  in  itself,  and  ui^ 
disturbed  by  contentions   and    temporary  topics, 
opened  to  those  great  ideas  which  were  continually 
filling  it,  and  the  result  was.  Paradise  Lost,      Much 
discussion  has  taken  place  concerning  the  origtnal 
conception  of  thb  grand  performance ;  but  what- 
ever ffint  may  have  suggested  the  rude  outline,  it  is 
certain  that  all  the  creative  powers  of  a  strong 
imagination,  and  all  the  accumulated  stores  of  a 
life  devoted  to  learning,  were  expended  in  its  com- 
pletion.     Though  he  appears,  at  an  early  age,  to 
have  thoudlit  of  some  subject  in  the  heroic  times  of 
English  history,  as  peculiarly  calculated  for  Engli&ti 
verse,  yet  hb  religious  turn,  and  assiduous  study  of 
the  Hebrew  Scriptures,  produced  a  final  preference 
of  a  story  derived  from  the  Sacred  Writings,  and 
giving  scope  to  the  introduction  of  his  theological 
system.     It  would  be  superfluous,  at  thb  ttinc,  to 
weigh  the  merits  of  Milton*s  great  work,   which 
stands  so  much  beyond  competition ;  but  it  may  be 
affirmed,  that  whatever  his  other  poems  can  ex. 
hibit  of  beauty  in  some  parts,  or  of  grandeur   in 
others,  may  idl  |)e  referred  to   Paradise  Lost    as 
the  most  perfect  model  of  both. 
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BGhoD,  not  eihuiiled  by  tfak  great  efibrt,  foU 
loved  it  in  1670  by  **  Fandiae  Regnined,**  written 
upon  a  suggefdoa  of  the  Quaker  £lwood*8,  and  ap- 
parently reganied  as  the  theok^cal  completion  of 
the  I^raiiae  Lost.  Although,  in  point  of  inven- 
two,  iti  infierioritj  Is  plainly  apparrait,  yet  modern 
ditician  has  praoounoed  that  there  are  passages  in 
it  by  BO  means  unwcntfay  of  the  genius  of  Milton, 
alkmsBce  being  made  for  the  small  compass  of  the 
ssifd,  and  Ids  purpose  in  writing  it.  Together 
vidb  it  ^ipeaied  his  tragedy  of  "  Sampson  Ago- 
ciaB»*' composed  upon  tibe  model  of  antiquity,  and 
nrnr  intended  lor  the  stage. 


With  this  work  his  poetical  aeoount  dosea;  and  a 
few  pieces  in  prose  can  scarcely  claim  particidar  no. 
dee.  lie  sunk  tranquilly  under  an  exhaustion  of 
the  rital  powers  in  Novembo',  1674,  when  he  had 
nearly  completed  his  66th  year.  His  remains  were 
carried  from  his  house  in  BunhilUFlelds  to  the 
church  of  St  Giles,  Cripplegate,  with  a  numerous 
and  splendid  attendance.  No  monument  marked 
the  tomb  of  this  great  man,  but  his  memory  was 
honoured  with  a  tomb  in  1737,  in  Westminster 
Abliey,  at  tlic  expense  of  Auditor  Benson.  The 
only  family  whom  be  left  were  daughters. 


L*ALL£ORO. 

'Irwct,  loalfaed  Melancholy, 

^  Ccrberas  and  blackest  lIGdnight  bom, 

1q  ^Kygian  cave  forlorn,  [holy ! 

'Hoogst  horrid  shapes,  and  shrieks,  and  sights  uti- 
Twd  oat  some  uncouth  cell,  [wings. 

Whore  broodin|^  Dariuieas  spreads  his  jealous 
.Inl  the  nagfat-nTen  sings; 

There  under  dxin  shades,  and  low4m>w*d  rocks, 
•^t  n^^fed  as  tliy  locks, 

h  davk  Qmmcrian  desert  erer  dwelL 

Bat  come,  thou  goddess  fair  and  firee. 
Is  Hcaren  ydcp*d  Euphrosyne, 
lid  by  men,  heart-easing  Iffirtfa ; 
Whom  kyvcly  Venus,  at  a  birth, 
Vnh  two  sister  Graces  more, 
To  nr-^itiwiied  BACcfaus  bore : 
(h  «Wth9  faa  some  sagcr  sing) 
TSe  fiiiiic  wnsd,  that  breathes  the  spring, 
'^rAift,  with  Aurora  playing. 
At  he  OMt  her  once  aF-maying ; 
TVm  OB  beds  of  riolets  blue, 
ltd  fi«h4ilowii  roaes  wash*d  in  dew, 
yy*d  her  wiA  thee  a  daughter  fair, 
•^  buxom,  blitfae,  and  ddwnair. 

Ha*  tfaee,  Nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
•  ^  ma  jiMitiifiii  JoOi^, 
vjrpv  md  Cranks,  and  wanton  Wiles, 
V  jii.  aad  Becka,  and  wreathed  Smiles, 
^jcS  n  hsi^  on  Hebe's  cheek, 
VW  love  to  the  in  dimple  sleek ; 
>P«rt  that  wrinkled  Care  derides, 
W  barter  holding  both  his  sides. 
""s^  snd  trip  It,  as  you  go, 
(>t  (he  li,^  finitastic  toe ; 
\9Am£f  right  hnd  lead  with  tfaee 
•  «  TttBanhMP-nymph,  sweet  liiberty  { 
^"vi  if  I  gbc  thee  honour  do^ 
4jrtKadmit  me  of  diy  crew, 
Utv  via  her,  and  lire  widi  Aee, 

firee. 
Ins  flight, 
the  dull  Night, 
:  fats  watdwaDwcr  in  the  skies, 
(he  dappled  Dawn  doth  rise; 


!■» 


Then  to  come,  in  spite  of  sorrow. 
And  at  my  window  bid  good  morrow. 
Through  the  sweet4>rier,  or  the  vine, 
Or  the  twisted  eglantine: 
While  the  cock,  with  lively  din. 
Scatters  the  rear  of  Darkness  thin. 
And  to  the  stack,  or  the  barn-door. 
Stoutly  struts  his  dames  before : 
Oft  listening  how  the  hounds  and  horn 
Cheerly  rouse  the  slmnbering  Mom, 
FVom  the  side  of  some  hoar  hill. 
Through  the  high  wood  echoing  shrill: 
Some  time  walking,  not  unseen. 
By  hedge-row  ekns,  on  hillocks  green, 
Right  against  the  eastern-gate 
Where  the  great  Sun  b^ins  his  states 
Rob'd  in  flunes,  and  amber  li^t. 
The  clouds  in  thousand  liveries  digfat ; 
While  the  ploughman,  near  at  hand, 
Whisdes  o*er  the  furrow'd  land, 
And  the  milkmaid  singedi  blithe. 
And  the  mower  whets  his  sithe, 
And  every  shepherd  tells  his  tale 
Under  the  hawthorn  in  the  dale. 
Straight  mine  eye  hath  caught  new  pleasure^ 
Whilst  the  landscape  round  it  measures; 
Russet  lawns,  and  Allows  gray* 
Where  the  nibbling  flocks  do  stray ; 
Mountains,  on  whose  barren  breast, 
The  labouring  clouds  do  often  rest ; 
Meadows  trim  with  daisies  pide. 
Shallow  brooks,  and  rivers  wide : 
Towers  and  battlements  it  sees 
Boeom'd  high  in  tufted  trees, 
Where  perhaps  some  beauty  liesy 
The  Cynosure  of  neighbouring  eyes. 
Hard  by,  a  cottage  chiqmey  smoaks, 
FVom  betwixt  two  aged  oaks. 
Where  Corydon  and  Tliyrsis,  met. 
Are  at  their  savoury  dinner  set 
Of  herbs  and  other  country  messes, 
Which  the  neat-handed  Ffaillis  dresses ; 
And  then  in  haste  her  bower  she  leaves, 
M^tfa  Thestylis  to  bind  the  sheaves ; 
Or,  if  the  earlier  season  lead. 
To  the  taim*d  haycock  in  the  mead. 
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Sometimes  with  Mcure  dell^ 

The  upland  hanUets  will  invite, 

When  tlie  merry  bells  ring  roundy 

And  the  jocund  rebecks  sound 

To  many  a  youth,  and  many  a  maid. 

Dancing  in  the  chequer*d  shade ; 

And  young  and  old  come  forth  to  play 

On  a  sun-shine  Iioliday, 

Till  the  live-long  day4ight  fail : 

Then  to  the  spicy  nut-brown  ale, 

With  stories  told  of  many  a  feat. 

How  faery  Mab  the  junkets  eat ; 

She  was  pinch*d,  and  pull'd,  she  scd ; 

And  he,  by  friars  lantern  led« 

Tells  how  the  drudging  goblin  swet, 

To  earn  his  cream-bowl  duly  set, 

When  in  one  night,  ere  glimpse  of  mom. 

His  shadowy  flail  hsth  thresh'd  the  com, 

Hiat  ten  day-labourers  could  not  end ; 

Then  lies  him  down  the  lubbar  fiend. 

And,  stretch'd  out  all  the  chimney's  length, 

JBasks  at  the  fire  his  hairy  strength ; 

And  crop-full  out  of  doors  he  flings, 

Ere  the  first  cock  his  matin  rings. 

I^us  done  tlie  tales,  to  bed  they  creep, 

By  whispering  winds  soon  lull*d  asleep. 

Tower'd  cities  please  us  then. 

And  the  busy  hum  of  men. 

Where  throngs  of  knights  and  barons  bold, 

In  weeds  of  peace,  high  triumphs  hold. 

With  store  of  ladies,  whose  bright  eyes 

Rain  influence,  and  judge  the  prize 

Of  wit,  or  arms,  while  both  contend 

To  win  her  grace,  whom  all  commend. 

Hiere  let  Hymen  oft  appear 

In  saffron  nhe,  with  tiq>er  clear. 

And  pomp,  and  feast,  and  revelry. 

With  mask,  and  antique  pageantry  ; 

Such  sights  as  youthful  poets  dreiun 

On  sunOner  eves  by  haunted  stream. 

Then  to  the  well-tzod  stage  anon, 

If  Jonson*s  learned  sock  be  on, 

Or  sweetest  Shakspeare,  Fancy's  child, 

Waible  his  native  wood-notes  wild. 

And  ever,  against  eating  cares. 
Lap  me  in  soft  Lydian  airs, 
Married  to  immortal  verse ; 
Such  as  the  meeting  soul  may  pierce, 
In  notes,  with  many  a  winding  bout 
Of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out, 
With  wanton  heed  and  giddy  cuAning ; 
The  melting  voice  through  mazes  running, 
Untwisting  all  the  chains  that  tie 
Hie  hidden  soul  of  harmony ; 
That  Orpheus*  self  may  heave  his  head 
From  golden  slumber  on  a  bed 
Of  heap'd  Elysian  flowers,  and  hear 
Such  strains  as  would  have  won  the  car 
Of  Pluto,  to  have  quite  set  free 
His  ha]f-regain*d  Eurydice. 

Hiesc  delights  if  thou  canst  give, 
Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live. 
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IL  PENSEROSO. 

Hkncx,  vain  deluding  Joys, 
The  brood  of  Folly,  without  father  bred ! 
How  little  you  bested. 
Or  fill  the  fixed  mind  with  all  your  toys ! 


Dwell  in  aome  idle  fanao. 

And  &ncies  fimd  with  gaudy  shapes 
As  thick  and  numberless 
As  the  gsy  motes  that  people  the  sun-beams; 
Or  likest  hovering  dreams. 

Hie  fickle  pensioners  of  Morpheus*  train. 
But  hail,  thou  goddess,  sage  and  boly» 
Hail,  divinest  Melancholy  * 
Whose  saintly  visage  is  too  bri^ 
To  hit  the  sense  of  human  si^it, 
And  therefore  to  our  weaker  view 
O'erlaid  with  black,  staid  Wisdom's  hue; 
Black,  but  sudi  as  in  esteem 
Prince  Memnon*s  sister  might  beseem. 
Or  that  starr'd  Ethiop  queen  that  strove 
To  set  her  beauty's  praise  above 
The  sea-nymphs,  and  their  powera  ofleoded : 
Yet  thou  art  higher  far  descended : 
Thee  bright-hair'd  Vesta,  long  of  yore^ 
To  solitary  Saturn  bore ; 
His  daughter  she ;  in  Saturn's  reign. 
Such  mixture  was  not  held  a  stain : 
Oft  in  glimmering  bowera  and  gladea 
He  met  her,  and  in  secret  shades 
Of  woody  Ida's  inmost  giove. 
Whilst  yet  there  was  no  fear  of  Jove. 
Come,  pensive  Nun,  devout  and  pur^ 
Sober,  stedfast,  and  demure, 
All  in  a  robe  of  darkest  grain. 
Flowing  witli  majestic  train, 
And  sable  stole  of  Cyprus  lawn, 
Over  thy  decent  shoulders  drawn. 
Come,  but  keep  thy  wonted  state, 
With  even  step,  and  musing  gait ; 
And  looks  commercing  with  tlie  skie% 
Hiy  rapt  soul  sitting  in  thine  eyes : 
There,  held  in  holy  passion  still. 
Forget  thyself  to  marble,  till 
With  a  sad  leaden  downward  cast 
TTiou  fix  them  on  the  earth  as  fast : 
And  join  with  thee  calm  Peace,  and  QvieC, 
Sparc  Fast,  that  oft  with  gods  doth  diet. 
And  hears  the  Muses  in  a  ring 
Aye  round  about  Jove's  altar  sing : 
And  add  to  these  retired  Leisure, 
Tliat  in  trim  gardens  takes  his  pleasure : 
But  first,  and  chicfest,  with  thee  bring. 
Him  that  yon  soars  on  golden  wiqg, 
Guiding  tlie  fiery-wheeled  throne, 
Tlie  cherub  Contemplation ; 
And  the  mute  Silence  hist  along, 
'Less  Philomel  will  deign  a  song. 
In  her  sweetest  saddest  plight. 
Smoothing  the  rugged  brow  of  Night, 
Wliile  Cynthia  checks  her  dragon  yoke. 
Gently  o'er  the  accustom'd  o2 : 
Sweet  bird,  that  shunn'st  the  noise  of  folly. 
Most  musical,  most  melancholy ! 
Tliee,  chantress,  od,  the  woods  among, 
I  woo,  to  hear  thy  even-song ; 
And,  missing  thee,  I  walk  unseen 
On  the  dry  smooth-shaven  green. 
To  behold  the  wandering  Moon, 
Riding  near  her  highest  noon, 
Like  one  that  had  been  led  astray 
Tltrough  the  Heaven's  wide  pathlem  war  • 
And  ofl,  as  if  her  head  she  bow'd,  * 

Stooping  throu^  a  fleecy  doud. 
Oft,  on  a  plat  of  rising  ground, 
I  I  liear  the  ftr-ofr  Curfeu  sound. 
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OwHBt  wide-wMor^cl  ilioie» 
ftri^gu^  akm  with  raUen  roar : 
Or,  if  dtt  air  will  not  permit, 
Sone  sdD  icmoved  place  will  fit, 
WbcR  glowing  emberB  through  the  room 
Tcacb  light  to  counterfeit  a  gloam ; 
Far  from  all  reaort  of  mirth, 
Skic  tltt  oidcet  on  the  hearth, 
Ot  Ike  bdman's  drowsy  charm, 
Tofatm  the  doors  from  nightly  harm. 
OthAmj  lamp  at  midnight  hour, 
Be  MB  in  some  high  lonely  tower, 
YVbov  I  may  oft  ouUwatch  the  Bear, 
Wafa  ihrice-great  Hermes,  or  unqphere 
The  span,  ot  Plato,  to  unfold 
Whtt  worlds  or  what  vast  regions  hold 
The  imoMrtal  mind,  that  hath  forsook 
Her  maosioo  in  this  fleshly  nook : 
And  of  those  demons  that  are  found 
In  dre,  air,  flood,  or  under  ground, 
Vfha*  power  hath  a  true  consent 
^Ith  planet,  or  with  element. 
Snnctime  let  gorgeous  IVsgedy 
In  Kepier'd  pall  come  sweeping  by, 
Prwentiiig  Thebes,  or  Pelops*  Une^ 
(V  the  tale  of  Troy  diTine ; 
Or  what  (though  rare)  <^  later  age 
£oo*)hkd  hath  the  buskin'd  stage. 

But,  O  sad  Tirgin,  that  thy  power 
^Ii,:ht  niae  Musatus  from  his  bower ! 
Or  Ud  the  soul  of  Orpheus  sang 
Sjcfa  notes,  as,  warbled  to  the  string, 
Unw  ifoQ  tears  down  FIuto*s  dieek, 
Ab'!  Trade  Hell  grant  what  love  did  seek ! 
Or  cxI  op  him  that  left  haUUold 

IV  4ory  of  Cambuscan  bold. 
Of  Comball,  and  of  Algarsife, 
.\fid  who  had  Canaoe  to  wife, 

TStt  owB*d  the  virtuous  ring  and  glass; 
^id  of  the  wondrotts  horse  of  brass. 
f)n  vhicfa  the  Tartar  king  did  ride : 
'\x4  if  aughc  else  great  buds  beside 
'"  «^  and  foiemn  tunes  have  sung, 
<  ^'*unieys,  and  of  trof^es  hung, 
*  ^  foverta,  and  endiantments  drear, 
'«'^tre  more  is  meant  than  meets  the  ear. 

Tbm,  Night,  oft  see  me  in  thy  pale 
T  \  rTil.«iiked  Mom  appear, 
Nj«  trick'd  and  frounc'd  as  she  was  wont 

V  th  tlK  Attic  boy  to  hunt, 

i^'  k.erdieft  in  a  comdy  cloud, 
V^I«  recking  winds  are  piping  loud, 
<>r  b^faared  with  a  shower  still 
•'*  vn  the  gnst  hath  blown  his  fill, 
(^djig  on  the  nisling  leaves. 
With  Toaau  drops  from  off  the  eaves. 
Aad,  when  the  &m  b^ns  to  fling 
Uis  iwiag  beams,  me,  goddess,  bnng 
Tc  vdsed  walks  of  twilight  groves, 
AiddwJuas  brown,  that  Sylvan  loves, 
*^  pwe,  or  moBuiitf  lit  si  oak, 
^^>«tv  thetwie  axe,  with  heaved  stroke, 
Wm  Dner  heard  the  nymphs  to  daunt, 
^K  frigte  then  fiwn  their  hallow*d  haunt. 
rWrc  in  dose  covort  by  some  brook, 
VVne  nopfofrDcr  eye  may  look, 
Ifidr  me  fion  day's  garish  eve, 
^2»  the  bee  widi  honied  thigh, 
Tiat  at  her  flopwcnr  work  dodi  sing, 


With  such  eonaort  as  they  keep^ 
Entice  the  dewy  feather*d  Sleep; 
And  let  some  strange  mysterious  drevm 
Wave  at  his  wings  in  aery  stream 
Of  lively  portraiture  display'd. 
Softly  on  my  eye-lids  laid. 
And,  as  I  wake,  sweet  music  breathe 
Above,  about,  ot  underneath. 
Sent  by  some  spirit  to  mortal  good. 
Or  the  unseen  genius  of  tibe  wood. 

But  let  my  due  feet  never  fail 
To  walk  the  studious  cloysters  pale. 
And  love  the  high-embowed  roof. 
With  antic  pillars  masqr  proof. 
And  storied  windows  nchly  dight. 
Casting  a  dim  religious  light : 
Tliere  let  the  pealing  organ  blow, 
To  tlie  ftill-voic*d  quire  below. 
In  service  high  and  anthems  clear. 
As  may  with  sweetness,  throuf^  mine  ear, 
Dissolve  me  into  ecstacies, 
And  bring  all  Heaven  before  mine  qres. 

And  may  at  last  my  weary  age 
Find  out  the  peaceful  hermitaffe, 
Hie  hairy  gown  and  mos^  cell, 
Where  I  may  sit  and  rightly  spell 
Of  every  star  that  Heaven  doth  shew, 
And  every  herb  that  sips  the  dew; 
Till  old  experience  do  attain 
To  aomediing  like  prophetic  strain. 

These  pleasures,  Melancholy,  give, 
And  I  with  thee  will  choose  to  live. 
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Tit  once  more,  O  ye  laurels,  and  once  more. 

Ye  myrtles  brown,  with  ivy  never-sere, 

I  come  to  pluck  your  berries  harsh  and  crude: 

And,  with  forc*d  fingers  rude, 

l^hatter  your  leaves  before  the  mellowing  year : 

Bitter  constraint,  and  sad  occasion  dear. 

Compels  me  to  disturb  your  season  due : 

For  Lyddas  is  dead,  dc»d  ere  his  prime^  , 

Young  Lycidas,  and  hath  not  left  his  peer : 

Who  would  not  ang  for  Lycidas?  he  knew         10 

Himself  to  sing,  and  build  die  \c/tty  rhyme. 

He  must  not  float  upon  his  watery  bier 

Unwept,  and  welter  to  the  parching  wind. 

Without  the  meed  of  some  melodious  tear. 

Begin  then.  Sisters  of  the  sacred  well, 
Hiat  from  beneath  the  seat  of  Jove  doth  spring; 
Begin,  and  somewhat  loudly  sweep  tlie  string. 
Hence  with  denial  vain,  and  coy  excuse : 
So  may  some  gentle  Muse 

With  lucky  words  fiivcnir  my  destin'd  urn ;         SO 
And,  as  he  passes,  turn 
And  bid  fair  peace  be  to  my  sable  shroud. 

For  we  were  nurs*d  upon  the  self-same  hill. 
Fed  the  same  flock,  by  fountain,  shade,  and  rilL 
Together  both,  ere  the  high  lawns  appear'd 
Under  the  opening  eyo-lids  of  the  Mom, 
We  drove  afield,  and  both  together  heard 
What  time  the  gray-fly  winds  her  sultry  horn. 
Battening  our  flocks  with  the  fresh  dews  of  nighty 
Oft  till  the  star,  that  roae^  at  evening  bright,        90 
Toward  Heaven's  descent  had  slop'd  his  westering 
wheeL 
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Meanwiiile  the  rural  ditties  were  not  mute, 
Temper*d  to  the  oaten  flute ; 
Rough  Satyrs  danc*d,  and  Fawns  with  cloven  hed 
From  the  glad  sound  would  not  be  idnent  long ; 
And  old  DaracKtas  lov*d  to  hear  our  song. 

But,  O  tlie  heavy  change,  now  tliou  art  gone. 
Now  tliou  art  gone,  and  never  must  return  ! 
Thee,  sliepherd,  thee  the  woods,  and  desert  caves 
With  wild  thyme  and  the  gadding  vine  o*ergrown, 
And  all  their  echoes  mourn  :  40 

Hie  willows,  and  the  liazel  copses  green. 
Shall  now  no  more  be  seen 
Fanning  their  joyous  leaves  to  thy  soft  lays. 
As  killing  as  tfie  canker  to  the  rose, 
Or  taint- worm  to  the  weanling  herds  that  graze, 
Or  frost  to  flowers,  that  their  gay  n'ardrobe  wear, 
When  first  die  wliite-thom  blows ; 
Such,  Lyddas,  thy  Ioks  to  shepheids*  ear. 

Wlicrc  were  yc,  Nymplis,  when  the  remorseless 
deep 
Clos*d  o*cr  the  head  of  your  lov*d  Lyddas  ?         51 
For  neither  were  ye  playing  on  the  steep. 
Where  your  old  bards,  Uie  famous  Druids,  lie. 
Nor  on  tlie  nliaggy  top  of  Mona  high, 
Nor  yet  where  Ck*va  spreads  her  ^vizard  stream : 
Ay  me !  I  fondly  dream ! 
Had  ye  been  there  —  for  what  could  that  have 

done? 
Wliat  could  the  Muse  herself  that  Orpheus  bore. 
The  Muse  herself,  for  her  enchanting  son. 
Whom  universal  Nature  did  lament,  60 

When,  by  the  rout  that  matlc  the  hideous  roar, 
His  gory  \isage  down  tlie  stream  was  sent, 
Down  the  swift  Hebrus  to  the  Ixisbian  sliore  ? 

Alas !  what  boots  it  witJi  incessant  care 
To  tend  the  liomely,  slighted,  slieplierd*s  trade, 
And  strictly  meditate  tlie  thankless  Muse? 
Were  it  not  better  done,  ns  others  use. 
To  sport  with  Amaryllis  in  the  sliade, 
Or  with  tlie  tangles  of  Neora's  liair  ? 
Fame  is  tlie  spur  that  the  clear  spirit  doth  raise 
(Tliat  last  infirmity  of  noble  mind)  71 

To  scorn  delights  and  live  laborious  days ; 
But  the  fair  guerdon  when  we  Impe  to  find, 
And  think  to  burst  out  into  sudden  blaze. 
Comes  the  blind  Fury  witli  the  abhorred  shears. 
And  slits  tlie  tliin-spun  life.    "  But  not  the  praise,** 
Fbotbus  replied,  and  touch*d  my  trembling  ears ; 
*'  Fame  is  no  plant  tliat  grows  on  mortal  soil, 
Nor  in  the  glistering  foil 
Set  oflT  tu  tlic  world,  nor  in  broad  rumour  lies : 
But  lives  and  spreads  aloft  by  tliosc  pure  e}*es, 
And  perfect  witness  of  all-judging  Jove ;  81 

As  lie  pronounces  l&stly  on  each  deed, 
Of  so  much  fame  in  Heaven  expect  thy  meed.** 
O  fountain  Arethuse,  and  tliou  honour*d  flood. 
Smooth-sliding  Mincius  crown*d  with  vocal  reeds ! 
That  strain  I  hosird  was  of  a  higher  mood : 
But  now  my  oat  proceeds, 
And  listens  to  tlie  herald  of  the  sea 
Tliat  came  in  Neptune*s  plea ;  90 

He  ask'd  the  waves,  and  ask*d  the  felon  winds. 
What  hard  misliap  hath  doom*d  this  gentle  swain  ? 
And  question*d  every  guet  of  rugged  wings 
That  blows  from  off  each  beaked  promontory : 
'Iliey  knew  not  of  his  story ; 
And  sage  Hi]ipotades  their  answer  brings, 
'YhfA  not  a  blast  was  from  his  dungeon  stray*d ; 
Tlic  air  was  calm,  and  on  the  level  brine 
Sleek  Pano{x;  witli  all  her  sisters  p1ay*d. 


It  wag  that  fatal  and  perfi^oui  hrt,  100 

Built  in  the  eclipse,  and  rigg'd  with  curses  daii, 
Hiat  sunk  so  low  that  sacred  bead  of  thineb 

Next  Camus,  reverend  nre,  went  footing  dov, 
His  mantle  luury,  and  his  bonnet  sedge. 
Inwrought  with  figures  dim,  and  on  the  edge 
Like  to  that  sanguine  flower  inscribed  with  woe. 
«  Ah !  who  hath  reft**  (quoth  he)  "  my  deanst 

pledge?** 
Last  came,  and  last  did  go. 
The  pilot  of  the  Galilean  lake ; 
Two  massy  keys  he  bore  of  metals  twain,         110 
(The  golden  opes,  the  iron  shuts  amain,) 
He  shook  his  miter*d  locks,  and  stem  bespake: 
*'  How  well  could  I  have  spared  for  thee,  yooog 

sviTun, 
Enow  of  such,  as  for  thdr  bellies'  sake 
Creep,  and  intrude,  and  climb  into  the  fold? 
Of  other  care  they  little  reckoning  make^ 
Hian  how  to  scramble  at  tlie  shearers*  feast, 
And  shove  away  the  worthy  bidden  guest ; 
Blind  mouths !  that  scarce  themselves  know  bow  to 

hold 
A  slieep-hook,  or  have  leam*d  aught  else  the  kart 
That  to  tlie  faithful  herdman*s  art  belongs !       131 
What  recks  it  them?     What  need  tliey?    ThtPf 

are  sped ; 
And,  when  tliey  list,  their  lean  and  flashy  songs 
Grate  on  their  scrannel  pipes  of  wretdied  straw ; 
The  hungry  sheep  look  up,  and  are  not  fed. 
But,  swoln  with  wind  and   the  rank   mist  Ibey 

draw. 
Rot  inwardly,  and  foul  contagion  spread  : 
Besides  what  tlie  grim  wolf  with  privy  paw 
Daily  devours  apace,  and  nothing  sed  : 
But  that  two-handed  engine  at  the  door  130 

Stands  ready  to  smite  once,  and  smite  no  more." 

lietum,  Alplieus  tlie  dread  voice  is  past. 
That  shrunk tliy  streams;  return,  iKcilian  Muse, 
And  call  the  vales,  and  bid  them  hidier  cast 
Hieir  bells,  and  flowerets  of  a  thousand  hues. 
Ye  valleys  low,  where  the  mild  whispers  use 
Of  shades,  and  wanton  winds,  and  gusliing  brooks, 
On  whose  fresh  lap  the  swart>&tar  sparely  looks; 
llirow  hitlier  all  your  quaint  enameird  eyes, 
Tliat  on  tlie  green  turf  suck  the  honied  showers, 
And  purple  all  the  ground  with  vernal  flowers. 
Bring  tlie  ratlie  primrose  tliat  forsaken  dies,       H^ 
The  tufted  crow-toe,  and  pole  jessamine, 
llic  white  pink,  and  the  jiansy  freak*d  with  jet, 
ITie  glo\ring  violet. 

The  musk-rose,  and  the  well-attired  wood-bine, 
Witli  cowslips  wan  tliat  liang  the  pensive  head. 
And  every  flower  that  sad  embroidery  wears  :^ 
Bid  Amaranthus  all  Ills  beauty  shed. 
And  dafladillies  fill  their  cui>s  with  tears,  l^SC 

To  strew  the  laureat  herse  where  Lycid  lies. 
For,  so  to  interpose  a  little  ease, 
Let  our  frail  thoughts  dally  with  fidse  surmise ; 
Ay  me !  whilst  thee  the  shores  and  sounding  seas 
Wash  far  away,  where'er  thy  bones  are  burPd* 
Whether  beyond  the  stormy  Hebrides, 
\Vhere  thou,  perhaps,  under  the  whelming  tide, 
Visit*st  the  bottom  of  the  monstrous  world  ; 
Or  whether  thou,  to  our  moist  vows  denied, 
Sleep'st  by  the  fable  of  Bellerus  old,  1^ 

Where  the  great  vision  of  the  guarded  mount 
Looks  toward  Namancos  and  Bayona*8  bold; 
Look  homeward,  angel,  now,  and  melt  widi  nith : 
And,  O  je  dolphins,  waft  tlie  liapless  youth. 
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Wccpoo 001%  lioliil  ihqpfaerds,  weep  no  more, 
Far  Ljddas  your  sorrow  is  not  dead. 
Sank  tbougfa  he  be  bcncatli  the  watery  floor ; 
So  ockf  the  day-«tar  in  the  ocean  bed, 
Aad  jet  anon  repairs  hLt  drooping  head,  1 69 

And  iridLs  bis  beams,  and  with  new-spangled  ore 
Fktts  m  the  forehead  of  the  morning  sky : 
So  Lvddas  sunk  low,  but  mounted  high, 
Tlnagfa  the  dear  might  of  him  tiiat  walk'd  the 

wares; 
Vkeic,  other  grovea  and  other  streams  along, 
Vlth  nectar  pure  his  oozy  locks  he  laves, 
Aod  bean  die  uaexpreasiTe  nuptial  son^, 
Is  the  blest  kingdoms  meek  of  joy  and  love. 
Thnt  cotertain  him  all  the  saints  above, 
h  folema  troops,  and  sweet  societies, 
Thii  flag,  and,  singing  in  their  glory,  move, 
And  wipe  the  tears  for  ever  from  his  eyes. 
Now,  Lyddas,  the  sliepherds  weep  no  more ;      1 80 
Hmre^jrtfa  thou  art  the  genius  of  the  shore, 
h  tliy  large  recompense,  and  shalt  be  good 
To  all  that  wander  in  that  perilous  flo(^ 

Thm  Hog  the  uncouth  swain  to  the  oaks  and 
riUa, 
WhQe  the  stfll  Mom  went  out  with  sandals  gray ; 
He  tDiidi*d  the  tender  stops  of  various  quill^ 
^th  eiger  thought  waibUng  his  Doric  lay ; 
And  now  die  Sun  had  8tretch*d  out  all  the  hills, 
Aad  B0ir  was  dropt  into  the  western  bay :  191 

At  tat  be  rote,  and  twitch*d  his  mantle  blue : 
T0410ROW  to  fireib  woods,  and  pastures  new. 


Tu  A 
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THK  nasoKs. 

Strut,  afterwards  in  the  habit  of 


C«iiri,  with  his  crew. 
Tut  Last. 
fi«ff  BionntB. 
Sfitiya  BaonrsB. 
>'^nuiA,  die  Nymph. 

Hk  chief  penonsy  who  presented,  wens 

TV  lord  Brackley. 

If  r.  Thomas  Egerton  his  brother. 

The  ImIj  AJiee  Egerton. 


Ike  fint  Scene  diaoofcn  a  wild  wood. 

Ike  ATmnaav  Snmn  daeemdi  or  enters* 

Bcraaa  the  ^vry  thresiiold  of  Jove's  court 
Ml  inaariou  is,  where  those  immortal  sfaa^ws 
<K  tei|||  acnal  spirits  HTe  msfher*d 
I"  nxioas  nold  of  calm  and  serene  air, 
.^hoic  the  SDoke  and  stir  of  this  ttim  spot, 
^'^UvBiCBU  coth ;  and,  with  low.thoughted  cue 
Onh^A  ad  pesier*d  in  this  pin-fold  here, 
*"*♦•  lokeep  op  a  fiiail  and  feverish  being, 
laanitta  cf  die  ctown  tbtt  Virtue  gives, 
A*w  das  ■anal  cfaann  to  her  true  servant^ 
^''"^V*  die  CBtfanm*a  gods  on  sainted  see 
IftsDae  (hoc  be,  that  by  due  steps  aspire 


10 


To  lay  their  just  hands  on  that  golden  key. 
That  opes  the  palace  of  Eternity : 
To  such  my  errand  is ;  and,  but  for  sudi, 
I  would  not  soil  these  pure  ambrosial  weeds 
With  the  rank  vapours  of  tliis  sin-worn  mould. 

But  to  my  task.     Neptune,  besides  die  sway 
Of  every  salt  flood,  and  eadi  ebbing  stream. 
Took  in  by  lot  'twixt  high  and  nether  Jove  20 

Imperial  rule  of  all  die  uca-girt  isles, 
That,  like  to  ridi  and  various  gems,  inlay 
Hie  unadorned  bosom  of  the  deep : 
AMiich  he,  to  grace  liis  tributary  gods. 
By  course  commits  to  several  government. 
And  gives  them  leave  to  wear  dieir  sapphire  crown^ 
And  wield  their  little  tridents :  but  diis  isle. 
The  greatest  and  the  best  of  all  the  main. 
He  quarters  to  his  blue>hair*d  deities ; 
And  all  this  tract  that  fronts  the  falling  Sun        SO 
A  noble  peer  of  mickle  trust  and  power 
Has  in  liis  charge,  with  temper*d  awe  to  guide 
An  old  and  haughty  nation,  proud  in  arms : 
Where  his  fair  ofikpring,  nurs*d  in  princely  lore. 
Are  coming  to  attend  their  father's  state. 
And  new-entrusted  sceptre :  but  dieir  way 
Lies  through  the  perplex 'd  paths  of  this  drear  wood. 
The  nodding  horrour  of  whose  shady  brows 
'Xlireats  the  forlorn  and  wandering  passenger ; 
And  here  their  tender  age  might  suffer  peril,       40 
But  that  by  quick  conunand  from  sovran  Jove 
I  was  dispatdi'd  for  their  defence  and  guard : 
And  listen  why  ;  for  I  will  tell  you  now 
What  never  yet  was  heard  in  tale  or  song, 
From  old  or  modem  bard,  in  hall  or  bower. 

Bacchus,  that  flirst  from  out  the  purple  gnpe 
Crush'd  the  sweet  poison  of  misused  wine. 
After  the  Tuscan  mariners  transform'd, 
Coasdng  the  Tyrrhene  shore,  as  the  winds  listed, 
On  Circe's  island  fell :  (Who  knows  not  Circe,  50 
'ITie  daughter  of  the  Sui^  whose  charmed  cup 
Whoever  tasted,  lost  his  upright  shape. 
And  downward  fell  into  a  grovelling  swine  ?) 
'Vh\a  nymph,  that  gas'd  upon  his  clustering  locks 
With  ivy  berries  wreath'd,  and  his  blithe  youth, 
Hiid  by  liim,  ere  he  parted  thence,  a  son 
Much  like  his  father,  but  his  mother  more, 
MHiom  therefore  she  brought  up,  and  Comus  nam'd: 
AVbo,  ripe  and  frolic  of  liis  full  grown  age. 
Roving  the  Celtic  and  Iberian  fields 
At  last  betakes  him  to  this  ominous  wood ; 
And,  in  tliick  shelter  of  black  shades  imbower'd. 
Excels  liis  mother  at  her  mi^ty  art, 
Offering  to  every  weary  traTeller 
His  orient  liquor  in  a  crystal  glass, 
To  quench  the  drought  of  Fhabus  ;  which  as  diey 

taste 
(For  most  do  taste  through  fond  intemperate  thirst : ) 
Soon  a^  the  potion  works,  their  human  countciuince^ 
The  express  resemblance  of  the  gods,  is  changed 
Into  some  brutish  form  of  wolf,  or  bear,  70 

Or  ounce,  or  tiger,  hog,  or  bevded  goat. 
All  odier  parts  remaining  as  they  were ; 
And  they,  so  perfect  is  their  misery. 
Not  once  perceive  theur  foul  disfigurement. 
But  boost  themselves  more  comely  than  before ; 
And  all  their  friends  and  native  home  forget, 
To  roll  with  pleasure  in  a  sensual  stye. 
Therefore  vdien  any,  favour'd  of  high  Jove, 
Chances  to  pass  through  this  adventurous  glade. 
Swift  as  the  sparkle  of  a  glancing  star  SO 

I  slioot  from  Heaven,  to  give  him  safe  convoy, 

C  3 
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As  now  I  do :  bat  first  I  miut  put  off 
Hieae  my  sky-robes  spun  out  of  Iris*  woo^ 
And  take  the  weeds  and  Kkeneas  of  a  swain 
Tliat  to  die  aenrice  ai  this  house  belongs. 
Who  with  his  soft  pipe,  and  smootb-dittied  song, 
Well  knows  to  still  die  wild  winds  when  they  roar. 
And  hush  the  waving  woods ;  nor  of  less  &ith. 
And  in  this  office  of  his  mountain  watch 
Likeliest,  and  nearest  to  the  present  aid  90 

Of  this  occasion.     But  I  hear  the  tread 
Of  hateful  steps ;  I  nnist  be  viewless  now. 

CoMus  eniert  with  a  charming-rod  in  one  hand,  hit 
gUut  m  the  others  with  him  a  rout  of  monatert, 
headed  Sice  sundry  torts  of  wild  beasts^  but  otherwise 
like  wten  and  women,  thdr  ajtjxtrel  glistering  ;  they 
come  m  making  a  riotout  and  unruly  noise,  with 
tordtesui  their  hands. 

CoMus. 

Hie  star,  that  bids  the  shepherd  fold. 
Now  the  top  of  Heaven  doth  hold ; 
And  the  gilded  car  of  day 
His  glowing  axle  doth  aUay 
In  the  steep  Atlantic  stream ; 
And  the  slope  Sun  his  upward  beam 
Shoots  against  the  dusky  pole, 
Fuing  towards  the  other  goal  100 

Of  his  chamber  in  the  east. 
Meanwhile  welcome  Joy,  and  Feast, 
Midnight  Shout,  and  Revelry, 
Tipsy  Dance,  and  Jollity. 
Braid  your  locks  with  rosy  twine^ 
Dropping  odours,  dropping  wine. 
Bigour  now  is  gcme  to  bed. 
And  advice  with  scrupulous  head. 
Strict  Age  and  sour  Severity, 
With  th^  grave  saws,  in  slumber  lie.  1 10 

We,  that  are  of  purer  fire, 
Imitate  the  starry  quire. 
Who,  in  their,  nightly  watchful  spheres. 
Lead  in  swift  round  die  months  and  years. 
Hie  sounds  and  seas,  vrith  all  their  finny  drove, 
Now  to  the  Moon  in  wavering  morrice  move ; 
And,  on  the  tawny  sands  and  shelves,  119 

Trip  the  pert  faeries  and  the  dapper  dves. 
By  dimpled  brook  and  fountain  brim. 
The  wood-nymphs,  deck'd  with  daisies  trim, 
Tlieir  merry  wakes  and  pastimes  keep ; 
What  hath  night  to  do  with  sleep  ? 
Night  hath  b^ter  sweets  to  prove, 
Venus  now  wakes,  and  wakens  love. 
Come^  let  us  our  rites  begin  ; » 
*Tls  only  day-light  that  makes  sin. 
Which  these  dun  shades  will  ne'er  report :  — 
Hail,  goddess  of  nocturnal  sport,  128 

Dark-veil'd  G>tytCo!  to  whom  die  secret  flame 
Of  midnight  tordies  bums ;  mysterious  dame. 
That  ne'er  art  call*d,  but  when  the  dragon  woom 
Of  Stygian  darkness  spets  her  thickest  gloom. 
And  makes  one  blot  of  all  the  air ; 
Stay  the  cloudy  dion  chair. 
Wherein  thou  rid'st  vridi  Hecat*,  and  befriend 
Us  thy  vow'd  priests,  till  utmost  end 
Of  all  diy  dues  be  done,  and  none  left  out; 
Ere  the  babbling  eastern  scout, 
Hie  nice  Mom,  on  the  Indian  steep 
Frank  hnr  cafain'd  loop-hole  peep,  140 

And  to  the  tell-tale  Sun  descry 
Our  oonceal'd  aoUnmity.— 


CSome^  knit  landi^  and  beat  Ifae  gRMmd 
In  a  light  fiuitastic  round- 


Break  off;  bteak  off*,  I  fed  the  different  pace 
Of  some  chaste  footing  near  about  this  ground. 
Run  to  your  shrouds,  within  these  brakes  and  trees; 
Our  number  may  affright :  some  virgin  sure 
(For  so  I  can  distinguish  by  mine  art)  H9 

Beni^ted  in  these  woods      Now  to  my  charms, 
And  to  my  wily  trains :  I  shall  ere  long 
Be  well-stocked  with  as  fair  a  herd  as  grax*d 
About  my  mother  Circe.     Thus  I  hurl 
My  dazzling  spells  into  the  spungy  air. 
Of  power  to  cheat  the  eye  with  blear  iUusaoo, 
And  give  it  false  presentments,  lest  the  place 
And  my  quaint  habits  breed  astonishment^ 
And  put  the  damsel  to  suspicious  flight ; 
Wliich  must  not  be,  for  that's  against  my  course : 
I,  under  fair  pretence  of  friendly  ends,  160 

And  well-plac*d  words  of  glozing  courtesy 
Baited  with  reasons  not  unplausible, 
Wind  me  into  the  easy-hearted  man. 
And  hug  him  into  snares.     When  once  her  ^e 
Hath  met  the  virtue  of  this  magic  dust, 
I  shall  appear  some  harmless  villager. 
Whom  tlmft  keqps  up  about  his  country  gear. 
But  here  she  comes ;  I  fairly  step  asid^ 
And  hearken,  if  I  may,  her  business  here. 

Ths  Ladt  eniert. 

Hiis  way  the  noise  was,  if  mine  ear  be  true,      170 
My  best  guide  now;  methought  it  was  the  sound 
Of  riot  and  ill-manu;*d  merriment. 
Such  as  the  jocund  nute,  or  gamesome  pip^ 
Stirs  up  among  the  loose  unletter*d  hinds ; 
When  for  their  teeming  flocks,  and  granges  full. 
In  wanton  dance  they  praise  the  bounteous  Fan, 
And  thank  the  gods  amiss.     I  should  be  loth 
To  meet  the  rudeness,  and  swiird  insolence, 
Of  such  late  wassailers;  yet,  O  !  where  else 
Shall  I  inform  my  unacquainted  feet  180 

In  the  blind  mazes  of  this  tangled  wood  ? 
My  brothers,  when  diey  saw  me  wearied  out 
Wi^  this  long  way,  resolving  here  to  lodge 
Under  the  spreading  fiivour  of  these  pines, 
Stept,  as  they  said,  to  the  next  thicket  side. 
To  bring  me  berries,  or  such  cooling  fruit 
As  the  land  hospitable  woods  proride. 
They  left  me  then,  when  the  gray-hooded  Even, 
Like  a  sad  votarist  in  palmer's  weed,  189 

Rose  from  ibe  hindmost  wheek  of  Fhoebus*  wain- 
But  where  they  are,  and  why  they  came  not  bade. 
Is  now  the  labour  of  my  thoughts ;  'tb  likeliest 
Hiey  had  engag'd  their  wandering  steps  too  far ; 
And  envious  darkness,  ere  they  could  return. 
Had  stole  them  from  me :  else,  O  thievish  Nighty 
Why  should'st  thou,  but  for  some  felonious  end, 
In  thy  dark  lantern  thus  dose  up  the  stars, 
Hiat   Nature  hung  in   Heaven,  and  fill'd  their 

lamps 
With  everlasting  oil,  to  give  due  light 
To  the  misled  and  lonely  traveller  ?  900 

This  is  the  place,  as  well  as  I  may  guess, 
Whence  even  now  the  tumult  of  loud  mhth 
Was  rife,  and  perfect  in  my  listening  ear ; 
Yet  nooffA  but  single  darkness  do  I  find. 
What  thu  might  be  ?     A  thousand  fiM»fa>«w»«» 
Begin  to  throng  into  my  maaary, 
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Ofcdlii^  Aapm,  and  bedtoBJag  Amkmw  diie^ 
And  acty  ttmgan,  that  syllable  men's  names    SOB 
(>n  stnds,  and  iboresi  and  desert  wildernesses. 
Thoe  tfaougfate  may  startle  well,  but  not  astound. 
The  viituoiis  mind,  that  ever  walks  attended 
Bf  1  fliroog  siding  champion,  Consdenoe.  -* 

0  vricame  pure^«y'd  Faitfa,  wfaite-handed  Hope^ 
lUn  bofcring  angel,  girt  with  golden  wings, 
Aoiihom  uahlfmi^'d  form  of  Chastity ! 

1  «cjv  risibly,  and  now  beliere 

Ite  be,  the  Supreme  Good,  to  whom  all  things 

iU 
Are  bat  as  shnish  officers  of  vengeance, 
Would  send  a  glistering  guardian,  if  need  were, 
To  keep  my  life  and  honour  unaaaail'd.  820 

Wb  I  decar'd,  or  did  a  sable  doud 
Turn  forth  her  silTer  lining  on  the  night  ? 
I  did  not  or,  there  does  a  sable  doud 
Tun  forth  her  iQver  lining  on  the  night. 
And  caatsa  gleam  oww  this  tufted  grove : 
I  cnnot  halkio  to  my  brothers,  but 
Sodi  aoise  as  I  can  make  to  be  heard  farthest 
I'll  venture ;  for  my  new-enliven'd  spirits 
hvspt  OK ;  snd  they  perh^jM  are  not  far  off. 

aoxG. 

SvoT  Echoi  sweetest  nymph,  that  liv*8t  unseen 
Within  thy  aery  shell,  231 

fij  ilow  Meander's  maigent  green, 
.\sd  in  the  nolet-^nnbroider'd  vale. 

Where  the  love-lorn  nightingale 
Vi^tly  to  thee  her  sad  song  moumeth  well ; 
Ciatt  (boo  not  tell  me  of  a  gentle  pair 
That  likest  thy  Nardssua  are  ? 
0,  if  thou  have 
Hid  them  in  some  flowery  cave, 
TeU  me  but  vdiere,  240 

Sweet  queen  of  parley,  daughter  of  the  sphere ! 
So  Bttv'it  thou  be  tianslatea  to  the  skies, 
^  pre  leKNinding  grace  to  all  Hcaven*s  bar- 


Enter  Coxus^ 

Ommt.  Can   any    mortal   mixture   cf  earth's 
Bould 
l^naihe  sich  divine  enchanting  ravishment  ?     245 
Sue  noctfaing  holy  lodges  in  that  breast, 
Atti  with  theK  raptures  moves  the  vocal  air 
To  tBtify  fa»  hidden  residence. 
Hov  ivectly  did  they  float  upon  tlie  wings 
OTabaee^  through  the  empty  vaulted  night. 
^t  cvoy  fidl  smootiiiiw  the  raven.down  851 

^(Mncs^tiUitsmird!  Ihaveoftheard 
Mj  aothv  Circe  with^the  Syrens  three, 
^aak  the  flowe^-kirtled  Naiades, 
CiaUiag  thor  potent  beifos  and  baleful  drugs ; 
VW»  asthcy  sung,  would  take  the  prison*d  soul, 
Aad  tip  it  in  Elysium:  ScyUa  wept, 
Aad  chid  her  barking  waves  into  attention, 
Aod  Ml  Qnrybdia  murmur*d  soft  appUuse : 
Yet  tbey  ia  plcaang  slumber  lull'd  the  sense, 
ABdiasv«tKnMdnc»robb*d  it  of  itself;  261 

^  «di  tiacied  and  home.fdt  delight, 
Ui  Mfacr  entainty  of  vraking  bliss, 
I  Mw  bevd  tiU  now.  ~  rU  speak  to  her, 
^***«tt  hemy  queen.  —  Hail,  foreign  wonder! 
I^limeataia  flttse  rough  shades  did  never  breed, 
I  "^.  ^  g"**^."*  ^f^  in  rural  shrine 
1>^'*  bsn  with.  An,  or  Sylvan  j  by  blest  song 


Foibidding  every  bleak  unkindly  fog 

To  touch  the  prosperous  growth  of  this  tall  wood. 

Lad-  Nay,  gentle  shepherd,  ill  is  lost  that  praise 
Hiat  is  address*d  to  unattending  ears ; 
Not  any  boast  of  skill,  but  extreme  shift 
Hoar  to  regain  my  sever'd  company, 
Compell'd  me  to  awake  the  courteous  Echo       275 
To  give  me  answer  from  her  mossy  couch. 

Cbm.  What  chance,  good  lady,  hath  bereft  you 
thus? 

Lad.  Dim  darkness,  and  this  leafy  labyrinth. 

Omu  Could  that  divide  you  from  near-uahering 
guides? 

Lad,  'Aej  left  me  weary  on  a  grassy  turf.     280 

Com.  By  falsehood,  or  discourtesy,  or  why  ?' 

Lad.  To  sedc  i*  the  valley  some  cool  friendly 
spring. 

Com.  And  left  your  fair  side  all  unguarded,  lady  ? 

Lad,  They  were  but  twain,  and  puipos'd  quick 
return. 

Com^  Perhaps  forestalling  night  prevented  them. 

Lad.  How  easy  my  misfortune  is  to  hit  ! 

Com.  Imports  their  loss,  beside  the  present  need  ? 

Lad.  No  less  than  if  I  should  my  brothen  lose. 

Com.  Were  they  of  manly  prime,  or  youthful 
bloom?  289 

Lad.  As  smooth  as  Hebe's  their  unrasor'd  lips. 

Comk  Two  such  I  saw,  what  time  the  labour'd  ox. 
In  his  loose  traces  fitnu  tin  funow  came. 
And  the  swink'd  hedger  at  his  supper  sat ; 
I  saw  them  under  a  green  mantling  vine, 
That  crawls  along  the  side  of  yon  small  hill. 
Plucking  ripe  clusters  firam  the  tender  shoots  ; 
Thdr  port  was  more  than  human,  as  they  stood : 
I  took  it  for  a  faery  vision 
Of  some  gay  creatures  of  the  demen^ 
That  in  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  live^  300 

And  play  i'  the  plighted  clouds.     I  was  aw-struck« 
And,  as  I  past,  I  worshipt ;  if  those  you  seek. 
It  were  a  journey  like  the  pHth  to  Heaven, 
To  help  you  find  them. 
Lad.  Gentle  villager. 

What  readiest  vray  vrould  bring  me  to  that  phoe? 
Com.  Due  west  it  rises  from  this  shrubby  point. 
Lad.  To  find  out  that,  good  shepherd,  I  suppose^ 
In  such  a  scant  allowance  of  star-light. 
Would  overtask  the  best  land-pilot's  art, 
Without  the  sure  guess  of  well-practis'd  feet.     310^ 
Com.  1  know  each  lane,  and  every  alley  green. 
Dingle,  or  bushy  dell  of  this  wild  wood. 
And  every  bosky  bourn  fitmi  side  to  side. 
My  daily  walks  and  andent  neighbouriiood  ; 
And  if  your  stray  attendants  be  yet  lodg'd,        315 
Or  shroud  within  these  limits,  I  shall  know 
Ere  morrow  wake,  or  the  low  roosted  lark 
From  her  thatch'd  pallet  rouse ;  if  otherwise 
I  can  conduct  you,  lady,  to  a  low. 
But  loyal  cottage,  where  you  may  be  safe 
Till  further  quest. 

Lad.  Shepherd,  I  take  thy  word 

And  trust  thy  honest  offer'd  courtesy. 
Which  oft  b  sooner  found  in  lowly  sheds 
With  smoky  rafters,  than  in  tap's^  halls 
In  courts  of  princes,  where  it  first  was  nam'd     335 
And  yet  is  most  pretended :  in  a  place 
Less  warranted  than  this,  or  less  secure, 
I  cannot  be,  that  I  should  fear  to  change  it.  — 
Eye  me,  blest  ]\ovidence,  and  8(]uare  my  trial 
To  my  proportion'd  strength*  — '  Shepherd,  lead  on. 
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JE'fiter  Tlie  Two  BRormma. 


SL  Br.  Unmuffle,  ye  fiint  ■!!» ;  and  tliou,  &ir 

Mooiiy 
tint  woot'tt  to  love  the  t»feUcr*s  beniiOB, 
Stoop  thy  pale  Tisage  through  an  amber  doud, 
And  diauiherit  C3iaoa,  that  reigna  here 
In  double  night  of  daorknen  and  of  ahadea ;        S35 
Or,  if  your  influence  be  quite  danim'd  up 
With  black  usurping  mista,  some  gentle  taper, 
Tlwugh  a  ruab-candle  fixma  the  wicker  Ixde 
Of  acme  clay  habitation,  viait  us 
With  thy  long-leveird  rule  of  streaming  light ; 
And  thou  riialt  be  our  star  of  Arcady, 
Or  T^rian  Cynosure. 
Are.  Br»  Or,  if  our  eyes 

Be  barr'd  that  happiness,  might  we  but  hear 
Tlie  fiilded  flocks  penn*d  in  their  wattled  cotes, 
Or  sonnd  of  pastoral  reed  with  oaten  stops,        S45 
Or  whisde  from  the  lodge,  or  Tillage  code 
Count  the  night  watches  to  his  feaSiery  dames, 
'Twould  be  some  solace  yet,  some  little  cheering, 
In  dna  doae  dungeon  of  innumerous  boughs. 
But,  O  that  haplesa  virgin,  our  lost  sister  ! 
Where  may  she  wander  now,  whither  betake  her 
Fkom  die  diill  dew,  among  rude  burs  and  thistles  ? 
Pefhaps  some  cold  bank  is  her  bolster  now. 
Or  'gainst  the  m^ed  bark  of  some  broad  elm 
Leana   her    ui^illow'd    head,    frau^    with  sad 

fean.  S55 

What,  if  in  wild  amasement  and  affiright  ? 
Or,  idiile  we  speak,  within  the  direful  gra^ 
Of  savage  hunger,  or  of  savage  heat? 
JBL  Br.  Peace,  brother :  be  not  orer-exquisite 
To  cast  the  fashion  of  uncertain  evils : 
For  grant  they  be  so,  while  they  rest  unknown. 
What  need  a  man  forestall  his  date  of  grief. 
And  run  to  meet  what  he  would  most  avoid? 
Or,  if  diey  be  but  false  alarms  of  fear, 
How  bitter  is  such  self-delusion !  365 

I  do  not  think  my  sister  so  to  seek. 
Or  so  unprincipled  in  Virtue's  book. 
And  die  sweet  peace  that  goodness  bosoms  ever, 
As  that  the  sin^e  want  of  light  and  noise 
fNot  being  in  danger,  as  I  trust  she  is  not,) 
Could  stir  the  constant  mood  of  her  calm  thoughts, 
And  put  them  into  misbecoming  plight. 
Virtoe  could  see  to  do  vHiat  virtue  would 
By  her  own  radiant  light,  though  Sun  and  Moon 
Were  in  the  flat  sea  sunk.     And  Wisdom's  self 
Oh  seeks  to  sweet  retired  solitode ;  376 

Where,  widi  her  best  nurse.  Contemplation, 
She  plumes  her  feathers,  and  lets  grow  her  wings, 
Tliat  in  the  various  bustle  o(  resort 
Were  all-to  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impair'd. 
He  that  has  light  within  his  own  clear  breast. 
May  at  i*  the  centre,  and  enjoy  bright  day : 
But  he,  that  hides  a  dark  soul  and  foul  thoughts, 
Benighted  walks  under  the  mid-day  Sun ; 
Himself  is  his  own  duni[eon.  385 

Sec  Br,  "Hs  most  true. 

That  musing  Meditation  most  affects 
lYie  pensive  secrecy  of  desert  cell. 
Far  firom  the  cheerful  haunt  of  men  and  herd^ 
And  sits  as  safe  as  in  a  senate-house ; 
For  who  would  rob  a  hermit  of  his  weeds, 
Hb  few  IxkAs,  or  his  beads,  or  maple  dish, 
Or  do  his  gray  hairs  any  violence  ? 
But  Beauty,  like  the  fair  Hesperian  tree 
Ladoi  with  blooming  gold,  had  need  the  guard 


Of  dngoB-wtick,  widi  unendMited  eye^  395 

To  save  her  bkiaaoois,  and  defend  her  finiit, 

Fhim  the  rash  band  of  bold  Incoutinenoe. 

You  may  as  well  spread  out  the  unsunn*d  heaps 

Of  misers*  treasure  by  an  outlaw's  den. 

And  tell  me  it  is  safe,  as  bid  me  hope 

Danger  will  wink  on  Opportunity, 

And  let  a  single  hdplcss  maiden  pass 

Uninjur'd  in  this  wild  surrounding  waste. 

Of  ni^t,  or  loneliness,  it  recks  me  not ; 

I  fear  the  dread  events  that  dog  them  both,        405 

Lest  some  ill-greeting  touch  attempt  the  person 

Of  our  unowned  aister. 

EL  Br,  I  do  not,  brother, 

Infer,  as  if  I  thou^^t  my  sister's  state 

Secure,  without  all  doubt  or  controversy ; 

Yet,  where  an  equal  poise  of  hope  and  fear 

Does  arbitrate  the  event,  my  nature  is 

That  I  incline  to  hope,  rather  than  fear. 

And  gladly  banish  squint  suspidon. 

My  sister  is  not  so  defenceless  left 

As  you  imagine ;  she  has  a  hidden  strength,     Als 

Which  you  remember  not. 

Sec,  Br.  What  hidden  strength, 

Unless  the  strength  of    Heaven,    if  you  mvan 

that? 
El.  Br.  I  mean  that  too,  but  yet  a  Iiidden  strength. 
Which,  if  Heaven  gave  it,   may  be  torm'd  her 

own; 
*Tis  Chastity,  my  brother,  Chastity  : 
She,  that  has  that,  is  dad  in  complete  steel ; 
And,  like  a  quivered  nymph  with  arrows  keen. 
May  trace  huge  forests,  and  unharbour*d  heaths, 
Infamous  hills,  and  sandy  perilous  wilds ; 
Where,  through  the  sacred  rays  of  Chastity,       425 
No  savage  fierce,  bandite,  or  mountaineer, 
WHl  dare  to  soil  her  virgin  purity : 
Yea  there,  where  very  Desolation  dwells, 
By  grots  and  caverns  shagg'd  with  horrid  shades. 
She  may  pass  on  with  unblench'd  majesty. 
Be  it  not  done  in  pride,  or  in  presumption. 
Some  say,  no  evil  thing  that  walks  by  night 
In  fog  or  fire,  by  lake  or  moorish  fen, 
Blue  meager  hag,  or  stubborn  unlaid  ghost 
lliat  breaks  his  magic  diains  at  Curfcu  time. 
No  goblin,  or  swart  faery  of  the  mine,  4.^6 

Hath  hurtful  power  o'er  true  virginity. 
Do  ye  believe  me  yet,  or  shall  I  call 
Andquity  from  the  old  schools  of  Greece 
To  testify  the  arms  of  Chastity  ? 
Hence  had  the  huntress  Dian  her  dread  bow. 
Fair  silver-shafted  queen,  for  ever  chaste. 
Wherewith  she  tam'd  the  brinded  lioness 
And  spotted  mountain-pard,  but  set  at  nought 
Hie  frivolous bok  of  Cupid;  gods  and  men 
Fear'd  her  stem  frown,  and  ^  was  queen  o'  the 

woods. 
What  was  that  snaky-headed  Gorgon  shield. 
That  wise  Miferva  wore,  unconquer'd  virgin, 
Wherewidi  she  freez'd  her  foes  to  oongeal'd  stonet 
But  rigid  looks  of  chaste  austerity,  iSO 

And  noble  grace,  that  dash'd  brute  violence 
With  sudden  adoration  and  blank  awe  ? 
So  dear  to  Heaven  is  saindy  Chastity, 
That,  when  a  soul  is  found  ancerdy  ao, 
A  thousand  liveried  angels  lackey  her. 
Driving  far  off  each  thing  of  sin  and  guilt; 
And,  in  dear  dream  and  solemn  vision. 
Tell  her  of  things  that  no  gross  ear  can  hear ; 
Till  oSi  converse  with  hea^nly  habitant! 
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ot^M  to  cMt  ■  bwii  on  tfis  outvwd 

Tht  unpoltkrted  ttmpfo  of  Ae  mTod, 

And  turns  it  by  degrees  to  the  soul's  essence, 

TiU  sU  be  made  immailai :  but  when  Lust, 

By  undarte  looks,  kmse  gestures,  and  foul  talk, 

But  nest  by  lewd  and  la^sh  act  of  sin. 

Lets  ia  defilement  to  the  inward  parts, 

IW  mbI  grows  clotted  by  contagion, 

ImhMfies  and  imbnites,  till  she  quite  lose 

IW  divine  property  of  her  first  being. 

SaA  an  those  thick  and  gloomy  shadows  damp, 

Oft  Mcn  in  diamel  vaults  and  sepulchres  471 

Liogtriag,  aod  sitting  by  a  new  made  grave. 

As  loth  to  leave  the  body  that  it  lov'd, 

Asd  link'd  itself  by  carnal  sensuality 

To  s  degenerate  and  degraded  state. 

Sec  Br,  How  cfaanning  is  divine  philasophy ! 

Not  hsnfa,  and  crabbed,  as  dull  fools  suppose^ 

But  musicsl  as  is  ApoUo*s  lute, 

AaA  s  perpetual  least  of  nectar*d  sweets, 

Where  no  cmde  surfeit  reigns. 

EL  Br.  list,  list ;  I  hear 

Some  ftr  off  laDoo  break  the  silent  air.  481 

See.  Br.  Mctfaongfatsotoo;  what  sboidd  it  be  ? 

EL  Br.  For  certain 

Either  some  one  Uke  ns  night-founder*d  here. 

Or  else  some  neighbour  woodman,  or,  at  worst. 

Some  rofiag  robber,  calling  to  his  fellows. 

Sfc.  B.  Heaven  keep  my  sister.  Again,  again,  and 


Bat  draw,  and  stand  upon  our  guard. 
ELB.  rU  halloo: 

tf  he  be  fiiendly,  he  comes  well;  if  not, 
Dcfasoe  is  a  good  causey  and  Heaven  be  for  us. 

[Eiikr  tU  Attndmt  Sfuitj  kabUed  Uke  a  thepkerd.] 

IWt  hsHoo  I  should  know ;  what  are  you?  speak; 
Coof  not  too  near,  you  fidl  on  iron  stakes  else. 
iK'  ^^  voice  Is  that?  my  yoimg  lord  ?  speak 

i^sin.  492 

^  A  O  brother,  *tis  my  Other's  shepherd,  sure. 
ELB.  Ihjrnb?    Whose  artful    strains   have   oft 

delay'd 
The  huddling  brook  to  bear  his  madrigal, 
W  cweefeen*d  every  muskrose  of  the  dale? 
Hov  c8Bi*st  diou  here,  good  swain  ?  hath  any  ram 
9^  from  the  fiild,  or  young  kid  lost  his  dam, 
Or  «iaggling  vrelfaer  the  pent  flock  forsook  ? 
Htm  conkTst  thou  find  this  dark  sequester'd  nook? 
W*  0  my  lov'd  master's  heir,  and  his  next  joy, 
1  one  not  here  on  such  a  trivial  toy  502 

Af  B  «ay*d  ewe,  or  to  pursue  the  stealth 
Ofpil^priagwolf;  not  all  the  fleecy  wealth, 
1^  doth  cnridi  these  downs,  is  worth  a  thought    ^ 
To  thii  ay  crmd,  and  the  care  it  brought 
^  0  my  virgin  lady,  where  is  she  ? 
aam  dmaet  she  is  not  in  your  company  ? 
^  A  To  tell  thee  sadly,  shepherd,  without  blame, 
^«w aeglcct,  we  lost  her  as  we  came.  510 

^'  Ay  me  unhappy !  then  my  fears  are  true. 
EL  B.  Vhst  feats,  good  Tbyrsis?  Pr'ythce  briefly 


^'  rOtrilyc;  *tia  not  vain  or  fabulous, 

Sr*^  *  oiiem'd  by  shallow  ignorance,) 

Pyfr  "ft  poets,  taught  by  the  heavenly  Muse, 

awied  of  ohl  in  high  fanroortal  verse, 

Of  dire  dimerm,  and  enchanted  isles. 

And  rifted  mchs  whose  entrance  leads  to  Hell ; 

'«  •*  ^Bi  be,  but  twbcKef  is  bUnd. 


Within  the  narri  of  tfab  hideovs  wood,  520 

Immur'd  in  cypress  shades  a  sorcerer  dwells, 
Of  Bacchus  and  of  Circe  bom,  groat  Comus, 
Deep  skiird  in  all  his  mother's  witcheries ; 
And  here  to  every  thirsty  wanderer 
By  sly  enticement  gives  his  baneful  cup. 
With  many  murmurs  mix*d,  whose  pleasing  poison 
Hie  visage  quite  transforms  of  him  that  dnnks, 
And  the  inglorious  likeness  of  a  beast 
Fixes  instead,  unmoulding  reason's  mintage 
Qiaracter'd  in  die  face :  this  have  I  learnt         530 
Tending  my  flocks  hard  by  i*  the  hilly  croft% 
HuU  brow  this  bottom-glade;   whence  night  by 

night 
He  and  his  monstrous  rout  are  heard  to  howl. 
Like  stabled  wolves,  or  tigers  at  their  prey, 
Doing  abhorred  rites  to  Hecate 
In  their  obscured  haunts  of  inmost  bowers. 
Yet  have  they  many  baits,  and  guileful  spells^ 
To  inveigle  and  invite  the  unwary  sense 
Of  them  that  pass  unweeting  by  the  way. 
This  evening  late,  by  then  the  chewing  flodcs 
Had  ta*en  their  supper  on  the  savoury  herb        541 
Of  knot-gnus  dew-beqivent,  and  were  in  fold, 
I  sat  me  down  to  watdi  upon  a  bank 
With  ivy  canopied,  and  interwove 
With  flaunting  honey-suckle,  and  began, 
Wrapt  in  a  pleasing  fit  of  melancholy. 
To  meditate  my  rural  minstrelsy, 
TUl  fimcy  had  her  fill ;  but,  ere  a  dosc^ 
The  wonted  roar  vras  up  amidst  the  woods. 
And  fill'd  the  air  with  barbarous  dissonance ;    550 
At  which  I  ceas'd,  and  listen'd  them  a  while. 
Till  an  unusual  stop  of  sudden  silence 
Gave  respite  to  the  drowsy  frighted  steeds. 
That  draw  the  litter  of  close-curtain'd  Sleep ; 
At  last  a  soft  and  solemn-breathing  sound 
Rose  like  a  steam  of  rich  distill'd  perfumes. 
And  stole  upon  the  air,  that  even  Silence 
Was  took  ere  she  was  'ware,  and  wish'd  she  might 
Deny  her  nature,  and  be  never  more, 
Still  to  be  so  displac'd.     I  was  all  ear,  560 

And  took  in  strains  that  might  create  a  soul 
Under  the  ribs  of  Death :  but  O  !  ere  long^ 
Too  well  I  did  perceive  it  was  the  voice 
Of  my  most  honour'd  lady,  your  dear  sister. 
Amax'd  I  stood,  harrow'd  with  grief  and  fear. 
And,  O  poor  hapless  nightingale,  thought  I, 
How  sweet  thou  sing'st,   how  near  the    deadly 

snare! 
Then  down  the  lawns  I  ran  with  headlong  haste. 
Through  paths  and  turnings  often  trod  by  day. 
Till,  guided  by  mine  ear,  I  found  the  place,       570 
Where  that  datnn'd  wisard,  hid  in  sly  disguise,. 
(For  so  by  certain  signs  1  knew,)  had  met 
Already,  ere  my  best  speed  could  prevent,. 
Tlie  aidless  innocent  lady,  his  wish'd  prey ; 
Who  gently  ask'd  if  he  had  seen  such  two^ 
Supposing  him  some  neighbour  villager. 
Conger  I  durst  not  stay,  but  soon  I  guess'd 
Ye  were  the  two  she  meant ;  with  that  I  sprung 
Into  swift  flight,  till  I  had  fbund  you  here ; 
But  further  know  I  not 

Sec.  Br,  O  night,  and  shades !       5fiO 

How  are  ye  join'd  with  Hell  in  triple  knot 
Against  the  unarm'd  weakness  of  one  virgin, 
Alone  and  helpless !    Is  this  the  confidence 
You  gave  me,  brother  ? 

El.  Br.  Yes,  and  keep  it  stSI ; 

Lean  on  it  safvly ;  not  a  period 
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Shall  be  unsttd fivme :  agrimt the tiueili 

Of  malice^  or  of  aorceiy,  or  thatpoirer 

Which  erring  men  call  Chance,  this  I  hold  fizm,— 

Virtue  may  be  aasail'd,  but  neTcr  hurt, 

SurprisM  by  unjust  force,  but  not  enthrall'd :     590 

Yea,  even  that,  which  mischief  meant  most  harm. 

Shall  in  the  happy  trial  prove  most  glory : 

But  evil  on  itself  shall  back  recoil. 

And  mix  no  more  with  goodnen ;  when  at  last 

GatherM  like  scum,  and  settled  to  itself. 

It  shall  be  in  eternal  restless  diange 

Sclf-fed,  and  selfK»nsum*d :  if  this  fail, 

Tlie  pUlar*d  firmament  is  rottenness. 

And  £arth*s  base  built  on  stubble.^ But  come, 

let's  on. 
Against  the  opposing  will  and  arm  of  Heaven  600 
May  never  this  just  sword  be  lifted  up ; 
But  for  that  damn*d  magician,  let  him  be  ffit 
With  all  the  grissly  lemons  that  troop 
Under  the  sooty  fliig  of  Acheron, 
Harpies  and  Hydr^  or  all  the  monstrous  forma 
*Twixt  Africa  and  Ind,  1*11  find  him  out, 
And  force  him  to  return  his  purchase  back, 
Or  drag  liim  by  tlie  curls  to  a  foul  death, 
Curs'd  as  his  life. 

Spir,  Alas !  good  veuturous  youth, 

I  love  thy  courage  yet,  and  bold  emprise ;  610 

But  here  thy  sw<xd  can  do  thee  little  stead ; 
Far  other  arms  and  other  weapons  must 
Be  those,  that  quell  the  might  of  hdUsh  charms : 
He  with  his  bore  wand  can  unthread  thy  joints. 
And  crumble  all  thy  sinews. 

El,  Br,  Why  pr'ythee,  shepherd, 

How  durst  thou  dien  thyself  approadi  so  near, 
As  to  make  this  relation  ? 

Spir,  Care,  and  utmost  shifls, 

How  to  secure  the  lady  from  surprisal. 
Brought  to  my  mind  a  certain  shepherd  lad. 
Of  small  regard  to  see  to,  yet  well  skiird  620 

In  every  virtuous  plant,  and  healing  herb, 
Tliat  spreads  her  verdant  leaf  to  th*  morning  ray  : 
He  lov*d  me  weU,  and  oft  would  b^  me  sing ; 
Which  when  I  did,  he  on  the  tender  grass 
Would  sit  and  hearken  even  to  ec^asy. 
And  in  requital  ope  his  leathern  scrip. 
And  show  me  simples  of  a  thousand  names> 
Telling  their  strange  and  vigorous  faculties : 
Amongst  the  rest  a^small  unsightly  root. 
But  of  divine  eflfcct,  he  cuird  me  out ;  630 

Tlie  leaf  was  darkish,  and  bad  prickles  on  it. 
But  in  another  country,  as  he  said. 
Bore  a  bright  golden  flower,  but  not  in  this  soil : 
linknown,  and  like  esteem*d,  and  the  dull  swain 
Treads  on  it  daily  with  his  clouted  shoon  : 
And  yet  noore  medicinal  is  it  than  that  moly, 
ITiat  Henncs  once  to  wise  Ulysses  gave ; 
He  call*d  it  harmony,  and  gave  it  me. 
And  bade  me  keep  it  as  of  sovran  use 
'Gainst  all  enchantments,  mildew,  blas^  or  damp. 
Or  ghastly  furies'  apparition.  641 

I  purs'd  it  up,  but  little  reckoning  made, 
Till  now  that  this  extremity  compell'd : 
But  now  I  find  it  true  ;  for  by  this  means 
I  knew  the  foul  enchanter  though  disguis'd, 
£nter*d  die  very  lime-twigs  of  his  spells. 
And  yet  came  off:  if  you  have  this  about  you. 
As  (I  will  give  you  when  we  go)  you  may 
Boldly  aaault  the  necromancer's  hall ; 
Where  if  he  be,  with  dauntless  hardihood,  650 

And  brandish'd  blade,  rush  on  him ;  break  his  glass. 


And  ahod  the  hndout  liquor  on  die  gnmnd. 
But  seiie  hb  wand;  tiMiugh  he  and  Us  curs'd 


Fierce  sign  of  battle  make,  and  menace  high. 
Or  like  the  sons  of  Vulcan  vomit  .smoke. 
Yet  will  they  soon  retire,  if  he  but  shrink. 
EL  Br.  Thyrsis,  lead  on  apace,  I'll  follow  thee; 
And  aome  good  angel  bear  a  shield  before  us. 

7%«  Scene  changes  to  a  staUiy  palace,  set  out  viik 
aU  numner  of  delidousnest :  si^  mtuiCf  taUi 
spread  wUh  aU  dainties.  Comus  ajfpcars  vilk 
hit  rtMtlej  and  the  Lady  set  in  an  ewrkantei 
chair,  to  whom  he  offers  his  ^UtsSj  trhidi  i&c 
puts  by,  and  goes  about  to  rise, 

Comus. 

Nay,  lady,  sit ;  if  I  but  wave  this  wand. 
Your  nerves  are  all  chain'd  up  in  alabaster,       ddO 
And  you  a  statue,  or,  as  Daplme  was, 
Root-bound,  that  fled  Apollo. 
Lad.  Fool,  do  nut  boast ; 

Thou  canst  not  touch  tlie  freedom  of  my  mind 
With  aU  thy  charms,  although  tliis  corporal  rind 
Hiou  Iiast  immanacled,  while  Heaven  sees  good. 
Com,  'W\\y  are   you  vcx'd,  lady?     Wliy  do  you 

frown? 
Here  dwell  no  frowns,  nor  anger ;  from  tliese  gates 
Sorrow  flies  far  :  see,  here  be  all  the  pleasures, 
That  fancy  can  beget  on  youthful  thoughts. 
When  the  fresh  blood  grows  lively,  and  returns 
Brisk  as  the  April  buds  in  primrose-season.        671 
And  first,  behold  this  cordial  julep  here, 
Tliat  flames  and  dances  in  Iiis  crystal  bounds, 
With  spirits  of  balm  and  fragrant  syrops  mix'd ; 
Not  that  nepenthes,  which  the  wife  of  Theme 
In  Egypt  gave  to  Jove-bom  Helena, 
Is  of  such  pow(»-  to  stir  up  joy  as  this. 
To  life  so  friendly,  or  so  cool  to  thirst. 
Why  should  you  be  so  cruel  to  yourself. 
And  to  those  dainty  limbs,  which  Nature  lent  680 
For  gentle  usage  and  soft  delicacy  ? 
But  you  invert  the  covenants  of  her  trust. 
And  harshly  deal  like  an  ill  borrower 
With  that  which  you  receiv'd  on  other  terms ; 
Scorning  the  unexempt  condition, 
By  whidi  all  mortal  frail^  must  subsist. 
Refreshment  af^r  toil,  ease  after  pain. 
That  have  been  tir'd  all  day  without  repast. 
And  timely  rest  have  wanted ;  but,  fair  virgin, 
lliis  will  restore  all  soon. 

Lad.  'Twill  not,  false  traitor !    690 

'Twill  not  restore  the  truth  and  honesty, 
Tliat  thou  hast  banished  from  thy  tongue  with  lies. 
Was  this  the  cottage,  and  the  safe  abode. 
Thou  toldst  me  of?  What  grim  aspects  are  tlicse, 
These  ugly-headed  monsters  ?  Mercy  guard  me ! 
Hence  with    thy  brew'd  enchantments,  foul  de- 
ceiver! 
Hast  thou  bctray'd  my  credulous  innocence 
With  visor'd  falsehood  and  base  forgery  ? 
And  wouldst  thou  seek  again  to  trap  me  here 
With  lickerish  baits,  fit  to  ensnare  a  brute?       "^^O 
Were  it  a  draught  for  Juno  when  she  Innquets, 
I  would  not  taste  tliy  treasonous  offer ;  none 
But  such  as  are  good  men  can  give  good  things ; 
And  that  which  is' not  good,  is  not  delicious 
To  a  well-govem'd  and  wise  appetite, 
Com,  O  foolishness  of  men !  that  lend  their  cars 


COMUS. 


«7 


Aid  nicil  fliev  praoepCs  ftooi  dw  Cynic  tiiby 
Prniw  the  lean  uid  aallow  Absdnenoe. 
VbocuR  did  nature  pour  her  bounties  forth    710 
Witfaiucfa  a  lull  and  unwithdrawing  hand, 
Cavtringtbe  Earth  with  odours,  fruits,  and  flocks, 
Hmnpng  the  seas  widi  spawn  innumersble. 
But  lU  to  please  floid  sate  the  curious  taste  ? 
AalKt  to  work  millions  of  qiinning  worms, 
Hat  is  their  green-shops  weave  the  smootb-hairM 

«ak, 

Todeck  her  sons ;  and  that  no  comer  might 

Be  Tiouit  of  her  plenty,  in  her  own  loins 

At  IiDtdiM  the  all-worBhipt   ore,  and  precious 


To  store  bcrdaldren  with:  if  all  the  world       720 
Should  in  a  pet  of  tempennce  feed  on  pulse, 
Drink  ibe  dear  stream,  and  nothing  wear  but 


The  AU-girer  would  be  unthank*d,  would  be  un- 

pws'd, 
Vot  hslf  hb  ridies  known,  and  yet  despis'd : 
And  we  dwuld  serve  him  as  a  grudging  master, 
At  a  penurious  niggard  of  his  wealth ; 
And  hrt  like  Nature's  bastards,  not  her  sons, 
Who  would  be  quite  surdiarg*d  with   her  own 

weight. 
Aid  tfiaogled  with  her  waste  fertility ; 
t^  Earth  comber'd,  and  the  wing'd  air  dark'd 

with  plumes,  730 

Tae  herds  would  orcr-multitude  their  lords, 
I^  «s  o'erfrsn^it  would  swell,  and  the  unsought 

nlSWOUds 

Would  io  iibblaie  the  forehead  of  the  deep, 

Anl »  bcslud  with  stars,  that  they  below 

^  (mid  grow  inur'd  to  light,  and  come  at  last 

To  gueopon  the  Sun  with  shameless  brows. 

lisi,  lady :  be  not  coy,  and  be  not  cosen*d 

With  fhst  sane  Taunted  name,  Virgini^. 

^aatj  k  Nature's  coin,  must  not  be  boarded, 

B«i  nuHt  be  current ;  and  the  good  thereof      740 

Canto  in  mutual  arid  partaken  bliss, 

I'tisswnry  in  the  enjoyment  of  itself ; 

If  rm  let  dip  time,  like  a  neglected  rose 

h  vitfasion  the  stelk  with  languished  head. 

Bcarty  ii  aalure's  brag,  and  must  be  shown 

Is  nwt^  St  feasts,  and  high  solemnities, 

Whtn  SMMt  msj  wonder  at  the  workmanship ; 

^'ubt  homdy  features  to  keep  home, 

^^  kad  their  name  thence ;  coarse  complexions. 

And  dMks  of  sorry  grain,  will  senre  to  ply        750 

T^  ■ntikr,  and  to  teaae  the  huswife's  wooL 

^^  wed  avenneiUtinctur'd  lip  for  that, 

^4<»dartiig  eyes,  or  tresses  like  the  Mom? 

^^  ^m  aao&er  meaning  in  these  gifts ; 

l^iak  whtf,  and  be  adm*d ;  you  are  but  young 

yet 
^  I  bad  DoC  thought  to  hare  unlock'd  my  lips 
In  (hii  ■BhaDow'd  air,  but  that  this  juggler 
W«ld  ihiak  to  charm  my  judgment,  as  mine  eyes, 
ONnafiag  fidse  rules  pn^'dXTrea^m's  garb. 
I  ^  when  Vice  can  bolt  her  arguments,         760 
And  Vatae  hsa  no  tongue  to  check  her  pride.*^ 
W"^!  do  not  charge  most  innocent  Nature, 
^  if  die  weaU  her  chiUren  should  be  riotous 
«ich  hm  ifaoadance ;  she,  good  catereis, 
~*  kcr  pawiaon  only  to  the  good, 
Tm  live  snardiBg  to  bar  sober  laws, 
AadholjdktMaefspan  Tenpennca: 


If  every  jaat  man,  tiiat  now  pines  with  want, 

Had  but  a  moderate  and  beseeming  share 

Of  tliat  whidi  lewdly  pamper'd  Luxury  770 

Now  heaps  upon  some  few  with  vast  excess, 

Nature's  full  blessings  would  be  well  dispens'd 

In  unsuperfluous  even  proportion, 

And  she  no  whit  encumber'd  with  her  store ; 

And  then  the  Giver  would  be  better  thank'd. 

His  praise  due  paid :  for  swinish  Gluttony 

Ne'er  looks  to  Heaven  amidst  his  gorgeous  feast, 

But  with  besotted  base  ingratitude 

Crams,  and  blasphemes  Ids  feeder.  Sliall  I  go  on  ? 

Or  have  I  said  enough  ?     To  liim  that  dares      780 

Arm  his  profane  tongue  with  contemptuous  words 

Against  the  sun-clad  power  of  Chastity, 

Fain  would  I  something  say,  yet  to  what  end  ? 

Thou  hast  nor  ear,  nor  soul,  to  apprehend 

The  sublime  notion,  and  high  mystery, 

That  must  lie  uttered  to  unfold  the  sage 

And  serious  dtxrtrinc  of  AHrginity ; 

And  thou  art  wortliy  tlint  thou  ahouldst  not  know 

More  happiness  tlian  tliis  thy  present  lot 

Enjoy  your  dear  wit,  and  gay  rhetoric,  790 

That  haili  so  well  been  taught  her  dazxling  fence ; 

Hiou  art  not  fit  to  liear  tliyself  convinc'd : 

Yet,  should  I  try,  the  uncontn>lled  worth 

Of  this  pure  cause  would  kindle  my  rapt  spirits 

To  such  a  flame  of  sacred  vehemence, 

That  dumb  things  would  be  mov'd  to  sympatfaixe, 

And  the  brute  Earth  would  lend  her  nerves,  and 

shake. 
Till  all  thy  magic  structures,  rcar'd  so  high. 
Were  shatter'd  into  heaps  o'er  tliy  false  head. 
Om.  She  fables  not;  I  feel  that  I  do  fear        800 
Her  words  set  off  by  some  superior  power; 
And  though  not  mortal,  yet  a  cold  shuddering  dew 
Dips  me  all  o'er,  as  when  the  wrath  of  Jove 
Speaks  thunder,  and  tlie  chains  of  Erebus, 
To  some  of  Saturn's  crew.     I  must  dissemble. 
And  try  her  yet  more  strongly.  —  Come,  no  more ; 
This  is  mere  man\  babble,  and  direct,  ^ 
Against  the  canon-laws  of  our  foundation ; 
I  must  not  suffer  this :  yet 'tis  but  the  lees 
And  settlings  of  a  melancholy  blood :  810 

But  this  yfrm  cure  all  straight :  one  sip  of  this 
Will  bathe  the  drooping  spirits  in  delight. 
Beyond  the  bliss  of  dreams.     Be  wise  and  taste.  — • 

The  Brothers  ruA  in  wUk  iwordt  droicn,  wrest  hii 
gfau  out  of  hii  Amid,  and  break  it  against  tht 
ground;  ha  rout  make  sign  of  resistance ;  but  are 
aU  driven  in.     The  Attendant  Spirit  comes  in. 

Srian. 

What,  have  you  let  the  false  enchanter  'scape? 
O  ye  mistook,  ye  should  have  snatch'd  liis  wand. 
And  bound  him  fiist ;  vritliout  his  rod  revers'd. 
And  backward  mutters  of  dissevering  power. 
We  cannot  free  the  Lady  tlut  sits  here 
In  stony  fetters  fix'd,  and  motionless :  ^  819 

Tet  stay,  be  not  disturb'd ;  now  I  bethink  me. 
Some  other  means  I  have  which  may  be  us'd, 
Which  once  of  Meliboeus  old  I  learnt. 
The  soothest  shepherd  that  e'er  pip'd  on  plainst 

Hiere  is  a  gentle  nymph  not  far  from  hence. 
That  with  moist  curb  sways  the  smooth  Severn 
stream, 
is  her  name,  a  virgin  pure ; 
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Whilomilie  WW  the  daagfatar  fif  JLocrine^ 

That  hod  die  scepCiv  from  his  father  brute. 

Aie,  guiltless  damsel,  flying  the  mad  pursuit 

Of  her  enraged  stepdame  Gncndolen,  8S0 

Commended  her  fair  lanocence  to  the  flood. 

That  staid  her  flight  with  his  cross-flowing  oousn. 

The  water-nymphs,  that  in  the  bottom  play'd. 

Held  up  their  pearled  wrists,  and  took  her  in. 

Bearing  lier  straight  to  aged  Nereus*  hall ; 

Who,  piteous  of  her  woes,  rear*d  her  lank  head. 

And  gave  lier  to  his  daughters  to  irabathe 

In  Dectar*d  lavers,  strew*d  with  asphodel ; 

And  througfi  the  porch  and  inlet  of  each  sense 

Dropi  in  ambrosiid  oils,  till  ahe  reviVd,  840 

And  underwent  a  quick  immortal  diange. 

Made  goddess  of  the  river :  still  she  retains 

Her  maiden  gentleness,  and  oft  at  eve 

Visits  the  herds  along  the  twilight  meadows, 

Helping  all  urchin  bUsts,  and  ill-luck  signs 

That  the  slirewd  meddling  elfe  delights  to  make, 

'Which  she  with  precious  vial*d  liquors  heals ; 

For  which  the  shepherds  at  their  festivals 

Carol  her  goodness  loud  in  rustic  lays. 

And  throw  sweet  garland  wreaths  into  her  stream 

Of  pansies,  pinks,  and  gaudy  daffodils.  851 

And,  as  the  old  swain  said,  she  can  unlock 

The  clasping  charm,  and  thaw  the  numming  speH, 

If  she  be  right  invok'd  in  warbled  song ; 

For  maidenhood  she  loves,  and  will  be  swift 

To  aid  a  virgin,  such  as  was  herself. 

In  hard-besetting  need;  this  will  I  try, 

And  add  the  power  of  some  adjuring  verse. 

soiro. 
Sabrina  fair, 

Listen  where  thou  art  sitting  860 

Under  the  glassy,  cool,  translucent  wave, 

In  twist^  braids  of  lilies  Irnitring 
the  loose  trsin  of  thy  amber-droppmg  hair ; 

Listen  for  dear  honour's  sake, 

Goddess  of  the  silver  lake, 
Listen,  and  save, 
listen,  and  appear  to  us, 
In  name  of  great  Oceanus ; 
By  the  Earth-shaking  ITeptime's  maoe, 
And  Tethys*  grave  majestic  pace,  870 

By  hoary  Nereus*  wrinkled  look. 
And  the  Carpathian  wisard's  hook, 
By  scaly  lYiton's  windmg  shell, 
Ajid  old  sooth-saying  Glaucus'  speU, 
By  Leuootfaea*s  lovely  hands. 
And  her  son  that  rules  the  strands, 
By  Thetis*  tinseUlipper'd  feet. 
And  the  songs  of  Syrens  sweet. 
By  dead  Pk^enope*s  dear  tomb» 
And  fiur  Ligea*s  golden  oomb^  880 

lIHierewith  she  sits  on  diamond  rocky 
fileeking  her  soft  alluring  locks ; 
By  all  &  nymphs  that  nighdy  dance 
Upon  thy  streams  with  wily  glance, 
Rise,  rise,  and  heave  thy  rosy  head, 
FVom  thy  corsLpaven  bed. 
And  bridle  in  thy  headlong  wave^ 
Till  thou  our  summons  answer*d  have. 

Listen,  and  save. 

SoKiirA  fitetf  attended  fy  water-f^mphtf  and  dngu 

By  the  mshy-fijnged  bank,  890 

Where  grows  the  willow,  and  the  ozicr  dank, 


My  dkUng  ofaaHol  «^B» 
Thick  Kt  with  agrte,  and  the  azum  riiecn 
Of  turkis  hine^  moA  emeraU  graen. 

That  in  the  channel  stnqrs ; 
Whilst  from  off  the  waters  fleet 
Thus  I  set  my  printlcss  feet 
0*er  the  cowslip's  velvet  head. 

That  bends  not  as  I  trtad;      * 
Gentle  swain,  at  thy  request,  99^ 

I  am  JttB«. 
Sp,  Goddess  dear, 
We  implore  thy  powerftil  hand 
To  undo  the  charmed  band 
Of  true  vii)^n  here  distrcst, 
Through  tlie  force,  and  through  the  wile. 
Of  unblest  enduinter  vile. 
Sabr,  Shepherd,  *tis  my  oflke  best 
To  Iiclp  ensnared  chaiAity : 
Brightest  lady,  look  on  me ;  910 

Thus  I  sprinkle  on  diy  breaiit 
Drops,  that  from  my  fountain  pure 
I  have  kept,  of  precious  cure ; 
Tlirice  upon  thy  finger's  tip 
Thrice  upon  thy  rubied  lip : 
Next  this  marble  venom'd  seat, 
Smear*d  with  gums  of  glutinous  heat. 
I  touch  with  diaste  palms  moist  and  odd :  ^— 
Now  the  spell  hath  lost  his  hold  ; 
And  1  must  haste,  ere  morning  hour,  930 

To  wait  in  Amphitrite's  bower. 

Sabrina  deseetub,  and  the  Lady  rise*  out  if  her  tuL 

Sp.  ^^rgin,  daughter  </f  Locrine 
Sprung  of  old  Anchises*  line. 
May  thy  brimmed  waves  for  this 
Their  full  tribute  never  miss 
From  a  thousand  petty  rills. 
That  tumble  down  the  snowy  hills : 
Summer  drought,  or  singed  air. 
Never  scorch  thy  tvesses  fair, 
Nor  wet  October's  torrent  flood  990 

Thy  molten  crystal  fill  with  mud ; 
May  tliy  billows  roll  ashore 
The  beryl  and  the  golden  ore ; 
May  thy  lofty  head  be  crown*d 
With  many  a  tower  and  terrace  round. 
And  here  and  there  thy  banks  upon 
With  groves  of  myrrh  and  cinnamon. 

Come,  lady,  wlule  Heaven  lends  us  gfaoi^ 
Let  us  fly  this  cursed  place. 
Lest  the  sorcerer  us  entice  9^ 

With  some  other  new  device. 
Not  a  waste  or  needless  sound. 
Till  we  come  to  holier  ground ; 
I  shall  be  your  faithful  guide 
Through  diis  gloomy  covert  wide, 
And  not  many  furlongs  thence 
Is  your  father*s  residence. 
Where  this  night  are  met  in  state 
Many  a  friend  to  gratulate 
His  wish'd  presence ;  and  beside  95( 

All  the  swains,  that  there  abide, 
Wi^  jigs  and  rural  d^ce  resort ; 
We  sliall  catch  them  at  their  sport. 
And  our  sodden  coming  there 
Will  double  all  their  mnth  and  cheer: 
Come,  let  us  haste,  the  stkrs  grow  hi^ 
But  night  ats  monarch  yet  m  the  mid  sky. 
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7%e  Some  dkemgetf  prt$aUing  Ludiom  town  and  the 
fmidemtt  caatie ;  then  come  m  country  daneertf 
dier  them  the   Attendant   Spirit,  with  the  tm> 
Brotbeis,  and  the  Lady. 

80H6. 

S^  Bick,  shepheida,  buck ;  enough  your  play, 

Till  oeit  sun-ahinc  holiday  : 

HtR  be,  without  duck  or  nod,  960 

Other  trillings  to  be  trod 

(X  h^tner  toes,  and  such  court  guise 

A\  Mercuiy  did  first  derise, 

With  dw  mincing  Dryades, 

Ob  the  lawna,  and  on  the  1( 


nil 


pretents  them  to  their  Father  and 
Mother. 


Xoble  kid,  and  huly  bright, 
I  hne  brau£fat  ye  new  delight; 
Herv  behold  so  goodly  grown 
T^vee  fiur  branches  of  your  own  ; 
licsvm  hidi  timdy  tried  thdr  youth, 
Tlnr  fiutfa,  their  patience,  and  their  truth. 
And  «eDt  them  here  through  hard  assays 
^^ltb  a  crown  of  d^ithless  praise. 

To  triumph  in  Tictorious  dance 
O'er  temual  FoUy  and  Intemperance. 
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TV  doaees  [6riiv]  ended,  the  %urit  epUoguizes. 

^  To  the  ocean  now  I  fly, 
Vod  thme  happy  climes  duU  lie 
^We  day  nengr  shuts  liis  eye, 
rp  in  die  broad  fields  of  the  sky : 
rSere  I  suck  the  litjuid  air  980 

Ai;  unidit  the  gardens  fiur 
Of  Hesperus,  and  his  daughters  three 
Ihn,  aag  shout  the  golden  tree : 
Aion^  the  crisped  shades  and  bowers 
^e^  the  spruce  and  jocund  Spring ; . 
^  Graces,  and  the  ro6y-bosom*d  Hours, 
I^tnher  all  (heir  bounties  bring ; 
"I^nr  eternal  Summer  dweUs, 
And  mt-vinda,  with  musky  wing,  ^     990 

W  the  eedar'd  alleys  fling 
^^  sad  essaa's  balmy  smells. 
Im  tli0«  wid)  humid  lx>w 
^«ten  the  odorous  banks,  that  blow 
Flovcn  (if  more  mingled  hew 
Ttaahcr  porfled  scarf  can  show ; 
Aod  drracfaea  with  Elyaan  dew 
^<  moctaU,  if  your  ears  be  true) 
Bcd»  of  bjadnth  and  roses, 
^<ie  jtmng  Adonis  oft  reposes, 
^'ixin^  veil  of  his  deep  wound  1000 

la  Uimbcr  »ft,  and  on  the  ground 
"■^•y  an  die  Assyrian  queen : 
i^  (ar  ibofe  in  sfiangled  sheen 
lHe«d  Cupid,  her  fiun*d  son,  adranc'd, 
ilniiU  bK  dear  Fsjcbe  sweet  entranc'd. 
^^  twr  wwdcring  labcnin  long, 
P  free  cmscnt  the  Goda  among 
3Uke  her  bU  eternal  bride, 
Aod  6^  her  fidr  unspotted  side 
TvobhMfia  twins  are  to  ba  bom,  1010 

TovrthaadJcy:  so  Jove  hath  swon. 
Bat  now  ny  iBifc  b  amooChly  dooe^ 
l/Mjy.orloBnm, 


S;^  ^  the  pwn  cartfa'i  end, 
^*»«*thow'iwdkinAr 


iloir  doth  Und ; 


And  from  thence  can  soar  «a  aoon 
To  the  comers  of  the  Moon. 

Mortals  that  would  follow  me. 
Love  Virtue ;  she  alone  is  free : 
She  can  teach  ye  how  to  climb 
Higher  than  the  sphery  chime ; 
Or  if  Virtue  feeble  were. 
Heaven  itself  would  stoc^  to  her. 
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PARADISE  LOST. 

Book  I. 
The  Argument, 

Hie  first  Book  proposes,  first  in  brief,  the  whole 
subject,  Man's  disobedience,  and  the  loss  thera- 
upon  c^  Paradise  wherein  he  was  placed:  then 
touched  the  prime  cause  of  Iiis  fall,  the  Serpent, 
or  rather  Satan  in  the  serpent;  who,  revolting 
from  God,  and  drawing  to  Ills  side  many  legions 
of  angels,  was,  by  the  command  of  God,  driven 
out  of  Heaven,  with  all  his  crew,  into  the  great 
deep.  Which  action  passed  over,  tlie  poem  hastcna 
into  the  midst  of  things,  presenting  Satan  with  his 
angels  now  falling  into  Hell  described  here,  not 
in  the  center  (for  Heaven  and  Earth  may  be  sup- 
posed as  yet  not  made,  certainly  not  yet  accursed) 
but  in  a  place  of  utter  darkness,  fitliest  called 
Chaos :  here  Satan  with  his  angels  lying  on  the 
burning  lake,  thunder-struck  and  astonished,  after 
a  certain  space  recovers,  as  from  confusion,  calls 
up  hun  who  next  in  order  and  dignity  lay  by  him  t 
they  confer  of  their  miserable  fidl ;  Satan  awakena 
all  his  legions,  who  lay  till  then  in  the  same  man- 
ner confounded.  lliey  rise;  their  numbers; 
array  of  battle ;  their  chief  leaders  named,  accord- 
ing to  the  idols  known  afterwards  in  Canaan  and 
the  countries  adjoining.  To  these  Satan  directs 
his  speech,  comforts  them  with  hope  yet  of  rq^'n- 
ing  Heaven,  but  tells  them  lastly  of  a  new  world 
and  new  kind  of  creature  to  be  created,  according 
to  an  ancient  prophecy,  or  report  in  Heaven  ;  for, 
that  angels  were  long  before  this  visible  creation, 
was  the  opinion  of  many  ancient  Fathers.  To 
find  out  the  truth  of  this  prophecy,  and  what  to 
determine  thereon,  he  refers  to  a  full  council. 
What  his  associates  thence  attempt  Pandemo- 
nium, the  palace  of  Satan,  rises,  suddenly  built 
out  of  the  deep :  the  infernal  peers  there  sit  ia 
coimcil. 

Or  Man's  first  disobedience,  and  the  firuit 
Of  that  fori>idden  tree,  whose  mortal  taste 
Brought  death  into  the  world,  and  dl  our  woe. 
With  loss  of  Eden,  till  one  greater  Man 
Restore  us,  and  regain  the  blissful  seat. 
Sing,  heavenly  Muse,  that  on  the  secret  top 
Of  Oreb,  or  of  Sinai,  didst  inspire 
That  shepherd,  who  first  taught  the  chosen  seed. 
In  the  beginning,  how  the  Heavens  and  Earth 
Rose  out  of  Chaos  :   Or,  if  Sion  hill 
Delight  thee  more,  and  Siloa's  brook  that  flow'd 
Fast  by  the  orade  of  God ;  I  thence 
Invoke  thy  aid  to  my  adventurous  song, 
Hiat  with  no  middle  flight  inteods  to  soar 
Abova  the  Aonian  mount,  while  it  ptursues 
lUngi  imattemptad  yet  in  prose  or  rhyme. 


so 
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And  chiefly  thou,  O  Spirit,  that  dort  prefer 
Before  all  temples  the  upright  heart  and  pure^ 
Instruct  me,  for  thou  know'st;  thou  from  the  first 
Wast  present,  and,  with  mighty  wings  out-spread, 
Dove-like  sat'st  brooding  on  the  vast  ab}'ss, 
And  mad*st  it  pr^nant :  what  in  me  is  dark 
Illumine ;  what  is  low,  raise  and  Support ; 
Hiat  to  the  height  of  this  great  argument 
I  may  assert  eternal  Providence, 
And  justify  the  ways  of  God  to  men. 

Say  first,  for  Heaven  hides  nothing  from  thy  view. 
Nor  the  deep  tract  of  Hell ;  say  first,  what  cause 
Mov'd  our  grand  parents,  in  tliat  happy  state, 
Favour*d  of  Heaven  so  highly,  to  fall  oif 
From  their  Creator,  and  transgress  his  will 
For  one  restraint,  lords  of  the  world  besides  ? 
Vfho  first  seduc'd  them  to  tliat  foul  revolt? 
The  infernal  Serpent ;  he  it  u-as,  whose  guile, 
Stirr*d  up  with  envy  and  revenge,  decciv*d 
Hie  mother  of  mankind,  what  timq  his  pride 
Had  cast  him  out  fWxm  Heaven,  witli  all  lus  host 
Of  rebel  angels ;  by  whose  aid,  aspiring 
To  set  himself  in  glory  above  his  peers, 
He  trusted  to  have  equalled  the  Most  High, 
If  he  oppos*d ;  and,  with  ambitious  aim 
Against  the  throne  and  monarchy  of  God, 
Rais'd  impious  war  in  Heaven,  and  battle  proud. 
With  vain  attempt.     Him  the  Almighty  power, 
HurlM  headlong  flaming  from  the  ethereal  sky, 
With  hideous  ruin  and  combustion,  down 
To  bottomless  perdition  ;  there  to  dwell 
In  adamantine  diains  and  penal  fire, 
Who  durst  defy  the  Omnipotent  to  arms. 
Nine  times  the  space  that  measures  day  and  night 
To  mortal  men,  he  with  his  horrid  crew 
Lay  vanquish*d,  rolling  in  the  ficr}-  gulf, 
Confounded,  though  immortal :  but  his  doom 
Reserv'd  him  to  more  wrath  !  for  now  tlic  thought 
Both  of  lost  happiness  and  lasting  pnin 
Torments  him :  round  he  throws  his  baleful  eyes, 
That  witness'd  huge  affliction  and  dismay, 
Mix*d  with  obdurate  pride  and  stedfast  hiitc ; 
\t  once,  as  far  as  angels  ken,  he  views 
rhe  dismal  situation,  waste  and  wild ; 
Al  dungeon  horrible  on  all  sides  rr>und, 
As  one  great  furnace  flam*d ;  yet  from  those  flames 
No  light ;  but  rather  darkness  visible 
Serv*d  only  to  discover  sights  of  woe, 
Begions  of  sorrow,  doleful  shades,  where  peace 
And  rest  can  never  dwell ;  hope  never  comes 
That  comes  to  all :  but  torture  without  end 
Still  urges,  and  a  fiery  deluge,  fed 
With  ever-buming  sulphiur  unconsum^d : 
Such  place  eternal  Justice  had  prepar*d 
For  those  rebellious ;  here  their  prison  ordain*d 
In  utter  darkness,  and  their  portion  set 
As  far  removM  from  God  and  light  of  Heaven, 
As  from  the  centre  thrice  to  the  utmost  pole. 
O,  how  unlike  the  place  from  whence  they  fell ! 
There  the  companions  of  his  fall,  o'erwhelm'd 
With  floods  and  whirlwinds  of  tempestuous  fire. 
He  soon  discerns ;  and  weltering  by  his  side 
One  next  himself  in  power,  and  next  in  crime. 
Long  after  known  in  Palestine,  and  nam*d 
Beelzebub.     To  whom  the  arch-enemy, 
And  thence  in  Heaven  caird  Satan,  with  bold  words 
Breaking  the  horrid  silence,  thus  began. 

"  If  thou  beest  he ;    but  O,   how  fall'n !    how 
chang*d 
From  him,  who  in  tlie  happy  realms  of  light. 


Clo^*d  with  transcendciit  bngntneM,  dUst  outsfani 
Myriads  though  bright  I  If  he  whom  mutuallagu^ 
United  thoughts  and  counsels,  cqaaX  hope 
And  hazard  in  the  glorious  enterprise, 
Join'd  with  me  once,  now  misery  hath  join*d 
In  equal  ruin :  into  what  pit  thou  seest 
From  what  height  fidl*n,  so  much  the  stronger  pror*l 
He  with  his  thunder :  and  till  then  who  knew 
The  force  of  those  dire  arms  ?  Yet  not  for  those, 
Nor  what  the  potent  Victor  in  his  rage 
Can  else  inflict,  do  I  repent  or  change, 
Though  chang*d  in  outward  lustre,  that  iix*d  mindi 
And  high  disdain  from  sense  of  injur*d  merit, 
That  with  the  Mightiest  rais*d  me  to  contend, 
And  to  the  ficrre  contention  brought  akxig 
Innumerable  force  of  spurits  arm*d. 
That  durst  dislike  his  reign,  and,  roe  pnlerrtng,  ' 
His  utmost  power  with  adverse  power  opposM  | 
In  dubious  battle  on  the  plains  of  Heaven,  . 

And  shook  his  throne.     What  though  the  field  bt ' 

lost? 
All  is  not  lost ;  the  unconquend>le  will, 
And  study  of  revenge,  inunortal  hate. 
And  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield. 
And  what  is  else  not  to  be  overcome ; 
lliat  glory  never  shall  his  wrath  or  might 
Extort  from  me.     To  bow  and  sue  for  gnce 
With  suppliant  knee,  and  deify  his  power 
Who  from  the  terrour  of  this  arm  so  late 
Doubted  his  empire  ;  that  were  low  indeed. 
That  were  an  ignominy,  and  shame  beneath 
This  downfall :  since  by  fate  the  strength  of  Godi 
And  this  empyreal  substance  cannot  &i]. 
Since  through  experience  of  this  great  event 
In  arms  not  worse,  in  foresight  mudi  advanc*d, 
We  may  with  more  successftil  hope  resolve 
To  wage  by  force  or  guile  eternal  war, 
Irreconcileable  to  our  grand  foe, 
Who  now  triumphs,  and,  in  the  excess  of  joy 
Sole  reigning,  holds  the  tyranny  of  Heaven.** 

So  spake  the  apostate  angel,  though  in  pais, 
Vaunting  aloud,  but  rack*d  with  deep  de^nir : 
And  him  thus  answer*d  soon  his  bold  compeer. 

*<  O  prince,  O  chief  of  many  throned  powen, 
That  led  the  embattled  seraphim  to  war 
Under  thy  conduct,  and  in  dreadful  deeds 
Fearless,  endanger*d  Heaven's  perpetual  king, 
And  put  to  proof  his  high  supremacy. 
Whether  upheld  by  strength,  or  chance,  or  frte ; 
Too  well  I  see,  and  rue  the  dire  event. 
That  witli  sad  overthrow,  and  foul  defeat. 
Hath  lost  us  Heaven,  and  all  this  mighty  host 
In  horrible  destruction  laid  thus  low. 
As  far  as  gods  and  heavenly  essences 
Can  perish :  for  the  mind  and  ^irit  remains 
Invincible,  and  vigour  soon  returns, 
Tliough  all  our  glory  extinct,  and  happy  state 
Here  swallow'd  up  in  endless  misery. 
But  what  if  he  our  conqueror  (whom  I  now 
Of  foree  believe  almigh^,  dnce  no  leas 
Than  such  could  have  o*erpower*d  such  force  as  oun) 
Have  left  us  this  our  spirit  and  strength  entire 
Strongly  to  suffer  and  support  our  pains, 
Tliat  we  may  so  sufilice  his  vengeful  ire, 
Or  do  him  mightier  scrrice  as  his  thralls 
By  right  of  vrar,  whate'er  his  business  be. 
Here  in  the  heart  of  Hell  to  work  in  fire. 
Or  do  liis  errands  in  the  gloomy  deep ; 
Wliat  can  it  then  avail,  though  yet  we  feel 
Strength  undiminisfa*d,  or  eternal  being 
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To  uada^o  clonttl  poniilimait  ?" 

Vfhmio  with  ipecdy  wards  the  vcb-fioid  replied» 

•*  F«U*n  eberuh^  to  be  week  »  miaenble 
Doing  or  suffering;  but  of  this  be  lure^ 
Todo aught  good  nerer  will  be  our  task» 
But  erer  to  do  ill  our  sole  deligfat, 
Asfacby  the  cootraiy  to  his  high  will 
Whom  we  resist.     If  then  his  providence 
Out  of  oar  evil  seek  to  bring  forth  good. 
Out  hbour  must  be  to  pervert  that  end, 
Aad  an  of  good  still  to  find  means  of  evil  ■, 
WWb  oft-lmica  may  succeed,  so  as  perhaps 
SUl  grirre  hsm,  if  I  fail  not,  and  disturb 
Ifa  inmost  counsels  from  their  destin'd  aim. 
Bot  seev  the  angry  victor  hath  recall'd 
Hit  mittisiers  dT  vengeance  and  pursuit 
Back  to  the  gates  of  Heavem:  the  sulphurous  hail, 
&«  after  us  in  storm,  o*erblown,  hath  laid 
The  fcry  surge,  that  from  the  precipice 
Of  HcBvcn  r«ceiv*d  us  falling ;  and  the  thunder, 
WiofT'd  with  red  li^^tning  and  impetuous  rage, 
IVrtopa  hath  spent  his  shaAs,  and  ceases  now 
To  bdlow  through  the  vast  and  boundless  deep. 
Let  us  m«  slip  the  occasion,  whether  scorn, 
Or  aiiate  fury,  yield  it  from  our  foe. 
iVew  thou  jon  dreary  plain,  forlorn  and  wild, 
Tbe  «at  of  deadatioa,  void  of  light, 
^«^  wtat  the  glimmering  of  thoc  livid  flames 
U<*  pale  and  dreadful  ?    Thither  let  us  tend 
Frufn  off  the  tossing  of  diese  fiery  waves ; 
'HKn:  rest,  if  any  rest  can  harbour  there ; 
^^  re-asMmbling  our  afflicted  powers, 
^  awh  bow  we  may  henceforth  most  otTend 
IKj  eoeray ;  our  own  loss  how  repair ; 
H<rv  overtome  this  dire  calamity  ; 
V'^Jt  rrioforcement  we  may  gain  from  hope ; 
If  nA,  what  resolution  from  despair.** 

Dan  Satan,  talking  to  his  nearest  mate, 
^Hh  hoMl  np-lift  above  the  wave,  and  eyes 
Thtt  «parUiBg  blaa'd  ;  his  other  parts  besides, 
t^ont  on  the  fiood,  extended  long  and  large, 
U«  Aiating  many  a  rood ;  in  bulk  as  huge 
.V«  vhon  the  fables  name  of  monstrous  sixe, 
iVoniaa,  or  Eartb^Mm,  that  warr*d  on  Jove ; 
^"•wmor  l^rphon,  whom  the  den 
Bf  Mirient  Taiva&  held ;   or  that  sea-beast 
^<^itfhaB,  which  God  of  all  his  works 
<  ^«cil  hugcst  that  swrim  the  ocean  stream  : 
Un  haplj  slumbering  on  the  Norway  foam 
^  f>«  of  some  small  nighUfounderM  skifT 
^*n'n^  fame  island,  oA,  as  sea-men  tell, 
%^>  fated  anchor  in  his  scaly  rind 
^wn  bj  his  tdde  under  the  lee,  while  night 
l:^mt»  the  aes,  snd  wished  mom  delays : 
^1  «mdi'd  out  huge  in  length  the  ardi-fiend  lay 
I AaindoQ  the  burning  hdie:  nor  ever  thence 
'^i  m'n  or  heav*d  his  head ;  but  that  the  will 
•VM  luj^b  pcmisaion  of  all-ruUng  Heaven 
L^faim  at  large  to  his  own  dark  designs ; 
1^  with  ratarated  crimes  he  might 
Hi^eQbiaHelf  damnation,  while  he  sought 
Wtoothm;  and,  cnrag*d,  might  see 
Hi^  aU  Ws  mdioe  serVd  but  to  bring  forth 
*^"*»  pwdnf,  grace  and  mercy,  shown 
gpMaalyhimaeducM;  but  on  himaelf 
TtiMeMaAaoB,  wath and  vengeance  pour'd. 
NTihwith  fright  be  raws  from  off  the  pool  <* 
^inffliiy«MBK;  on  eadi  hand  the  flames, 
Tii^^'^  ilope  tfw  pointiiig  spires^  and 
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In  bOlowi,  letve  i*  the  midst  a  horrid  vale. 

Hien  with  expanded  wings  he  steers  his  flight 

Aloft,  incumbent  on  the  dusky  air 

That  felt  unusual  weight ;  till  on  dry  land 

He  lights,  if  it  were  land  that  ever  bum*d 

With  solid,  as  the  lake  with  liquid  fire ; 

And  such  appear'd  in  hue,  as  when  the  force 

Of  subterranean  wind  transports  a  hill 

Tom  from  Pelorus,  or  the  ahatter'd  side 

Of  thundering  ^tna,  whose  combustible 

And  fueird  entrails  thence  conceiring  fire, 

Sublim*d  with  mineral  fury,  aid  the  winds, 

And  leave  a  singed  bottom  all  involv*d 

With  stench  aiul  smoke:   such  resting  found  the 

sole 
Of  unblest  feet     Him  follow'd  his  next  mate . 
Both  glorying  to  have  *scap'd  the  Stygian  flood 
As  gods,  and  by  their  own  recover*d  strength. 
Not  by  the  sufferance  of  supernal  Power. 

"  Is  this  the  region,  this  the  soil,  the  dime,** 
Said  then  the  lost  arch-angel,  **  this  the  seat 
That  we  must  change  for  Heaven :  this  mournful 

gloom 
For  that  celestial  light  ?  Be  it  so,  since  he, 
Who  now  is  Sovran,  can  dispose  and  bid 
What  shall  be  right :  farthest  from  him  is  best. 
Whom  reason  hath  equall'd,  force  hath  made  su- 
preme 
Above  his  equals.     Farewell,  happy  fields, 
Where  joy  for  ever  dwells.     Hail  horrours,  hail 
Infernal  vrorld,  and  thou,  profoundest  Hell, 
Receive  thy  new  possessor,  one  who  brings 
A  mind  not  to  be  chang*d  by  place  or  time : 
Hie  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 
Can  make  a  Heaven  of  Hell,  a  Hell  of  Heaven. 
What  matter  where,  if  I  be  still  the  same, 
And  what  I  should  be,  all  but  less  than  he 
Whom  thunder  hath  made  greater?     Here  at  least 
We  shall  be  free ;  the  Almighty  hath  not  built 
Here  for  his  envy,  will  not  drive  us  hence : 
Here  we  may  reign  secure,  and^  in  my  choice. 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  Hell : 
Better  to  reign  in  Hell,  than  senr-e  in  Heaven. 
But  wherefore  let  we  then  our  faithful  friends, 
The  associates  and  copartners  of  our  loss. 
Lie  thus  astonisli'd  on  the  oblivious  pool. 
And  call  them  not  to  share  with  us  their  part 
In  this  unhappy  mansion  ;  or  once  more 
With  rallied  arms  to  try  what  may  be  yet 
R^ain*d  in  Heaven,  or  wliat  more  lost  in  Hell  ?** 

So  Satan  spake,  and  him  Beelzebub 
Thus  ansni'erM ;  "  Leader  of  those  armies  bright, 
Wbidi  but  the  Omnipotent  none  could  have  foird. 
If  once  they  hear  that  voice,  their  liveliest  pledge 
Of  hope  in  fears  and  dangers,  heard  so  oh 
In  worst  exbvmes,  and  on  the  perilous  edge 
Of  battle  when  it  rag*d,  in  all  assaults 
Their  surest  signal,  tliey  will  soon  resume 
New  courage  and  revive ;  though  now  they  lie 
Grovelling  and  prostrate  on  yon  lake  of  fire, 
As  we  ere  while,  astounded  and  amaz*d ; 
No  wonder,  fall'n  such  a  pernicious  highth.** 

He  scarce  had  ccas*d  when  the  superior  fiend 
Was  moving  toward    the  shore :    his  ponderous 

shield, 
Etfaocal  temper,  massy,  large  and  round. 
Behind  him  cast ;  the  broad  circumference 
Hung  on  his  shoulders  like  the  Moon,  wliose  orb 
Through  optic  glass  the  Tuscan  artist  views 
At  Cfemsg  from  the  lop  of  Fcsol4, 
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Or  in  Vflldnmo^  to  descry  new  Iandi» 

Riven  or  mountains  in  her  spotty  g)cd>e« 

His  spear,  to  eqoal  with  the  tallest  pine 

Hewn  on*  Norw^^ian  hills,  to  be  the  mast 

Of  some  great  ammiral,  were  but  a  wand, 

He  walk*d  witli,  to  support  uneasy  steps 

Over  the  burning  marie,  not  like  those  stepa 

On  Heaven's  azure,  and  the  torrid  clime 

Smote  on  him  sore  besides,  vaulted  witli  fire : 

Nathless  he  so  endur'd,  till  on  the  beadi 

Of  that  inflamed  sea  he  stood,  and  caird 

His  legions,  angel  forms,  who  lay  intranc*d  • 

Tliick  as  autumnal  leaves  that  straw  tlie  brooks 

In  Vallombrosa,  where  the  Etrurian  shades, 

Hi{^  over-arch*d,  imbower ;  or  scatter'd  sedge 

Afloat,  when  witli  fierce  winds  Orion  arm*d 

Hath  vex*d  the  Red^Sea  coast,  whose  waves  o*er- 

threw 
Busiris,  and  his  Memphian  diivalry, 
While  with  perfidious  hatred  diey  pursued 
The  sojourners  of  Goshen,  who  bdield 
From  the  safe  shore  their  floating  carcasses 
And  broken  chariot  wheels :  so  thick  bestrown, 
Abject  and  lost  lay  these,  covering  the  flood. 
Under  amfezement  of  thdr  hideous  change. 
He  caird  so  loud,  that  all  the  hollow  deep 
Of  Hell  resounded.     **  Princes,  potentates. 
Warriors,  the  flower  of  Heaven,  once  jrours,  now 

lost, 
If  such  astonishment  as  this  can  seise 
Eternal  spirits ;  or  have  ye  dios*n  this  place 
Afler  the  toil  of  Ixtttle  to  repose 
Your  wearied  virtue,  for  the  ease  you  find 
To  slumber  here,  as  in  the  vales  of  Heaven  ? 
Or  in  this  abject  posture  have  ye  sworn 
T*  adore  the  Conqueror  ?  who  now  beholds 
Cherub  and  seraph  rolling  in  the  flood 
With  scatter'd  arms  and  ensigns,  till  anon 
His  swift  pursuers  from  Heaven-gates  discern 
Th*  advantage,  and,  descending,  tread  us  down 
Tlius  drooping,  or  with  linked  thunderbolts 
Transfix  us  to  the  bottom  of  this  gulf. 
Awake,  arise,  or  be  for  ever  falPn.**  [sprung 

They    heard,  and  were  abas'd,    and  up  they 
Upon  the  wing  ;  as  when  men  wont  to  watch 
On  duty,  sleepjng  found  by  whom  they  dread. 
Rouse  and  bestir  themselves  ere  well  awake ; 
Nor  did  they  not  perceive  the  evil  plight 
In  which  they  were,  or  the  fierce  pains  not  feel ; 
Tet  to  their  general's  voice  they  soon  obey 
Innumerable.     As  when  the  potent  rod 
Of  Anuram*s  son,  in  Egypt's  evil  day, 
Wav'd  round  the  coast,  up  call'd  a  pitchy  cloud 
Of  locusts,  warping  on  the  eastern  wind, 
'Duit  o'er  the  realm  of  impious  Pharaoh  hung 
Like  night,  and  darkened  all  the  land  of  Nile : 
So  numberless  were  those  bad  angels  seen 
Hovering  on  wing  under  the  cope  of  Hell, 
Twixt  upper,  nether,  and  surrounding  fires, 
Till,  as  a  signal  given,  the  up-lifted  spear 
Of  their  great  Sultan  waving  to  direct 
Hieir  course,  in  even  balance  down  they  light 
On  the  firm  brimstone,  and  fill  all  the  plain. 
A  multitude,  like  which  the  populous  North 
Pour'd  never  from  her  frosen  loins,  to  pass 
Rhene  or  the  Danaw,  when  her  barbarous  sons 
Came  like  a  deluge  on  the  South,  and  spread 
Beneath  Gibraltar  to  the  Lybian  sands. 
Forthwith  from  ev'iy  squadron  and  each  band 
The  heads  and  leaders  thiiber  haite  whew  stood 


tiir 


Their  great  commander ;  gpdHke 
ExcdUng  human,  princely. dignities, 
And  powers  that  erst  in  Heaven  sat  oo  thrones , 
Hiough  of  their  names  in  heavenly  vecords 
Be  no  incxn<mai ;  blotted  out  and  ras'd 
By  tlieir  rebellion  from  the  books  of  life. 
Nor  had  they  yet  among  the  sons  of  Eve 
Got  them  new  names,   till,  wandering 

Earth, 
Through  God's  high  sufleranoe    for  the  trial  of 

man. 
By  falsities  and  lies  the  greatest  part 
Of  mankind  they  corrupted  to  forsake 
God  their  Creator,  and  th'  invisible 
Glory  of  him  that  made  them  to  tranafonn 
Oft  to  the  image  of  a  brute,  adom'd 
With  gay  religions  fuH  of  pomp  and  goldy 
And  deirals  to  adore  for  doties : 
Tlicn  were  tfiey  known  to  men  by  wious  names, 
And  various  idols  through  the  Heathen  woiid. 
Say,  Muse,  their  names  then  known,  who  fint, 

who  last, 
Rous'd  from  Uie  slumber,  on  that  fiery  coach. 
At  their  great  emperor's  call,  as  next  in  wootb 
Came  singly  where  he  stood  on  the  bare  strand. 
While  the  promiscuous  cloud  stood  yet  aloof. 
The  chief  were  those,  who,  from  the  pit  of  Hell 
Roaming  to  seek  their  prey  on  Earth,  dumt  fix 
Their  seats  long  after  next  the  seat  of  God. 
Their  altars  by  his  altar,  gods  ador'd 
Among  the  nations  round,  and  durst  alnde 
Jdiovah  thund'ring  out  of  Sion,  thron'd 
Between  the  cherubim  ;  yea,  often  plac'd 
Within  his  sanctuary  itsdf  their  shrines. 
Abominations ;  and  with  cursed  things 
His  holy  rites  and  solemn  feasts  profan*d. 
And  with  their  darkness  durst  affront  his  li^it. 
First  Moloch,  horrid  king,  besmear'd  with  blood 
Of  human  sacrifice,  and  parents'  tears ; 
Though  for  the  noise  of  drums  and  timbrels  loud 
Tlieir  children's  cries  unheard,  that  paas'd  tfaroiigh 

fire 
To  his  grim  idol.     Him  the  Ammonite 
Worshipt  in  Rabba  and  her  watry  plain. 
In  Argob  and  in  Basan,  to  the  stream 
Of  utmost  Arnon.     Nor  content  with  such 
Audacious  neighbouihood,  the  wisest  henrt  ^ 

Of  Solomon  he  led  by  fraud  to  J>uild 
His-  temple  right  against  the  temple  of  God, 
On  that  oppr^rious  hill ;  and  made  his  grasrc 
The  pleasant  valley  of  Hinnom,  Tophet  tbenoe 
And  black  Gehenna  call'd,  the  type  of  Hell. 
Next,  Chemos,  th'  obscene  dread  of  Monb's  aona^ 
From  Aroer  to  Nebo,  and  the  wild 
Of  southmost  Abarim ;  in  Hesebon 
And  Horonaim,  Seon's  realm,  beyond 
The  flowery  dale  of  Sibma  clad  with  vinea, 
And  Eleiil^  to  th*  Asphaltic  pool. 
Peor  his  other  name,  when  he  entic'd 
Israel  in  Sittim,  on  their  march  from  Nile, 
To  do  him  wanton  rites,  which  cost  them  woe. 
Yet  thence  his  lustful  orgies  he  enlarg'd 
Even  to  that  hill  of  scandal,  by  the  grove 
Of  Moloch  homicide ;  lust  haid  by  hate ; 
TQl  good  Josiah  drove  them  thence  to  Hdl. 
With  these  came  they,  who»  from  the  bonl*nn{ 

flood 
Of  old  Euphrates  to  the  brook  that  parts 
Egypt  from  Syrian  ground,  had  general 
Of  Baalimand  Ashtarothi  those  male^ 
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Thnt  frmifiint :  tar  ^imta*  wbeD  tliey  plcue^ 
CandthtrgexMHuuepOrboCfa;  so  aoft 
And  oncnnqimnMipd  is  their  essence  pure ; 
Not  tied  or  manacled  with  jotnt  or  limbi 
Koc  (buiided  on  the  brittle  etrength  of  bones, 
Like  annbroua  fleih;  but,  in  wrfaat  shape  they 


IKIittd  or  condens'd,  bright  or  obsciue, 

Can  eseoBle  their  aery  purposes, 

And  «vks  of  lof<e  or  enmity  fulfiL 

Fori^K  the  race  of  Israel  oft  foTKMik 

Thar  Ihring  stocngth,  and  unfrequented  left 

His  rigtoeous  akar,  bowing  lowly  down 

To  iMisl  gods ;  for  which  their  heads  as  low 

Bov'd  down  in  bottle,  sunk  before  the  spear 

OfdcspiaUelbes.     With  these  in  troop 

Cnne  Asknth,  whom  the  Fhoenidans  call'd 

Asttrte,  queen  of  Heaven,  with  crescent  horns ; 

To  wfaoK  bngfat  inaage  nightly  by  the  Moon 

SdoQtsa  viigins  paid  their  TOWS  and  songs; 

h  SioD  sho  not  unsung,  where  stood 

Her  tcsBple  on  the  offensive  mountain,  built 

Bt  tfast  ttiflrious  king,  whose  heart,  though  laige^ 

Bri^'d  by  fiur  idoliorases,  fell 

To  idols  fimL     Thammus  came  next  behind, 

^luK  anniial  wound  in  Lebanon  allur'd 

The  Sf  nan  damsels  to  lament  his  fate 

Is  amofoos  ditties  all  a  summer's  day  ; 

While  onooth  Adonis  from  his  native  rock 

Rm  purple  to  the  sea,  suppo8*d  with  blood 

Of  Tharnmui  yearly  wounded :  the  love-tale 

Inlfctad  Son's  daugfatcrs  with  like  heat ; 

V)Mie  wanton  passions  in  the  sacred  porch 

Uid  Hw,  when,  by  the  vision  led. 

Ha  tyt  NDvcy'd  the  dark  idolatries 

Of  aiicassed  Judah.     Next  came  one 

^ho  fluera'd  in  earnest,  when  the  captivtt  ark 

Ham'd  fab  brute  image,  head  and  hands  lopt  off 

Ii  kit  own  temple,  on  die  grunsel  edge, 

Wheie  bt  Hell  Art,  and  sham'd  his  wOTshippers : 

I^afpoa  bis  name,  sea-monster,  upward  man 

And  downward  fish :  yet  had  his  temple  high 

Rar*d  ia  Aaotus,  drnded  through  the  coast 

Of  Hktdne,  in  Gath  and  Ascalon, 

^  Aoaroo  and  Gnsa's  frontier  bounds. 

Has  faUow'd  Rimmon,  whose  delightful  seat 

^»  fur  Dsnascua,  on  the  fertile  banks 

Of  Afafasaa  and  Fharphar,  lucid  streams. 

He  ilso  apinst  the  bouse  of  God  was  bold ! 

•^  Wpcr  oaos  he  lost,  and  gain'd  a  king ; 

.llw  liisioiiidi  conqueror,  whom  be  drew 

<«<'•  ahar  to  disparage  and  displace 

(w  one  of  Syrian  mode,  whereon  to  bum 

Ha  a£aus  offerings,  and  adore  the  gods 

Vboei  he  bad  vsnqidsh'd.     After  these  s^ipear'd 

A  crrv,  wb0|  under  names  of  old  reqowny 

^^v^  la%»  Orui,  and  their  train, 

InbjDouiiiuiiii  shapes  and  sorceries  abus*d 

^*B^  Egypt  and  her  priests,  to  seek 

ing  gods  disguis'd  in  brutish  formi 
inman.     Nor  did  Israel  'scape 
^  sfcctioa,  when  their  borrow'd  gold  compos'd 
P*  Gstf  ia  Orcb ;  and  the  rebel  king 
I>DoUed«stnn  in  Bethel  and  in  Dan, 
j^Mg  his  Maker  to  the  graxed  ox  ; 
^^o**k»  wbo  ia  one  nigbt,  when  he  pass'd 
['^  Egypt  aardnng,  cquall'd  with  one  stroke 
Bi«  ber  inttera  and  all  her  bloUmg  gods. 
JJ**  *"y  li»  Ihso  whom  a  spirit  more  lewd 
'^  a«  frsoi  Hwvtn,  ar  nore  groas  to  love 


Vice  for  itself:  to  him  no  tample  stood 
Or  altar  smok'd ;  yet  who  more  oft  than  he 
In  temples  and  at  ahars,  when  the  priest 
Turns  atheist,  as  did  Eli's  sons,  who  fiU'd 
With  lust  and  violence  the  house  of  God  ? 
In  courts  and  palace^  he  also  reigns^ 
And  in  luxurious  cities,  where  the  ndse 
Of  riot  ascends  above  their  loftiest  towers, 
,And  injury  and  outrage :  and  when  night 
Darkens  the  streets,  then  wander  forth  the  sons 
Of  Belial,  flown  with  insolence  and  wine. 
M^tness  the  streets  of  Sodom,  and  that  night 
In  Gibeah,  when  the  hoqutaUe  door 
Expos'd  a  matron,  to  avoid  worse  npe. 
Tliese  were  the  prime  in  order  and  in  might : 
The  rest  were  long  to  tell,  though  far  renown'd. 
The  Ionian  gods,  of  Javan's  issue ;  held 
Gods,  yet  confess'd  later  than  Heaven  and  Eartii, 
Tlwir  boasted  parents :  Titan,  Heaven's  first4)omy 
With  his  enormous  brood,  and  birthright  seix'd 
By  younger  Saturn  ;  he  from  mightier  Jove, 
His  own  and  Rhea's  son,  like  measure  found ; 
So  Jove  usurping  reign'd  :  these  first  in  Crete 
And  Ida  known,  thence  on  the  snowy  top 
Of  bold  Olympus,  rul'd  tlie  middle  air, 
Their  high«t  Heaven ;  or  on  the  Delphian  diff, 
Or  in  Dodona,  and  through  all  the  bounds 
Of  Doric  land :  or  who  with  Saturn  old 
Fled  over  Adria  to  the  Hesperian  fields. 
And  o'er  the  Celtic  roam'd  the  utmost  isles. 
All  these  and  more  came  flocking;  but  with 

looks 
Down-cast  and  damp  ;  yet  such  wherein  appear'd 
Obscure  some  glimpse  of  joy,  to  have  found  their 

chief  * 
Not  in  despair,  to  'ave  found  themselves  not  loot 
In  1q^  itself ;  which  on  his  countenance  cast 
Like  doubtful  hue :  but  he,  his  wonted  pride 
Soon  recoUecting,  with  high  words,  that  bore 
Semblance  of  worth,  not  .substance,  gently  rais  d 
Their  fainting  courage,  and  dispell'd  tlieir  fears. 
Then  straight  commands,  that  at  the  warlike  sound 
Of  trumpets  loud  and  clarions  be  uprear'd 
His  mighty  standard ;  that  proud  honour  daim'd 
Azaxel  as  his  right,  a  cherub  taU ; 
Who  forthwitli  from  the  glittering  staff  unfurl'd 
The  imperial  ensign ;  wluch,  fuU  high  advanc'd. 
Shone  like  a  meteor  streaming  to  the  wind. 
With  gems  and  golden  lustre  rich  imblax'd. 
Seraphic  arms  and  trophies ;  all  the  while 
Sonorous  metal  blowing  martial  sounds : 
At  which  the  universal  host  up-sent 
A  shout,  that  tore  HeU's  concave,  and  beyond 
Frighted  the  reign  of  Chaos  and  old  Night. 
AU  in  a  moment  through  the  gloom  were  seen 
JTen  thousand  banners  rise  into  the  air 
With  orient  colours  waving :  with  them  rose 
A  forest  huge  of  spears ;  and  thronging  helms 
Appear'd,  and  serried  shields  in  thick  array 
Of  depth  immeasurable ;  anon  they  move 
In  perfect  phalanx  to  the  Dorian  mood 
Of  flutes  and  soft  recorders ;  such  as  rais'd 
To  highth  of  noblest  temper  heroes  old 
Arming  to  battle ;  and  instead  of  rage 
Deliberate  valour  breath'd,  firm  and  unmov'd 
With  dread  of  death  to  flight  or  foul  retreat : 
Nor  wanting  power  to  mitigate  and  swage 
With  solemn  touches  troubled  thoughts,  and  diose 
Anguish,  and  doubt,  and  fear,  and  sorrow,  and 

pain, 
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From  mortal  or  immortal  minds.     Thus  thej, 
Breathing  united  force,  widi  fixed  thouf^ 
Mov'd  on  in  silence  to  soft  pipes,  that  cfaarm*d 
Their  painful  steps  o'er  the  burnt  scul :  and  now 
<\dvanc*d  in  view  they  stand ;  a  horrid  front 
Of  dreadful  length  and  dazzling  arms,  in  guise 
Of  warriors  old  with  order'd  spear  and  shield  ; 
Awraiting.what  command  their  mighty  chief 
Had  to  impose :  he  through  the  armed  files 
Darts  his  experienc*d  eye,  and  soon  travene 
The  whole  battalion  views,  their  order  due, 
Their  visages  and  stature  as  of  gods ; 
Their  number  last  he  sums.     And  now  his  heart 
Distends  with  pride,  and  hardening  in  his  strengtii 
Glories :  for  never,  since  created  man. 
Met  such  imbodied  force,  as  nam*d  with  these 
Could  merit  more  than  that  small  infantr}' 
Warr'd  on  by  cranes  :  though  all  the  giant  brotKl 
Of  Phlegra  with  the  heroic  race  were  join'd 
That  fought  at  Thebes  and  Ilium,  on  each  side 
Mix'd  with  auxiliar  gods ;  and  what  ix*soun<ls 
In  fable  or  romance  of  Uther*s  son 
Begirt  with  British  and  Armoric  knights ; 
And  all  who  since,  baptized  or  infidel, 
Jousted  in  Aspramont,  or  Montalban, 
Damasco,  or  Marocco,  or  Trebisond, 
Or  whom  Biserta  sent  from  Afric  shore, 
Wlien  Charlemain  with  all  his  peerage  fell 
By  Fontaiabbia.     Hius  far  these  beyond 
Compare  of  mortal  prowess,  yet  observ*d 
Thar  dread  commander :  he,  above  the  rest 
In  shape  and  gesture  proudly  eminent. 
Stood  like  a  tower ;  Iiis  form  had  yet  not  lost 
All  her  original  brightness ;  nor  appeared 
Less  than  arch-angel  ruin*d,  and  the  excess 
Of  glory  obscur*d :  as  when  the  Sun,  new  risen. 
Looks  through  the  horizontal  misty  air 
Shorn  of  his  beams ;  or  from  behind  the  Moon, 
In  dim  eclipse,  disastrous  twilight  sheds 
On  half  the  nations,  and  with  fear  of  cliange 
Perplexes  monarchs.     Darken*d  so,  yet  shone 
Above  them  all  the  arch-angel :  but  his  face 
Deep  scars  of  thunder  had  intrenched ;  and  care 
Sat  on  his  faded  cheek,  but  under  brows 
Of  dauntless  courage,  and  considerate  pride 
Waiting  revenge ;  cruel  his  eye,  but  cast 
SigOB  of  remorse  and  passion,  to  bdiold 
The  fellows  of  his  crime,  the  folloiTers  ratlier, 

iPar  other  once  beheld  in  bliss)  condemn*d 
^or  ever  now  to  have  their  lot  in  pain  ; 
Millions  of  spirits  for  his  fault  amerc'd 
Of  Heaven,  and  from  eternal  splendours  Hung 
For  his  revolt,  yet  faithful  how  they  stood, 
Hitar  glory  widier*d  :  as  when  Heaven's  fire 
Hath  scath'd  the  forest  oaks,  or  mountain  pines. 
With  singed  top  tlieir  stately  growth,  though  bare. 
Stands  on  the  blasted  heatli.    He  now  prcpar'd 
To  speak ;  whereat  their  doubled  ranks  tlicy  bend 
From  wing  to  wing,  and  lialf  enclose  him  round 
With  all  his  peers :  attention  held  them  mute. 
TTiricc  he  assay'd,  and  thrice,  in  spite  of  scorn, 
Tears,  such  as  angels  weep,  burst  forth  :  at  last 
Words,  interwove  with  sighs,  found  out  their  way. 

"  O  myriads  of  immortid  spirits,  O  powers 
Matchless,  but  vrith  the  Almighty ;  and  that  strife 
Was  not  inglorious,  though  the  event  was  dire. 
As  this  place  testifies,  and  this  dire  change. 
Hateful  to  utter :  but  what  power  of  mind, 
Foreseeing  or  presaging,  from  the  depth 
Of  knowledge  past  or  present,  could  have  feared 


How  wich  united  Ibree  of  god^  how  nicli 

As  stood  Vke  these,  could  ever  know  tepolse  ? 

For  who  can  yet  believe,  though  after  loos, 

That  all  those  puissant  l^ons,  whose  exile 

Hatli  emptied  Heaven,  shall  fail  to  le^ascend 

Self-rais'd,  and  repossess  their  native  scat  ? 

For  me,  be  witness  all  the  host  of  Heaven, 

If  counsels  different,  or  dangera  shunn*d 

By  me,  have  lost  our  hopes.      But  he  vrfao  reigm 

Monarch  in  Heaven,  till  then  as  one  secure 

Sat  on  his  throne,  upheld  by  old  repute^ 

Consent  or  custom ;  and  his  r^^  state 

Put  forth  at  full,  but  still  his  strength  conceal'd, 

Wliichtempted  our  attempt,  and  wrought  our  &D. 

Hencef<Mrth  his  mi^t  we  know  and  know  out  own: 

So  as  not  either  to  provoke,  or  dread 

New  war,  provok'd ;  our  better  part  remains 

To  work  in  close  design,  by  fraud  or  guil^ 

What  force  effected  not :  that  he  no  leas 

At  length  from  us  may  find,  who  overcomes 

By  force,  hath  overcome  but  half  his  foe. 

Space  may  produce  new  worlds ;  wbereaf  so  rifs 

There  went  a  fame  in  Heaven  diat  he  ere  long 

Intended  to  create,  and  therein  plant 

A  generation,  whom  his  choice  regard 

Sliould  favour  equal  to  the  sons  of  Heaven : 

lliitlior,  if  but  to  pry,  shall  be  perhaps 

Our  first  eruption ;  tliither  or  dsewhere  ; 

For  tliis  infernal  pit  shall  never  hold 

Celestial  spirits  in  bondage,  nor  the  abyaa 

Long  under  darkness  cover.     But  these  thoughts 

Full  counsel  must  mature :  peace  is  despadrd ; 

For  who  can  think  submission  ?     War,  then,  war. 

Open  or  understood,  must  be  resolv'd.** 

He  spake :  and,  to  confirm  his  words,  out-fiew 
Millions  of  flaming  swords,  drawn  from  the  thighs 
Of  mighty  cherubim ;  the  sudden  blaze 
Far  round  illumin'd  Hell :  highly  they  rag'd 
Against  the  Highest,  and  fierce  with  grasped  aims 
Clasird  on  their  sounding  shields  the  din  of  war, 
Hurling  defiance  toward  the  vault  of  Heaven. 

Tliere  stood  a  hill  not  far,  whose  grisly  top 
Bclch'd  fire  and  rolling  smoke ;  the  rest  entire 
Shone  witli  a  glossy  scurf;  undoubted  sign 
Hiat  in  his  womb  was  hid  Inetallic  ore. 
The  work  of  sulphur.     Hiither,  wing'd  vrith  speed, 
A  numerous  brigade  hasten'd :  as  wlien  bands 
Of  pioneers,  with  spade  and  pick-ax  arm'd. 
Forerun  tlie  royal  camp,  to  trench  a  field. 
Or  cast  a  rampart.     Mammon  led  them  on : 
Mammon,  the  least  erected  sphit  tlmt  fell 
From  Heaven ;  for  c*en  in  Heaven  4iis  looks  and 

tlioughts 
Were  always  downward  bent,  admiring  more 
The  riches  of  Heaven's  pavement,  trodden  gold. 
Than  aught,  divine  or  lioly,  else  enjoy'd 
In  vision  beatific  :  by  liim  first 
Men  also,  and  by  his  suggestion  taught, 
Ilansack'd  the  centre,  and  with  impious  hands 
Rifled  the  bowels  of  their  mother  Earth 
For  treasures,  better  hid.     Soon  had  his  crew 
Open'd  into  the  hill  a  spacious  wou^. 
And  digg'd  out  ribs  of  gold.     Let  none  admife 
That  riches  grow  in  Hell ;  that  soil  may  best 
Deserve  the  precious  bane.     And  here  let  thosc^ 
Who  boast  in  mortal  things,  and  wondering  tell 
Of  Babel,  and  the  works  of  Memphian  kings, 
Learn  how  their  greatest  monuments  of  tnae. 
And  strength  and  art,  are  easily  out-done 
By  spurits  reprobate,  and  in  an  hour 
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Whit  b  an  a^B  tiiej  with  iiicesttnt  toil 

And  hudt  inxunnenble  acaree  pcrfonn. 

Ni^  oo  the  plain,  in  many  cdb  prapar'd, 

Tliit  oDdeniaBlfa  had  veins  of  liquid  fire 

Saic'd  fion  tbc  Uke,  a  second  multitude 

ITah  wooderou*  art  founded  tbe  massy  ore, 

Sma^  each  kind,  and  scumm'd  the  bullion  droas: 

A  tUnl  m  soon  had  form*d  within  the  ground 

A  nrioos  mould,  and  from  the  boiling  cells, 

Bt  tfnoge  conveyance,  fill*d  each  hollow  nook ; 

At  ia  sa  organ,  from  one  blast  of  wind. 

To  naoj  a  row  of  pipes  the  sound-board  breaiUies. 

.iaom  out  of  the  earth  a  fabric  huge 

Ro«  like  an  exhaiation,  with  the  sound 

Of  dulcet  symphonies  and  voices  sweet, 

BoiU  like  a  temple,  where  pilasters  round 

Were  let,  and  Doric  pillars  overlaid 

^Itb  g^okicn  architrave ;  nor  did  there  want 

Cornice  or  firicze,  with  bossy  sculptures  graven : 

The  nuf  was  fretted  gold.     Not  Babylon, 

Nor  great  Alcairo,  audi  magnificence 

EqnaUM  m  ail  their  gl<»ies,  to  enshrine 

Btliu  or  Senqris  their  gods,  or  seat 

That  kings,  when  £gypt  with  Assyria  strove 

In  wcildi  and  luxury.     The  ascending  pile 

Suwd  fix'd  her  stately  height :    and  straight  the 

doors, 
Opnuag  their  brazen  folds,  discover,  wide 
Withio,  her  ample  q^aces,  o*er  tlie  smooth 
And  level  pavement ;  froin  the  arched  roof 
Ftadent  by  subtle  magic  many  a  row 
Of  aarry  lamps  and  blasEing  cressets,  fed 
Viik  Naphtha  and  Aqihaltua,  yielded  light 
As  fmn  a  dky.     lite  hasty  multitude 
Adninag  enter'd ;  and  the  work  some  praise, 
Aad  tome  the  architect ;  his  hand  was  known 
1b  Heaven  by  many  a  tower'd  structure  high, 
^^hat  ucptcr*d  angels  held  their  residence, 
And  fst  as  princes ;  whom  the  supreme  king 
^uked  to  soch  power,  and  gave  to  rule, 
^fA  ID  las  faierwchy,  the  orders  bright. 
N'or  v»  hb  name  unheard,  or  unador*d, 
Iq  ancient  Greece ;  and  in  Ausonian  land 
Mm  caird  him  Mulciber  >  and  how  he  fell 
fnn  Hcsven,  they«fabled,  thrown  by  angry  Jove 
Smt  o*er  the  crystal  battlements :  from  mom 
To  soon  he  Ml,  from  noon  to  dewy  eve, 
A  ^afflncr's  dty ;  and  vrith  the  setting  Sun 
I^n^  from  the  zenith  like  a  falling  star, 
(h  LoBMs  the  iEgean  isle :  tlms  tliey  relate, 
^fyini; ;  far  be  vrith  tliis  rebellions  rout 
l^eil  kng  before ;  nor  aught  avail'd  liim  now 
T-)  bf«c  baiU  in  Heaven  high  towers ;  nor  did  he 


Bt  all  hb  engines,  but  was  headlong  sent 
^fd)  his  industrious  crew,  to  build  in  Hell. 

Meanwhile  the  ^nged  lieralds,  by  command 
Of  wfisn  power,  vrith  awful  ceremony 
And  ttvinpct's  sound,  throughout  tlie  host  proclaim 
A  lolcsiB  oounril,  forthvrith  to  be  held 
At  fWcmomttm ;  the  high  capital 
W  Sitoa  and  las  peers ;  their  summons  call*d 
I'rani  CT»7  band  and  squared  raiment 
Bj  place  or  choice  the  worthiest ;  they  anon, 
"tth  hundreds  and  vrith  thousands,  trooping  came. 
Attended:  all  soccss  vras  throng*d :  the  gates 
A»d  pivdKs  vide,  but  chief  the  spacious  hall 
Olixis^h  Uke  s  ooverM  field,  where  champions  bold 
!!;**.»**<  *»n  sna'd,  and  at  the  Soldan's  chair 
"'^  tte  bm  of  Ptaiim  chivalry 


To  mortal  combat,  or  career  vrith  lance) 

Thick  swarm'd,  both  on  the  ground  and  in  the  air 

Brush*d  vrith  the  hiss  of  rustling  vrings.     As  bees 

In  spring  time,  when  the  Sun  vrith  Taurus  rides, 

Pour  forth  their  populous  youth  about  the  hive 

In  clusters ;  they  among  fr^  dews  and  flowers 

Fly  to  and  fro,  or  on  the  smoothed  plank. 

The  suburb  of  their  stniw4>uilt  citadel. 

New  rubb'd  vrith  balm,  expatiate  and  confer 

Their  state  affidra.     So  thick  the  aery  croud 

Swarm'd  and  were  straiten'd ;  till,  the  signal  given. 

Behold  a  wonder !  Hiey  but  now  who  seem*d 

In  bigness  to  surpass  Earth's  giant  sons. 

Now  less  than  smallest  dwarfs,  in  narrow  room 

Throng  numberless,  like  that  pygmean  race 

Beyond  the  Indian  mount ;  or  faery  elves, 

Whose  midnight  revels,  by  a  forest  side 

Or  fountain,  some  belated  peasant  sees. 

Or  dreams  he  sees  while  over-head  the  Moon 

Sits  arbitrcas,  and  nearer  to  the  Earth 

Wheels  her  pale  course ;  they,  on  their  mirth  and 

dance 
Intent,  vrith  jocund  music  charm  his  ear ; 
At  once  with  joy  and  fear  his  heart  rebounds. 
Thus  incorporeal  spirits  to  smallest  forms 
Reduce  their  shapes  immense,  and  were  at  large, 
Tliough  vrithout  niunber  still,  amidst  the  liall 
Of  that  infernal  court.     But  far  within. 
And  in  their  own  dimensions,  like  themselves, 
llie  great  seraphic  lords  and  cherubim 
In  tflosc  recess  and  secret  conclave  sat ; 
A  thousand  demi-gods  on  golden  scatsy 
Frequent  and  fuU.     After  short  silence  tlien, 
And  summons  read,  the  great  consult  began. 


Book  II. 

71ie  ArgumerU* 

Tlie  consultation  begun,  Satan  debates  whether  an- 
other  battle  be  to  be  hazarded  for  the  recovery  of 
Heaven :  some  advise  it,  others  dissuade :  a 
third  proposal  is  preferred,  mentioned  before  by 
Satan,  to  search  the  truth  of  that  prophecy  or 
tradition  in  Heaven  concerning  anodher  world, 
and  another  kind  of  creature  equal  or  not  much 
inferior  to  themselves,  about  this  time  to  bo 
created.  Their  doubt,  who  shall  be  sent  on  this 
difficult  search;  Satan  their  chief  undertakes 
alone  the  voyage,  is  honoured  and  applauded. 
The  council  thus  ended,  tlie  rest  betake  them 
several  ways,  and  to  several  employments,  as 
their  inclinations  lead  them,  to  entotain  the  time 
till  Satan  return.  He  passes  on  his  journey  to 
Hell  gates ;  finds  them  shut,  and  who  sat  there 
to  guard  them;  by  whom  at  length  they  are 
opened,  and  discover  to  him  the  great  gulf  be- 
tween Hell  and  Heaven ;  vrith  what  difficulty  he 
passes  through,  directed  by  Chaos,  the  power  of 
that  place,  to  the  sight  of  this  new  world  which 
besought. 

High  on  a  throne  of  royal  state,  which  far 
Outshone  the  wealth  of  Ormus  and  of  Ind, 
Or  where  the  gorgeous  East  with  richest  hand 
Showers  on  her  kings  barbaric  pearl  and  gold, 
Satan  exalted  sot,  by  merit  rais'd 
To  tlukt  bad  eminence  :  and,  from  despair 
Tlius  hi^h  upliilcd  bevond  hoiic,  aspires 
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Beyond  thus  high,  iiwiitwila  to  piinot 

Vain  war  with  Heaven,  and,  bj  success  untaught, 

Ifis  proud  imaginations  thus  dupUy'd. ' 

"  Powers  and  dominions,  deities  of  Heayen ; 
For  since  no  deep  within  her  gulf  can  hold 
Immortal  vigour,  though  oppress'd  and  fidl'n, 
I  ^Te  not  Heaven  for  losL     From  this  desooit 
Celestial  virtues  rising,  will  appear 
More  glorious  and  more  dread  than  finom  no  fall. 
And  trust  themsdves  to  fear  no  second  fate. 
Me  though  just  ri^t,  and  tiie  fiz*d  laws  of  Heaven, 
Did  first  create  your  leader ;  next,  free  choice^ 
With  what  besides,  in  counsel  or  in  fight. 
Hath  been  achiev'd  of  merit ;  yet  this  loss, 
Tlius  far  at  least  recover*d,  Iwdi  much  mora 
Establish'd  in  a  safe  unenvied  throne. 
Yielded  with  full  consent.     The  happier  state 
In  Heaven,  iHiidi  follows  dignity,  might  draw 
Envy  from  eadi  inferior ;  but  who  here 
Will  envy  whom  the  highest  place  exposes 
Foremost  to  stand  against  the  Tliunderer's  aim, 
Your  bulwark,  and  condemns  to  greatest  share 
Of  endless  pain  ?  Where  there  is  then  no  good 
For  which  to  strive,  no  strife  can  grow  up  there 
From  faction ;  for  none  sure  will  claim  in  Hell 
IVecedence,  none  whose  portion  is  so  small 
Of  present  pain,  that  with  ambitious  mind 
Will  covet  more.     With  tliis  advantage  then 
To  union,  and  firm  faith,  and  firm  accord. 
More  than  can  be  in  Heaven,  we  now  return 
To  claim  our  just  inheritance  of  old. 
Surer  to  prosper  than  prosperity 
Could  have  as8ur*d  us ;  and,  by  what  best  way, 
Wliethor  of  open  war,  or  covert  guile, 
We  now  ddiete ;  who  can  advise,  may  speak.** 

He  ceas'd ;  and  next  him  Moloch,  scepter'd  king. 
Stood  up,  the  strongest  and  the  fiercest  spirit 
That  fought  in  Heaven,  now  fiercer  by  despair : 
His  trust  was  witli  the  Eternal  to  be  dcem*d 
Equal  in  strength ;  and  rather  than  be  less 
Car*d  not  to  be  at  all ;  with  that  care  lost 
Went  all  his  fear :  of  God,  or  Hell,  or  wone. 
He  reck'd  not;  and  these  words  thereaflcr  spake. 

**  My  sentence  is  for  open  war :  of  wiles, 
More  unexpert,  I  boast  not :  them  let  those 
Contrive  who  need,  or  when  they  need,  not  now. 
For,  while  they  ait  contriving,  shall  the  rest. 
Millions  that  stand  in  arms,  and  longing  wait 
Tlw  signal  to  ascend,  sit  lingering  here 
Heaven's  fugitives,  and  for  their  dwelling.plaoe 
Accept  this  dark  opprobrious  den  of  shame, 
Hie  prison  of  his  tynnnj  who  reigns 
By  our  delay  ?  No,  let  us  rather  choose, 
Ann*d  with  Hell  flames  and  fury,  all  at  once, 
0*er  Heaven's  high  towers  to  force  resistless  way. 
Turning  our  tortures  into  horrid  arms 
Against  the  torturer ;  when  to  meet  the  noise 
Of  his  almighty  engine  he  shall  hear 
Infernal  thunder ;  and,  for  lightning,  see 
Black  fire  and  horrour  shot  with  equal  rage 
Among  his  angels ;  and  his  throne  itself 
Mix*d  with  Tartarean  sulphur,  and  strange  fire, 
His  own  invented  torments.     But  perhaps 
Hie  way  seems  difficult  and  steep  to  scale 
With  upright  wing  against  a  higher  foe. 
Let  such  bethink  them,  if  the  sleepy  drench 
Of  that  forgetful  lake  benumn  not  still, 
That  in  our  proper  motion  we  ascend 
TJp  to  our  native  seat ;  descent  and  fall 
To  us  b  adverse.     Wlio  but  felt  of  late. 


When  tfie  fierce  Ibe  hoi^  oo  our  broken  rear 
Insulting,  and  pmsued  us  throng  the  deem 
With  what  compulsion  and  laborious  flig|it 
We  sunk  thus  low  ?  Hie  ascent  is  easy  then ; 
The  event  is  fear'd ;  should  we  again  provoke 
Our  stronger,  some  worse  way  his  wrath  may  find 
To  our  dfstniction ;  if  there  be  in  Hell 
Fear  to  be  worse  destroy'd :  what  can  be  worse 
Than  to  dwell  here,  driven  out  from  bliss,  cod- 

demn'd 
In  this  abhorred  deep  to  utter  woe ; 
Where  pain  of  unextinguishable  fire 
Must  exercise  us  without  hope  of  end, 
Tlie  vassals  of  his  anger,  when  the  scouige 
Inexorably,  and  the  torturing  hour. 
Calls  us  to  penance?  More  destroy'd  than  thus 
We  should  be  quite  abolish'd,  and  expire. 
What  fear  we  then  ?  what  doubt  we  to  incense 
His  utmost  ire  ?  which,  to  the  height  cnrag'd. 
Will  either  quite  consume  us,  and  reduce 
To  nothing  this  essential ;  happier  fiu* 
Than  miserable  to  have  eternal  being : 
Or,  if  our  substance  be  indeed  divine. 
And  cannot  cease  to  be,  we  are  at  worst 
On  this  side  nothing ;  and  by  proof  we  fed 
Our  power  suflicient  to  disturb  his  Heaven, 
And  with  perpetual  inroads  to  alarm, 
Hiough  inaccessible,  his  fatal  throne : 
Which,  if  not  victory,  is  yet  revenge.'* 

He  ended  frowning,  and  his  look  denounc'd 
Desperate  revenge,  and  battle  dangerous 
To  less  than  gods.     On  th*  other  side  up-rose 
Belial,  in  act  more  graceful  and  humane : 
A  fairer  person  lost  not  Heaven  ;  he  seem'd 
For  dignity  compos'd,  and  high  exploit : 
But  all  was  false  and  hollow ;  though  his  tongue 
Dropt  manna,  and  could  make  the  worse  appear 
The  better  reason,  to  perplex  and  dash 
Maturest  counsels :  for  his  thoughts  were  low 
To  vice  industrious,  but  to  nobler  deeds 
Hm'rous  and  slothful :  yet  he  pleas'd  the  ear. 
And  with  persuasive  accent  thus  began. 

"  I  should  be  much  for  open  war,  O  peers. 
As  not  behind  in  hate ;  if  what  was  urg'd 
Main  reason  to  persuade  immediate  war. 
Did  not  dissuade  me  most,  and  seem  to  cast 
Ominous  conjecture  on  the  whole  success ; 
When  he,  who  most  excels  in  fact  of  arms. 
In  what  he  counsels,  and  in  what  excels. 
Mistrustful,  grounds  his  courage  on  deqiair 
And  utter  dissolution,  as  the  scope 
Of  all  his  aim,  afWr  some  dire  revengOb 
I<lrst,  what  revenge  ?     Hie  towers  of  Heaven  an 

fiird 

With  arm'd  watch,  that  render  all  access 
Impregnable :  oft  on  the  bordering  deep 
Encamp  their  legions ;  or,  with  obscure  wing. 
Scout  far  and  wide  into  the  realm  of  night. 
Scorning  surprise.     Or  could  we  break  our  way 
By  force,  and  at  our  heels  all  Hell  should  rise 
With  blackest  insurrection,  to  confound 
Heaven's  purest  light :  yet  our  great  enemy 
All  incorruptible,  would  on  his  throne 
Sit  unpolluted ;  and  the  ethereal  mould 
Incapidile  of  stain,  would  soon  expel 
Her  mischief,  and  purge  oflT  the  baser  fire. 
Victorious.     Thus  repuls'd,  our  final  hope 
Is  flat  dcqiair :  we  must  exasperate 
The  almighty  victor  to  spend  all  his  rage, 
And  that  must  end  us ;  that  must  be  our  cure. 
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"To  he  no  more.     Sad  cure !  for  who  would  lose, 
Thca^  foil  of  pain,  this  intellectual  being, 
Thtmt  AoaglUB  that  wander  through  eternity, 
To  perish  ratfaer,  swallow'd  up  ai^  lost 
Id  the  wide  womb  of  uncreated  night, 
Devoid  of  sense  and  motion?     And  who  knows, 
Let  ifab  be  good,  whether  our  angry  foe 
Can  give  H,  at  will  ewer  ?  how  he  can, 
Isdoohtlul;  Chat  he  nerer  will,  is  sure. 
WBlhe,  so  wise,  let  loose  at  once  his  ire, 
Befike  through  impotence,  or  unaware. 
To  give  hb  enemies  their  wish,  and  end 
Tbon  in  his  anger,  whom  his  anger  saves 
To  punish  endless  ?     Wherefore  cease  we  then  ? 
Ssy  they  who  counsel  war,  we  are  decreed, 
Resor'd,  and  destin*d  to  eternal  woe ; 
Whatever  doing,  what  can  we  suffer  more. 
What  can  we  wdSer  worse  ?     Is  this  then  worst, 
Thos  sitting,  thus  consulting,  thus  in  arms  ? 
What,  when  we  fled  amain,  pursued,  and  struck 
With  Heaven's  afflicting  thunder,  and  besought 
Ihe  deep  to  shelter  us  ?  this  Hell  then  seemM 
A  Kfnge  from  those  wounds ;  or  when  we  lay 
Qwin'd  on  the  burning  lake  7  that  sure  was  worse. 
What  if  the  breath,  that  kindled  those  grim  fires, 
Awak'd,  dbould  blow  them  into  sevenfold  rage. 
And  plunge  us  in  the  flames  ?  or,  from  above. 
Should  intermitted  vengeance  arm  again 
His  red  right  hand  to  plague  us  ?    What  if  all 
Her  states  were  opened,  and  this  firmament 
Of  Hdl  should  spout  her  cataracts  of  fire. 
Impendent  horrouTB,  threatening  hideous  fall 
One  day  upon  our  heads ;  while  we  perhaps, 
Des^ning  or  exhorting  glorious  war, 
Cao^  in  a  fiery  tempest  shall  be  hurl'd 
Each  on  his  rock  transfix*d,  the  sport  and  prey 
Of  wrarfcing  vrfiirlwinda ;  or  for  ever  sunk 
Under  jon  boiling  ocean,  wrapt  in  chains : 
There  to  convene  with  everlasting  groans, 
Usrespitedy  nnpitied,  unrepriev*d, 
hge%  of  hopeless  end?     This  would  be  wone. 
Wv  tfaerefore,  open  or  conceai'd,  alike 
My  voice  diwnadfs  ;  for  what  can  force  or  guile 
Widi  faiffli,  or  who  deodve  his  mind,  whose  eye 
Mews  nil  tlnngs  at  one  view  ?     He  from  Heaven's 

height 
An  these  our  motions  vain  sees,  and  derides ; 
Not  mere  almighty  to  resist  our  might' 
Hian  wise  to  frustomte  all  our  plots  and  wiles. 
Sail  we  then  live  thus  vile,  the  race  of  Heaven 
Thus  trampled,  thus  ezpell'd  to  suffer  here 
Chaina    and    these  torments?    better   these  than 


By  my  advice  ;  since  hte  inevitable 
SiAdoes  ua,  and  omnipotent  decree, 
Tbe  victar*8  wilL     To  suffer,  as  to  do, 
Oar  soength  is  equal,  nor  the  law 'unjust 
That  lo  ofdains :  this  was  at  first  resolv'd. 
If  we  were  wise,  against  so  great  a  foe 


Contending,  and  so  doubtful  what  might  ialL 

I  laugh,  vrfara  those  who  at  tbe  spear  are  bold 

Aad  venturous,  if  diet  fail  them,  shrink  and  fear 

What  yet  they  know  must  follow,  to  endure 

Exile,  or  ignominy,  or  bonds,  or  pain, 

The  sentence  of  their  conqueror  :  this  is  now 

Our  doom  ;  which  if  we  can  sustain  and  bear, 

Our  supreme  foe  in  time  may  much  remit 

His  ai^^ ;  and  perh^M,  thus  far  remov*d, 

^  mind  us  not  offending,  satisfied 

Wiih  what  is  puniafa'd ;  whence  these  mging  fires 


WHl  ahuJwn,  if  his  breath  rtur  not  theb  flamss. 

Our  purer  essence  then  will  overcome 

Their  noxious  vapour ;  or,  inur'd,  not  feel ; 

Or,  chang'd  at  length,  and  to  the  place  conform*d 

In  temper  and  in  nature^  will  receive 

Familiar  the  fierce  heat,  and  void  of  pain ; 

This  horrour  will  grow  mild,  this  darkness  light ; 

Besides  what  hope  the  never-ending  flight 

Of  future  days  may  bring,   what   c£anoe^    what 

change 
Worth  waiting ;  since  our  present  lot  appears 
For  happy  though  but  ill,  for  ill  not  WOTst, 
If  we  procure  not  to  ourselves  more  woe." 

Thus  BeUal,  with  words  doth'd  in  reason's  gaib, 
Counsell'd  ignoble  ease,  and  peaceful  sloth. 
Not  peace :  and  after  him  thus  Mammon  spake. 
**  Either  to  disenthrone  the  King  of  Heaven 
We  war,  if  war  be  best,  or  to  r^ain 
Our  own  right  lost :  him  to  unthrone  we  then 
May  hope,  when  everlasting  Fate  shall  yield 
To  fickle  Chance,  and  Chaos  judge  the  strifis : 
The  former,  vain  to  hop^  argues  as  vain 
The  latter :  for  what  place  can  be  for  us 
Within  Heaven's  bound,  unless  Heaven's  Lord 

supreme 
We  overpower  ?     Suppose  he  should  relent. 
And  publish  grace  to  ajl,  on  promise  made 
Of  new  subjection ;  with  what  eyes  could  we 
Stand  in  his  presence  humble,  and  receive 
Strict  laws  impos'd,  to  celebrate  his  throne 
With  warbled  hymns,  and  to  his  Godhead  sing 
Forc'd  Halleluiahs ;  while  he  lordly  aits 
Our  envied  sovran,  and  his  altar  breathes 
Ambrosial  odours  and  ambrosial  flowers. 
Our  servile  offerings  ?     Thb  must  be  our  task 
In  Heaven,  this  our  delight !  how  wearisome 
Eternity  so  spent,  in  worship  paid 
To  whom  we  hate !     Let  us  not  then  pursue 
By  force  impossible,  by  leave  obtain'd 
Unacceptable,  though  in  Heaven,  our  state 
Of  splendid  vassalage ;  but  rather  seek 
Our  own  good  from  ourselves,  and  from  our  own 
Live  to  oiuvelves,  though  in  this  vast  recess, 
Free^  and  to  none  accountable,  preferring 
Hard  liberty  before  the  easy  yoke 
Of  servile  pomp.     Our  greatness  will  appear 
Then  most  conspicuous,  when  great    things    of 

small. 
Useful  of  hurtful,  proqierous  of  adverse 
We  can  create ;  and  in  what  place  so  e'er 
Thrive  under  evil,  and  work  ease  out  of  pain. 
Through  labour  and  endurance.     This  deep  world 
Of  darkness  do  we  dread  ?     How  oft  amidst 
nnck  clouds  and  dark  doth  Heaven's  all-ruling 

Sire 
Choose  to  reside,  his  glory  unobscur'd. 
And  with  the  majesty  of  darkness  round 
Covers  his  throne;   from  whence  deep  thunders 

roar 
Mustering  their  rage,  and  Heaven  resembles  Hell? 
As  he  our  darkness,  cannot  we  his  light 
Imitate  when  we  please  ?     Tins  desert  soO 
Wants  not  her  hidden  lustre,  gems  and  gold ; 
Nor  want  we  skill  or  art,  from  whence  to  raise 
Magnificence ;  and  what  can  Heaven  show  more  ? 
Our  torments  also  may  in  length  of  time 
Become  our  elements ;  these  piercing  fires 
As  soft  as  now  severe,  our  temper  chang'd 
Into  their  temper ;  which  must  needs  remove 
The  a^nfiible  of  pain.     All  things  invite 
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To  peaceful  coaiiselfi»  and  the  settled  state 
Of  order,  how  in  safety  best  we  may 
Compose  our  present  evfls,  with  regard 
Of  what  we  are,  and  were ;  dismissing  quite 
All  thoughts  of  war.     Ye  have  what  I  advise.** 
He  scarce  had  finish*d,   wheii    such   munniir 

fiU'd 
The  assembly,  as  when  hollow  rocks  retun 
The  sound  of  blustering  winds,  which  all  night 

long 
Had  rous'd  the  sea,  now  with  hoarse  cadence  lull 
Sea-faring  men  o'erwatch'd,  whose  bark  by  diance 
Or  pinnace  anchors  in  a  craggy  bay 
After  the  tempest :  such  applause  was  heard 
As  Mammon  ended,  and  his  sentence  pleas'd. 
Advising  peace :  for  such  another  field 
"Diey  dreaded  worse  than  Hell :    so  much  the  fear 
Of  diunder  and  the  sword  of  Michael 
Wrought  still  within  them,  and  no  less  desire 
To  found  this  nether  empire,  which  might  rise 
By  policy,  and  long  process  of  time. 
In  emulation  opposite  to  Heaven. 
Which  when  Be^bebub  perceiv*d,  than  whom 
Satan  except,  none  higher  sat,  with  grave 
Aspect  he  rose,  and  in  his  rising  seem*d 
A  pillar  of  state  ;  deep  on  his  ft-ont  engraven 
Deliberation  sat,  and  public  care ; 
And  princely  counsel  in  his  face  yet  shone. 
Majestic,  though  in  ruin  :  sage  he  stood 
With  Atlantean  shoulders  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  mightiest  monarchies ;  his  look 
Drew  audience  and  attention  still  as  night 
Or  summer's  noon-tide  air,  while  thus  he  spake. 
**  Thrones  and  imperial  powers,  offspring    of 

Heaven, 
Ethereal  virtues :  or  these  titles  now 
I^Iust  we  renounce,  and,  changing  style,  be  call'd 
Princes  of  Hell  ?  for  so  the  popular  vote 
Inclines  here  to  continue,  and  build  up  here 
A  growing  empire ;  doubtless ;  while  we  dream. 
And  know  not  that  the  King  of  Heaven  hath  doom'd 
This  place  our  dungeon  ;  not  our  safe  retreat 
Beyond  liis  potent  arm,  to  live  exempt 
From  Heaven's  high  jurisdiction,  in  new  league 
Banded  against  his  throne,  but  to  remain 
In  strictest  bondage,  though  thus  far  remov*<l 
Under  the  inevitable  curb,  reserved 
His  captive  multitude :  for  he,  be  sure. 
In  height  or  depth,  still  first  and  last  will  reign 
Sole  king,  and  of  his  kingdom  lose  no  part 
By  our  revolt ;  but  over  Hell  extend 
His  empire,  and  with  iron  sceptre  rule 
Us  here,  as  with  his  golden  those  in  Heaven. 
What  sit  we  then  projecting  peace  and  war  ? 
War  hath  determin'd  us,  and  fdil'd  with  loss 
Irreparable :  terms  of  peace  yet  none 
Vouchsaf'd  or  sought;  for  what    peace  will  be 

given 
To  us  en^v*d,  but  custody  severe 
And  stripes,  and  ari)itrary  punishment 
Inflicted  ?  and  what  peace  can  we  return. 
But  to  our  power  hostility  and  hate, 
Untam'd  reluctance,  and  revenge,  though  slow, 
Yet  ever  plotting  how  tlie  conqueror  least 
May  reap  his  conquest,  and  may  least  rejoice 
In  doing  what  we  most  in  suffering  feel  ? 
Nor  will  occasion  want,  nor  shall  we  need 
With  dangerous  expedition  to  invade 
Heaven,  whose  high  walls  fear  no  assault  or  siege, 
Or  ambush  from  the  deep.     What  if  we  find 


Some  easier  enterprise  ?    Then  b  a  plaa^ 

(If  ancient  and  prophetic  fame  in  Heaven 

Err  not)  another  world,  the  happy  seat 

Of  some  new  race  call'd  Man,  about  this  time 

To  be  created  like  to  us,  though  leas 

In  power  and  exceUence,  but  fiivour'd  mora 

Of  him  who  rules  dx>ve ;  so  was  his  will 

Pronounc'd  among  the  gods,  and  by  an  oath, 

Hiat  shook  Heaven's  whole  drciunference,  coe- 

firm'd. 
Thither  let  us  bend  all  our  thoughts,  to  learn 
What  creatures  there  inhabit,  of  what  mould 
Or  substance,  how  endued,  and  what  their  power, 
And  where  their  weakness,  how  attempted  best. 
By  foree  or  subdety.     Though  Heaven  be  AaU 
And  Heaven's  high  Arbitrator  sit  secure 
In  his  own  strength,  this  place  may  lie  expos'd, 
llie  utmost  border  of  his  kingdom,  left 
To  their  defence  who  hold  it :  here  perhaps 
Some  advantageous  act  may  be  acfaiev*d 
By  sudden  onset ;  eitlier  with  Hell  fire 
To  waste  his  whole  creation^  or  possess 
All  as  our  own,  and  drive,  as  we  were  driven, 
Tlie  puny  habitants,  or,  if  not  drive. 
Seduce  them  to  our  party,  that  their  God 
May  prove  their  foe,  and  with  repenting  hand 
Abolish  his  own  works.     This  would  surpass 
Common  revenge,  and  interrupt  his  joy 
In  our  confusion,  and  our  joy  upraise 
In  Iiis  disturbance ;  when  his  darling  scms, 
I  Hurl'd  headlong  to  partake  with  us,  shall  cuxie 
'  Tlieir  frail  original,  and  faded  bliss, 
Faded  so  soon.     Advise,  if  this  be  worth 
Attempting,  or  to  sit  in  darkness  here 
Hatching  vain  empires."     Thus  Beelzebub 
Pleaded  his  devilish  counsel,  first  devis'd 
By  Satan,  and  in  part  propos'd :  for  whence, 
But  from  the  autlior  of  all  ill,  could  spring 
So  deep  a  malice,  to  confound  the  race 
Of  mankind  in  one  root,  and  Earth  with  Hell 
To  mingle  and  involve,  done  all  to  spite 
llie  great  Creator  ?     But  their  spite  still  serves 
His  glory  to  augment.     Tlie  bold  design 
Fleas'd  highly  tliose  infernal  states,  and  joy 
Sparkled  in  all  their  eyes  ;  with  full  assent 
Tlicy  vote  :  whereat  his  speech  he  thus  renews. 

"  Well  have  ye  judg'd,  well  ended  long  debate, 
Synod  of  gods,  and,  like  to  what  ye  are. 
Great  tilings  rcsolv'd,  which,  from  the  lowest  deep» 
Will  once  more  lif%  us  up,  in  spite  of  fate, 
Nearer  our  ancient  seat ;  perliaps  in  view 
Of  those  bright  confines,  whence,  with  neighbour- 
ing arms 
And  opportune  excursion,  we  may  chance 
Ue-cntcr  Heaven :  or  else  in  some  mild  sone 
Dwell,  not  umisited  of  Heaven's  fair  light. 
Secure  ;  and  at  the  brightening  orient  beam 
Purge  ofi*  tliis  gloom  :  the  soft  delicious  air, 
To  heal  the  scar  of  these  corrosive  fires, 
ShaU  breatlie  her  balm.     But  first  whom  rinll  ^ 

send 
In  search  of  this  new  world?  whom  shall  we  find 
Sufiicient  ?  who  shall  tempt  with  wandering  feet 
Tlie  dark  unbottom'd  infinite  abyss. 
And  tlirough  the  palpable  obscure  find  out 
His  uncouth  way,  or  spread  his  aery  flight 
Upborne  with  indefatigable  wings 
Over  the  vast  abrupt,  ere  he  arrive 
The  happy  isle?     What  ^strength,  what  art  «» 
tlien 
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Sufliccy  or  wliit  etanon  besr  him  talk 
Thnmgfa  the  strict  senteries  and  stations  thick 
Of  angels  watdiing  round?     Here  he  had  need 
AU  drcumqwction,  and  we  now  no  less 
Cboict  in  our  suflrage ;  §or,  on  whom  we  send, 
TV  wdighft  of  all  and  our  last  hope  relies.** 

Tbb  mid,  he  cat ;  and  expectation  held 
I&  look  ■ispenoe,  awaiting  who  appear'd 
To  acBod,  or  oppoae,  or  undertake 
Thtt  periktts  attempt :  but  all  sat  mute, 
FooderiBg  the  danger  with  deep  thoughts ;  and 


Ib  ochff*s  eoutttcnance  read  his  own  dismay 
.iftaoidi'd:  none  among  the  choice  and  prime 
Of  tbose    HeaTcn-warring    champions  could   be 

found 
&>  bsrdf,  as  to  proffer  or  accept, 
AJfloe,  the  dreadful  ^rojage ;  till  at  last 
Sttso,  whom  now  trai»cendent  glory  rais'd 
Above  his  feUows,  with  monarchal  pride, 
CoQsriotts  of  highiest  worth,  unmov*d  thus  spake. 

**  0  progeny  of  Heaven,  empyreal  thrones, 
With  ronon  hath  deep  silence  and  demur 
Scix*d  tts,  though  un^smay'd.     Long  is  die  way 
Aod  hard,  that  out  of  Hell  leads  up  to  light : 
Our  prison  strong ;  this  huge  coutcz  of  fire, 
Ootisgcoiis  to  devour,  immures  us  round 
Ninefold ;  and  gates  of  burning  adamant, 
Birr'd  over  us,  prohibit  all  egress. 
Thew  pass*d,  if  any  pass,  the  void  profound 
Ofuansfirtial  Night  receives  him  next 
^ule  gaping,  and  with  utter  loss  of  being 
Tb«tfcDk  Imi,  plung'd  in  that  abortive  gulf. 
\fiheaee  be  *scape  into  whatever  world. 
Or  onknown  region,  what  remains  him  less 
Tbao  unknown  dangers,  and  as  hard  escape  ? 
But  I  should  ill  become  this  throne,  O  peers, 
Aod  (fais  nnpcrial  aorvranty,  adom*d 
^ith  ^lendour,  arm*d  with  power,  if  aught  pro- 

pos'd 
Aod  jodg*d  of  public  moment,  in  the  shape 
<Kdificulty,  or  danger,  could  deter 
Mf  from  attempting.     Wherefore  do  I  assume 
.W  royJties,  and  not  refuse  to  reign, 
'^''^Qang  to  accept  as  great  a  share 
(K  baard  as  of  honour,  due  alike 
1  ?  'im  who  reigns,  and  so  much  to  him  due 
Of  baurd  more,  as  he  above  the  rest 
Hi0i  hoaour*d  sits  ?  Go  therefore,  mighty  powers, 
TtTToir  of  Heaven,    though  faU*n;    intend   at 

home, 
^!  ii«  here  ihall  be  CMir  home,  what  best  may  ease 
^*-  prewnt  misery,  and  rvnder  Hell 
y  "^  tolenble ;  if  there  be  cure  or  charm 
I*'  rr^te,  or  deceive,  or  slack  the  pain 
<>f  *id%  ill  mansion :  intermit  no  watch 
y^r^  a  wakeful  foe,  while  I  abroad 
r.iivgh  all  the  coasts  of  dark  destruction  seek 
'!>  HTuce  for  us  all :  this  enterprise 
N<«c  thaU  partake  with  me.**     llius  saying  rose 
Jfc  mooareh,  and  prevented  all  reply ; 
*Tudent,  Ico,  from  his  resolution  rais'd, 
<hwn  anwog  the  chief  might  offer  now 
( «tMi  to  be  leftts'd)  what  erst  they  fcar'd  ; 
^  w  lefos'd,  might  in  opinicn  stand 
™*  n^* ;  vimung  cheap  the  high  repute, 
*>Bch  lie  dvougb  hasard  huge  must  earn.     But 

JjT^not  man  the  adventure,  dian  his  voice 
f^n^itng ;  md  at  once  with  him  they  n»e : 


Tbdr  rising  all  at  once,  was  as  the  sound 

Of  thunder  heard  remote.     Towards  him  they  bend 

With  awful  reverehce  prone ;  and  as  a  god 

Extol  him  equal  to  the  Highest  in  Heaven  : 

Nor  fail'd  they  to  express  how  much  they  piais'd, 

That  for  tlie  general  safety  he  despis*d 

His  own :  for  neither  do  the  spirits  damn*d 

Lose  all  thdr  virtue ;  lest  bad  men  should  boast 

Hiev  specious  deeds  on  Earth  which  glory  excites. 

Or  close  ambition,  vamish*do*er  with  leal. 

Thus  they  their  doubtful  consultations  dark 

Ended,  rejoicing  in  their  matchless  chief: 

As  when  from  mountain-tops  the  dusky  clouds 

Ascending,  while  the  north-wind  sleeps,  o*erspread 

Heaven's  dieerful  face,  the  louring  element 

Scowls  o*er  the  darken'd  landskip  snow,  or  shower ; 

If  chance  the  radiant  Sun  with  farewell  sweet 

Extend  his  evening-beam,  the  fields  revive, 

The  birds  their  notes  renew,  and  bleating  herds 

Attest  their  joy,  that  hill  and  valley  rings. 

O  shame  to  men  !  devil  with  devil  damn'd 

Firm  concord  holds,  men  only  disagree 

Of  creatures  rational,  though  under  hope 

Of  heavenly  grace :  and,  God  proclaiming  peace. 

Yet  live  in  hatred,  enmity,  and  strife, 

Among  themselves,  and  levy  cruel  wars. 

Wasting  the  Earth,  each  other  to  destroy  : 

As  if  (which  might  induce  us  to  accord) 

Man  had  not  hellish  foes  enow  besides, 

That,  day  and  night,  for  his  destruction  wait. 

The  Stygian  council  thus  dissolv*d ;  and  forth 
In  order  came  the  grand  infernal  peers ; 
Midst  came  their  mighty  paramount,  and  seem'd 
Alone  the  antagonist  of  Heaven,  nor  less 
Tlian  Hell*s  dread  emperor,  with  pomp  supreme. 
And  God-like  imitated  state :  him  round 
A  globe  of  fiery  seraphim  enclos*d. 
With  bright  imblaxonry,  and  horrent  arms. 
Then  of  their  session  ended  they  bid  cry 
With  trumpets*  regal  sound  the  great  result : 
Towards  the  four  winds  four  speedy  cherubim 
Put  to  their  mouths  the  sounding  alchemy. 
By  herald's  voice  explain'd ;  the  hollow  abyss 
Heard  far  and  wide,  and  all  the  host  of  Hell 
With  deafening  shout  retum*d  them  loud  acchum. 
Thence  more  at  ease  their  minds,   and  somewhat 

rais'd 
By  false  presumptuous  hope,  the  ranged  powers 
Disband,  and,  wandering,  each  his  several  way 
Pursues,  as  inclination  or  sad  choice 
Leads  him,  perplex'd  where  he  may  likeliest  find 
Truce  to  his  restless  thoughts,  and  entertain 
The  irksome  hours,  till  his  great  chief  return. 
Part  on  the  plain,  or  in  the  air  sublime. 
Upon  the  wing,  or  in  swift  race  contend. 
As  at  the  Olympian  games  or  Pythian  fields ; 
Part  curb  their  fiery  steeds,  or  shun  the  goal 
With  rapid  wheels,  or  fronted  brigades  form. 
As  when,  to  warn  proud  cities,  war  appears 
Wag'd  in  the  troubled  sky,  and  armies  niah 
To  battle  in  the  clouds,  before  each  van 
Prick  forth  the  aery  knights,  and  couch  thcur  spears 
Till  tliickest  legions  close ;  with  feats  of  arms 
From  either  end  of  Heaven  the  welkin  bums. 
Others,  with  vast  l^phoean  rage  more  fell, 
Rend  up  both  rocks  and  Mils,  and  ride  the  air 
In  whirlwind ;  Hell  scarce  holds  the  wild  uproar 
As  when  Alcides,  from  Oechalia  crown'd 
With  conquest,  felt  the  envenom'd  robe,  and  tore 
Through  pain  up  by  the  roots  llieasalian  pines, 
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And  Lichas  from  tiie  top  of  Oete  threw 

Into  th*  Euboic  sea.     Others  mora  xnild^ 

Retreated  in  a  silent  valley,  sing 

With  notes  angelical  to  many  a  harp 

Their  own  heroic  deeds  and  hapless  fidl 

By  doom  of  hattle ;  and  complain  that  fate 

Free  virtue  should  enthral  to  force  or  chance. 

Their  song  was  partial ;  but  the  harmony 

(What  could  it  less  when  ^nrits  immortid  sing  ?) 

Suspended  Hell,  and  took  with  ravishment 

Tbe  thronging  audience.     In  discourse  more  sweet 

(For  eloquence  tlie  soul,  song  charms  the  sense^) 

Others  impart  sat  on  a  hill  retir'd. 

In  thoughts  more  elevate,  and  reason*d  high 

Of  providence,  foreknowledge,  will,  and  fate, 

F!z*d  fate,  free  will,  foreknowledge  absolute, 

And  found  no  end,  in  wandering  mazes  lost. 

Of  good  and  evil  much  they  argued  then. 

Of  happiness  and  final  misery, 

Fisssion  and  apathy,  and  glory  and  shame, 

Vain  vrisdom  all,  and  false  philosophy  : 

Tet,  with  a  pleasing  sorcer}',  could  charm 

Pain  for  a  while  or  anguish,  and  excite 

Fallacious  hope,  or  arm  tli*  obdured  breast 

With  stubborn  patience,  as  witli  triple  steel. 

Another  part,  in  squadrons  and  gross  bands. 

On  bold  adventure  to  discover  wide 

That  dismal  world,  if  any  clime  perhaps 

Might  yield  them  easier  liabitation,  bend 

Four  ways  their  flying  march,  along  the  banks 

Of  four  infernal  rivers,  tliat  disgorge 

Into  the  burning  lake  tlieir  baleful  streams : 

Abhorred  Styx,  the  flood  of  deadly  hate ; 

Sad  Acheron,  of  sorrow,  black  and  deep ; 

Cocytus,  nam'd  of  lamentation  loud 

Heard  on  the  rueful  stream  ;  fierce  nilegethon, 

Wliose  waves  of  torrent  fire  inflame  with  rage. 

Far  off  from  these,  a  slow  and  silent  stream, 

Lethe,  the  river  of  oblivion,  rolls 

Her  watery  labyrinth,  whereof  who  drinks, 

Fordiwith  his  former  state  and  being  forgets. 

Forgets  botli  joy  and  grief,  pleasure  and  pain. 

Beyond  this  fiood  a  frozen  continent 

IJes  dark  and  wild,  beat  with  perpetual  storms 

Of  whirlwind  and  dire  liail,  wliich  on  firm  land 

Thaws  not,  but  gathers  heap,  and  ruin  seems 

Of  ancient  pile ;  or  else  deep  snow  and  ice. 

A  gulf  profound  as  that  Serbonian  bog 

Betwixt  Damiata  and  Mount  Casius  old. 

Where  armies  whole  have  sunk :  the  pardiing  air 

Bums  frore,  and  cold  performs  the  effect  of  fire. 

Thitlier  by  harpy-footed  furies  tial*d. 

At  certain  revolutions,  all  the  damn*d 

Are  brought;  and  feel  by  turns  the  bitter  diangc 

Of    fierce  extremes,   extremes   by    change    more 

fierce, 
PVom  beds  of  raging  fire,  to  starve  in  ice 
Their  soil  ethereal  warmth,  and  there  to  pine 
Immoveable,  infix'd,  and  frozen  round. 
Periods  of  time,  tlience  hurried  back  to  fire. 
They  ferry  over  tliis  Lethean  sound 
Both  to  and  fro,  their  sorrow  to  augment. 
And  wish  and  struggle,  as  they  pass,  to  readi 
The  tempting  stream,  with  one  small  drop  to  lose 
In  sweet  forgetfulness  all  pain  and  woe, 
All  in  one  moment,  and  so  near  the  brink ; 
But  Fate  withstands,  and  to  oppose  the  attempt 
Medusa  with  Gorgonian  terrour  guards 
The  ford,  and  of  itself  the  water  fiies 
AU  taste  of  living  wight,  as  once  it  fled  | 


The  lip  of  Tantalus.     Thus  roving  on 

In  confus'd  march  forlorn,  the  adventunnis  bands 

With  shuddering  horrour  pale,  and  eyes  aghast, 

View'd  first  theur  lamentable  lot,  and  foumi 

No  rest     Through  many  a  dark  and  dreary  vale 

Hiey  pass*d,  and  many  a  region  dolorous^ 

O'er  many  a  fxxizen,  many  a  fiery  Alp, 

Rocks,  caves,  lakes,  fens,  bogs,  dens,  and  shades  of 

death, 
A  universe  of  death ;  which  God  by  cunt 
Created  evil,  for  evil  only  good. 
Where  all  life  dies,  death  lives,  and  Nature  bneds, 
Perverse,  all  monstrous,  all  prudigious  things, 
Abominable,  inutterable,  and  worse 
Than  fables  yet  have  feign 'd,  or  fear  concdiv'd, 
Gorgons,  and  Hydras,  and  Chimeras  dire. 

Mean  while,  the  adversary  of  God  and  man, 
Satan,  with  thoughts  inflam*d  of  highest  design, 
Puts  on  swift  wings,  and  towards  the  gates  c^  HeQ 
Explores  his  solitary  flight :  sometimea 
He  scours  the  right  hand  coast,  sometimes  the  left ; 
Now  shaves  with  level  wing  the  deep,  tfam  soars 
Up  to  the  fiery  concave  towering  high. 
As  when  far  off  at  sea  a  fleet  descried 
Hangs  in  the  clouds,  by  equinoctial  winds 
Close  sailing  from  Bengals,  or  the  isles 
Of  Temate  and  Tidore,  whence  merchants  bring 
Their  spicy  drugs ;  they,  on  the  trading  flood. 
Through  ^e  wide  Ethiopian  to  the  Cape, 
Ply  stemming  nighly  toward  thcipole :  so  seem*d 
Far  off  the  flying  fiend.     At  last  appear 
Hell  bounds,  high  reaching  to  the  horrid  roof. 
And  thrice  three-fold  the  gates;  three-folds  were 

brass, 
Three  iron,  three  of  adamantine  rode 
Impenetrable,  impal*d  with  circling  fire. 
Yet  unconsum'd.     Before  the  gates  there  sat 
On  either  side  a  formidable  shape ; 
The  one  seem*d  woman  to  the  waist  and  fair ; 
But  ended  foul  in  many  a  scaly  fold 
Voluminous  and  vast ;  a  serpent  arm*d 
With  mortal  sting  :   About  her  middle  round 
A  cry  of  Hell-hounds  never  ceasing  bark*d 
With  wide  Cerbcrean  mouths  full  loud,  and  rung 
A  hideous  peal ;  yet,  when  they  list,  would  creep, 
If  aught  disturb*d  their  noise,  into  tier  womb, 
And  kennel  there ;  yet  there  still  bark*d  and  howIU 
Within  unseen.     Far  less  abhorred  than  ^ese 
Vex'd  Scylla,  bathing  in  tlic  sea  that  parts 
Calabria  from  the  hoarse  IVinacrian  shore  : 
Nor  uglier  follow  tlie  night-hag,  when,  caird 
In  secret,  riding  through  tlie  air  she  comes, 
Lur*d  with  the  smell  of  infant  blood,  to  dance 
With  L^land  witches,  wliilc  the  labouring  Moon 
Eclipses  at  their  cliarms.     The  other  shape. 
If  shape  it  might  be  callM  tliat  shape  had  none 
Distinguishable  in  member,  joint,  or  limb ; 
Or  substance  might  be  callM  that  diadow  seem'd. 
For  each  seem'd  either :  block  it  stood  as  nighty 
Fierce  as  ten  furies,  terrible  as  HeU, 
And  shook  a  dreadful  dart ;  what  seemM  his  head 
The  likeness  of  a  kingly  crown  had  on. 
Satan  was  now  at  hand,  and  from  his  seat 
The  monster  moving  onward  came  as  fast 
With  horrid  strides ;  Hell  trembled  as  he  strode. 
The  undaunted  fiend  what  this  might  be  admir'd, 
Admir*d,  not  fear*d ;  God  .and  his  Son  except, 
Created  thing  naught  valued  he,  nor  shunn*d ; 
And  with  disdainful  look  thus  first  began. 

"  Whence  and  what  art  thou,  execrable  shape, 
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Tbst  dv'ai,  though  grim  md  terrible,  advance 
TV  anaacaled  from  athwart  my  way 
To  jcodex  gates  ?  through  them  I  mean  to  pan, 
That  be  nsur'd,  without  leave  aak'd  of  thee : 
Retire,  or  taite  thy  foUy,  and  learn  by  proof, 
UdUiara,  not  to  oontcnid  with  spirits  of  Heayen." 

To  whom  the  gobltn  full  of  wrath  replied. 
**  Art  ihoa  that  traitor-angel,  art  thou  he, 
Wbo  first  broke  peace  in  Heaven,  and  faith,  till  then 
Cafarakcn ;  and  in  proud  rebellious  arms 
Dirv  after  him  the  third  part  of  Heayen*8  sons 
Coopr'd  against  the  Highest ;  for  which  both  thou 
And  tfa^,  outcast  firom  God  are  here  condemn'd 
To  waste  eternal  days  in  woe  and  pain  ? 
And  leckon'st  thou  thyself  with  spirits  of  Heaven, 
Heil-doam'dy  and  biedrth'st  defiance  here  and  scorn, 
Vfaoe  I  ictgn  king,  and,  to  enrage  thee  more. 
Thy  kiag  and  hxd?  Badi  to  thy  punishment. 
Fake  fugitiTe,  and  to  thy  speed  add  wings, 
Lest  with  m  iridp  of  scorpions  I  pursue 
Thy  iiagering,  or  with  one  stroke  of  this  dart 
Stni^  horrour  seiie  thc^  and  pangs  unfelt  before.** 

So  fpake  die  grisly  terrour,  and  in  shape, 
5«o  qifaHng  and  so  threatening,  grew  ten-fbid 
More  dreadful  and  deform.     On  the  other  side, 
Incvns'd  with  indignation,  Satan  stood 
rntnrificd,  and  like  a  comet  bum*d, 
Tbi*  fires  tlae  length  of  Ophiuchus  huge 
In  the  arctic  sky,  and  from  his  horrid  hair 
%akes  pestilence  and  war.     Each  at  tlie  head 
LrveU'd  fab  deadly  aim  ;  their  fktal  hands 
\o  SKCond  stroke  intend ;  and  such  a  firown 
Kach  caat  aC  the  other,  as  when  two  black  clouds. 
With  Heaven's  artillery  fraught,  colne  rattling  on 
0«vr  the  Caia'an,  then  stand  front  to  front, 
Howring  a  space,  till  winds  the  signal  blow 
Tojoia  tfadr  dark  encounter  in  mid  air : 
So  frovn'd  the  mighty  combatants,  that  Hell 
frtvw  darker  at  thor  frown  ;  so  match'd  they  stood; 
For  oevcr  bat  once  more  was  other  like 
To  meet  ao  great  a  foe :  and  now  great  deeds 
Had  been  adiicT*d,  whereof  all  HeU  had  rung. 
Had  not  the  snaky  sorceress,  that  sat 
Fast  by  Hell-gate,  and  kept  the  fatal  key, 
kn'a,  and  with  hideous  outcry  nish'd  between. 
**  O  teller,  what  intends  thy  hand,**  she  cried, 
thy  only  son  ?  What  fury,  O  son, 
thee  to  bend  that  mortal  dart 
Krmm.  ikj  Cttber's  head  ?  and  know'st  for  whom ; 
Fur  lam  wbo  sits  above  and  lau^is  the  while 
At  thee  oniain'd  his  drudge,  to  execute 
^^Mc'cr  his  wrath,  iriiich  he  calls  justice,  bids; 
H:%  vnsh,  which  one  day  will  desboy  yc  both.'* 

She  ^ake,  and  ai  her  words  the  hellish  pest 
FofboK ;  then  these  to  her  Satan  retum*d. 

So  stmqge  thy  outcry,  and  thy  words  so  strange 
loaeal,  that  my  sudden  hand, 
ipascs  to  tell  thee  yet  by  deeds 
VlM  it  iotcnk ;  till  first  I  know  of  thee, 
Whrt  Aiag  thou  art  thus  double-form*d ;  and  why 
U  dM  inferMl  vale  flnt  met,  thou  call'st 
^  firiier,  and  that  phantasm  caU*st  my  son : 
1  know  fhgt  not,  nor  ever  saw  till  now 
Mt  moR  detestable  than  him  and  thee." 

To  whom  dras  Ifae  pomess  of  Hell-gate  replied. 
**  Hart  tbon  Ibrgot  me  then,  and  do  I  seem 
Now  in  thine  eye  ao  Ibul  ?  once  deem*d  so  fair 
Is  Hcascn,  when  «t  the  assembly,  and  in  sight 
Wall  ite  icfi^Mm  with  tbee  combin*d 
lb  Uitd  eonsphacy  against  Heaven's  King, 


Ail  on  a  sudden  miserable  poin 
Surpris*d  thee,  dim  tliine  eyes,  and  dizzy  swum 
In  darkness,  while  tliy  head  flames  thick  aud  fast 
Threw  forth :  till,  on  the  left  side  opening  wide, 
Likest  to  thee  in  shi4>e  and  countenance  bright 
Hien  shining  heavenly  fair,  a  goddess  arm*d. 
Out  of  thy  bead  I  sprung :  amazement  seiz'd 
All  the  host  of  Heaven ;  back  they  recoil'd  afraid 
At  first,  and  call'd  me  Shi,  and  for  a  sign 
Portentous  held  me ;  but,  familiar  grown, 
I  pleas'd,  and  with  attractive  graces  won 
The  most  averse,  thee  chiefly,  who  full  oft 
Thyself  in  me  thy  perfect  image  riewing 
Becam'st  enamour'd,  and  such  joy  thou  took*st 
With  me  in  secret,  that  my  womb  conceiv*d 
A  growing  burden.     Meanwhile  war  arose. 
And  fields  were  fought  in  Heaven;  wherein  re- 

main*d 
(For  what  could  else?)  to  our  Almighty  Foe 
Clear  victory ;  to  our  part  loss  and  rout. 
Through  eH  the  onpyrdan ;  down  they  fell 
Driven  headlong  from  the  pitch  of  Heaven,  down 
Into  this  deep !  and  in  the  general  fall 
I  also ;  at  which  time,  this  powerful  key 
Into  my  hand  was  given,  with  charge  to  keep 
These  gates  for  ever  shut,  wliich  none  can  pass 
Without  my  opening.     Pensive  here  I  sat 
Alone ;  but  long  I  sat  not,  till  my  womb, 
iVegnant  by  thee,  and  now  excessive  grown. 
Prodigious  motion  felt,  and  rueful  tluY)Cs. 
At  last  this  odious  offspring  whom  thou  seest, 
lliine  own  begotten,  breaking  violent  way 
Tore  through  my  entrails,  that  with  fear  and  pain 
Distorted,  all  my  nether  shape  thus  grew 
Transform'd :  but  he  my  inbred  enemy 
Forth  issued,  brandishing  his  fatal  dart 
IVIadc  to  destroy  !  I  fled  and  cried  out  Death  / 
Hell  trembled  at  the  hideous  name,  and  sigh*d 
From  all  her  caves,  and  Ijack  resounded  Death  / 
I  fled,  but  he  pursued,  (though  more,  it  seems, 
Inflam*d  with  lu&t  than  rage,)  and,  swifter  fiu*. 
Me  overtook  bis  mother  all  dismay 'd. 
And  in  embraces  forcible  and  foul 
Engendering  with  me,  of  that  rape  begot 
These  yelling  monsters,  that  with  ceaseless  cry 
Surround  me,  as  thou  saw'st,  hourly  conceived 
And  hourly  born,  with  sorrow  infinite 
To  me ;  for,  when  they  list,  into  the  womb 
That  bred  them  diey  return,  and  howl  and  gnaw 
My  bowels,  their  repast ;  then  bursting  forth 
Afresh  with  conscious  terrours  vex  me  round. 
That  rest  or  intermission  none  I  find. 
Before  mine  eyes  in  opposition  sits 
Grim  Death,  my  son  and  foe ;  who  sets  them  on. 
And  me  his  parent  would  full  soon  devour 
For  want  of  other  prey,  but  that  he  knows 
His  end  with  mine  involv*d ;  and  knows  that  I 
Should  prove  a,  bitter  morsel,  and  his  bane, 
Wlienever  that  shall  be ;  so  Fate  pronounc*d. 
But  thou,  O  father,  I  forewarn  thee,  shun 
His  deadly  arrow ;  neither  vainly  hope 
To  be  invulnerable  in  those  bright  arms. 
Though  temper'd  heavenly ;  for  that  mortal  dint. 
Save  he  who  reigns  above,  none  can  resist.*' 

She  finiah'd ;  and  tlia  subtle  fiend  bis  lore 
Soon  learn*d,  now  milder,  and  thus  answer'd  smooth. 

"  Dear  daughter,  since  thou  claim*st  me  for  thy 
sire, 
And  my  fiiir  son  here  sliow*5t  me,  the  dear  pledge 
Of  dalliance  bad  with  tlicc  in  Hcaveu,  and  joys 
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Tben  tweet,  now  sidtomentioii,  tfarou^  direchange 
Be&U*n  lis,  unforeseen,  unthougbt  of;  know, 
I  come  no  enemy,  but  to  set  free 
From  out  this  daric  and  dismal  house  of  pain 
Both  him  and  thee,  and  all  the  heavenly  host 
Of  spirits,  that,  in  our  just  pretences  arm'd. 
Fell  wtdi  us  from  on  high :  Cram,  them  I  go 
Una  uncouth  errand  sole ;  and  one  for  all 
Myaelf  expose,  with  lonely  steps  to  tread 
Tlie  unsounded  deep,  and  through  the  Toid  immense 
To  search  with  wondering  quest  a  place  foretold 
Should  be,  and,  by  concurring  agns,  ere  now 
Created  vast  and  round,  a  place  o£  bliss 
In  the  pourlieus  of  Heaven,  and  therein  plac*d 
A  race  of  upstart  creatures,  to  supply 
Perhaps  our  vacant  room ;  though  more  remov'd. 
Lest  Heaven,  surcharg*d  with  potent  multitude, 
Bfight  hap  to  move  new  broils.     Be  this  or  aught 
llian  this  more  secret  now  design*d,  I  haste 
To  know  ;  and,  this  once  known,  shall  soon  return, 
And  bring  ye  to  the  place  where  thou  and  Death 
Shall  dwell  at  ease,  and  up  and  down  unseen 
Wing  silently  the  buxom  air,  imbalm'd 
With  odours :  there  ye  shall  be  fed  and  fiU'd 
Immeasurably ;  all  things  shall  be  your  prey." 
He  ceas*d,  for  both  seem'd  highly  pleas'd,  and 
Death 
Grinned  horrible  a  ghastly  smile,  to  hear 
His  famine  should  he  fiU'd ;  and  blest  his  maw 
Destin*d  to  that  good  hour :  no  less  rejoic'd 
His  mother  bad,  and  thus  bespoke  her  sire. 
"  The  key  of  this  infernal  pit  by  due. 
And  by  conunand  of  Heaven's  all-powerful  King, 
I  keep,  by  him  forbidden  to  unlock 
These  adamantine  gates ;  against  all  force 
Death  ready  stands  to  interpose  his  dart. 
Fearless  to  be  o*ermatch*d  by  living  might. 
But  what  owe  I  to  his  commands  above 
Who  hates  me,  and  hath  hither  thrust  me  down 
Into  this  gloom  of  Tartarus  profound. 
To  sit  in  hatefril  office  here  confin*d. 
Inhabitant  of  Heaven,  and  heavenly-bom, 
Here  in  perpetual  agoiiy  and  pain. 
With  tenrours  and  with  clamours  compass*d  round 
Of  mine  own  brood,  that  on  my  bowels  feed  ? 
Tliou  art  my  father,  thou  my  author,  thou 
My  being  gav'st  me ;  whom  should  I  obey 
But  thee  ?  whom  follow  ?  tliou  wilt  bring  me  soon 
To  that  new  world  of  light  and  bliss,  among 
The  gods  who  live  at  ease,  where  I  shall  reign 
At  thy  right  hand  voluptuous,  as  beseems 
Thy  daughter  and  thy  darling,  without  end.*' 

llius  saying,  from  her  side  the  fatal  key, 
Sad  instrument  of  all  our  woe,  she  took  ; 
And,  towards  the  gate  rolling  her  bestial  train, 
Forthwith  the  huge  portcullis  high  up  drew, 
Which  but  herself,  not  all  the  Stygian  powers 
Could  once  have  mov*d;   then  in  the  key-hole 

turns 
The  intricate  wards,  and  every  bolt  and  bar 
Of  massy  iron  or  solid  rock  with  ease 
Unfastens.     On  a  sudden  open  fly 
With  impetuous  recoil  and  jarring  sound 
The  infernal  doors,  and  on  their  hinges  grate 
Harsh  thunder,  that  the  lowest  bottom  shook 
Of  Erebus.     She  open*d,  but  to  shut 
Exceird  her  power ;  the  gates  wide  open  stood, 
That  with  extended  wings  a  banner'd  host. 
Under  spread  ensigns  marching,  might  pass  through 
With  hone  and  dnirioCs  rank*a  in  loose  amy; 


So  wide  they  stood,  and  Uke  a  foniaoe  mouth 

Cast  forlfa  redounding  smoke  and  ruddy  flame. 

Before  tfaeb  eyes  in  sudden  view  appear 

Tlie  secretsof  the  hoary  deep;  a  dark 

Illimitable  ocean,  without  bound. 

Without  dimension,  where  length,  breadth,  ud 

height, 
And  time^  and  place,  are  lost ;  where  eldetf  Nigfat 
And  Chaos,  ancestors  of  Nature,  hold 
Eternal  anarchy,  amidst  the  noise 
Of  endless  wars,  and  by  confusion  stand. 
For  Hoc,  Cold,  Moist,  and  Dry,  four  cfasmpion 

fierce, 
Strive  here  for  mastery,  and  to  battle  bring 
Tlieir  embryon  atoms ;  they  around  the  flag 
Of  each  his  faction,  in  their  several  dans, 
Lig^t-arm*d  or  heavy,  sharp,  smooth,  swiift,  or  slow, 
Swarm  populous,  unnumber*d  as  the  sands 
Of  Barca  or  Cyrene*s  torrid  soil, 
Leried  to  side  with  warring  winds,  and  poise 
Their  lighter  wings.     To  whom  these  most  adhere^ 
He  rules  a  moment :  Chaos  umpire  sits 
And  by  decision  more  embroils  the  fray. 
By  which  he  reigns :  next  him  high  aibiter 
Chance  governs  all.     Into  this  wild  abys. 
Hie  womb  of  Nature,  and  perhaps  her  grave, 
Of  neithtf  sea,  nor  shore,  nor  air,  nor  fire. 
But  all  these  in  their  pregnant  causes  mix'd 
Confus*dly,  and  which  thus  must  ever  fight. 
Unless  the  Almighty  Maker  them  ordain 
His  dark  materials  to  create  more  vrco-ids ; 
Into  this  wild  abyss  the  wary  fiend 
Stood  on  the  brink  of  Hell,  and  look*d  a  whiles 
Pondering  his  voyage  :  for  no  luuzow  frith 
He  had  to  cross.     Nor  was  his  ear  less  peal*d 
With  noises  loud  and  ruinous,  (to  compare 
Great  things  with  onall,)  than  when  BeUooa  ^oniu, 
With  all  her  battering  engines  bent  to  rase 
Some  capital  dty ;  or  less  than  if  this  frame 
Of  Heaven  were  falling,  and  these  elements 
In  mutiny  had  from  her  axle  torn 
The  stedfast  Earth.     At  last  his  sail-broad  vans 
He  spreads  for  fli^t,  and  in  the  surging  snaoke 
Uplifted  spurns  the  ground ;  thence  many  a  league. 
As  in  a  cloudy  chair,  ascending  rides 
Audadous ;  but,  that  seat  soon  fiuling,  meets 
A  vast  vacuity :  all  unawares 
Fluttering  his  pennons  vain,  plumb  down  he  drops 
Ten  thousand  fathom  deep ;  and  to  this  hour 
'Down  had  been  falling,  Imd  not  by  ill  chance 
The  strong  rebufi^of  some  tumultuous  cloud. 
Instinct  with  fire  and  nitre,  hurried  him 
As  many  miles  aloft :  that  fury  staid, 
Quench*d  in  a  boggy  Syttis,  neither  sea. 
Nor  good  dry  land :  nigh  founder'd  on  he  fSues, 
Treading  the  crude  consistence,  half  on  foot, 
Half  flying ;  behoves  him  now  both  oar  and  sail. 
As  when  a  gryphon,  through  the  wilderness 
With  winged  course,  o*er  hill  or  moory  dale^ 
Pursues  the  Arimaspian,  who  by  stealth 
Had  from  his  wakefUl  custody  purloined 
Hie  guarded  gold :  so  eagerly  the  fiend 
Oer  bog,  or  steep,  through  strait,  rough,  dense 

or  rare. 
With  head,  hands,  wings,  or  feet,  pursues  his  way» 
And  swims,  or  sinks,  or  wades,  or  creeps,  or  flies  i 
At  length  a  universal  hubbub  wild 
Of  stunning  sounds,  and  voices  all  confus*d, 
Borne  through  the  hollow  dark,  assaults  bis  ear 
With  loudest  vehemence :  thither  he  pliesii* 
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rndaimteil  to  meet  there  wfaaterer  power 

Or  spine  of  the  nctfiemost  abjrw 

Mi^  in  dMEt  noise  reside,  of  whom  to  eak 

WUd»  way  tiie  nearest  coast  of  darkness  lies 

BadBing   on  Ught;  when   stndgbt   behold   the 

throne 
OrChMSf  and  his  dark  pavilion  spread 
Wideoo  the  irsstcAd  deep :  with  him  enthron'd 
Sttniife.Tcsted  Night,  eldest  of  things, 
Dircaosart  of  his  reign;  and  by  them  stood 
On»  and  Ades,  and  the  dreaded  name 
Of  Donagorgon !    Rumour  next  and  Chance^ 
ioA  Tumult  and  Confusion  all  embroird, 
Aad  Dboard  with  a  thousand  various  moudn. 
To  Kfaon  SstaA  turning  boldly,  thus :  *<  Ye  powers 
And  spirits  of  this  nedbennost  abyss, 
OmtM  and  ancient  Night,  I  come  no  spy, 
^ttfa  purpott  to  explore  or  to  disturb 
rbe  sccreH  of  your  realm  ;  but,  by  constraint 
^^'aadering  this  darksome  desert,  lu  my  way 
Ue%  through  your  spadous  empire  up  to  light, 
Alooe,  and  without  guide,  half  lost,  I  seek 
Wliat  resdiest  path  leads  where  your  gloomy  bounds 
C'dofine  with  Heaven  ;  or  if  some  other  place, 
From  your  doininion  won,  the  etherial  King 
Pos«*a  btdy,  thither  to  arrive 
I  travel  this  profound ;  direct  my  course; 
l^mcted,  no  mean  reocMoapense  it  brings 
T(i  four  behoof,  if  I  thst  region  lost, 
Ml  uwrpstioa  thence  expell*d,  reduce 
To  her  original  darkness,  and  your  sway, 
'^ladi  is  my  present  journey)  and  once  more 
i^vx  the  standard  there  of  ancient  Night : 
\<nn  be  the  advantage  all,  mine  the  revenge." 

Thus  Sirtan ;  and  Urn  thui  the  Anarch  old, 
^ith  faltering  speech  and  visage  incompos*d, 
^B>Wd.    **  I  know  thee,  stranger,  who  thou  art, 
T^  nighty  leading  angel,  who  of  late 
M«k  had  against  Heaven's  King,  though  over- 


I  «v  and  heard :  for  such  a  numerous  host 

fU  sot  m  rilence  through  the  frighted  deep^ 

Vich  ruia  upon  ruin,  rout  on  rout, 

^"ttoaon  wane  confounded ;  and  Heaven-gates 

Four'd  out  by  millioos  her  rictorious  bands 

^y^tiog.    I  upon  my  frontiers  here 

K»P  neadenee :  if  all  I  can  will  serve 

^  little  which  is  left  so  to  defend, 

^^'^('QKh'd  on  still  through  your  intestine  broils 

^takcmag  the  soepCre  of  old  Night :  first  Hell, 

^3ur  donjon,  stretching  hr  and  wide  beneath ; 

Now  lately  Heaven  and  Earth,  another  world, 

Hung  o'er  my  realm,  link'd  in  a  golden  chain 

To  ihn  uda  Heaven  from  whence  your  legions 

fcU: 
^*"t  •ly  he  your  walk,  you  have  not  far ; 
^  Biadi  dv  nearer  danger ;  go,  and  speed ; 
"'^^  and  spoil,  and  ruin,  are  my  gain.** 

He  ceai*d  ;  and  Satan  staid  not  to  reply, 
^  fM  that  now  his  sea  should  find  ashore, 
V.*h  froh  ibcrity,  and  force  renew*d, 
"vnaiER  upward,  like  a  pyramid  of  fire, 
'*^^^ild  expanse,  and,  through  the  shock 
iH  ft^bbog  eleoients,  on  all  sides  round 
tariroa'd, wins  hu  way;  iMrder  beset 
fj^^^'^  cndsagor'd,  than  when  Argo  paas'd 
|Bn»gh  BoipQras,  betwixt  the  justUng  rocks ! 
X^**«  tlyVw  oa  the  larboard  8hnnn*d 
P^nWis,  and  by  the  other  wUripool  stecr'd. 
^  be  aidi  dificnby  and  hdioar  hard 


Mov*d  on,  with  difficulty  and  labour  he ; 
But,  he  once  past,  soon  after,  when  man  fell, 
Strange  alteration !     Sin  and  Death  amain 
Following  his  track,  such  was  the  will  of  Heaven, 
Fhv'd  after  him  a  broad  and  beaten  way 
Over  die  dark  abyss,  whose  boiling  gulf 
Tamely  endur*d  a  bridge  of  wondnms  length. 
From  Hell  continued  reaching  the  utmost  ori> 
Of  this  frail  world ;  by  which  the  spirits  pcrveiae 
With  easy  intercourse  pass  to  and  fro 
To  tempt  or  punish  mortals,  except  whom 
God,  and  good  ange^  guard  by  special  grace. 
But  now  at  last  the  sacred  influence 
Of  light  appears,  and  from  the  walls  of  Heaven 
Shoots  far  into  the  bosom  of  dim  Night 
A  glimmering  dawn :  here  Nature  first  begins 
Her  farthest  verge,  and  Chaos  to  retire 
As  from  her  outmost  works  a  broken  foe 
With  tumult  less,  and  with  less  hostile  din. 
That  Satan  with  less  toil,  and  now  with  ease 
Wafts  on  the  calmer  wave  by  dubious  light. 
And,  like  a  weather-beaten  vessel,  holds 
Gladly  the  port  throu^  shrouds  and  tackle  torn; 
Or  in  the  emptier  waste,  resembling  air. 
Weighs  his  spread  wings,  at  leisure  to  behold 
Far  o(£  the  empyreal  Heaven,  extended  wide 
In  curcuit,  undetermin*d  square  or  round. 
With  opal  towers  and  battlements  adom*d 
Of  living  sapphire,  once  his  native  seat ; 
And  fast  by,  hanging  in  a  golden  chain, 
lliis  penduit  world,  in  bigness  as  a  star 
Of  smallest  magnitude  close  by  the  Moon. 
Thither,  full  fraught  with  mischievous  revenge, 
Accurs'd,  and  in  a  ciursed  hour  he  hies. 


Book  III. 

T%e  Argument, 

God,  sitting  on  his  throne,  sees  Satan  flying  to- 
wards thu  world,  then  newly  created:  shows 
him  to  the  Son,  who  sat  at  his  right  hand; 
foretels  the  success  of  Satan  in  perverting 
mankind,  clears  his  own  justice  and  wisdmn 
from'  all  imputation,  having  created  Man  free, 
and  able  enough  to  have  withstood  his  tempter ; 
yet  declares  his  purpose  of  grace  towards  him, 
in  regard  he  fell  not  of  his  own  maUoe,  as  did 
Satan,  but  by  him  seduced.  The  Son  of  God 
renders  praises  to  his  Father  for  the  manifest- 
ation of  his  gracious  purpose  towards  Man: 
biit  God  again  declares,  that  grace  cannot  be 
extended  towards  Man  without  the  satisfiustion 
of  divine  justice :  Man  hath  offended  the  ma- 
jesty of  God  by  aspiring  to  godhead,  and  there- 
fore, with  all  his  progeny,  devoted  to  death,  must 
die,  unless  some  can  be  found  sufficient  to 
answer  for  his  offence,  and  undei^  hb  punish- 
ment. The  Son  of  God  freely  offers  himself  a 
nmsom  for  Man :  the  Father  accepts  him,  or- 
dains  his  incarnation,  pronounces  his  exaltation 
above  all  names  in  Heaven  and  Earth;  com- 
mands all  the  angels  to  adore  him :  Hiey  obey, 
and  hymning  to  their  harps  in  full  quire,  celebrate 
the  Father  and  the  Son.  Meanwhile  Satan 
alights  upon  the  bare  convex  of  this  world's 
outermost  orb ;  where  wandering,  he  first  finds  a 
place,  since  called  the  Umbo  dT  Vanity :  what 
persona  and  things  fly  up  thither :  thence  comes 
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to  tfie  gatt  of  Heaven,  described  Mcending  by 
stain,  aad  the  waters  above  tbe  fixmament  that 
flow  about  it :  his  passage  thence  to  the  orb  of 
the  ^un  ;  he  finds  there  Uriel,  the  regent  of  that 
orb,  but  first  changes  himself  into  the  shi^ie  of 
a  meaner  angel ;  and,  pretending  a  aealous  desire 
to  behold  the  new  creation,  and  Man  whom 
God  had  placed  hare,  inquires  of  him  the  place 
pf  his  habitation,  and  is  directed :  ^alights  fint  on 
mount  Niphates. 

Hail,  holy  Light,  offspring  of  Heaven,  first-born, 

Or  of  the  Eternal  coetemal  beam 

May  I  express  tiwe  unblam^d  ?  since  God  is  light, 

And  never  but  in  unapproached  light 

Dwelt  from  eternity,  dwelt  then  in  thee^ 

Bright  effluence  of  bright  essence  increate. 

Or  hear'st  thou  rather,  pure  etherial  stream, 

Whose  fountain  who  shall  tell  ?     Before  the  Sun, 

Before  the  Heavens  thou  wcrt,  and  at  the  voice 

Of  God,  as  with  a  mantle,  didst  invest 

The  rising  world  of  waters  dark  and  deep. 

Won  from  the  void  and  formless  infinite. 

Tliee  I  revisit  now  with  bolder  wing, 

£scap*d  the  Stygian  pool,  though  long  detain*d 

In  that  obscure  sojourn,  while  in  my  flight 

Through  utter  and  through  middle  daricness  borne, 

With  other  notes  than  to  the  Orphean  lyre, 

I  sung  of  Chaos  and  eternal  Night ; 

Taught  by  the  heavenly  Muse  ti»  venture  down 

The  dark  descent,  and  up  to  re-ascend, 

Tliough  hard  and  rare :  thee  I  revisit  safe. 

And  feel  thy  sovran  vital  lamp ;  but  thou 

RevLsit*st  not  these  eyes,  that  roll  in  vain 

To  find  thy  piercing  ray,  and  find  no  dawn  ; 

So  thick  a  drop  serene  hath  quench'd  their  orbs, 

Or  dim  suffusion  veiled.     Yet  not  the  more 

Cease  I  to  wander,  where  the  Muses  haunt 

Clear  spring,  or  shady  grove,  or  sunny  hill, 

Smit  with  the  love  of  sacred  song ;  but  chief 

Thee,  Sion,  and  the  flowery  brooks  beneath, 

Tliat  wash  thy  hallow*d  feet,  and  warbling  flow. 

Nightly  I  visit :  nor  sometimes  forget 

Those  other  two  equall'd  with  me  in  fate, 

So  were  I  equaird  with  them  in  renown, 

Blind  Thamyris,  and  blind  Moeonides, 

And  Tiresias,  and  Fhineus,  prophets  old : 

Then  feed  on  thoughts,  that  voluntary  move 

Harmonious  numbers ;  as  the  wakeful  bird 

Sings  darkling,  and  in  shadiest  covert  hid 

Tunes  her  nocturnal  note.     Thus  with  tlie  year 

Seasons  return ;  but  not  to  me  returns 

Day,  or  the  sweet  approach  of  even  or  mom. 

Or  si^t  of  vernal  bloom,  or  summer's  rose, 

Or  flocks,  or  herds,  or  human  face  divine ; 

But  cloud  instead,  and  ever-during  dark 

Surrounds  me,  from  the  cheerful  ways  of  men 

Cut  off,  and  for  the  book  of  knowledge  fair 

Presented  with  a  universal  blank 

Of  Nature's  works  to  me  expung'd  and  ras*d. 

And  wisdom  at  one  entrance  quite  shut  out. 

So  much  the  ratiber  thou,  celestial  Light, 

Shine  inward,  and  the  mind  through  all  her  powers 

Irradiate ;  there  plant  eyes,  all  mist  from  thence 

Purge  and  disperse,  that  I  may  see  and  tell 

Of  £ings  invisible  to  mortal  sight. 

Now  had  the  Almighty  Father  from  above, 
Erom  the  pure  empyi^an  where  he  sits 
High  thron*d  above  all  height,  bent  down  his  eye 
His  omi  works  and  their  works  at  once  to  view : 


About  him  all  the  auictitiea  of  Hesi 

Stood  thick  as  stars,  and  from  his  sight  received 

Beatitude  past  utterance ;  oo  his  right 

The  radiant  image  of  his  glory  sat. 

His  only  Son ;  on  Earth  be  first  bdield 

Our  two  first  parents,  yet  the  only  two 

Of  mankind,  in  the  happy  garden  plac'd. 

Reaping  immortal  firuits  of  jo^  and  love^ 

Uninterrupted  joy,  unrivaird  love. 

In  blissful  solitude ;  he  then  survej'd 

Hell  and  the  gulf  between,  and  Satan  there 

Coasting  the  wall  of  Heaven  on  this  side  Nigfat 

In  the  dun  air  sublime,  and  ready  now 

To  stoop  with  wearied  wings,  and  willing  feet. 

On  the  bare  outside  of  this  w<xid,  tliat  aeem'd 

Firm  land  imbosom'd  without  firmament, 

Uncertain  which,  in  ocean  or  in^air. 

Him  God  beholding  from  his  prospect  lii^ 

Wherein  past,  present,  future,  lie  beholds. 

Thus  to  his  only  Son  f(nreseeing  spake. 

"  Only  b^otten  Son,  seest  thou  what  rsge 
Transports  our  adversary  ?  whom  no  bounds 
Prescrib*d,  no  bars  of  Hell,  nor  all  the  chains 
Heap*d  on  him  tltere,  nor  yet  the  main  abyss 
Wide  intemipt,  can  hold ;  so  bent  he  seems 
On  desperate  revenge,  that  shall  redound 
Upon  his  own  rebellious  head.     And  now. 
Through  all  restraint  broke  loose,  he  wings  liis  iwy 
Not  far  off  Heaven,  in  the  precincts  of  light. 
Directly  towards  tlie  new-created  world. 
And  Man  there  plac*d,  with  purpose  to  assay 
If  him  ty  foree  he  can  destroy,  or,  worse. 
By  some  false  guile  pervert ;  and  shall  pervert ; 
For  Man  will  hearken  to  his  glozing  lies. 
And  easily  transgress  the  sole  command. 
Sole  pledge  of  his  obedience :  so  will  fall 
He  and  his  faithless  progeny.     Whose  fault  ? 
Whose  but  his  own  ?     Ingrate,  he  had  of  roe 
All  he  could  have ;  I  made  him  just  and  right, 
Sufficient  to  have  stood,  though  free  to  fall. 
Such  I  created  all  the  etherial  powers 
And  spirits,  both  tliem  who  stood,   and  them  who 

faird ; 
Freely  they  stood  who  stood,  and  fell  who  fell. 
Not  free,  what  proof  could  they  luive  given  sincere 
Of  true  allegiance,  constant  faith,  or  love, 
Wliere  only  what  they  needs  must  do  appcar'd, 
Not  wliat  they  would  ?  what  praise  could  they  re- 
ceive? 
What  pleasure  I  from  such  obedience  paid. 
When  will  and  reason  (reason  also  is  choice) 
Useless  and  vain,  of  freedom  both  dcspoil'd, 
Made  passive  both,  had  serv'd  necessity. 
Not  me  ?     They  therefore,  as  to  right  belong*<l» 
So  were  created,  nor  can  justly  accuse 
Their  maker,  or  their  making,  or  their  fate. 
As  if  predestination  over-rurd 
Their  will,  dispos*d  by  absolute  decree 
Or  high,  foreknowledge ;  they  themselves  decreea 
Their  own  revolt,  not  I ;  if  I  foreknew. 
Foreknowledge  had  no  influence  on  their  fault. 
Which  bad  no  less  prov*d  certain  unforeknowD. 
So  without  least  impulse  or  shadow  of  fate. 
Or  aught  by  me  immutably  foreseen, 
Hiey  trespass,  authors  to  themselves  in  all 
Both  what  they  judge,   and  what  they  choose; 

for  BO 
I  formed  them  free :  and  free  they  must  remsin, 
Till  they  enthral  themselves ;  I  else  must  cbsngc 
Their  nature,  and  revoke  the  high  decree 
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raHinignblc^  etermd,  wiiich  Qf6ain*d 
Tbnr  fhecdom ;  tliej  tlieimeWes  ordain*d  their  falL 
The  iint  sort  by  their  own  suggestion  fell, 
Setf^mpted,  self^epnv*d  :   Man  falls,  deceiv'd 
Bt  the  other  firu :  Man  therefore  slioll  find  grace, 
liie  odier  none :  in  merer  and  justice  both, 
Tbwgh  HcaTen  and  Earth,   so  shall  my  glory 

excri: 
Bet  nncT,  first  and  lost,  shall  brightest  sliine.'* 

TVbs  while   God    spoke,  ambrosial    fragrance 
fiU'd 
All  Hca?en,  and  in  the  blessed  spirits  elect 
Seme  of  new  joy  ineffid>le  diflTus'd. 
Btyood  fompore  the  Son  of  God  was  seen 
M«t  glonoiis :  in  him  all  his  Father  shone 
SubointiBlly  express*d ;  and  in  his  face 
DtTwe  conpoflsioQ  visibly  appear*d, 
lixv  without  end,  and  without  measure  grace, 
W)iirb  uttering,  thus  he  to  his  Father  spake  : 

"  0,  Fstber,  grodpus  was  that  word  wlu'ch  clo6*d 
IVt  wnan  tcntence,  that  Man  should  find  gnure ; 
For  wiuch  both  Heaven  and  Earth  shall  high  extol 
Vij  pai««s,  with  the  innumerable  sound 
Ofbrmof  and  sacred  songs,  wherewith  thy  throne 
Enownpsss'd  shall  resouml  tlwe  ever  blest. 
F*  shoald  man  finally  be  lost,  should  man, 
IV  (Tvature  late  so  lov'd,  thy  youngest  son, 
Ftil  drcunvented  thus  by  fraud,  though  join*d 
With  his  own  foUy  ?     Hut  be  from  thee  far, 
IW  far  be  from  tbee.  Father,  who  art  judge 
Of  ill  tfahigs  made,  and  Judgest  only  right. 
Or  iliall  the  advcnary  thus  obtain 
Hk  fnd,  tad  firnstrate  thine ;  shall  he  fulfil 
nil  malice,  and  thy  goodness  bring  to  nought, 
Or  pfoud  retmn,  though  to  his  heavier  doom, 
Tc(  with  revenge  aooomplish*d,  and  to  Hell. 
I^vv  after  fafan  the  whole  race  of  mankind, 
Br  \im  cormpted?  or  wilt  thou  diyself 
AHi'hh  ifay  creation,  and  unmake 
F '  Krn,  what  for  thy  glory  thou  hast  made  ? 
&  -."uild  tfay  goodness  and  thy  greatness  both 
£<  cuvtfian'd  and  blaspbcm*d  without  defence.*' 

To  vfaooi  the  great  Creator  thus  replied. 
**  0  Sao,  in  whom  my  soul  hath  chief  delight, 
^  of  oay  bosom.  Son  who  art  alone 
^T  vunl,  my  wkdom,  and  effectual  might, 
^ '  ^  thoa  spoken  as  my  thoughts  are,  all 
A  xy  eternal  purpoae  hath  decreed . 
MiG  ihali  not  quite  be  lost,  but  sav*d  who  will ; 
■<^  001  of  will  in  him,  but  grace  in  me 
frerjy  foadisBrd ;  once  more  I  will  renew 
^A  bpwd  powers  though  forfeit,  and  enthrall'd 
Bt  ^  to  fiial  exortiitant  desires  e 
*^  'r'Md  by  me,  yet  once  more  he  shall  stand 
^'  ^*vn  poond  against  his  mortal  foe ; 
^f  "sc  upheld,  that  he  may  know  how  frail 
A-t  £m*a  eoodition  is,  and  to  me  owe 
•^i'  bit  dehveraace,  and  to  none  but  me. 
^  I  hove  chosen  of  peculiar  grace, 
Ua above ^  rest ;  so  is  my  will:  y 

na  rest  ibiU  hear  me  call,  and  oft  be  wam*d 
Tbmt  adnl  HMe,  and  to  appease  betimca 
IV  bceaad  Deity,  while  offer'd  grace 
}^i  fiv  I  will  dear  their  senses  dark, 
5^  nsy  nftoe,  and  aoften  stony  hearts 
^'  P'*y>  '^>P*9tt  aad  bring  obedience  due. 
I^pnycr,  Rpeatnce,  and  obedience  due, 
•**gh  Iwt  CBdcavoQr*d  with  sinoere  intent, 
^  car  4aU  not  be  slow,  mine  eye  not  shut. 
Afld  I  win  plHi  trilUn  tfKm  oa  a  guide. 


My  umpire.  Conscience ;  whom  if  they  will  hear. 

Light  after  liglit,  well  us*d  they  shall  attain, 

And  to  the  end,  persisting,  safe  arrive. 

Tliis  my  long  sufiVrance,  and  my  day  of  grac^ 

They  who  neglect  and  scorn,  shall  never  taste  ; 

But  hard  be  harden'd,  blind  be  blinded  more, 

That  they  may  stumble  on,  and  deeper  fall ; 

And  none  but  sudi  from  mercy  I  exclude. 

But  yet  all  is  not  done ;  Man  disobeying 

Disloyal,  breaks  liis  fealty,  and  sins 

Against  tlie  high  supremacy  of  Heaven, 

Affecting  god-head,  and,  so  losing  all. 

To  expiate  his  treason  hath  nought  left. 

But  to  destruction  sacred  and  devote. 

He,  with  his  whole  posterity,  must  die. 

Die  he  or  justice  must ;  unless  for  him 

Some  other  able,  and  as  willing,  pay 

The  rigid  satisfaction,  death  for  death. 

Say,   heavenly  powers,   where  shall  we  find  audi 

love? 
Whidi  of  ye  will  be  mortal,  to  redeem 
Man*s  mortal  crime,  and  just  the  unjust  to  save  ? 
Dwells  in  all  Heaven  diarity  so  dear?'* 

He  ask*d,  but  all  the  heavenly  quire  stood  mute^ 
And  silence  was  in  Heaven :  on  man*s  behalf 
Patron  or  intercessor  none  appear*d, 
Much  less  that  durst  upon  his  own  head  draw 
The  deadly  forfeiture,  and  ransom  set. 
And  now  without  redemption  all  mankind 
Must  have  been  lost,  adjudg'd  to  Death  and  Hell 
By  doom  severe,  had  not  the  Son  of  God, 
In  whom  the  fulness  dwells  of  love  divine. 
His  dearest  mediation  tlius  renew*d. 

*'  Father,  thy  word  is  past,  Alan  shall  find  grace ; 
And  shall  grace  not  find  means,  tliat  finds  her  way 
Hie  speediest  of  thy  winged  messengers, 
To  visit  all  thy  creatures,  and  to  all 
Comes  unprevented,  unimplor*d,  unsought? 
Happy  for  Man,  so  coming ;  he  her  aid 
Can  never  seek,  once  dead  in  sins,  and  lost ; 
Atonement  for  himself,  or  offering  meet. 
Indebted  and  undone,  hath  none  to  bring : 
Behold  me  then  ;  me  for  him,  life  for  life 
I  offer  ;  on  me  let  tliine  anger  fall ; 
Account  me  Man  ;  I  for  his  sake  will  leave 
Thy  bosom,  and  this  glory  next  to  thee 
Freely  put  off,  and  for  him  lastly  die 
Well  pleas*d  ;  on  me  let  Death  wreak  all  his  rage ; 
Under  his  gloomy  power  I  shall  not  long 
Lie  vanquish'd ;  thou  hast  given  me  to  posscsp 
Life  in  myself  for  ever ;  by  thee  I  live. 
Though  now  to  Death  I  yield,  and  am  his  due  . 
All  that  of  mc  can  die :  yet,  that  debt  paid, 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  in  the  loathsome  grave 
His  prey,  nor  suffer  my  unspotted  soul 
For  ever  with  corruption  there  to  dwell ; 
But  I  shall  rise  victorious,  and  subdue 
My  vanquisher,  spoil'd  of  his  vaunted  spoil ; 
Death  bis  death's  wound  shall  then  receive,  and 

stoop 
Inglorious,  of  his  mortal  sting  disann*d. 
I  through  the  ample  air  in  triumph  high 
Shall  lead  Hell  captive,  maugre  Hell,  and  show 
Hie  powers  of  darkness  bound.      Hiou,  at  the 

right 
Fleas'd,  out  of  Heaven  shalt  look  down  and  smU^ 
While,  by  thee  rsis'd,  I  ruin  all  my  foes, 
Death  hut,  and  with  his  carcass  glut  the  grave : 
Then,  vrith  the  multitude  of  my  redeem'd. 
Shall  enter  Heaven,  long  absent,  and  ictuniy 
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Father,  to  tee  thy  face,  wherein  no  doud 
Of  anger  shall  remain,  but  peace  assur'd 
And  reconcilement ;  wrath  shall  be  no  more 
Thenceforth,  but  in  thy  presence  joy  entire.'* 

His  words  here  ended,  but  his  meek  aspect 
Silent  yet  spake,  and  breath'd  immortal  lore 
To  mortal  men,  above  whidi  only  shone 
Filial  obedience :  as  a  sacrifice 
Glad  to  be  offer'd,  he  attends  the  will 
Of  his  great  Father.     Admiration  seii'd 
All  Heaven,  what  thb  might  mean,  and  whither 

tend. 
Wondering ;  but  soon  the  Almighty  thus  replied. 

"  O  thou  in  Heaven  and  Earth  ^  only  peace 
Found  out  for  mankind  under  wrath  !  O  thou 
My  sole  complacence !  well  thou  know*8t  how  dear 
To  me  are  all  my  works,  nor  Man  the  least. 
Though  last  created ;  that  for  him  I  spare 
Thee  from  my  bosom  and  right  hand  to  save^ 
By  losing  thee  awhile,  the  whole  race  lost 
Thou,  therefore,  whom  thou  only  canst  redeem, 
Their  nature  also  to  thy  nature  join  ; 
And  be  thyself  man  among  men  on  Earth, 
Made  flesh,  when  time  shall  be,  of  virgin  seed. 
By  wonderous  birth :  be  thou  in  Adam's  room 
The  head  of  all  mankind,  though  Adam*t  son. 
As  in  him  perish  all  men,  so  in  thee. 
As  from  a  second  root,  shall  be  restor'd 
As  many  as  are  restor'd,  without  thee  none. 
His  crime  makes  guilty  all  his  sons ;  thy  merit,       ^ 
Imputed,  shall  absolve  them  who  renounce 
Hieir  own  both  righteous  and  unrighteous  deeds, 
And  live  in  thee  transplanted,  and  from  thee 
Receive  new  li^t.     So  man,  as  is  most  just. 
Shall  satisfy  for  num,  be  judg*d  and  die. 
And  dying  rise,  and  rising  with  him  raise 
His  brethren,  ransom'd  with  his  own  dear  life. 
So  heavenly  love  shall  outdo  hellish  hate. 
Giving  to  death,  and  dying  to  redeem, 
So  dearly  to  redeem  what  hellish  hate 
So  easily  destrc^'d,  and  still  destroys 
In  those  who,  when  they  may,  accept  not  grace. 
Nor  shalt  thou,  by  descending  to  assume 
Man's  nature,  lessen  or  degrade  thine  own. 
Because  thou  hast,  though  thron'd  in  highest  blisn 
Equal  to  God,  and  equally  enjoying 
God-like  fruition,  quitted  all,  to  save 
A  world  from  utter  loss,  and  hast  been  found 
By  merit  more  than  birthright  Son  of  God, 
Found  worthiest  to  be  so  by  being  good. 
Far  more  than  great  or  high ;  because  in  thee 
Love  hath  abounded  morv  than  glory  abounds, 
Therefore  thy  humiliation  shall  exalt 
With  thee  thy  nuuihood  also  to  this  throne ; 
Here  shalt  thou  sit  incarnate,  here  shalt  reign 
Both  God  and  Man,  Son  both  of  God  and  Man, 
Anointed  universal  King ;  all  power 
I  give  thee ;  reign  fur  ever,  and  assume 
Thy  merits ;  under  thee,  as  head  supreme, 
Hirones,  princedoms,  powers,  dominions,  I  reduce : 
All  knees  to  thee  shall  bow,  of  them  that  bide 
In  Heaven,  or  Earth,  or  under  Earth  in  Hell. 
When  thou,  attended  gloriously  from  Heaven, 
Shalt  in  the  sky  appear,  and  from  thee  send 
The  summoning  arch-angels  to  proclaim 
Thy  dread  tribunal :  forthwith  from  all  winds 
The  living,  and  forthwith  the  cited  dead 
Of  all  past  ages,  to  the  general  doom 
Shall  hasten ;  such  a  pMl  shall  rouse  their  sleqp. 
Then,  all  thy  saints  aaembled,  thou  ihalt  judge 


Bad  men  and  angels ;  they,  amign'd,  ifaall  rink 
Beneath  diy  sentence ;  HeU,  her  numbers  foil, 
Tlienceforth  shall  be  for  ever  shut.     Meaovlole 
The  world  shall  bum,  and  from  her  aslies  spring 
New   Heaven  and  Earth,  wherein  the  just  sbU 

dwell. 
And  9£ter  all  their  tribulations  long. 
See  golden  days,  fruitful  of  golden  deeds 
With  joy  and  love  triumphing,  and  fair  tntdL 
Then  thou  thy  regal  sceptre  shalt  lay  by. 
For  regil  sceptre  then  no  more  shall  need, 
God  shall  be  all  in  all.     But,  all  ye  gods. 
Adore  him,  who  to  compass  all  this  dies , 
Adore  the  Son,  and  honour  him  as  me" 

No  sooner  had  the  Almighty  oeas'd,  but  sll 
The  multitude  of  angels,  with  a  shout 
Loud  as  from  numbm  without  number,  sweet 
As  from  blest  voices,  uttering  joy.  Heaven  rang 
Witli  jubilee,  and  loud  Hosannas  fill'd 
The  eternal  regions :  lowly  reverent 
Towards  either  dirunc  they  Mow,  and  to  the  ground 
With  solemn  adoration  down  they  cast 
Their  crowns  inwove  with  amarant  and  gold ; 
Immortal  anaarant,  a  flower  which  once 
In  Paradise,  fast  by  the  tree  of  life. 
Began  to  bloom ;  but  soon  for  man's  oScnce 
To  Heaven  remov'd  where  first  it  grew,  dicre  grovs. 
And  flowers  alod  shading  the  fount  of  life. 
And  where  the  river  of   bliss  through   vadA  d 

Heaven 
Rolls  o'er  Elysian  flowos  her  amber  stream . 
With  these  that  never  fade  the  spirits  elect 
Bind  their  resplendent  locks  inwreath'd  with  beams; 
Now  in  loose  garlands  thick  thrown  oflT,  the  brighi 
Pavement,  that  like  a  sea  of  jasper  shone, 
Impurpled  with  celestial  roses  smil'd. 
Hicn,  crown'd  again,  their  golden  harps  they  tocki 
Harps  ever  tun'd,  that  glittering  by  their  side 
Like  quivers  hung,  and  with  preamble  sweet 
Of  cliarming  symp^ny  they  introduce 
Their  sacred  song,  and  waken  raptures  high ; 
No  voice  exempt,  no  voice  but  well  could  join 
Melodious  part,  such  concord  is  in  Heaven. 

Thee,  Father,  first  they  sung  Omnipotent, 
Immutable, .  Immortal,  Infinite, 
Eternal  King ;  thee  Author  of  all  being. 
Fountain  of  light,  tliyself  invisible 
Amidst  tlie  glorious  brightness  where  thou  sitst 
lliron'd  inaccessible,  but  when  thou  shad'st 
Tlie  full  blaxe  of  thy  beams,  and,  through  a  doud 
Drawn  round  about  thee  like  a  radiant  shrine, 
Dark  with  excessive  bright  thy  skirts  appear. 
Yet  dazzle  Heaven^  that  brightest  seraphim 
Approach  not,  but  with  both  wings  veil  their  eye^ 
Thee  next  they  sang  of  all  creation  first. 
Begotten  Son,  Divine  Smilitude, 
In  whose  conspicuous  countenance,  without  clw^ 
Made  visible,  the  Almighty  Father  shines, 
Whom  else  no  creature  can  behold ;  on  thee 
Impress'd  the  effulgence  of  his  glory  abides, 
Transfus'd  on  thee  his  ample  Spirit  rests. 
He  Heaven  of  Heavens  and  all  the  powos  tliereifl 
By  thee  created ;  and  by  thee  threw  down 
The  aspiring  dominations :  thou  that  day 
Thy  Father's  dreadful  thunder  didst  not  spare, 
Nor  stop  thy  flaming  chariot-wheels,  that  shook 
Heaven's  everlasting  frame,  while  o'er  the  necks 
Thou  drov'st  of  warring  angek  disarray'd. 
Back  fWrni  pursuit  thy  powers  with  loud  acclaim 
Tliee  only  extoU'd,  Sod  of  thy  Father's  migbt. 
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To  aeorte  Btne  ^rcngoaoe  on  bis 
Noc  lo  OB  Man  :  him,  through  their  malice  fidl'n, 
Fidwr  of  mercy  and  grace,  thou  didst  not  doom 
So  ttictlj,  hut  much  more  to  pity  incline : 
No  sooner  did  thj  dear  and  only  Son 
Pttrtmv  thee  purpos*d  not  to  doom  frail  Man 
So  tfrictly,  but  much  more  to  pity  indiu'd. 
He  to  appease  thy  wrath,  and  end  the  strife 
Of  mercy  and  justice  in  thy  face  discem'd, 
Rcgsdkss  of  the  bliso  wherein  he  sat 
Second  Co  thee»  ofier*d  himself  to  die 
Foe  lUa*s  oflence.     O  unexampled  love, 
Love  no  where  to  be  found  less  than  Divine  ! 
Hail,  Son  of  God,  Saviour  of  Men !  Thy  name 
^all  be  the  copious  matter  of  my  song 
Heaeefivth,  aaid  never  shall  my  harp  Sij  praise 
Forget,  nor  from  thy  Father*8  praise  disjoin. 

Tbiis  they  in  Heaven,  above  the  starry  sphere, 
Tbev  bappy  hours  in  joy  and  hymning  spent. 
Meanwhile  upon  the  firm  opacous  gl(£e 
Of  dm  rouid  world,  whose  first  convex  divides 
Ihe  Imninous  inferior  offas,  enclos*d 
From  Chaos,  and  the  inroad  of  Darkness  old, 
Satan  alighted  walks :  a  globe  far  off 
h  «eem*d,  now  seems  a  boundless  continent 
I>3rk,  waste,  and  wild,  under  the  frovm  of  Night 
^itvicss  expos'd,  and  ever*threatening  stonns 
Of  Chaos  bhiaCering  round,  inclement  sky ; 
&*e  on  that  side  which  from  the  wall  of  Heaven, 
Though  distant  fiv,  some  small  reflection  gains 
Of  frhnunering  air,  less  vex*d  with  tempest  loud  t 
H«re  wslk*d  the  fiend  at  huge  in  spacious  field. 
Ai  when  n  vulture  <m  Imaus  bred, 
Whoie  taowf  ridge  ^  roving  Tartar  bounds, 
Dnlodglng  from  a  region  scarce  of  prey, ' 
^  '  gvge  the  flesh  of  lambs  or  yeanling  kids, 
Ud  tails  where  flocks  are  fed,  flies  toward  the 
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(H  Canfpes  or  Hydaspcs,  Indian  streams ; 

But  in  his  way  Ugfats  on  the  barren  plains 

<^  Soricsaa,  where  Chineses  drive 

\V':th  ofls  and  wind  their  cany  vraggona  light : 

&x  oa  this  wiui^  sea  of  land,  the  fiend 

V  ilk'd  up  mad  down  alone,  bent  on  his  prey ; 

Viooe,  lor  cither  creature  in  this  place, 

l^nag  or  lifricsa,  to  be  found  was  none, 

^«e  vet,  bat  saotv  hereaftci  from  the  Earth 

I9  bither  like  menal  vapours  flew 

(K  all  tfaings  transtory  and  vain,  when  sin 

^  eh  vanity  had  fill*d  the  works  of  men ; 

B<)*b  an  tliingB  vain,  and  all  who  in  vain  things 

Buh  their  f<md  hopes  of  glory  or  lasting  fame^ 

*^  hTfiness  in  this  or  the  other  life ; 

K.\  who  have  their  reward  on  Earth,  the  fruits 

or  paafbl  superstition  and  blind  seal, 

^fte  seeking  but  the  praise  of  men,  here  find 

Fit  ruiibuiiuBy  empty  as  their  deeds ; 

AC  the  BnsKcamplish'd  works  of  Nature's  hand. 

Amative,  Booatron^  or  unkindly  mix*d, 

lh«ah*d  on  Eartfa^  fleet  hither,  and  in  vam. 

Til  (oai  diawlittinn,  wander  here ; 

N<a  ia  the   ncigfahouring  Moon, 

fields  more  likely  habitants, 
■ints,  or  middle  spirits  hold 
*^wixt  the  angriieai  and  human  kind. 
^*Br  of  iI4aai*d  sooa  and  daughters  bom 
^na  from  ttia  aadent  worid  those  giants  came 
Z^  wany  a  vain  exploit,  thouf^  then  renown'dc 
"^  Widsis  neit  of  Babd  on  the  pbm 


as  some  hawt 


Of  Sennaar,  and  still  vrith  Tain  design 

New  Babels,  had  they  vriierewithal,  would  build : 

Others  came  single ;  he,  who  to  be  decm'd 

A  god,  lei^'d  fondly  into  Miaa.  flames, 

Gmpedocles ;  and  be,  who  to  enjoy 

Flato*s  Elysium,  leap*d  into  the  sea, 

Cleombrotus ;  and  many  more  too  long, 

Embryos  and  idiots,  eremites  and  friars 

Wlfite,  black,  and  gray,  with  all  their  trumpeiy. 

Here  pilgrims  roam,  that  stray*d  so  far  to  seek 

In  Golgotha  him  d€«d,  who  lives  in  Heaven ; 

And  they,  who  to  be  sure  of  Paradise, 

Dying,  put  on  the  weeds  of  Dominic, 

Or  in  Franciscan  think  to  pass  disguis'd ; 

Tbey  pass  the  planets  seven,  and  pass  the  fix'd. 

And  that  aystalline  sphere  whose  balance  weiglM 

The  trepidation  talk'd,  and  that  first  mov*d 

And  now  Saint  Peter  at  Heaven's  wicket  seems 

To  wait  them  with  his  keys,  and  now  at  foot ; 

Of  Heaven's  ascent  they  lift  their  feet,  when  lo 

A  violent  cross  vrind  from  either  coast 

Blows  them  transverse,  ten  thousand  leagues  awij 

Into  the  devious  air :  then  might  ye  see 

Cowls,  hoods,  and  hatuts,  vrith  their  wearen,  tost 

And  flutter'd  into  rags ;  then  reliques,  beadi^ 

Indulgences,  diqienses,  pardons,  bulls, 

The  sport  of  winds  :  all  these,  upwhirl'd  aloft. 

Fly  o'er  the  backside  of  the  world  far  off. 

Into  a  limbo  large  and  broad,  since  call'd 

The  Ftaradise  of  Fools,  to  few  unknown 

Long  after,  now  unpeopled  and  untrod. 

All  this  dark  globe  the  fiend  found  as  he  pasa'd. 

And  long  he  wander'd,  till  at  last  a  gleam 

Of  dawmng  light  tum'd  thither-ward  in  haste 

His  travell'd  steps :  far  distant  he  descries 

Ascending  by  degrees  magnificent 

Up  to  the  widl  of  Heaven  a  structure  hi^  ; 

At  top  whereof,  but  far  more  rich  i^pear'd 

The  work  as  of  a  kingly  palace-gate. 

With  frontispiece  of  mamond  and  gold 

Embellish'd ;  thick  with  sparkling  orient  gems 

The  portal  shone,  inimitable  on  fSuth 

By  model,  or  by  shading  pencil,  drawn. 

The  stairs  were  such  as  whereon  Jacob  saw 

Angels  ascending  and  descending,  bands 

Of  guardians  bright,  when  he  from  Esau  fled 

To  Psdan-Arsm,  in  the  field  of  Lux 

Dreaming  by  ni|^t  under  the  open  sky. 

And  waking  cried,  **  This  is  the  gate  of  Heaven.** 

Each  stair  mysteriously  was  meant,  nor  stood 

There  always,  but  drawn  up  to  Heaven  sometimea 

Viewless ;  and  underneath  a  bright  sea  flow'd 

Of  jasper,  or  of  liquid  pearl,  whereon 

Who  after  came  from  Earth,  sailing  arriv'd. 

Wafted  by  angels,  or  flew  o'er  the  lake 

Rapt  in  a  chariot  dravim  by  fieiy  steeds. 

Tlie  stairs  were  then  let  down,  whether  to  dare 

The  fiend  by  easy  ascent,  or  aggravate 

His  sad  exclusion  from  the  doors  of  bliss : 

Direct  against  which  open'd  frtmi  beneath. 

Just  o'er  the  blissftil  seat  of  Paradise^ 

A  passage  down  to  the  Earth,  a  passage  vride, 

Wider  by  far  than  that  of  afVer-times 

Over  mount  Ston,  and,  though  that  were  laige^ 

Over  the  IVomis'd  Land,  to  God  so  dear  ; 

By  which,  to  visit  oft  those  happy  tribes, 

On  high  behests  his  angels  to  and  fro 

Pass'd  frequent,  and  his  eye  with  choice  r^gaid 

From  Paneas,  the  fount  of  Jordan'^  flood. 

To  Beersaba»  where  the  Holy  I«nd 
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Boidenon  Egypt  and  the  Arabian  shore ; 

So  wide  the  opening  aeciu'd,  where  bounds  were  let 

To  darkness^  sudi  as  bound  the  ocean  wave. 

Satan  from  hence,  now  on  the  lower  stair, 

Tliat  scal'd  by  steps  of  gold  to  Heaven-gate, 

Looks  down  with  wonder  at  the  sudden  view 

Of  all  this  world  at  once.     As  when  a  scout, 

Huvugh  dark  and  desert  ways  with  peril  gone 

All  night,  at  last  by  break  of  cheerful  dawn 

Obtains  the  brow  of  some  hi^v-climbing  hill, 

Which  to  *us  eye  discovers  unaware 

Tbe  goodly  prospect  of  some  foreign  land 

First  seen,  or  some  renown'd  metropoUs 

With  glistering  ^ires  and  pinnacles  adom'd, 

Which  now  the  rising  Sun  gilds  with  \na  beims : 

Such  wonder  seb*d,  though  after  Heaven  seen. 

The  spirit  maUgn,  but  much  more  envy  seix*d. 

At  sight  of  all  this  world  beheld  so  fair. 

Round  he  surveys  (and  well  might,  where  he  stood 

So  high  above  the  circling  canopy 

Of  night's  extended  shade)  from  eastern  point 

Of  Libra  to  the  fleecy  star  that  bears 

Andromeda  far  off  Atlantic  seas 

Beyond  the  horizon ;  dien  from  pole  to  pole 

He  views  in  breadth,  and  without  longer  pause 

Down  right  into  the  world's  first  region  throws 

His  flight  precipitant,  and  winds  with  case 

Through  the  pure  marble  air  his  oblique  way 

Amongst  innumerable  stars,  that  shone 

Scars  distant,  but  nigh  hand  seem'd  other  worlds ; 

Or  other  worlds  they  seem'd,  or  happy  isles, 

Like  those  Hesperian  gardens  fam'd  of  old. 

Fortunate  fields,  and  groves,  and  flowery  vales, 

Thrice  happy  isles ;  but  who  dwelt  happy  there 

He  staid  not  to  inquire :  above  them  all 

The  golden  Sun,  in  splendour  likest  Heaven, 

Allur*d  his  eye ;  thither  his  course  he  bends 

Tlirough  the  calm  firmament,  (but  up  or  down, 

By  centre  or  eccentric,  hard  to  tell, 

Or  longitude,)  where  the  great  luminary 

Aloof  die  vulgar  constellations  thick. 

That  from  his  lordly  eye  keep  distance  due, 

Dispenses  light  from  far ;  they,  as  they  move 

Tlieir  starry  dance  in  numbers  that  compute 

Days,  months  and  years,  towards  his  all-cheering 

lamp 
Turn  swift  their  various  motions,  or  are  tum*d 
By  his  magnetic  beam,  that  gently  warms 
The  universe,  and  to  each  inward  part 
With  gentle  penetration,  though  unseen, 
Shoots  invisible  virtue  even  to  die  deep ; 
So  wondeiously  was  set  his  station  bright. 
There  lands  the  fiend,  a  spot  like  which  perhaps 
Astronomer  in  the  Sun*s  lucent  orb 
Through  his  glaz'd  optic  tube  yet  never  saw. 
The  place  he  found  beyond  expression  bright. 
Compared  with  aught  on  Earth,  mefid  or  stone ; 
Not  all  parts  like,  but  all  alike  inform'd 
With  radiant  light,  as  glowing  iron  with  fire; 
If  metal,  part  seem'd  gold,  part  silver  clear ; 
If  stone,  carbuncle  most  or  chrysolite. 
Ruby  or  topaa,  to  the  twelve  that  slione 
In  Aaron's  breast-plate,  and  a  stone  besides 
Imagin'd  rather  ofl  than  elsewhere  seen. 
That  stone,  or  like  to  that,  which  here  below 
Philosophers  in  vafai  so  long  have  sought. 

In  vain,  though  by  their  powerftil  art  they  bind 
VoUtile  Hermes,  and  call  up  unbound 
In  various  shapes  old  Proteus  from  the  sea, 
Drain'd  thnnigh  a  Hrobec  to  his  natiTC  focm« 


What  wonder  then  if  fidda  and  regions  here 
Breathe  forth  dizir  pure,  and  rivers  run 
Potable  gold,  when  witli  one  virtuous  toudi 
Tlie  arch-diymic  Sun,  so  fiv  from  us  remote^ 
Fhxluces,  with  terrestrial  humour  mix*d, 
Here  in  ^  daric  so  many  predous  dungs 
Of  colour  glorious,  and  effect  so  rare  ? 
Here  matter  new  to  gase  the  Devil  met 
Undaxzled ;  fiu*  and  vride  his  eye  commands ; 
For  sight  no  obstacle  found  here,  nor  shade. 
But  all  sun-shine,  as  when  his  beama  at  noon 
Culminate  from  the  equaftcur,  as  they  now 
Shot  upward  still  direct,  whence  no  way  round 
Shadow  from  body  opaque  can  fidl :  and  the  air, 
No  where  so  clear,  8haipen*d  his  visual  ray 
To  objects  distant  far,  whereby  he  scMm 
Saw  within  ken  a  glorious  angel  stand. 
The  same  whom  John  saw  also  in  the  Sun  : 
His  back  was  turn'd,  but  not  his  brightness  bid; 
Of  beaming  sunny  rays  a  golden  tiar 
Circled  his  head,  nor  less  liis  locks  behind 
Illustrious  on  his  shoulders,  fledge  with  wing^ 
Lay  waving  round  ;  on  some  great  charge  empk^'j 
He  seem'd,  or  fix'd  in  cogitation  deep. 
Glad  was  the  spirit  impure,  as  now  in  hope 
To  find  who  might  direct  his  wandering  flig^    - 
To  Paradise,  the  happy  seat  of  Man, 
His  journ^'s  end  and  our  beginning  woe. 
But  first  he  casts  to  change  his  proper  shape, 
Wliich  else  might  work  him  danger  or  delay : 
And  now  a  stripling  cherub  he  appears. 
Not  of  the  prime,  yet  such  as  in  lus  face 
Youth  smil'd  celestid,  and  to  every  limb 
Suitable  grace  diffus'd,  so  well  he  fcign'd : 
Under  a  coronet  his  flowing  hair 
In  curls  on  dther  cheek  play'd ;  wings  he  wore, 
Of  many  a  colour'd  plume,  sprinkled  with  gold; 
His  habit  fit  for  speed  sucdnct,  and  held 
Before  his  decent  steps  a  silver  wand. 
He  drew  not  nigh  unheard  ;  the  angel  bright. 
Ere  he  drew  nigh,  his  radiant  visage  turn'd. 
Admonish  d  by  his  ear,  and  straight  was  known 
The  arch-angel  Uriel,  one  of  the  seven 
Who  in  God's  presence,  nearest  to  his  throne^ 
Stand  ready  at  command,  and  are  his  eyes 
That  run  through  all  the  Heavens,  or  down  to  tbe 

Earth 
Bear  his  swif^  errands  over  moist  and  dry, 
O'er  sea  and  land  :  him  Satan  thus  accosts. 

"  Uriel,  for  thou  of  those  seven  qpirits  that  stand 
In  sight  of  God's  high  throne,  gloriously  bright. 
The  first  art  wont  his  great  authentic  will 
Interpreter  through  highest  Heaven  to  bring. 
Where  all  his  sons  thy  embassy  attend ; 
And  here  art  likeliest  by  supreme  decree 
Like  honour  to  obtain,  and  as  his  eye 
To  visit  ofl  this  new  creation  round ; 
Unspeakable  desire  to  see,  and  know 
All  these  his  wonderous  works,  but  chiefly  Man, 
His  chief  delight  and  favour,  him  for  whom 
All  these  his  works  so  wonderous  he  ordain'd. 
Hath  Inrought  me  horn  the  quires  of  chorubim 
Alone  thus  wandering.     Brightest  seraph,  tdl 
In  which  of  all  these  shining  orbs  hath  Man 
His  fixed  seat,  or  fixed  seat  hath  none. 
But  dl  these  shining  orbs  his  chdce  to  dwell; 
Hiat  I  may  find  him,  and  with  secret  gase 
Or  open  admiration  him  behold. 
On  whom  the  great  Creator  hath  bestow'd 
Worlds,  and  on  whom  bath  all  these  gnwes  pour'dj 
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Hut  both  in  Um  and  all  thing*,  as  is  meet, 
Hk  imhwnal  Maker  we  may  praise ; 
Vbo  JQfldy  haA  driven  out  Us  rebel  foes 
To  deepest  Hell,  and,  to  repair  that  loss^ 
Ctoied  this  new  happj  race  of  Men 
To wre  him  belter:  wise  are  all  his  ways.' 

So  spike  the  false  dissembler  unperceiT*d ; 
Far  nothcr  man  nor  angel  can  discern 
Hvpooisjr,  the  only  evil  that  walks 
linkldey  except  to  God  alone, 
Bt  hit  permissive  wHl,  through  Heaven  and  Earth: 
Aad  oA,  though  wisdom  wake,  suspicion  sleeps 
At  wisdom's  gate,  and  to  simplicity 
Rffigm  her  charge,  while  goodness  thinks  no  ill 
Wfam  no  ill  seems :  which  now  for  once  b^^*d 
Uriel,  though  regent  of  the  Sun,  and  held 
The  khsrpcstHsigfated  spirit  of  all  in  Heaven ; 
Viho  to  the  firaudulent  impostor  foul. 
In  bis  nprigfatncss,  answer  thus  rctum*d. 

**  Fair  a^^  tli^  desire,  which  tends  to  know 
The  works  H  God,  thereby,  to  glorify 
Tm  gTcit  Work-master,  leads  to  no  excess 
Vm  rescfaes  blame,  but  rather  merits  praise 
The  more  it  seems  excess,  tliat  led  thee  hither 
Ynxa  itj  empyreal  mansion  thus  alone. 
To  vitneas  with  thine  eyes  what  some  perhaps, 
Cxnientcd  with  report,  hear  only  in  Heaven : 
lor  vooderfttl  indeed  are  all  his  works. 
Pieaant  to  know,  and  worthiest  to  be  all 
Hid  ID  lememhranoc  always  with  delight ; 
Bet  whst  created  mii^  can  comprehend 
Tx3i  ounber,  or  the  wisdom  infinite 
Vat  brought  them  forth,  but  hid  their  causes  deep  ? 
I  lov  when  at  his  word  the  formless  mass, 
n~<k  vorld^s  materia]  mould,  came  to  a  heap : 
^  nfufiao  heard  his  voice,  and  wild  uproar 
V-od  rul'd,  stood  vast  infinitude  confin'd ; 
i  I  a  bis  second  bidding  Darkness  fled, 
I  .^i  ifauoe,  mod  order  from  disorder  spnmg : 
>*^x  to  their  several  <2uarters  hasted  then 
r^k  rumbrous  elements,  earth,  flood,  air,  fire ; 
^id  this  etherial  quintessence  of  Heaven 
yrw  upward,  spirited  with  various  forms, 
^  j:  roli'd  orbicular,  and  tum'd  to  stars 
^•^ ::^'Mr.tfvs  a&  thou  seest,  and  how  they  move ; 
■^t  bad  his  place  appointed,  each  his  course ; 
i'-^  nr<  ia  dzcuit  walls  this  universe. 
lA>ik  dowQvrmnl  on  that  globe,  whose  hither  side 
^  ^  hf^ht  from  hence,  though  but  reflected,  shines ; 
TW  puce  is  Earth,  the  seat  of  Man ;  that  light 
H  -k  dsT,  which  else,  as  the  other  hemisphere, 
^.:.twouhl  invade;  but  there  the  neighbouring 

Moon 
v>  oil  thst  opposite  fjir  star)  her  aid 
'  -<•?  ncerposes,  and  her  monthly  round 

ending,  sdU  renewing,  through  mid  Heaven, 
"  t:)  borrow'd  Ught  her  countenance  triform  . 
i-'^e  filK  sod  empties  to  enli^ten  th*  Earth, 
-''i  m  her  psie  dominion  checks  the  night 
^  •«  V°t.  to  which  I  point,  is  Paradise, 
\iin:\  abode ;  those  lofty  shades,  his  bower. 
'  ■*  *i7  Ihoa  canst  not  miss,  me  mine  requires." 
tlittt  tdd,  he  tum*d ;  and  Satan,  bowing  low, 
i«  to  vipttior  spirits  is  wont  in  Heaven, 
*  *«  hoooor  doe  and  reverence  none  neglects^ 

I     > '^  loft,  nd  toward  the  coaat  of  Earth  beneath, 
I'^n  fram  the  ecliplic  sped  with  hop*d  success, 

i   Trxmi  In  Aecp  flight  in  many  an  aery  wheel ; 
^  «>id,  tiU  OB  Ntphates*  top  he  tiglits. 


Boor  IV. 

Jfie  ArgumenU 

Satan,  now  in  proq>ectof  Eden,  and  nigh  the  place 
where  he  must  now  attempt  the  bold  enterprise 
which  he  undertook  alone  against  God  and  Man, 
falls  into  many  doubts  widi  himself,  and  many 
passions,  fear,  envy,  and  despair;  but  at  length 
confirms  himself  in  evil,  journeys  on  to  PaiB(£e^ 
whose  outward  prospect  and  situation  is  described ; 
overleaps  the  bounds ;  sits  in  the  shape  of  a  cor- 
morant on  the  tree  of  life,  as  highest  in  the  gar-   « 
den,  to  look  about  him.     The  garden  descriM ; 
Satan's  first  sight  of  Adam  and  Eve ;  his  wonder 
at  their  excellent  form  and  happy  state,  but  with 
resolution  to  work  their  fall ;  overhears  their  dis- 
course, thence  gathers  that  the  tree  of  knowledge 
was  forbidden  them  to  eat  of,  under  penalty  of 
death ;  and  thereon  intends  to  found  his  tempts* 
tion,  by  seducing  them  to  transgress :  then  leaves 
them  a  while  to  know  further  of  their  state  by 
some  other  means.    Meanwhile  Uriel  descending 
on  a  sunbeam  warns  Gabriel,  who  had  in  Gharg< 
the  gate  of  Fbradise,  that  some  evil  spirit  ha* 
escaped  the  deep,  and  passed  at  noon  by  h> 
sphere  in  the  shape  of  a  good  angel  down  f 
Paradise,  discovered  after  by  his  furious  gestiut 
in  the  mount.     Gabriel  promises  to  find  him  ere 
morning.     Night  coming  on,  Adam  and  Eve 
discourse  of  going  to  their  rest:   their  bower 
described;  their  evening  worship.    Gabriel,  draw- 
ing forth  his  bands  of  night-watch  to  walk  the 
round  of  Paradise,  appoints  two  strong  angeb  to 
Adam*s  bower,  lest  the  evil  spirit  should  be  there 
doing  some  hann  to  Adam  or  Eve,  sleeping; 
there  they  find  him  at  the  ear  of  Eve  tempting  her 
in  a  dream,  and  bring  him,  though  unwilling,  to 
Gabriel ;  by  whom  questioned,  he  scornfully  an- 
swers; prepares  resistance;  but,  hindered  by  a 
sign  from  Heaven,  flies  out  of  Paradise. 

O  FOR  that  warning  voice,  which  he,  who  saw 
Th*  Apocalypse,  heard  cry  in  Heaven  aloud. 
Then  when  the  Dragon,  put  to  second  rout, 
Came  furious  down  to  be  rcveng'd  on  men, 
fhW  to  the  inhabUanta  on  Earth  /  tliat  now, 
\Vhile  time  was,  our  first  parents  had  been  wam'd 
Tlie  coining  of  their  secret  foe,  and  'scap*d. 
Haply  so  'scap'd  his  mortal  snare  :    for  now 
Satan,  now  first  inflam'd  with  rage,  came  down. 
The  tempter  ere  the  accuser  of  mankind. 
To  wreak  on  innocent  frail  roan  liis  loss 
Of  that  first  battle,  and  his  Hight  to  Hell : 
Yet,  not  rejoicing  in  his  speed,  though  bold 
Far  off  and  fearless,  nor  with  cause  to  boast. 
Begins  his  dire  attempt ;  which  nigh  the  birth 
Now  rolling  boils  in  liis  tumultuous  breast. 
And  like  a  devilish  engine  back  recoils 
Upon  himself;  horrour  and  doubt  distract 
His  troubled  dioughts,  and  from  the  bottom  stir 
The  Hell  within  him ;  for  within  him  Hell 
He  brings,  and  round  about  him,  nor  from  Hell 
One  step,  no  more  than  from  himself,  can  fly 
By  change  of  place :  now  conscience  wakes  despair, 
That  slumbered ;  wakes  tlie  bitter  memory 
Of  what  he  was,  what  is,  and  wliat  must  be 
Worse';  of  worse    deeds  worse    suflerings    must 

ensue. 
Sometimes  towards  Eden,  which  now  in  liis  view 
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Lay  pleasant,  his  grier'd  look  he  fixed  lad ; 
Someitiincs  towaru  HeaTen,  and  the  fiiU-hlating 

Sun, 
Which  now  aat  hi|^  in  his  mmHian  tower : 
Then,  much  rcTolTing,  thus  in  sighs  began. 

**  O  thou,  that,  with  surpassing  glory  crown*d, 
Look*st  finom  thy  sole  dominion  like  the  God 
Of  this  new  world ;  at  whose  sight  all  the  staim 
Hide  their  diminished  heads ;  to  thee  I  call. 
But  with  no  fiiendly  Toice,  and  add  tl^  name, 

0  Sun !  to  tell  thee  how  I  hate  thy  beams, 
Tliat  bring  to  my  remembrance  from  what  state 

1  fell,  how  glorious  once  above  thy  sphere ; 
Till  pride  and  worse  ambition  threw  me  down. 
Warring  in  Heaven  against  Heaven's  marrhless 

Kiag: 
Ah,  wherefoie !  he  deserr'd  no  such  return 
From,  me,  whom  he  created  what  I  was 
In  that  bright  eminence,  and  with  his  good 
Upbraided  none ;  nor  was  his  service  hard. 
AVhat  could  be  less  than  to  afford  him  praise, 
The  easiest  recompense,  and  pay  him  thanks. 
How  due !  yet  all  his  good  prov*d  ill  in  me. 
And  wrought  but  malice ;  lifted  up  so  high 
I  'sdein*d  subjection,  and  thought  one  step  lu^ier 
Would  set  me  highest,  and  in  a  moment  quit 
Tlie  debt  immense  of  endless  gratitude. 
So  burthensome  still  paying,  still  to  owe. 
Forgetful  what  from  him  I  still  receiv'd^ 
And  understood  not  that  a  grateful  mind 
By  owing  owes  not,  but  still  pays,  at  once  ' 
Indebted  and  discharg'd ;  what  burthen  then  ? 
O  had  his  powerful  destiny  ordain'd 
Me  some  inferior  angel,  I  had  stood 
Then  happy ;  no  unbounded  hope  had  rais'd 
Ambition.     Yet  why  not  ?  some  other  power 
As  great  might  have  aspir*d,  and  me,  though  mean. 
Drawn  to  his  part ;  but  other  powers  as  great 
Fell  not,  but  stand  unshaken,  from  within 
Or  from  without,  to  all  temptations  arm*d. 
Hadst  thou  the  same  free  will  and  power  to  stand  ? 
Thou  hadst :  whom  hast  thou  then  or  what  to  ac- 
cuse. 
But  Heaven's  free  love  dealt  equally  to  all  ? 
Be  then  his  love  accurs'd,  since  love  or  hate. 
To  me  alik^  it  deab  etenial  woe. 
Nay,  curs'd  be  thou ;  since  agunst  his  thy  vrill 
Chose  freely  what  it  now  so  justly  rues. 
Me  miserable !  which  way  shall  I  fly 
Infinite  wrath,  and  infinite  despair  ? 
Which  way  I  fly  is  Hell ;  myself  am  Hell ; 
And,  in  the  lowest  deep,  a  lower  deep 
Sdll  threatening  to  devour  me  opens  wide. 
To  which  the  Hell  I  suffer  seems  a  Heaven. 
O,  then,  at  last  relent :  is  there  no  place 
Left  for  repentance,  none  for  pardon  left? 
None  left  but  by  submission ;  and  that  word 
Disdain  forbids  me,  and  my  dread  of  shame 
Among  the  spirits  beneath,  whom  I  seduc*d 
With  other  promises  and  other  vaunts 
Than  to  submit^  boasting  I  could  subdue 
Hie  Omnipotent.     Ay  me !  they  little  know 
How  dearly  I  abide  that  boast  so  vain. 
Under  what  torments  inwardly  I  groan. 
While  they  adore  me  on  the  throne  of  Helk 
With  diadem  and  sceptre  high  advanc'd. 
The  lower  still  I  fall,  only  supreme 
In  misery :  such  joy  ambition  finds. 
But  say  I  could  repent,  and  could  obtain, 
By  act  of  grace,  my  former  state ;  how  toon 


Would  height  racal  hi^  thoughla,  how  aoon  unm 
What ftign'dsnbmiaBioo swore?  Eaae would reootf 
Vows  miKle  in  pain,  as  violent  and  void. 
For  never  can  true  reconcilement  grow. 
Where  wounds  of  deadly  hate  have  picrc'd  so  deep: 
Which  would  but  lead  me  to  a  worse  rdapse 
And  heavier  fiJl :  so  should  I  purdiaae  dear 
Short  intermission  bought  with  double  smart. 
Tins  knows  my  punisher ;  therefore  aa  £u 
From  granting  he,  as  I  from  begging  peace : 
All  hope  excluded  thus,  behold,  insteMl 
Of  us  outcast,  exil'd,  his  new  delight. 
Mankind  created,  and  for  him  this  world. 
So  farewell  hope,  and  vrith  hope  farewcU  fear 
Farewell  remorse :  all  good  to  me  is  lost ; 
Evil,  betfaou  my  good :  by  thee  at  least 
Divided  empire  with  Heaven's  King  I  hold. 
By  thee,  and  more  than  half  perimps  will  reign ;  ^ 
As  Man  ere  long,  and  this  new  world,  shall  know. 
Hius  while  he  spake,  each  passion  dimm'd  ha 
face 
Thrice  chang'd  with  pale,  ire,  en^y,  and  despair; 
Which  marr'd  his  borrow'd  visage,  and  betiay'd 
Him  counterfeit,  if  any  eye  beheld. 
For  heavenly  minds  frt>m  sudi  distempers  foul 
Are  ever  clear.     Whereof  he  soon  aware. 
Each  perturbation  smooth'd  with  outward  cabo. 
Artificer  of  fraud ;  and  was  the  first 
That  practis*d  falsehood  under  saintly  show. 
Deep  malice  to  conceal,  couch'd  with  revenge : 
Yet  not  enough  had  pracds'd  to  deceive 
Uriel  once  wam'd ;  whose  eye  pursued  him  down 
The  way  he  went,  and  on  the  Assyrian  mount 
Saw  him  disfigur'd,  more  than  could  befoU 
Spirit  of  happy  sort :  his  gestures  fierce 
He  mark'd  and  mad  demeanour,  then  alone, 
As  he  suppos'd,  all  unobserv'd,  unseen. 
So  on  he  fares,  and  to  the  border  oomes 
Of  Eden,  where  delicious  Paradise 
Now  nearer,  crowns  with  her  enclosure  green, 
As  with  a  rursl  mound,  the  chunpaign  head 
Of  a  steep  vrildemess,  whose  hairy  sides 
With  thidcet  overgrown,  grotesque  and  wild. 
Access  denied ;  and  over-head  up  grew 
Insuperable  hdgfat  of  loftiest  shaide. 
Cedar,  and  pine,  and  fir,  and  branching  pahn, 
A  sylvan  scene ;  and,  as  the  ranks  ascend 
Shade  above  shade,  a  woody  theatre 
Of  stateliest  view.     Yet  higher  than  their  tops 
The  verdurous  wall  of  Paraiiiae  up  sprung : 
Which  to  our  general  sire  gave  prospect  large 
Into  his  nether  empire  neighbouring  round* 
And  higher  than  that  wall  a  circling  row 
Of  goodliest  trees,  loaden  with  fairest  fruit. 
Blossoms  and  fruits  at  once  of  golden  hue, 
Appear'd,  with  gay  enamell'd  colours  mix'd : 
On  which  the  Sun  more  glad  impressed  his  beam* 
Than  in  fair  evening  cloud,  or  humid  bow. 
When   God  hath  showered  the  earth ;  so  I0H 

seem'd 
That  landscape :  and  of  pure,  now  purer  air 
Meets  his  approach,  and  to  the  heart  inspires 
Vernal  delight  and  joy,  able  to  drive 
All  sadness  but  despair :  now  gentle  gales, 
Fanning  their  odoriferous  wings,  dispense 
Native  perfumes,  and  whisper  iniiience  they  sbd^ 
Those  balmy  spoils.     As  when  to  them  who  sail 
Beyond  the  Cape  of  Hope,  and  now  are  past 
Mosambic,  off  at  sea  north-east  winds  blow 
Sabean  odours  fhim  the  spicy  shore 
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or  AnbydwUcft;  Willi  cuchdday  [league 

WeO  pIcBs'd  ibtj  ilack  their  ocnine,  and  many  a 
Cfaecr'd  with  tbe  grateful  smell  old  Ocean  smiles : 
So  eotertBin'd  those  odorous  sweets  tbe  fiend, 
^^euDs  their  bane:  though  with  them  better 

pless'd 
Has  Anaodeus  with  the  fishy  fiime 
Tbat  diofe  him,  though  enamour  d,  from  the  spouse 
Of  ToUt*f  ton,  and  with  a  yengeance  sent 
Pros  Mfdia  post  to  Egypt,  there  fast  bound. 

Sow  to  the  ascent  of  that  steep  aavage  hill 
&M1  bsd  jooTB^'d  on,  pensive  and  uow ; 
&i  further  way  found  none,  so  thick  entwin'd,  * 
As  one  oontinned  brake,  the  undergrowth 
Of  shnibs  and  tangling  bushes  had  perplex*d 
AJ]  pith  of  nan  or  beast  that  pass'd  that  way. 
Osegste  there  only  was,  and  that  look'd  east 
On  ifae  other  side :  which  when  the  arcb-felon  saw, 
Dm  catnoce  he  disdain*d ;  and,  in  contempt. 
At  one  slight  boand  high  over-leap*d  all  bound 
Of  hiU  or  highest  wall,  and  sheer  within 
ligfate  on  his  ftet.     As  when  a  prowUng  wolf, 
^^hem  hunger  driTea  to  seek  new  haunt  for  prey, 
Vatcfaing  where  shepherds  pen  their  flocks  at  eve      ' 
la  Imniled  coles  amid  the  field  secure, 
U^a  o'er  the  fence  with  ease  into  the  fold : 
Or  as  a  tfaic^  bent  to  unhoard  tbe  cash 
Of  lome  rich  bui]^ier,  whose  substantial  doori, 
Cnw^Mnr'd  and  bolted  fiut,  fear  no  assault, 
la  St  the  window  climbs,  or  o*er  the  tiles : 
So  domb  this  fint  grsnd  thief  into  God's  fold ; 
So  wue  into  his  diurdi  lewd  hirelings  climb. 
Tbtnce  up  be  flew,  and  on  the  tree  of  life, 
"n*  middle  tree  and  highest  there  that  grew, 
&ilike  a  cormorant ;  yet  not  true  life 
IWby  r^gsin'd,  but  sat  devising  death 
To  them  who  liv'd ;  nor  on  the  virtue  thought 
Of  thst  life^-giving  plant,  but  only  us'd 
F«  pro^wct,  what  well  us'd  had  been  the  pledge 
Of  unnortslity.     So  little  knows 
'^.  bat  God  alone,  to  value  ri^it 
Ti»  good  before  him,  but  perverts  best  things 
Tf  «ont  abuse,  or  to  their  meanest  use. 
Btneitfa  him  with  new  wonder  now  he  views. 
To  all  ddi^  of  human  sense  expos'd, 
U  nanow  raom.  Nature's  whole  wealth,  yea  mor^ 
^  Hestca  on  Earth  :  for  blissful  Paradise 
t^fGodtfaegsnlenwas,  by  him  in  the  east 
*^  E<in  plainted :  Eden  stretch'd  her  line 
^rvQ  Aoian  esatward  to  the  royal  towers 
'^  pett  Seleucia,  built  by  Grecian  kings, 
|V  vhoe  the  sons  of  Eden  long  before 
l>nft  IB  Tdasssr :  in  this  pleasant  soil 
lU  lu  xBon  plcassnt  garden  God  ordain'd ; 
<H.i  of  the  fertile  ground  he  caus'd  to  grow 
^  •'  tivo  of  Boblcst  kind  for  sight,  smeu,  taste ; 
\M  all  amid  them  stood  tbe  tree  of  life, 
l^iEb  amaeot,  Uoomxng  ambrosial  fruit 
^^««SMsbiegDld;  and  next  to  life^ 
Oordcsth,  the  tree  of  knowledge,  grew  fast  by, 
'^^^Wdf^  of  good,  bought  dar  by  knowing  ilL 
^'-ithwvd  tfaraogh  Eden  went  a  river  large, 
N«v  dang'd  his  coune,  but  through  the  shaggy  hill 
nua'dnadernesth  ingulfd;  for  God  had  thrown 
Tm  mnwinin  as  his  garden-mould  high  rais'd 
I  iJ^J^  **P>d  current,  which  through  veins 
'  with  kbidly  thirst  up^drawn, 


«K 


B^  a  frail  fcoalain,  and  vrith  many  a  rill 

••"^d  the  gvden;  thence  united  fell 

I'v^a  As  rttcp  gladi,  and  met  the  nether  flood, 


V^hich  from  Us  daiksome  peaiaga  now  9ppear% 
And  now,  divided  into  four  main  streams. 
Runs  diverge,  wandering  many  a  famous  realm 
And  country,  whereof  here  needs  no  account ; 
But  rather  to  tell  how,  if  Art  could  tell, 
How  fitim  that  sapphire  foimt  the  crisped  brooks, 
Rolling  on  orient  pearl  and  sands  of  gold, 
With  masy  enrour  under  pendent  shades 
Ran  nectar,  visiting  each  plant,  and  fed 
Flowers  worthy  of  Paradise,  which  not  nice  Art 
In  beds  and  curious  knots,  but  Nature  boon 
Pour'd  fiirtb  profuse  on  hill,  and  dale,  and  plain. 
Both  where  the  morning  Sun  first  warmly  smote 
Hie  open  field,  and  whoe  the  unpierc'd  shade 
Imbrown'd  the  noontide  bowers:  thus  was  this 

place 
A  happy  rural  seat  of  various  view ;  '  [balm. 

Groves  whose  rich  trees  wept  odorous  gums  and 
Others  whose  fiiiit  bumish'd  with  golden  rind. 
Hung  amiable,  Hesperian  fables  true. 
If  true,  here  only,  and  d  delicious  taste : 
Betwixt  them  lawns,  or  level  downs,  and  flocks 
Grazing  the  tender  heib,  were  interpos'd. 
Or  palmy  hillock ;  or  the  flowery  \zp 
Of  some  irriguous  valley  spread  her  store. 
Flowers  of  idl  hue,  and  without  thorn  the  rose : 
Another  side,  umbrageous  grots  and  caves 
Of  cool  recess,  o'er  which  the  mantling  vfaie 
Lays  forth  her  purple  grape,  and  gently  creeps 
Luxuriant ;  meanwhile  murmuring  waters  fall 
Down  the  slope  hills,  dispers'd,  or  in  a  lak^ 
That  to  the  fringed  bank  with  myrtle  crown'd 
Her  crystal  mirrour  holds,  unite  their  8tream& 
The  birds  their  quire  apply ;  airs,  vernal  airs, 
Breathing  the  smell  of  field  and  grove,  attune 
Hie  trembling  leaves,  while  universal  Pan, 
Knit  with  the  Graces  and  the  Hours  in  dance» 
Led  on  the  eternal  Spring.     Not  that  fair  field 
Of  Enna,  wb£re  IVoserpine  gathering  flowers, 
Herself  a  fairer  flower,  by  gloomy  Dis 
Was  gather'd,  wliich  cost  OereB  all  that  pun 
To  seek  her  through  the  world ;  nor  that  sweet  grove 
Of  Daphne  by  Orontes,  and  the  inspir'd 
Castalian  spring,  might  with  this  Psrsdise 
Of  Eden  strive ;  nor  that  Nyseian  isle 
Girt  with  the  river  Triton,  where  old  Cham, 
Wliom  Gentiles  Ammon  call  and  Lybian  Jove, 
Hid  Amalthea,  and  her  florid  son 
Young  Bacchus,  from  his  stepdame  Rhea's  eye ; 
Nor  where  Abassin  kings  thcdr  issue  guard. 
Mount  Amara,  though  this  by  some  suppos'd 
True  Paradise  under  the  Ethii^  line 
By  Nilus'  bead,  enclos'd  with  diining  rock, 
A  whole  day's  journey  high,  but  wide  remote 
From  this  Assyrian  mden,  where  the  fiend 
Saw,  undelighted,  au  deUght,  all  kind 
Of  living  creatures,  new  to  sight,  and  strange* 
Two  of  (ax  nobler  shape,  erect  and  tall. 
Godlike  erect,  with  native  honour  clad 
In  naked  majesty,  secm'd  lords  of  all : 
And  worthy  seem'd ;  for  in  their  looks  divine 
Tlie  image  of  their  glorious  Maker  shone, 
TVuth,  wisdom,  sancdtude  severe  and  purc^ 
(Severn  but  in  true  filial  freedom  plac'd,) 
Whence  true  authority  in  men ;  though  both 
Not  equal,  as  their  sex  not  equal  seem'd ; 
For  contemplation  he  and  valour  form'd ; 
For  softness  she  and  sweet  attractive  grace ; 
He  for  God  only,  she  for  God  in  him : 
His  fair  large  frt>nt  and  eye  sublime  dedar'd 
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Absolute  rule;  and  hyadntliine  locks 
Round  from  Us  parted  forelock  manly  hung 
Clustering,  but  not  beneath  his  shoulders  brood ; 
She,  as  a  veil,  down  to  the  slender  waist 
Her  unadorned  golden  tresses  wore 
Disheveird,  but  in  wanton  ringlets  wav*d, 
As  the  vine  curls  her  tendrils,  which  implied 
Subjection,  but  requir'd  with  gentle  sway, 
And  by  her  yielded,  by  him  best  receiv'd. 
Yielded  with  coy  submission,  modest  pride, 
And  sweet,  reluctant,  amorous  delay. 
Nor  those  mysterious  parts  were  then  conceal*d ; 
Then  was  not  guilty  shame :  dishonest  sh|ane 
Of  Nature's  works,  honour  dishonourable. 
Sin-bred,  how  hare  ye  troubled  all  mankind 
With  shows  instead,  mere  shows  of  seeming  pure, 
And  banish*d  from  man's  life  his  happiest  life, 
Simplicity  and  spotless  innocence ! 
So  pass'd  they  naked  on,  nor  shunn'd  the  sight 
Of  God  or  angel ;  for  they  thought  no  ill : 
So  hand  in  hand  tiiey  pass'd,  the  loveliest  pair. 
That  erer  ance  in  love's  embraces  met : 
Adam  the  goodliest  man  of  men  since  bom 
His  sons,  the  fairest  of  her  daughters  Eve. 
Under  a  tufl  of  shade  that  on  a  green 
Stood  whispering  soft,  by  a  fresh  fountain  side 
They  sat  them  down :  and,  after  no  more  toil 
Of  Uieir  sweet  gardening  labour  than  sufiic'd 
To  recommend  cool  2^hyr,  and  made  ease 
More  easy,  wholesome  thirst  and  appetite 
More  gra^ul,  to  their  supper-fruits  they  fell, 
Nectarine  fruits  which  the  compliant  boughs 
Yielded  tliem,  side-lopg  as  they  sat  recline 
On  the  soft  downy  bank  damask'd  with  flowers : 
The  savoury  pulp  they  chew,  and  in  the  rind, 
Still  as  they  thirsted,  scoop  the  brimming  stream; 
Nor  gentle  purpose,  nor  endearing  smiles 
Wanted,  nor  youthful  dalliance,  as  beseems 
Fair  couple,  Unk'd  in  happy  nuptial  league. 
Alone  as  they.     About  tiiem  frisking  play'd 
All  beasts  of  the  Earth,  since  wild,  and  of  all  chase 
In  wood  or  wilderness,  forest  or  den ; 
Sporting  the  lion  ramp'd,  and  in  his  paw 
Dandled  the  kid ;  bears,  tigers,  ounces,  pards, 
Gamboird  before  them ;  the  unwieldy  elephant. 
To  make  them  mirth,   us'd  all  his  might,    and 

wreath'd 
His  lithe  proboscis ;  close  the  serpent  sly. 
Insinuating,  wove  with  Gordian  twine 
His  braided  train,  and  of  his  fatal  guile 
Gave  proof  unheeded ;  others  on  the  grass 
Couch 'd,  and  now  fiU'd  with  pasture  gazing  sat. 
Or  bedward  ruminating ;  for  the  Sun, 
Declin'd,  was  hastening  now  with  prone  career 
To  the  ocean  isles,  and  in  the  &«icending  scale 
Of  Heaven  the  stars  that  usher  evening  rose : 
When*  Satan  still  in  gaze,  as  first  he  stood, 
Scarce  thus  at  length  fail'd  speech  recover'd  sad. 

**  O  Hell !  what  do  mine  eyes  with  grief  beliold ! 
Into  our  room  of  bliss  thus  high  advanc'd 
Creature  of  other  mould.  Earth-born  perhaps. 
Not  spirits,  yet  to  heavenly  spirits  bright 
Little  inferior ;  whom  my  thoughts  pursue 
With  wonder,  and  could  love,  so  lively  sliines 
In  them  divine  resemblance,  and  such  grace 
The  hand  that  form'd  them  on  their  shape  hath 

pour'd. 
Ah !  gentle  pair,  ye  little  think  how  m'gh 
Your  change  approaches,  when  all  these  delights 
Will  vamsh,  aod  deliver  ye  to  Woe ; 


More  woe,  the  more  your- faale  is  now  of  joy; 
Happy,  but  for  so  happy  ill  secur'd 
Long  to  continue,  and  this  hig^  seat  your  Hearca 
III  fenced  for  Heaven  to  keep  out  such  a  foe 
As  now  is  enter'd  ;  yet  no  purpos'd  foe 
To  you,  whom  I  could  pity  thus  forlorn 
Tliough  I  unpitied :  league  with  you  I  seek. 
And  mutual  amity,  so  strait,  so  dose, 
Tliat  I  with  you  must  dwell,  or  you  widi  me 
Henceforth ;  my  dwelling  hafHj  may  not  plesK^ 
Like  this  fair  Fuadise,  your  sense :  yet  sudi 
Accept  your  Maker's  work ;  be  gave  it  me. 
Which  I  as  freely  give :   Hell  shall  unfold. 
To  entertain  you  two,  her  widest  gates, 
And  send  forth  all  her  kings ;  there  wfll  be  naa, 
Not  like  these  narrow  limits,  to  receive 
Your  numerous  ofii^ring ;  if  no  better  place, 
Thank  him  who  puts  me  loth  to  this  revenge 
On  you,  who  wrong  me  not,  for  him  who  wnofL 
And  should  I  at  your  liarmless  innocence 
Melt,  as  I  do,  yet  public  reason  just. 
Honour  and  empire  with  revenge  enlarg'd. 
By  conquering  this  new  world,  compek  roe  nov 
To  do  what  else,  though  damn'd,  I  should  shhor." 

So  spake  the  fiend,  and  with  necessity, 
Tlie  tyrant's  pica,  excus'd  his  devilish  deeds. 
Then  from  his  lofty  stand  on  tlat  high  tree 
Down  be  alights  among  the  sportful  herd 
Of  those  four-footed  kinds,  himself  now  one. 
Now  other,  as  their  shape  serv'd  best  his  end 
Nearer  to  view  his  prey,  and,  une^ied, 
To  mark  what  of  their  state  he  more  might  lorn, 
By  word  or  action  mark'd :  about  them  round 
A  lion  now  he  stalks  with  fiery  glare; 
Tlien  as  a  tiger,  who  by  chance  hath  spied 
In  some  purlieu  two  gentle  fawns  at  play. 
Straight  couches  close,  then  rising,  chsngcs  oft 
His  couc|[iant  watch,  as  one  who  chose  lus  ground, 
Whence  rushing  he  might  surest  seize  them  both, 
Grip'd  in  each  paw  :  when  Adam   first  of  men 
To  first  of  women   Eve  thus  moving  speech, 
Tum'd  him  all  ear  to  hear  new  utterance  flor. 

"  Sole  partner,  and  sole  part,  of  all  these  jo}-s, 
Dearer  thyself  than  all ;  needs  must  the  Power 
Tliat  made  us,  and  for  us  this  ample  world. 
Be  infinitely  good,  and  of  his  good 
As  liberal  and  free  as  infinite  ; 
Tliat  rais'd  us  from  the  dust,  and  plac'd  us  here 
In  all  this  happiness,  who  at  his  hand 
Have  nothing  merited,  nor  can  perform 
Aught  whereof  he  hath  need ;  he  who  requires 
I^Vom  us  no  other  service  than  to  keep 
This  one,  this  easy  charge,  of  all  the  trees 
In  Paradise  that  bear  delicious  fruit 
So  various,  not  to  taste  that  only  tree 
Of  knowledge,  planted  by  the  tree  of  life ; 
So  near  grows  death  to  life,  wliate'er  death  is 
Some    dreadful  thing  no  doubt;    for    well  thoo 

know'st 
God  hath  pronounc'd  it  death  to  taste  that  tree, 
TTie  only  sign  of  our  obedience  left. 
Among  so  many  signs  of  power  and  rule 
Conferr'd  upon  us,  and  dominion  given 
Over  all  other  creatures  that  possess 
Earth,  air,  and  sea.     TTien  let  us  not  think  faiid 
One  easy  prohibition,  who  enjoy 
Free  leave  so  Urge  to  all  things  else,  and  choice 
Unlimited  of  manifold  delights : 
But  let  us  ever  praise  him  and  extol 
His  bounty,  following  our  delightfiil  tuk« 
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Tp  pnine  thai  gromiag  plants,  and  tend  tbew 


WhiA  were  it  toilsome,  yet  with  thee  were  sweet." 
To  whom  thus  Eve  replied.    «  O  thou  for  whom 
Aad  from  whom  I  was  fonn*d,  flesh  of  thy  flesh, 
Aad  without  whom  am  to  no  end,  my  guide 
Asd  kesd  f  what  thou  hast  said  is  just  and  rights 
Fer  we  to  Him  indeed  all  praises  owe, 
Asd  dnly  thanks ;  I  chiefly,  who  enjoy 
&>  ir  die  happier  lot,  enjoying  thee 
f^s^nuncnt  by  so  mudi  odda^  while  thou 
like  consort  to  thyself  canst  no  where  find. 
Ite  day  I  oA  remember,  when  from  sleep 
I  fnt  awak'd,  and  found  myself  repos'd 
Uadv  a  shade  on  flowers,  much  wonderihg  where 
Aad  whst  I  was,  whence  thither  brought,  and  how. 
Not  distant  fir  ftom  tiienoe  a  murmuring  sound 
Of  wtfcts  iasDcd  frian  a  care,  and  spread 
Ibid  s  Bqnid  plain,  then  stood  unmoVd 
F^  ss  the  expanse  of  Hearen ;  I  thither  went 
With  unexperienced  thought,  and  laid  me  down 
On  the  green  bank,  to  look^into  the  clear 
flmooifa  lake,  that  to  me  seem*d  another  sky. 
As  I  bent  down  to  look,  just  opposite 
A  ihape  widun  die  watery  glcom  appear*d, 
Bo&ig  to  look  on  me :   I  started  back. 
It  tfsited  back ;  but  pleas'd  I  soon  retum'd, 
nesi'd  it  retnm'd  as  soon  with  answering  looks 
Ofsjuipalhy  and  lore :  there  I  had  fix*d 
Hue  eyes  6X1  now,  and  pin*d  with  vain  desire. 
Bed  not  a  voice  thus  wam'd  me ;  <  What  thou 


Wlnt  ihse  thou  aecst,  fair  creature,  is  thyself; 

With  thee  it  came  and  goes :  but  follow  me, 

Aad  I  will  bring  thee  where  no  shadow  stays 

Tlqr  eoning,  and  thy  soft  embraces,  he 

Vlaae  image  thou  art ;  him  thou  shalt  enjoy 

laMpnhly  thine,  to  him  shalt  bear 

tf  sUtodrs  like  thyself,  and  thence  be  call'd 

Hrtber  of  human  race.'     What  could  I  do^ 

Bat  faOow  stnigfat,  invisibly  thus  led? 

T^  I  espied  thee,  fiir  indeed  and  taU, 

Undff  s  platane ;  yet  methoiight  less  fair, 

Las  winning  soft,  lesa  amiably  mild, 

Thn  tliBt  anootfa  watery  image :  back  I  tum'd ; 

Tb«i  fallowing  ciy'dst  aloud,  *  Return,  Mr.  Ere, 

^>hoa  iy'st  thou  ?  whom  thou  fly*st,  of  him  thou 

art. 
Hii  loh,  hb  bone ;  to  gire  thee  being  I  lent 
Out  of  my  «de  to  thee,  nearest  my  heart, 
JsrfiiiHJal  Ule,  to  have  thee  by  my  aide 
Hcacslosth  an  iniiividual  solace  dear ; 
^  of  my  soul  I  teA  thee,  and  thee  claim 
My  other  half:'     With  that  thy  gentle  hand 
Sm'd  nunc :  I  yielded ;  and  from  that  time  see 
Host  besnly  is  excell'd  by  manly  grace, 
Aad  wisdom,  which  alone  b  truly  fair." 

So  ipske  our  general  mother,  and  with  eyes 
Of  caajngsl  attnction  unreprov'd, 
^"^  aan  mirendei,  half.embracing  lean'd 
^  «v  ftnt  fitfaer ;  Indf  her  swelling  breast 
^^^'ktd  net  his,  under  the  flowing  gold 
Of  bvhMae  treses  hid:  he  in  del^t 
B«h  of  her  beauty,  and  snbmissiTe  charms, 
^lil'd  with  superior  lore,  as  Jupiter 
On  Juno  nailci,  when  he  iujpiegns  the  douda 
1^  Aad  Mayflowers ;  and  press'd  her  matron  lip 
With  kisses  pore:  Mfaie  die  Deril  tum'd 
Forcufy  *  yet  wifli  jealous  leer  malign 
Cj'd  thn  aAaacc,  and  to  himself  dms 'plain'd. 


"  Sight  hateftil,  4ght  tormenting ;  thus  these 
two^ 
Imparadis'd  in  one  another's  arms. 
The  happier  Eden,  shall  enjoy  their  fill 
Of  bliss  on  bliss;  while  I  to  Hell  am  thrust. 
Where  neither  joy  nor  love,  but  fierce  desire. 
Among  our  other  torments  not  the  least. 
Still  unfulfiird,  with  pain  of  longing  pines. 
Yet  let  me  not  forget  what  I  have  gain'd 
From  their  own  mouths :  all  is  not  theirs,  it  seems ; 
One.  fatal  tree  there  stands,  of  knowledge  call'd. 
Forbidden  them  to  taste  :   Knowledge  forbidden  ? 
Suspicious,  reasonless.     Why  should  their  Lord 
Envy  them  that?  Can  it  be  sin  to  know  ? 
Can  it  be  death  ?  And  do  they  only  stand 
By  ignorance  ?  Is  that  their  happy  state, 
llie  proof  of  their  obedience  and  their  fidth  ? 
O  fair  foundation  laid  whereon  to  build 
Their  ruin  !  Hence  I  will  excite  dieir  minds 
With  more  desire  to  know,  and  to  rqect 
Envious  commands,  invented  with  design 
To  keep  them  low,  whom  knowledge  might  exalt 
Equal  with  gods :  aspiring  to  be  such. 
They  taste  and  die :  what  likelier  can  ensue  ? 
But  first  with  narrow  search  I  must  walk  round 
Hiis  garden,  and  no  comer  leave  unspied ; 
A  chance  but  chance  may  lead  where  I  may  meet 
Some  wandering  spirit  of  Heaven  by  fountain  side, 
Or  in  thick  shade  retir'd,  firom  him  to  draw 
What  further  would  be  leam'd.  Live  while  ye  may. 
Yet  happy  pair ;  enjoy,  till  I  retum. 
Short  pleasures,  for  long  woes  are  to  succeed." 

So  saying,  his  proud  step  he  scornful  tum'd. 
But  with  sly  circumspection,  and  began 
Hifough  wood,  through  waste,  o'er  hill,  o'er  dale^ 

his  roam. 
Meanwhile  in  utmost  longitude,  where  Heaven 
With  earth  and  ocean  meets,  the  setting  Sun 
Slowly  descended,  and  with  right  asp^ 
Against  the  eastern  gate  of  Fkradise 
Levell'd  his  evening  rays :  it  was  fi  rock 
Of  alabaster,  pil'd  up  to  the  clouds, 
Conq>icuous  far,  winding  with  one  ascent 
Accessible  from  Earth,  one  entrance  high ; 
Tlie  rest  was  craggy  clifl^  that  overhung 
Still  as  it  rose,  impossible  to  climb. 
Betwixt  these  rocky  pillars  Gabriel  sat. 
Chief  of  the  angelic  guards,  awaiting  night ; 
About  him  exerds'd  heroic  games 
Tlie  unarmed  youth  of  Heaven,  but  nigh  at  hand 
Celestial  armoury,  shields,  helms,  and  spears. 
Hung  high,  with  diamond  flaming,  and  with  gold. 
Thither  came  Uriel,  gliding  through  the  even 
On  a  sun-beam,  swift  as  a  shooting  star 
In  autumn  thwarts  the  night,  when  vapours  fir'd     ' 
Impress  the  air,  and  shows  the  mariner 
From  what  point  of  his  compass  to  beware 
Impetuous  winds :  he  thus  began  in  haste. 

"  Gabriel,  to  thee  thy  course  by  lot  hath  given 
Charge  and  strict  watch,  that  to  this  happy  place 
No  evil  thing  approach  or  enter  in. 
This  day  at  height  of  noon  came  to  my  sphere 
A  q>irit,  zealous,  as  he  seem'd,  to  know 
More  of  the  Almighty's  works,  and  chiefly  Man, 
God's  latest  image :   I  describ'd  his  way 
Bent  all  on  speed,  and  mark'd  his  aery  gait ; 
But  in  the  mount  that  lies  from  Eden  north. 
Where  he  first  lighted,  soon  discem'd  his  looks 
Alien  fhmi  Heaven,  with  passions  foul  obscur'd: 
Mine  eye  pursued  him  still,  but  under  shade 
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liOtt  ogbt  of  Um :  on*  of  the  (Minlah'd  crew, 
I  fear,  hath  Teatiir*d  from  the  deep  to  raise 
New  troubles ;  htm  thy  care  must  be  to  find." 

To  whom  the  wmg*d  warrior  thus  retum'd. 
"  Uriel,  no  wonder  ^  thy  perfect  sif^ 
Amid  the  Sun*8  bright  circle  where  thou  nt'st. 
See  far  and  wide :  in  at  this  gate  non6  pass 
The  vigilance  here  placed,  but  such  as  come 
Well  known  from  Heaven ;  and  since  meri(han  hour 
No  creature  thence :  if  spirit  of  other  sort, 
So  minded,  have  o*er-leap'd  these  earthy  bounds 
On  purpose,  hard  thou  know*st  it  to  exclude 
S^irituid  substance  with  corporeal  bar. 
But  if  within  the  circuit  of  these  walks. 
In  wbatsoerer  shape  he  luik,  of  whom 
Hiou  tell'st,  by  morrow  dawning  I  shall  know." 

So  promis*d  he ;  and  Uriel  to  his  charge 
Retum*d  on  that  bright  beam,  whose  point  now  rais*d 
Bore  him  slope  downward  to  the  Sun  now  fall'n 
Beneath  the  Aiores ;  whether  the  prime  orb. 
Incredible  how  swift,  had  thither  rolFd 
Piumal,  or  this  less  voliibil  Earth, 
By  shorter  fli|^t  to  the  east,  had  left  him  there 
Arraying  with  reflected  purple  and  gold 
The  clouds  that  on  his  western  throne  attend. 
Now  oune  still  Evening  on,  and  Twilight  gray 
Had  in  her  sober  livery  all  things  clad ; 
Silence  accompanied ;  for  beast  and  biid, 
lliey  to  their  grassy  couch,  these  to  their  nests 
Were  slunk,  til  but  the  wakeful  nightingale ; 
She  all  night  long  her  amorous  descant  sung ; 
^lence  was  pleas'd :  now  glow*d  the  firmament 
With  living  sapphires :  Hesperus,  that  led 
The  starry  host,  rode  brightest,  till  the  Moon, 
Rising  in  clouded  majesty,  kt  length 
Apparent  queen  unveil'd  her  peerless  light. 
And  o*er  the  dark  her  silver  mantle  threw. 

When  Adam  thus  to  Eve.  **  Fair  consort,  the  hour 
Of  night,  and  all  things  now  retir'd  to  rest. 
Mind  us  of  like  repose ;  since  God  hatli  set 
Labour  and  rest,  fa  day  and  night,  to  men 
Successive ;  and  the  timely  dew  of  sleep. 
Now  falling  with  soft  slumbrous  weight,  inclines 
Our  eye-lias :  other  creatures  all  day  long 
Rove  idle,  unemploy'd,  and  less  need  rest; 
Man  hath  his  daily  work  of  body  or  mind 
Appointed,  which  declares  his  dignity. 
And  the  regard  of  Heaven  on  all  his  ways; 
While  other  animals  unactive  range. 
And  of  their  doings  God  takes  no  account 
To-morrow,  ere  firesli  morning  streak  the  east 
With  first  approach  of  light,  we  must  be  risen, 
And  at  our  pleasant  labour  to  reform 
Yon  flowery  arbours,  yonder  alleys  green, 
Our  walk  at  noon,  with  branches  overgrown, 
That  mock  our  scant  manuring,  and  require 
More  hands  than  ours  to  lop  their  wanton  growth  % 
Those  blossoms  also,  and  those  dropping  gums, 
That  lie  bestrown,  unsightly  and  unsmooth. 
Ask  riddance,  if  we  mean  to  tread  witli  ease ; 
Meanwhile,  as  Nature  wills,  night  bids  us  rest." 

To  wh^m  thus  Eve,  with  perfect  beauty  adom'df 
**  My  author  and  disposer,  what  thou  bidst 
Unargued  I  obey:  so  God  ordains; 
God  is  thy  law»  thou  mine :  to  know  no  more 
Is  woman's  happiest  knowledge,  and  her  pnuae. 
With  thee  conversing  I  forget  all  time ; 
All  seasons,  and  their  change,  all  please  alike. 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  Morn,  her  riiiing  sweet. 
With  charm  of  earliest  birds;  pleasant  the  Sun, 


When  ibil  on  tUt  ddigMU  bad  liB  apnads 
JUa  orient  beams,  on  beib,  tree,  fruit,  and  flower, 
Glistering  with  dew :  flagrant  the  fertile  Earth 
After  soft  showers ;  and  sweet  the  coming  on 
Of  grateful  Evening  mild;  then  silent  Might, 
WiSi  this  her  aolenm  bird,  and  this  &ir  Moon, 
And  these  the  gems  of  Heayen,  her  starry  tram : 
But  neither  breath  of  Mom,  when  she  ascends 
With  charm  of  earliest  birds;  nor  rising  Sun 
On  this  delightful  land ;  nor  herts  fruit,  fUmtr, 
Glistering  vrith  dew ;  nor  fragrance  after  sbowcn ; 
Nor  grateful  Evening  mild ;  nor  silent  Night, 
With  this  her  soleam  bird ;  nor  walk  by  Moon, 
Or  glittering  star-light,  without  thee  is  sweet 
But  wherefore  all  night  long  shine  these?  for  whom 
Tbis  glorious  sight,  when  sleep  hath  shut  all  eyes?" 

To  whom  our  general  ancestor  replied. 
**  Daughter  of  God  and  Man,  aocompUsh'd  Efe, 
These  have  their  course  to  finish  round  the  Earth, 
By  morrow  evening,  and  from  land  to  land 
In  order,  though  to  nations  yet  unborn, 
Ministring  light  prepar'd,  they  set  and  rise ; 
Lest  total  Darkness  should  by  night  regain 
Her  old  possession,  and  extinguish  life. 
In  Nature,  and  all  things ;  which  these  soft  flies 
Not  only  enlighten,  but  with  kindly  lieat 
Of  various  influence  foment  and  warm. 
Temper  or  nourish,  or  in  part  shed  down 
Their  stellar  virtue  on  all  kinds  that  grow 
On  Earth,  made  hereby  apter  to  receive 
Perfection  from  the  Sun*s  more  potent  ray. 
Tliese  then,  though  unbeheld  in  deep  of  night, 
Sbine  not  in  vain ;  nor  think,  though  men  woe  none, 
Tliat  Heaven  would  want  spectators,  God  wtot 

praise: 
Millions  of  spiritual  creatures  vralk  the  Earth 
Unseen,  both  when  we  wake,  and  when  we  sleep  : 
All  these  with  ceaseless  praise  his  works  behold 
Both  day  and  night :  how  often  from  the  steep 
Of  echoing  hill  or  thicket  have  we  heard 
Celestial  voices  to  the  midnight  air. 
Sole,  or  responsive  each  to  other's  note. 
Singing  their  great  Creator  ?  Oft  in  bands 
While  they  keep  watch,  or  nightly  rounding  walk. 
With  heavenly  touch  of  instrumental  sounds 
In  full  Jiarmonic  number  join'd,  their  songs 
Diride  the  night,  and  lift  our  thoughts  to  Heaven*" 

Thus  talking  hand  in  hand  alone  they  paas*d 
On  to  their  blissful  bower :  it  was  a  place 
Chos*n  by  the  sovran  Planter,  when  he  fnm*d 
All  things  to  Man's  delightful  use ;  the  roof 
Of  tliickest  covert  was  inwoven  shade 
Laurel  and  myrtle,  and  what  higher  grew 
Of  firm  and  fragrant  leaf;  on  either  side 
Acanthus,  and  each  odorous  bushy  shrubs 
Fenc'd  up  the  verdant  wall ;  each  beauteous  flower, 
Iris  all  hues,  roses,  and  jessamin,  [wrouglrt 

Rear'd  high  their  flourish'd  heads  between,  and 
Mosaic ;  underfoot  the  violet. 
Crocus,  and  hyacinth,  vrith  rich  inlay 
Broider'd  the  ground,  more  colour'd  than  vrith  stoM 
Of  costliest  emblem :  other  creature  her^ 
Bird,  beast,  insect,  or  worm,  durst  enter  none, 
Such  was  their  awe  of  Man.     In  shadier  bower 
More  sacred  and  sequcster'd,  though  but  feign*^ 
Pan  or  Sylvanus  never  slept,  nor  nymph 
Nor  Faunus  haunted.     Here,  in  close  recess, 
With  flowers,  garlands,  and  sweet  smelling  heri»» 
Espoused  Eve  deck'd  first  her  nuptial  bed ; 
And  heayvnly  quires  the  hymenean  sung. 
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Wbat  dsf  the  genU  ngd  to  our  tire 
Brougfat  her,  in  naked  beauty  more  adorn'd, 
More  \onkj,  tiian  Fuukm,  whom  the  gods 
Endow'd  with  all  their  gifb,  and  O  too  like 
In  sad  event,  when  to  &  unwiaer  ion 
(X  Ja|)het  brought  by  Hermes,  she  ensnar'd 
Maakiod  with  her  fiur  looks,  to  be  aveng*d 
On  him  who  had  stole  Jove's  authentic  fire. 

Tb»,  at  their  shady  lodge  arriv*d,  both  stood, 
Bodi  tartt'd,  and  under  open  sky  ador*d 
Dk  God  that  made  both  sky,  air.   Earth,  and 


they  belidd,  the  Moon's  resplendent  globe, 
And  ««Ty  pole :  *'  Thou  also  mad*st  the  night, 
Mikcr  OmnipoCent,  and  tbon  the  day, 
^^Hadi  we,  in  our  appointed  wotk  employ'd, 
Ha^v  iiflish'd,  happy  in  our  mutual  help 
Aad  mutual  lore^  the  crown  of  all  our  bliss 
(Mun'd  by  thee ;  and  Uds  delidous  place 
Tv  tt<  too  lam,  where  thy  abundance  wants 
I^rtakm,  and  uncropt  (alls  to  the  ground. 
B-jt  thou  hast  promis'd  from  us  two  a  race 
To  fill  the  Earth,  who  shall  with  us  extol 
Thr  j;oodnes  infinite,  both  when  we  wake, 
Acd  when  we  sedc,  as  now,  thy  gift  of  sleep.*' 

Tfan  said  unanimous,  and  odier  rites 
OtMcrring  none,  bat  adoration  pure 
^lich  God  likes  beat,  into  their  inmost  bower 
Handed  they  went ;  and,  eas'd  the  putting  off 
l^K«e  trooblesome  disguises  which  we  wear, 
^nigbt  side  by  side  were  laid ;  nor  tum'd,  I  ween, 
Adam  from  his  fidr  spouse,  nor  Eve  the  rites 
^^rocrioos  of  eonnobial  love  refus'd : 
^^^■levcr  hypocrites  austerely  talk 
Of  parity,  and  place^  and  innocence, 
IX&ntng  as  impure  what  God  declares 
1*!!?^  and  oomaaands  to  some,  leaves  free  to  all 
(Xtr  Maker  bids  increase ;  who  bids  abstain 
C A  our  dectroycr,  foe  to  God  and  Man? 
Hvl.  wedded  love,  mysterious  law,  true  source 
<it  hunon  offspring,  sole  propriety 
U  tVM&e  of  all  things  common  else. 
By  thee  adolterous  Lust  was  driven  from  men 
A=vrag  the  bestial  herds  to  range ;  by  thee 
F'luadcd  in  reason,  loyal,  just,  and  pure, 
^'voan  dear,  and  all  the  diarities 
iH  fidnr,  son,  and  Inother,  first  were  known. 
Fv  be  it,  that  I  should  write  thee  sin  or  blame, 
(^  tfaiak  thee  unbefitting  holiest  place, 
Wrp«taal  fimntain  of  domestic  sweets, 
^^wte  bed  is  undefil'd  and  diaste  pronounc'd, 
1  V«nt,  cr  past,  as  saints  and  patriarchs  us'd. 
HcTf  Love  igg  gplAea  shafts  emplo3rs,  here  lights 
t&  cixMiam  lamp,  and  waves  his  purple  wings, 
^^C«  here  and  revels ;  not  in  the  bought  smile 
^>^hBrioii,  loveless,  joyless,  tmendear'd, 
(m1  finduoo ;  nor  in  court-amours, 
VTi'd  dsaoe,  or  wanton  mask,  or  midnight  ball, 
!>  ^ovQiie,  which  the  starv'd  lover  sings 
To  hM  pntod  6ir,  best  quitted  with  disdain. 
^^»^lttn*d  by  nightingales,  embracing  slept, 
A**!  go  their  asked  limbs  the  flowery  roof 
'^^°*<i«d  rawi,  which  the  mom  repair'd.   Sleep  on, 
^psir;  sad  O  yet  happiest,  if  ye  seek 
^banaer  fiMe,  and  know  to  know  no  more. 
Kow  hsd  Night  mensur'd  vrith    her  shadowy 


^  nj  «p  Ian  tfab  vast  sublunar  vault, 
Aad  from  ihcir  ivory  port  the  cherubim, 
renbjna^ Utile  accustomed  hour,  stood  ann'd 


To  their  night  watches  in  warlike  parade ; 
When  Gabriel  to  his  next  in  power  thus  spake. 

<*  Ussiel,  half  these  draw  off,  and  coast  the  south 
Wi\h  strictest  watch ;  these  other  wheel  the  north ; 
Our  circuit  meets  full  west."     As  flame  they  port. 
Half  Reeling  to  the  shield,  half  to  the  spesr. 
From  these  two  strong  and  subtle  spirits  he  call'd 
Hiat  near  him  stood,  and  gave  them  thus  in  charge. 

**  Ithuriel  and  Zephon,  with  wing'd  speed 
Search  through  this  garden,  leave  unsearch'd  no 

nook; 
But  chiefly  where  those  two  fiur  creatures  lodge. 
Now  laid  perluqps  asleep,  secure  of  harm. 
This  evening  from  the  Sun's  decline  arriv'd. 
Who  tells  of  some  infernal  spirit  seen 
Hitherward  bent  (who  could  have  thought  ?)  escap'd 
The  ban  of  hell,  on  errand  bad  no  doubt : 
Such,  where  ye  find,  seize  hat,  and  hither  bring." 

So  saying,  on  he  led  his  radiant  files. 
Dazzling  the  Moon ;  these  to  the  bower  direct 
In  search  of  whom  they  sought :  him  there  they 

found 
Squat  like  a  toad,  close  at  the  ear  of  Eve, 
Assaying  by  lus  devilish  art  to  reach 
The  organs  of  her  fiuscy,  and  with  them  forge 
Illusions,  as  he  list,  phantasms  and  dreams ; 
Or  if,  inspiring  venom,  he  might  taint 
The  animal  spuita,  that  from  pure  blood  arise 
Like  gentle  breaths  from  rivers  pure,  thence  raise 
At  least  distemper'd,  discontented  thoughts. 
Vain  hopes,  vain  aims,  inordinate  desires. 
Blown  up  with  high  conceits  engendering  pride. 
Him  thus  intent  Ithuriel  with  his  spear 
Touch'd  lightly ;  for  no  fidsehood  can  endure 
Touch  of  celestial  temper,  but  returns 
Of  force  to  its  own  likeness :  up  he  starts 
Discover'd  and  surpris'd.     As  when  a  spark 
Lights  on  a  hei^  of  nitrous  powder,  laid 
Fit  for  the  tun  some  magazine  to  store 
Against  a  rumour'd  vrar,  the  smutty  grain, 
With  sudden  blaze  diffus'd,  inflames  the  air : 
So  started  up  in  his  own  shape  the  fiend. 
Back  stept  those  two  fair  angels,  half  amaz'd 
So  sudden  to  behold  the  grisly  king ; 
Yet  thus,  unmov'd  with  fear,  accost  him  soon. 

«  Which  of  those  rebel  spirits  adjudg'd  to  Hell 
Com'st  thou,  escap'd  thy  prison  ?  and,  transfontn'd, 
Why  sat'st  thou  like  an  enemy  in  wait. 
Here  watching  at  the  head  of  these  that  sleep  ?" 

"  Know  ye  not  then,"   said  Stetan,   fill'd  widi 
scorn, 
**  Know  ye  not  me  ?  ye  knew  me  once  no  mate 
For  you,  there  sitting  where  ye  durst  not  soar : 
Not  to  know  me  argues  yourselves  unknown. 
The  lowest  of  your  throng;  or  if  ye  know 
Why  ask  ye,  and  superfluous  begin 
Your  message,  like  to  end  as  much  in  vain.'* 

To  whom  tiius   Zephon,  answering  scorn  with 
scorn. 
«  Think  not,  revolted  spurit,  thy  shape  the  same. 
Or  undiminish'd  brightness  to  be  known. 
As  when  thou  stood'st  in  Heaven  upright  and  pure; 
Tliat  glory  then,  when  thou  no  more  wast  good, 
Departed  from  thee;  and  thou  resemblest  now 
Thy  sin  and  place  of  doom  obscure  and  fouL 
But  come,  for  thou,  be  sure,  shall  give  account 
To  bun  who  sent  us,  whose  charge  is  to  keep 
This  place  inriolable,  and  these  from  harm. " 

So  spake  the  cherub ;  and  his  grave  rebuke 
Severe  in  youthftil  beauty,  added  grace 
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Invindblo :  abash*d  the  Devil  stood. 
And  fdt  how  awful  goodness  is,  and  nw 
Virtue  in  her  shape  how  lovely ;  saw,  and  pin*d 
His  loss ;  but  chiefly  to  find  here  observed 
His  lustre  visibly  impair*d ;  yet  seem*d 
Undaunted.     **  If  I  must  contend,**  said  he, 
**  Best  with  the  best^  the  sender  not  the  sent. 
Or  all  at  once ;  more  glory  will  be  won. 
Or  less  be  lost.**     "  Thy  fear,*'  said  Zephon  bdd, 
**  Wai  save  us  trial  what  the  least  can  do 
Single  against  thee  wicked,  and  thence  weak.** 

The  fiend  replied  not,  overcome  with  rage ; 
But,  like  a  proud  steed  rcin*d,  went  haughty  on. 
Champing  his  iron  curb :  to  strive  or  fly 
He  held  it  vain ;  awe  from  above  had  queird 
His  heart,  not  else  dismay*d.     Now  drew  they  nigh 
Tlie  western  point,  where  those  half-rounding  guards 
Just  met,  and  closing  stood  in  squadron  joiu'd, 
Awaiting  next  command.     To  whom  tlieir  chief, 
Gabriel,  from  the  front  thus  caird  aloud. 

"  O  friends  !   I  hear  the  tread  of  nimble  feet 
Hasting  this  way,  and  now  by  glimpse  discern 
Ithuriel  and  Zephon  tlu-ou^h  the  sliade  ; 
And  with  them  comes  a  third  of  re<^a\  port. 
But  faded  splendour  wan  ;  who  by  his  gait 
And  fierce  demeanour  seems  tlie  prince  of  Hell, 
Not  likely  to  part  hence  without  contest ; 
Stand  firm,  for  in  his  look  defiance  lours." 

He  scarce  had  ended,  when  those  two  approach'd, 
And  brief  related  whom  they  brought,  wliere  found, 
How  busied,  in  what  form  and  postui-e  couch'd. 

To  whom  witli  stern  regard  thus  Gabriel  spake. 
"  Why  hast  tliou,  Satan,  broke  the  bouiidi*  ijre->crib'd 
To  thy  transgressions,  and  disturb'd  the  cliarge 
Of  others,  who  approve  not  to  transgress 
By  thy  example,  but  have  power  and  right 
To  question  thy  bold  entrance  on  tliis  place  ; 
£mploy*d,  it  seems,  to  violate  sleep,  and  tliose 
Whose  dwelling  God  hath  planted  here  in  bliss?'* 

To  whom  thus  Satan  witli  contemptuous  brow. 
**  Gabriel !  tliou  hadst  in  Heaven  the  esteem  of  wise, 
And  such  I  lield  tliec  ;  but  this  question  ask'd 
Puts  rac  in  doubt.     Lives  there  wlio  loves  his  pain  ? 
Wlio  would  not,  finding  way,  break  loose  from  HeU, 
Tliough  thither  doom'd  ?    Thou  wouldst  thyself,  no 

doubt. 
And  boldly  venture  to  whatever  place  [change 

Farthest  from  pain,   where  thou  mightst  hope  to 
Torment  vrith  ease,  and  soonest  r^ompense 
Dole  with  delight,  which  in  tliis  place  I  sought ; 
To  thee  no  reason,  who  know*st  only  good. 
But  evil  hast  not  tried :  and  wilt  object 
His  will  who  bounds  us  ?     Let  him  surer  bar 
His  iron  gates,  if  he  intends  our  stay 
In  that  dfu'k  durance :  thus  much  what  was  ask'd. 
The  rest  is  true,  they  found  me  where  they  say  ; 
Btit  that  implies  not  violence  or  harm.*' 

Thus  he  in  scorn.     The  warlike  angel  moved, 
Disdainfully  half  smiling,  tluis  replied. 
*<  O  loss  of  one  in  Heaven  to  judge  of  wise 
Since  Satan  fell,  whom  folly  overthrew. 
And  now  returns  him  from  his  prison  'scap'd, 
Gravely  in  doubt  whether  to  hold  tliem  wise 
Or  not,  who  ask  what  boldness  brought  him  hitlier 
Unlicens'd  from  his  bounds  in  Hell  prescrib'd ; 
So  wise  he  judges  it  to  fiy  from  pain 
However,  and  to  'scape  his  punishment ! 
So  judge  tliou  still,  presumpmoua !  till  the  wrath. 
Which  thou  incurr'st  by  flying,  meet  thy  flight 
^Tenfold,  and  scourge  that  wisdom  back  to  Hell, 


Which  taught  tiiee  yet  no  better,  tfait  no  pdb 
Can  eqpd  anger  infinite  provok'd. 
But  wherefore  thou  alone  ?  wherefore  with  thee 
Came  not  all  Hell  broke  loose  ?  is  pain  to  than 
Less  pain,  less  to  be  fled ;  or  thou  than  they 
Less  hardy  to  endure ;  coungeoos  chief! 
The  first  in  flight  from  pain!  hadst  thou  aUcg'd 
To  thy  deserted  host  this  cause  of  fli^it, 
Tliou  surely  hadst  not  come  sole  fugittre.** 

To  which  the  fiend  thus  answer'd,  frowning  slen 
"  Not  that  I  less  endure  or  shrink  from  pain. 
Insulting  angel !  well  thou  know'st  I  stood 
Thy  fiercest,  when  in  battle  to  thy  aid 
The  blasting  vollied  thunder  made  all  speed. 
And  seconded  thy  else  not  dreaded  spear. 
But  still  thy  words  at  random,  as  before. 
Argue  thy  inexperience  what  bdioves 
From  hard  assays  and  ill  successes  past 
A  faithful  leader,  not  to  hazard  all 
Through  ways  of  danger  by  himself  untried : 
I  therefore,  I  alone  first  undertook 
To  wing  tlie  desolate  abyss,  and  spy 
This  new  created  world,  whereof  in  Hell 
Fame  is  not  silent,  here  in  hope  to  find 
Better  abode,  and  my  afilicted  powers 
To  settle  here  on  Earth,  or  in  mid  air  ; 
niough  for  possession  put  to  try  once  more 
\Vhat  thou  and  thy  gay  legions  dare  against ; 
^^^^ose  easier  business  were  to  serve  their  Lord 
High  up  in  Heaven,  with  songs  to  hymn  histhroo^ 
And  practis'd  distances  to  cringe,  not  fighL** 

To  whoni  the  warrior-angel  soon  replied. 
"  To  say  and  straight  unsay,  pretending  first 
Wise  to  fly  pain,  professing  next  the  spy. 
Argues  no  leader  but  a  liar  trac'd, 
Satan,  and  couldst  .thou  faithful  add  ?     O  name, 
O  sacred  name  of  faithfulness  profan'd  ! 
Faithful  to  wliom  ?  to  thy  rebellious  crew  ? 
Army  of  fiends,  fit  body  to  fit  head. 
Was  this  your  discipline  and  faith  engag*d. 
Your  military  obedience,  to  dissolve 
Allegiance  to  the  acknowledgeii  Power  supreme? 
And  thou,  sly  hypocrite,  y*\iO  now  wouldst  seenx 
Patron  of  libert)',  who  more  than  thou 
Once  fawn*d,  and  cring'd,  and  servilely  ador'd 
Heaven's  awful  Monarch  ?  wherefore,  but  in  hopi 
To  dispossess  liim,  and  thyself  to  reign  ? 
But  mark  what  I  areed  thee  now :  avant ! 
Fly  thither  whence  thou  fledst !     If  from  this  hour 
Within  these  hallow  *d  limits  thou  appear. 
Back  to  the  infernal  pit  I  drag  thee  chain*d. 
And  seal  thee  so,  as  henceforth  not  to  scorn 
The  facile  gates  of  Hell  too  slightly  barr'd." 

So  throaten'd  he ;  but  Satan  to  no  threats 
Gave  heed,  but  waxing  more  in  rage  replied.  ^ 

"  Hien  when  I  am  thy  captive  talk  of  chains, 
Proud  limitary  cherub  !  but  ere  then 
Far  heavier  load  tliyself  expect  to  feel 
From  my  prevailing  arm,  though  Heaven's  King 
Ride  on  thy  wings,  and  thou  with  thy  compeers, 
Us'd  to  the  yoke,  draw'st  his  triumphant  whccb  ^ 
In  progress  tlurough  the  road  of  Heaven  star-pa^'"* 

While  thus  he  spake,  tlie  angelic  squadron  brigbl 
Tum'd  fiery  red,  sharpening  in  mooned  horns 
Their  phalanx,  and  began  to  hem  him  round 
With  ported  spears,  as  thick  as  when  a  field 
Of  Ceres  ripe  for  harvest  waving  bends 
Her  bearded  grove  of  ears,  which  way  the  wind 
Sways  them;   the    carcfril  ploughman  douUifl| 
stands, 
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Ivest  OR  th»  fhffwMBf4inor  Ins  liopeful  sheaves 

Ptafe  rliaC     Oo  the  other  Mde,  Satan,  alann'dt 

Cotkcting  all  his  might,  dilated  stood, 

like  TcMffiiror  Atlas  ui]remov*d : 

His  ttaixat  n«ch*d  the  sky,  and  on  his  crest 

S«  Horrour  plum*d ;  nor  wanted  in  his  grasp 

VflttKera'd  hoch  spear  and  shield :  now  dreadful 

deeds 
Mi||t>t  hsfe  ensued,  nor  only  PaKuiise 
Ib  ddi  oonunotion,  but  the  starry  cupe 
OTHencn  peihaps,  or  all  the  elements 
At  ksrt  had  gone  to  wrack,  disturb*d  and  torn 
B'hfa  nolcnoe  of  this  conflict,  had  not  soon 
Tk  £ttnial,  to  prevent  sudi  horrid  fray, 
Hung  fiorth  in  Heaven  his  golden  scales,  yet  seen 
B«twixt  Astrea  and  the  Scorpion  sign, 
^Hmeia  all  things  created  first  he  weigh'd. 
The  pendulous  round  Earth  with  balanc'd  air 
In  coontcrpoise,  now  ponders  all  events, 
Bittics  snd  realms  :  in  tliese  he  put  two  weights, 
Tbe  stsfoA  each  of  parting  and  of  fight : 
TV  Utter  quick  up  flew,  and  kick'd  the  lK!am ; 
Vliich  ^:dinel  spying,  thus  bespake  tlic  fiend. 
^  Satan,  I  know  thy  strength,  and  thou  know'st 

mine; 
Xd'tbcrour  own,  but  given  :  what  folly  tlien 
To  boa%t  what  arms  can  do  !  since  tliine  no  more 
l-ao  Heaven  permits,  nor  mine,  though  doubled 

now 
To  trample  thee  as  mire :  far  proof  look  up, 
*'i«l  rt*i  thy  lot  in  yon  celestial  sij^n  ;  [weak 

^»  »riT  Clou  art  wci^h'd,  an<l  sliown  how  light,  how 
'  •  »rj  resist- "     'riie  fiend  look'd  up,  and  knew 
1'.  >  toouatcd  scale  aloA :  nor  more ;  but  lied 
Uirounog,  and  with  liim  fied  tlic  sliades  of  night. 


Book  V. 

T%e  Argument, 

V.nuof  sppraached.   Eve  relates  to    Adam  her 

tnuUcwme  dreain  ;  liv  likes  it  not,  yet  comforts 

^'  tfacj  come  forth  to  tlieir  day.h.bcurs  :  their 

ir«#ning  hymn  at  the  door  of  their  bower.     God, 

to  render  man   inexcusable,  send^   Rapliael  to 

viaootah  him  of  bis  obc<liencc,  of  his  free  estate, 

^  b»  enemy  near  at  Iwnd,  wito  he  is,  and  why 

'*•  eocinjr,  and  whatever  else  may  avail  Adam  to 

^J^vm.     Raphael  comes  down  to  Paradise ;  his 

^^kanace  described ;  liis  coming  discerned  by 

.idim  alar  cff  sitting  at  the  door  of  his  bower ; 

'•"'  zoes  out  to  meet  idm,  brings  him  to  his  lodge, 

(Rtotaini  btm  with  the  choicest  fnuts  of  Paro- 

'^*  p:^  together  by   Eve;  their  discourse  at 

ttliV:    Raphael    performs  his  message,   minds 

•Vdaai ofhu  atate  and  of  his  enemy ;  relates,  at 

^^*t  ivpmt,  wbo  that  enemy  is,  and  how  he 

f^ne  to  be  ao,  bcgiimiog  from  liis  first  revolt  in 

Htsmi^  and  the  occasion  tliereof ;  hnw  he  drew 

^-«  lepoos  after  him  to  the  parts  of  the  north, 

ad  there  iadled  them  to  rebel  with  him,  per- 

"••xfoR  sU  but  only  Abdiel  a  seraph,   who  in 

iTiirmBcm  djiauadw  and  opposes  him,  then  for- 


Nov  Mora,  her  may  atepa  in  tbe  eastern  dune 
AMtadag,  nw'd  the  earth  widi  orient  pearl, 
J»«  .\dam  wak'd,  ao  cintom*d ;  for  his  sleep 
V*  MTy4ig^  fium  pure  digestion  bred. 


And  temperate  vapours  bland,  which  the  only  sound 
Of  leaves  and  fuming  rills,  Aurora's  fan, 
Lightly  dispersed,  and  the  shrill  matin  song 
Of  birds  on  every  bough ;  so  much  the  more 
His  wonder  was  to  find  unwaken*d  Eve 
Witli  tresses  discomposed,  and  glo¥ring  cheek. 
As  through  unquiet  rest :  he,  on  his  side. 
Leaning  half  rais'd,  with  looks  of  cordial  love 
Hung  over  her  enamour*d,  and  beheld 
Beauty,  which,  whether  waking  or  asleep. 
Shot  forth  peculiar  graces ;  tlien  with  voice 
Mild,  as  when  Zephyrus  on  Flora  breathes, 
Her  hand  sod  touching,  whisper'd  thus.  "  Awake, 
My  fairest,  my  espoiis'd,  my  latest  found. 
Heaven's  l&st  best  gift,  my  ever  new  delight ! 
Awake  :  the  morning  shines,  and  the  fresli  field 
Calls  us ;  wc  lose  the  prime,  to  mark  how  spring 
Our  tender  plants,  how  blows  the  citron  grove. 
What  drops  the  myrrh,  and  what  tlie  balmy  reed, 
How  Nature  paints  her  colours,  liow  the  bee 
Sits  on  the  bloom  extracting  liquid  sweet.** 

Such  whispering  wak'd  her,  but  witii  startled  eye 
On  Adam,  whom  embracing,  thus  slie  spake. 

"  O  sole  in  wliom  my  tlioughts  find  all  repose. 
My  glory,  my  perfection  !  glad  I  see 
Thy  face,  and  mom  retum'd ;  for  I  tlu's  night 
(Such  night  till  this  I  never  pa&s'd)  have  dream'd. 
If  dream'd,  not,  as  I  ofl  am  wont,  of  thee, 
Works  of  day  past,  or  morrow's  next  design, 
But  of  ofience  and  trouble,  which^my  mind 
Knew  never  till  tliis  irksome  night :  methought 
Close  at  mine  ear  one  call'd  me  fortli  to  walk 
With  gentle  voice ;  I  tliought  it  thine :  it  said, 
'  Wliy  sleep'st  thou,  Eve  ?  now  is  tlie  pleasant  time, 
'Die  cool,  tlie  silent,  save  where  silence  yields 
To  the  night-warbling  bird,  that  now  awake 
Tunes  sweetest  his  love^labour'd  song ;  now  reigns 
Full-orb'd  tlie  Aloon,  and  with  more  pleasing  light 
Shadowy  sets  olf  the  face  of  things ;  in  vain. 
If  none  rei^ard ;  Heaven  wakes  with  all  his  eyes, 
Wliom  to  behold  but  thee,  Nature's  desire  ? 
In  whose  sight  all  things  joy,  with  rarishment 
Attracted  by  thy  beaut}'  still  to  gaze. ' 
I  rose  as  at  tliy  call,  but  found  thee  not ; 
To  find  tliee  I  directed  tlien  my  walk ; 
And  on,  methought,  alone  I  pass'd  through  ways 
Hiat  brought  me  on  a  sudden  to  the  tree 
Of  interdicted  knowledge :  fair  it  seem'd. 
Much  fairer  to  iny  fancy  than  by  day  : 
And,  OS  I  wondering  look'd,  beside  it  stood 
One  shap'd   and   wing'd  like  one  of  diosc  from 

Heaven 
By  us  oft  seen  :  his  dewy  locks  distill 'd 
Ambrosia ;  on  that  tree  he  also  gaz'd ; 
And  *  O  fair  plant,'  said  he,  '  with  fruit  surcharg'd. 
Deigns  none  to  ease  tliy  load,  and  taste  thy  sweet. 
Nor  God,  nor  Man  ?  Is  knowledge  so  despis'd  ? 
Or  envy,  or  what  reserve  forbids  to  taste  ? 
Forbid  who  will,  none  shall  from  roe  withhold 
Ix>nger  thy  ofTer'd  good ;  why  else  set  here  ?* 
This  said,  he  paus'd  not,  but  with  venturous  arm 
He  pluck'd,  he  tasted ;  me  damp  horrour  chill'd 
At  such  bold  words  vouch'd  with  a  deed  so  bold : 
But  he  thus,  overjoy'd  ;  *  O  fruit  divine. 
Sweet  of  thyself,  but  much  more  sweet  thus  cropt. 
Forbidden  here,  it  seems,  as  only  fit 
For  gods,  yet  able  to  make  gods  of  men : 
And  why  not  gods  of  men :  since  good,  the  more 
Communicated,  more  abundant  grows. 
The  author  not  impair'd  but  honour'd  more? 
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Hcre^  huppj  creature,  ftir  angelic  Eve ! 
Partite  thou  alao ;  happy  though  thou  art. 
Happier  thou  maj'st  be,  worthier  canst  not  be : 
Taste  this  and  be  henceforth  among  the  gods 
Thyself  a  goddess,  not  to  Earth  confin*d, 
But  sometimes  in  the  air,  as  we,  sometimes 
Ascend  to  Heaven,  by  merit  thine»  and  see 
What  life  the  gods  live  there,  and  such  live  thou.' 
So  saying,  he  drew  nigh,  and  to  me  held. 
Even  to  my  mouth  of  that  same  fruit  held  part 
"Which  he  had  pluck*d :  the  pleasant  savoury  smell 
So  quicken*d  appetite,  that  I,  methoughf. 
Could  not  but  taste.     Forthwith  up  to  tlic  clouds 
With  him  I  flew,  and  underneath  beheld 
Tlie  Earth  outstretched  immense,  a  prospect  wide 
And  various :  wondering  at  my  flight  and  change 
To  this  high  exaltation  :  suddenly 
My  guide  was  gone,  and  I,  methought,  sunk  down, 
And  fell  asleep ;  but  O,  how  glad  I  wak*d 
To  find  this  but  a  dream  !**  Thus  Eve  her  night 
Related,  and  thus  Adam  answer*d  sad. 

"  Best  image  of  myself,  and  dearer  half, 
The  trouble  of  thy  thoughts  this  niglit  in  sleep 
Affects  me  equally ;  nor  can  I  like 
This  uncouth  dream,  of  evil  sprung,  I  fear ; 
Yet  evil  whence  ?  in  thee  can  harbour  none, 
Created  pure.     But  know,  that  in  the  soul 
Are  many  lesser  faculties,  that  serve 
Reason  as  chief;  among  these  Fancy  next 
Her  office  holds ;  of  all  external  thmgs. 
Which  the  five  watchful  senses  represent. 
She  forms  imaginations,  aery  shapes, 
Which  Reason,  joining  or  disjoining,  frames 
All  what  we  affirm  or  what  deny,  and  call 
Our  knowledge  or  opinion ;  then  retires 
Into  her  private  cell,  when  nature  rests. 
Ofl  in  her  absence  mimic  Fancy  wakes 
To  imitate  her ;  but,  misjoining  sh^>es, 
Wild  work  produces  of^  and  most  in  dreams ; 
111  matching  words  and  deeds  long  past  or  lata 
Some  such  resonblances,  methinks,  I  find 
Of  our  last  evening's  talk,  in  this  thy  dream, 
But  with  addition  strange;  yet  be  not  sad. 
Evil  into  the  mind  of  God  or  Man 
May  come  and  go,  so  unapprov'd,  and  leave 
No  spot  or  blame  behind :  which  gives  me  hope 
That  what  in  sleep  thou  didst  abhor  to  dream. 
Waking  thou  never  wilt  consent  to  do. 
Be  not  dishearten'd  then,  nor  cloud  those  looks. 
That  wont  to  be  more  cheerful  and  serene. 
Than  when  fair  morning  first  smiles  on  the  world; 
And  let  us  to  our  fresh  employments  rise 
Among  the  groves,  the  fountains,  and  the  flowers 
That  open  now  their  choicest  bosom*d  smells, 
Reserv'd  from  night,  and  kept  for  thee  in  store." 

So  cheered  he  his  fair  spouse,  and  she  was  cheer'd; 
But  silently  a  gentle  tear  let  fall 
From  either  eye,  and  wip*d  them  with  her  hair ; 
Two  other  precious  drops  that  ready  stood. 
Each  in  thor  crystal  sluice,  he  ere  they  fell 
Kiss*d,  as  the  gracious  signs  of  sweet  remorse 
And  pious  awe,  that  fear*d  to  have  offended. 

So  all  was  cleared,  and  to  the  field  they  haste. 
But  first,  from  under  shady  arfoorous  roof 
Soon  as  they  forth  were  come  to  open  sight 
Of  day-spring,  and  the  Sun,  who,  scarce  up-risen, 
With  wheels  yet  hovering  o*er  the  ocean  brinif 
Shot  parallel  to  the  Eurth  his  dewy  ray, 
Discovering  in  wide  landscape  all  the  east 
Of  Paradise  and  Eden's  happy  plaiiis, 


Lowly  tfaey  bow*d  adoring,  and  began 

Their  orisons,  each  morning  duly  paid 

In  various  style ;  fbr  neitha>  various  stjde 

Nor  holy  rapture  wanted  they  to  praise 

Tlieir  Maker,  in  fit  strains  pronounc'd,  or  sung 

Unmeditated ;  such  prompt  eloquence 

Flow*d  from  their  lips,  in  prose  or  numerous  vcne^ 

More  tuneable  than  needed  lute  or  harp 

To  add  more  sweetness ;  and  they  thus  began. 

'*  Theac  are  thy  glorious  works,  Fsrent  of  good. 
Almighty  !  Thine-this  universal  frame, 
Thus  wondrous  fair;  Thysdfliow  wondrous tfan! 
Unspeakable,  who  sitst  above  these  heavens 
To  us  invisible,  or  dimly  seen 
In  these  thy  lowest  wotks ;  yet  these  declare 
Thy  goodness  beyond  thought,  and  power  dirine. 
Speak,  ye  who  best  can  tell,  ye  sons  of  light, 
Angels ;  for  ye  behold  him,  and  with  songs 
And  chond  symphonies,  day  without  night. 
Circle  his  throne  rejoicing ;  ye  yi  Heaven. 
On  Blarth  join,  all  ye  creatures,  to  extol 
Him  first,  him  last,  him  midst,  and  without  end. 
Fairest  of  stars,  last  in  the  train  of  night. 
If  better  thou  belong  not  to  the  dawn. 
Sure  pledge  of  day,  that  crown*st  the  snuling  mom 
With  thy  bright  drdet,  praise  him  in  thy  qihere, 
While  day  arises,  that  sweet  hour  of  prime. 
Thou  Sun,  of  this  great  world  both  eye  and  sod, 
Acknowledge  him  Siy  greater ;  sound  his  praise 
In  thy  eternal  course,  both  when  thou  dimbX 
And  when  high  noon  hast  gain'd,  and  when  thw 

fall*sL 
Moon,  that  now  meet*st  the  orient  Sun,  now  fhr'st, 
With  the  fix*d  stars,  fix*d  in  their  orb  that  flics ; 
And  ye  five  other  wandering  fires,  that  move 
In  mystic  dance  not  witliout  song,  resound^ 
His  praise,  who  out  of  darkness  call'd  up  light. 
Air,  and  ye  elements,  the  eldest  birth 
Of  Nature's  womb,  that  in  quaternion  run 
Perpetual  circle,  multiform ;  and  mix 
And  nourish  all  things ;  let  your  ceaseless  disnge 
Vary  to  our  great  Maker  still  new  praise. 
Ye  mists  and  exhalations,  that  now  rise 
From  hill  or  streaming  lake,  dusky,  or  gncft 
Till  the  Sun  paint  your  fleecy  skirts  with  gold. 
In  honour  to  the  World's  great  Author  rise ; 
Whether  to  deck  with  clouds  the  uncolour'd  skj, 
Or  wet  the  thirsty  Earth  with  falling  showers. 
Rising  or  falling  still  advance  his  praise. 
His  praise,  ye  winds,  that  firom  four  quarters  Wow, 
Breathe  soft  or  loud ;  and  wave  your  tops,  ye  pines 
With  every  plant,  in  sign  of  wox^p  wave. 
Fountains,  and  ye  that  vrarble,  as  ye  flow, 
Melodious  murmurs,  warbling  tune  his  praise. 
Join  voices,  all  ye  living  souls:  ye  birds. 
That  singing  up  to  Heaven-gate  ascend, 
Bear  on  your  wings  and  in  your  notes  his  piaiit' 
Ye  that  in  waters  glide,  and  ye  that  walk 
The  earth,  and  stately  tread,  or  lowly  creep ; 
Witness  if  I  bo  silent,  mom  or  even. 
To  hill,  or  vaUey,  fountain,  or  fresh  shade^ 
Made  vocal  by  my  song,  and  taught  his  praise. 
Hail,  universal  Lord,  be  bounteous  still 
To  give  us  only  good ;  and  if  the  night 
Have  gather'd  aught  of  evil  or  conccaPd, 
Disperse  it,  as  now  light  dispels  the  dark !" 

So  pray*d  they  innocent,  and  to  their  thoughts 
Firm  peace  recover'd  soon,  and  wonted  calm. 
On  to  their  morning's  rural  work  they  haste, 
Among  sweet  dews  and  flowcra ;  where  any  ro*' 


tooiY. 


PARADISE  LOST. 


)f  fnuMTMs  ow-noody  mdi*d  too  &r  ' 

"bar  painpcr*d  bouglM,  and  needed  hands  to  check 

^raHlm  cnbnccs :  or  Ifacj  Ud  the  vine 

To  ved  lier  ehn ;  the,  ipoui'd,  about  him  twines 

He  mniigeaUe  anna,  and  with  her  brings 

Her  dovcr,  the  adopted  cluaten»  to  adorn 

HH  bum  leaves.     Ibem  thus  employ'd  beheld 

Wttfa  pitj  Hcaren's  high  King,  and  to  him  call'd 

Rap^wS,  the  sociable  spirit,  that  deign'd 

To  OMd  with  Tobias,  and  secur'd 

Hi)  carriage  with  Ihe  aerentimes-wedded  maid. 

«•  Baphsel,'*  >aid  be,  "<  thou  hear'st  what  stir  on 
Earth 
km,  from  Hell  *aoBp*d  through  the  daxkaorae  gulf, 
flab  riis'd  in  Faradiae ;  and  how  disturbs 
rhii  TUf^  the  human  pair ;  how  he  designs 
n  tbcni  at  once  to  ruin  all  mankind. 
h  dKfdwe,  half  this  day  as  friend  with  friend 
^<nr«ne  with  Adam,  in  what  bower  or  shade 
tVw  fiod'st  him  from  the  beat  of  noon  retir*d, 
Tu  rt^'te  his  day-labour  with  repast, 
h  vitfa  Rpoae :  and  such  discourse  bring  on, 
Umaj  adrise  him  of  his  happy  state, 
^inc»  in  his  power  left  fiee  to  will, 
^  to  bis  own  free  will,  his  will  though  free, 
iV  mutable ;  whence  warn  him  to  beware 
If  vwcrre  not,  too  secure :  tell  him  withal 
im  (laager,  and  from  whom ;  what  enemy, 
Me  faU'n  himself  from  Heaven,  is  plotting  now . 
tfac  ^  of  odien  from  like  state  of  bliss ; 
Sy  nUemx  ?  no,  for  that  shall  be  withstood ; 
But  bj  deceit  and  lies :  tliis  let  him  know, 
Lm,  vilfuUjr  transgressing,  he  pretend 
kr^maL,  ttoadmonish'd,  unforewam'd.'* 

^  ^t  the  Eternal  Father,  and  fulfill'd 
U.  jj^tkir :  nor  delay'd  the  winged  saint 
i^  hi«  charge  recciT'd ;  but  from  among 
Pac-aad  cel^fial  ardours,  where  be  stood 
k  c.  d  with  his  gorgeous  wings,  up  springing  light 
FW  through  the  midst  of  Heaven ;  the  angelic 


Os  cidi  iMid  parting,  to  his  speed  gave  wty 

I^^k  all  the  empyreal  road ;  till,  at  the  gate 

(If  HetTcn  arriv'd,  the  gate  aelf-open*d  wide 

(^  tvAn  hinges  turning,  as  by  work 

^'-^  the  aofian  Architect  had  firamU 

^"=^  bnte,oockMid,  or,  to  obstruct  his  sight, 

^  Jtterpus'd,  howew  small  he  sees, 

^  uacoolbnn  to  other  shining  globeh 

uRh,  and  the  gsrdcn  of  God,  with  cedars  crown*d 
ite««  ail  biUa.     j^  ^f^fgg^  1,^  Qjgbl  l]i^  g]3gg 

H'  GtUico,  less  auur'd,  observes 

nseu'd  kada  and  regions  in  the  Moon: 

^  r  >A  fiem  amidst  the  Cyclades 

Iv*  .•  or  Smes  first  appearing,  kens 

^  -'^  ipoL     Down  thither  prone  in  flight 

■*'  txnii,  and  through  the  vast  ethereal  sky 

^  1  !>rtwccn  worlds  and  worlds,  with  steady  wing, 

V<«  <B  the  poltf  winds,  then  with  <{uick  fan 

"'uuvidwbaxomair;  till,  within  soar 

^'^rriag  aalcs,  to  all  the  fowls  he  seems 

I  '^vais,  en'd  by  all,  as  that  sole  bird, 

l"^  toeaihriae  Us  reliques  in  the  Sun*s 

Br.fht  temple,  to  Ef^ypliu  I^Mbes  he  flies. 

«  •«  oa  As  saatem  diir  of  Pteadiae 

Hf  ij^ina,  sad  to  htt  proper  shape  returns 

\  «iph  wiag^d:  u  wings  he  wore,  to  shade 

tU  «iB«Mi«.  di,rtae ;  the  pair  that  cbd 


-arh  ifandder  brosd,  came  mantling  o*er  his  breast 
^'Jt  rtpl  anuBMA;  the  middle  pair 


Girt  like  a  starry  sone  his  vralst,  and  round 
Skirted  his  loins  and  thighs  with  downy  gold 
And  coloivs  dipt  in  Heaven ;  the  third  his  fbet 
Shadow*d  from  either  heel  with  f2eather*d  mail, 
Sky.tinctur*d  grain.     Like  Maia*s  son  he  stood. 
And  shook  his  plumes,  that  heavenly  fragrance  fill!d 
The  circuit  wide.     Straight  knew  him  Si  the  banda 
Of  angels  under  watch ;  and  to  his  state. 
And  to  his  message  hif^,  in  honour  rise ; 
For  on  some  message  high  they  guess'd  him  bound. 
Tlieir  glittering  tents  he  pass*d,  and  now  is  come 
Into  the  blissful  field,  through  groves  of  myrrh. 
And  flowering  odours,  cassia,  nard,  and  balm ; 
A  wilderness  of  sweets ;  for  Nature  here 
Wanton'd  as  in  her  prime,  and  play*d  at  will 
Her  virgin  fancies  pouring  forth  more  sweet, 
Wild  above  rule  or  art,  enormous  bliss. 
Him  through  the  spicy  forest  onward  come 
Adam  discem*d,  as  in  the  door  he  sat 
Of  his  cool  bower,  while  now  the  mounted  Sun 
Shot  down  direct  his  fervid  rays  to  warm 
Earth's  inmost  womb,  more  warmth  than  Adam 

needs; 
And  Eve  within,  due  at  her  hour  prepar*d 
For  dinner  savoury  fruits,  of  taste  to  please 
Thie  appetite,  and  not  disrelish  thirst 
Of  nectarous  draughts  between,  from  milky  stream^ 
Berry  or  grape :  to  whom  thus  Adam  call'd. 

"  Haste  hither.  Eve,  and  worth  thy  sight  behold 
Eastward  among  those  trees,  what  glorious  shape 
Comes  this  way  moving :  seems  another  morn 
Ris*n  on  mid-noon ;  some  great  behest  from  Heaven 
To  us  perhaps  he  brings,  and  will  vouchsafe 
This  day  to  be  oip*  guest     But  go  with  speed. 
And,'  what  thy  stores  contain,  bring  fwth  and  pour 
Abundance,  fit  to  honour  and  receive 
Our  beavenJy  stranger ;  well  we  may  afford 
Our  givers  their  own  gifb,  and  large  bestow 
From  large  bestow*d,  where  Nature  multiplies 
Her  fertile  growth,  and  by  disburdening  grows 
More  fruitful,  which  instructs  us  not  to  spare.'* 
To  whom  thus  Eve.     «  Adam,  Earth's  hallow'd 

mould. 
Of  God  inspir'd !  small  store  will  serve,  where  store. 
All  seasons,  ripe  for  use  hangs  on  the  stalk  ; 
Save  what  by  frugal  storing  firmness  gains 
To  nourish,  and  superfluous  moist  consumes : 
But  I  will  haste,  and  from  each  bough  and  brake, 
Each  plant  and  juiciest  gourd,  will  pluck  such 

choice 
To  entertain  our  angel-guest,  as  he 
Beholding  shall  confess,  that  here  on  Earth 
God  hath  dispens'd  his  bounties  as  in  Heaven.*' 

So  saying,  with  dispatchful  looks  in  haste 
She  turns,  on  hospitable  thoughts  intent 
What  choice  to  choose  for  delicacy  best, 
What  order  so  contriv'd  as  not  to  n)ix 
Tastes,  not  well  join'd,  inelegant,  but  bring 
Taste  after  taste  upheld  with  kindliest  change ; 
Bestirs  her  then,  and  from  each  tender  stalk 
Whatever  Earth,  alLbearing  mother,  yields 
In  India  East  or  West,  or  middle  shore 
In  Pontus  or  the  Punic  coast,  or  where 
Alcinous  reign'd,  fruit  of  all  kinds,  in  coat 
Rough,  or  smooth  rind,  or  bearded  busk,  or  abeU, 
She  gathers,  tribute  large,  and  on  the  board 
Heaps  with  unsparing  hand ;  for  drink  the  grape 
She  crushes,  inofiensive  must,  and  meaths 
From  many  a  berry,  and  from  sweet  kernels  press'd 
She  tempers  dulcet  creams ;  nor  these  to  hold 
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Wants  her  fit  TeueU  pure ;  then  strows  the  (i^und 
T^th  rose  and  odours  from  the  shrub  unfum*d. 

Meanwhile  our  primitiTe  great  sire,  to  meet 
Hb  God>like  guest,  walks  forth,  without  more  train 
Accompanied  than  with  his  own  complete 
Flections ;  in  himself  was  all  his  state, 
More  solemn  than  the  tedious  pomp  that  waits 
On  princes  when  their  rich  retinue  long 
Of  horses  led,  and  grooms  besmear*d  with  gciLdf 
Daisies  the  croud,  and  sets  them  all  agape. 
Nearer  his  presence  Adam,  though  not  aw*d. 
Yet  with  submiss  inroad]  and  reveroice  meek. 
As  to  a  superior  nature  bowing  low, 
Thus  said.    '<  Native  of  Heaven,  for  other  place 
None  can  than  Heaven  such  glorious  shape  contain; 
Since,  by  descending  from  the  thrones  above, 
Tbose  happy  places  thou  hast  deign'd  a  while 
To  want,  and  honour  these,  vouchsafe  with  us 
Two  only,  who  yet  by  sovran  gift  possess 
Tins  spacious  ground,  in  yonder  shady  bower 
To  rest,  and  what  the  garden  choicest  bears 
To  dt  and  taste,  till  this  meridian  heat 
Be  over,  and  the  Sun  more  cool  decline.** 

Whom  thus  the  angelic  virtue  answered  mild. 
«  Adam,  I  therefore  came ;  nor  art  thou  such 
Created,  or  s^fch  place  hast  here  to  dwell, 
As  may  not  oft  invite,  though  spirits  of  Heaven, 
To  visit  thee ;  lead  oli  then  where  thy  bower 
0*ershades ;  for  these  mid-hours,  till  evening  rise, 
I  have  at  ^1.*'     So  to  the  sylvan  lodge 
They  came,  that  like  Pomona's  arbour  smil*d, 
With  flowerets  deck*d,  and  fragrant  smells;  but 

Eve, 
Undeck'd  save  with  herself  more  lovely  fair 
Than  wood-nym]^  or  the  fiiiiest  goddess  feign*d 
Of  three  that  in  mount  Ida  naked  strove. 
Stood  to  entertain  her  guest  from  Heaven  ;  no  veil 
She  needed,  virtue  proof;  no  thought  infirm 
Altered  her  cheek.     On  whom  the  angel  Hail 
Bestow'd,  the  holy  salutation  us*d 
Long  after  to  blest  Mary,  second  Eve. 

**  Hail,  Mother  of  Mankind,  whose  firuitful  womb 
Shall  fill  the  world  more  numerous  with  thy  sons, 
Than  with  these  various  fruits  the  trees  of  God 
Have  heap*d  this  table.** —  Rais*d  of  grassy  turf 
Their  table  ^vas,  and  mossy  seats  had  round, 
And  on  her  ample  square  from  side  to  side 
All  autumn  pil'd,  though  Spring  and  Autumn  here 
Danc*d  hand  in  hand.   A  while  discourse  they  hold ; 
No  fear  lest  dinner  cool ;  when  thus  began 
Our  author.  "  Heavenly  stranger,  please  to  taste 
These  bounties,  which  our  Nourisher,  from  whom 
All  perfect  good,  unmeasur*d  out,  descends, 
To  us  for  food  and  for  delight  hath  caus*d 
The  Earth  to  yield ;  unsavoury  food  perhaps 
To  q>iritual  natures ;  only  this  I  know, 
That  one  celestial  Fatlier  gives  to  all.** 

To  whom  the  angel.     "  Therefore  what  he  gives 
(Whose  praise  be  ever  sung)  to  Man  in  part 
Spiritual,  may  of  purest  spirits  be  found 
No  ingrsteful  food :  and  food  alike  those  pure 
Intelligential  substances  require. 
As  doth  your  rational ;  and  both  contain 
Within  them  eveiy  lower  faculty 
Of  sense,  whereby^  they  hear,  see,  smell,  touch,  taste, 
Tasting  concoct,  digest,  assimilate, 
And  corporeal  to  incorporeal  turn. 
For  know,  whatever  was  created,  needs 
To  be  sustain*d  and  fed  :  of  elements 
The  grosser  feeds  the  purer,  earth  the  sea, 


Earth  and  the  sea  fised  air,  flie  air  those  fires 

Edierea],  and  as  lowest  first  the  Mocm ; 

Whence  in  her  visage  round  dxMe  spots,  unpurg'd 

Vaponn  not  yet  into  her  substance  tum*d. 

Nor  doth  the  Moon  no  nourishment  exhale 

FVom  her  moist  continent  to  higher  oibs. 

The  Sun,  that  light  imparts  to  all,  receives 

From  all  hitf  alimental  recompense 

In  humid  exhalations,  and  at  even 

Sups  with  the  Ocean.    Though  in  Heaven  the  tna 

Of  life  ambrosial  fruitage  bear,  and  vines 

Yield  nectar;  though  from  oflT the  boughs  each  OMNa 

We  brush  mellifluous  dews,  and  find  the  ground 

Cover*d  with  pearly  grain  :  yet  God  hath  here 

Varied  his  bounty  so  with  new  delights. 

As  may  compare  with  Heaven ;  and  to  taste 

Think  not  I  shall  be  nice.'*     So  down  they  sat. 

And  to  their  viands  fdl ;  nor  seemingly 

The  angel,  nor  in  mist,  the  common  gloss 

Of  theologians ;  but  with  keen  ditqpatdi 

Of  real  hunger,  and  concoctive  heat 

To  transubstantiate :  what  redounds,  transpires 

Through  spirits  with  ease  ;  nor  wonder ;  if  by  fiie 

Of  sooty  coal  the  empiric  fdchymist 

Can  turn,  or  holds  it  possible  to  turn, 

Metals  of  drossiest  ore  to  perfect  gold. 

As  from  the  mine.     Meauwhile  at  tMe  Efe 

Minister*d  naked,  and  their  flowing  cups 

With  pleasant  liquors  crown'd :   O  innocence 

Deserving  Paradise  !  if  ever,  then, 

Tlicn  bad  the  sons  of  God  excuse  to  have  been 

£namour*d  at  that  sight ;  but  in  those  hearts 

Love  unlibidinous  reign*d,  nor  jealousy 

Was  understood,  the  injur*d  lover*s  HelL 

Thus  when  with  meats  and  drinks  they  had  suffit'if 
Not  burthen*d  nature,  sudden  mind  arose 
In  Adam,  not  to  let  the  occasion  pass 
Given  him  by  this  great  conference  to  know 
Of  things  above  his  world,  and  of  their  being 
Who  dwell  in  Heaven,  whose  excellence  he  ssw 
Transcend  his  own  so  far ;  whose  radiant  fwws, 
Divine  effulgence,  whose  high  power,  so  6r 
Exceeded  human :  and  his  wary  speech 
Thus  to  the  empyreal  minister  he  fram'd. 

"  Inhabitant  with  God,  now  know  I  well 
Tliy  favour,  in  this  honour  done  to  man  ; 
Under  whose  lowly  roof  thou  hast  voudnaf 'd 
To  enter,  and  these  earthly  fruits  to  taste, 
Food  not  of  angels,  yet  accepted  so, 
As  that  more  willingly  thou  couldst  not  seem 
At   Heaven's  high  feasts  to  have  fed:  yet wh 
compare  ?** 

To  whom  the  winged  hierarch  replied. 
«  O  Adam,  one  Almighty  is,  from  whom 
All  things  proceed,  and  up  to  him  return. 
If  not  deprav*d  from  good,  created  all 
Such  to  perfection,  one  first  matter  all. 
Endued  with  various  forms,  various  degree 
Of  substance,  and,  in  things  that  live,  of  life ; 
But  more  refin'd,  more  spiritous,  and  pure. 
As  nearer  to  bun  plac*d,  or  nearer  tending 
Each  in  their  several  active  spheres  assign'd. 
Till  body  up  to  spirit  work,  in  bounds 
Proportion*d  to  each  kind.     So  from  the  root 
Springs  lighter  the  green  stalk,  from  theuce  t 

leaves 
More  aery,  kst  die  bright  consummate  flower 
Spirits  od6rous  breathes :  flowers  and  their  fruH, 
Man*s  nourishment,  by  gradual  scale  sublim'd. 
To  vital  spirits  aspire,  to  animal. 
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To  intrflnftmi! :  ghre  botli  Gfe  and  senses 

Ftaqr  And  imdcnlandiiig;  whence  the  soul 

RcMOQ  raoorei,  and  reason  is  her  being, 

DisnuBve,  or  uituitiTe ;  discourse 

k  oftai  jenny  the  latter  most  is  ours, 

l>iffaiag  but  in  degree,  of  kind  the  same. 

Wonder  not  then,  what  God  for  you  saw  good 

Ii  I  nfaat  not,  but  oonyert,  as  you. 

To  proper  substaDce.     Time  may  come,  when  men 

H  nh  sogeb  nutj  participate,  and  find 

N«  iacoarenient  dUec,  nor  too  light  fare ; 

Aod  from  these  corporal  nutriments  perhaps 

Tour  bodies  may  at  last  turn  all  to  spirit, 

Impror'd  by  tract  of  time,  and,  wing*d,  ascend 

£iicnal,  as  we :  or  may,  at  choice. 

Here  or  m  bsavenly  Flmdiaes  dweU ; 

If  fe  be  fiMmd  obedient,  and  retain 

Cttiltoably  firm  his  love  entire, 

^luse  progeny  you  are.     Meanwhile  enjoy 

Vuor  611  what  ha]^ness  this  happy  state 

Cao  comprehend,  incapable  of  more.*' 

To  vfaom  the  patriarch  of  mankind  replied. 
**  0  bmorsble  q>irit,  propitious  guest, 
Wt'U  baet  thou  taught  the  way  that  might  direct 
(kr  koowicdge,  and  the  scale  of  nature  set 
Froa  centre  to  circumference ;  whereon, 
lo  contemplation  of  created  things, 
Bj  ^p«  we  may  ascend  to  God.     But  say, 
\Aiat  meant  that  caution  join*d.  If  ye  be  found 
Oxtiteot  ?    Can  we  want  obedience  then 
Tu  him,  or  possibly  his  love  desert, 
^ho  ibnn*d  us  from  the  dust,  and  plac*d  us  here 
Kbli  to  the  utmost  measure  of  what  bliss 
HnmiD  desires  can  seek  or  apprdiend  ?*' 

lo  whom  the  angel.  *<  Son  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 
Axttad :  that  thou  art  happy,  owe  to  God ; 
That  tbou  oootimiest  such,  owe  to  thyself 
T^  is  to  diy  obedience ;  therein  stand. 
TW  va»  chat  caution  given  thee,  be  advis'd. 
^  made  thee  perfect,  not  immutable ;    • 
Aid  good  be  made  thee ;  but  to  persevere 
U«  kA  it  in  thy  power ;  ordain*d  thy  will 
Bj  Bature  free,  not  over-ruPd  by  fate 
i^ntricable,  or  strict  necessity  : 
Obr  voUintary  service  he  requires, 
S\i  mr  necessitated ;  such  with  him 
W  i,  no  acceptance,  nor  can  find ;  for  how 
Cu  borts,  not  free,  be  tried  whether  they  serve 
^'  ^Hiig  or  no,  who  will  but  what  they  must 
Bf  <ie^y,  mid  can  no  other  choose  ? 
Ifjwtf,  sad  all  theangelic  host,  that  stand 
Ie  'i^  of  God  entfaron'd,  our  happy  state 
Hvid,  M  you  jours,  while  our  obedience  holds ; 
'b  ^xher  surety  none :  freely  we  serve, 
B»i"»aw  we  firvely  love,  as  in  our  will 
To  tmc  or  not ;  in  this  we  stand  or  fall : 
AM  iooie  are  laU*n,  to  disobedience  &ll'n, 
Acd  ^o  from  Heaven  to  deepest  Hell ;  O  fidl 
^rxm  «hat  high  state  of  bliss,  into  what  woe  !'* 

lo  whom  our  great  progenitor.     **  Thy  words 
Aarntin,  and  with  more  delighted  ear, 
l^ioc  iastnicter,  I  have  heard,  than  when 
( Wubic  wogi  by  night  from  neighbouring  hills 
A<9«al  malic  tend :  nor  knew  I  not 
To  he  both  will  uid  deed  created  free; 
^c(  tbtt  we  aevcr  thall  forget  to  love 
^  Maker,  sad  obey  him  whose  command 
^^^ '»  yet  ao  just,  my  constant  thou^its 

r'd  me,  sod  still  assure :  though  what  thou 
teirit 


Hath  pQsa'd  in  Heaven,  some  doubts  within  me 

move,   . 
But  more  desire  to  hear,  if  thou  consent. 
Hie  full  relation,  which  must  needs  be  strange, 
Worthy  of  sacred  silence  to  be  heard ; 
And  we  have  yet  large  day,  for  scarce  the  Sun 
Hath  finish*d  half  his  journey,  and  scarce  begins  ■ 
His  other  half  in  the  great  zone  of  Heaven." 

Thus  Adam  made  request :  and  Raphael, 
After  short  pause  assenting,  thus  b^^. 

"  High  matter  thou  enjoin'st  me,  O  prime  of  mei^ 
Sad  task  and  hard :  for  bow  shall  I  relate 
To  human  sense  the  invisible  exploits 
Of  warring  spirits  ?  how,  vrithout  remorse^ 
The  ruin  of  so  many  glorious  once 
And  perfect  while  ^ey  stood  ?  how  last  unfold 
The  secrets  of  another  world,  perhaps 
Not  lawful  to  reveal  ?  yet  for  thy  good 
This  is  dispensli ;  and  what  surmounts  the  reach 
Of  human  sense,  I  shall  delineate  so, 
By  likening  spiritual  to  corporal  forms. 
As  may  express  them  best ;  though  what  if  Earth 
Be  but  the  shadow  of  Heaven,  and  things  therein 
Each  to  other  like,  more  than  on  Eartli  is  thought? 

"  As  yet  this  world  was  not,  and  Chaos  wild 
Reign'd  where  these  Heavens  now  roll,  where  Earth 

now  rests 
Upon  her  centre  pois*d ;  when  on  a  day 
(For  time,  though  in  eternity,  applied 
To  motion,  measures  all  things  durable 
By  present,  past,  and  future,}  on  such  day       [host 
As  Heaven's  great  year  brings  forth,  the  empyreal 
Of  angeb  by  imperial  summons  call'd. 
Innumerable  before  the  Almighty's  throne 
Fcnihwith,  from  all  the  ends  of  Heaven,  appear'd 
Under  their  hierarchs  in  orders  bright : 
Ten  thousand  thousand  ensigns  high  advanc'd. 
Standards  and  gonfalons  'twixt  van  and  rear 
Stream  in  the  air,  and  for  distinction  serve 
Of  hierardiies,  of  orders,  and  degrees ; 
Or  in  their  glittering  tissues  bear  imblaz'd 
Holy  memorials,  acts  of  seal  and  love 
Recorded  eminent.     Thus  when  in  orbs 
Of  circuit  inexpressible  they  stood. 
Orb  within  orb,  the  Father  Infinite^ 
By  whom  in  bliss  imbosom'd  sat  the  Son, 
Amidst  as  from  a  flaming  mount,  whose  top 
Brightness  had  made  invisible,  thus  spake. 

**  *  Hear,  all  ye  angels,  progeny  of  light. 
Thrones,  dominations,  princedoms,  virtues,  powcriy 
Hear  my  decree,  which  unrevok*d  shall  stan^ 
This  day  I  have  b^ot  whom  I  declare 
My  only  Son,  and  on  this  holy  hill 
Hun  have  anointed,  whom  ye  now  behold 
At  my  right  hand ;  your  hud  I  hiin  appoint ; 
And  by  myself  have  sworn,  to  him  shall  bow 
All  knees  in  Heaven,  and  shall  confess  him  Lord : 
Under  his  great  vice-gerent  reign  abide 
United,  as  one  individual  soul. 
For  ever  happy  :  him  who  disobeys. 
Me  disobeys,  breaks  union,  and  that  day. 
Cast  out  from  God  and  blessed  vision,  fiUls 
Into  utter  darkness,  deep  ingulf 'd,  his  place 
Ordain*d  without  redemption,  without  end.' 

"  So  spake  the  Omnipotent,  and  with  his  wotds 
All  seem'd  well  pleas'd  •  all  seem'd,  but  were  nol 

alL 
That  day,  as  other  solemn  days,  they  spent 
In  song  and  dance  about  the  sacred  hill : 
MystioiL  dance,  which  yonder  starry  sphere 


ea 
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Of  pUiiet%  and  of  fif  d,  in  aU  her  wiwdi 
Resembles  nearest;,  maaes  intricate, 
Scoentzic,  intenrolv'd,  yet  regular 
Then,  most,  when  most  iir^ular  diey  seem ; 
And  in  their  motions  Haimony  divine 
So  smoodis  her  charming  tones,  that  God's  own  ear 
Listens  delighted.     Evening  now  approadi'd, 
(For  we  have  also  our  evening  and  our  mom. 
We  ours  for  change  delectable,  not  need ;) 
Forthwith  from  dance  to  sweet  repast  they  turn 
Desirous ;  all  in  circles  as  they  stood. 
Tables  are  set,  and  on  a  sudden  pil*d 
With  angel's  food,  and  rubied  nectar  flows 
In  pearl,  in  diamond,  and  massy  gold. 
Fruit  of  delicious  vines,  the  grofwth  of  Heaven. 
On  flowers  repos'd,  and  with  fresh  flowerets  crown'd, 
Ihey  eat,  they  drink,  and  in  communion  sweet 
Quaff  immortality  end  joy,  secure 
Of  surfeit,  where  full  measure  only  bounds 
Excess,  before  the  all-bounteous  King,  who  shower'd 
With  copious  hand,  rejoicing  in  their  joy. 
Now  when  ambrosial  night  with  clouds  exhal*d 
From  that  high  mount  of  God,  whence  light  and 
sliade  [chang*d 

Spring  both,  the  (ace  of   brightest  Heaven  had 
To  grateful  twilight,  (for  m'gtat  comes  not  there 
In  darker  veil,)  and  reseat  dews  dispoa*d 
All  but  the  unsleeping  eyes  of  God  to  rest ; 
Wide  over  all  the  plam,  and  wider  far 
Hian  all  this  globous  Elarth  in  plain  outspread, 
(Such  are  the  courts  of  God,)  the  angelic  throng 
Diqters'd  in  bands  and  files,  their  camp  extend 
By  living  streams  among  the  trees  of  life. 
Pavilions  numberless,  and  sudden  rear'd. 
Celestial  tabernacles,  where  they  slept  [course 

Fann*d  with  cool  winds ;  save  those,  who,  in  their 
Melodious  hymns  about  the  sovran  throne 
Alternate  all  night  long :  but  not  so  wak*d 
Satan ;  so  call  lum  now,  his  former  name 
Is  heard  no  more  in  Heaven ;  he  of  the  first. 
If  not  the.  first  arch-angel,  great  in  power. 
In  favour  and  pre-eminence,  yet  fraught 
With  envy  against  the  Son  of  God,  that  day 
Honour*d  by  his  great  Father,  and  proclaim*d 
Messiah  King  anointed,  could  not  bear        [paired. 
Ihrough  pride  that  sight,  and  thought  himself  im- 
Deep  malice  tiience  conceiving  and  ddsdain. 
Soon  as  midnight  brought  on  the  dusky  hour 
FViendliest  to  sleep  and  silence,  he  resolv'd 
With  all  his  legions  to  dislodge,  and  leave 
Unwonhipt,  unobey'd,  the  throne  supreme, 
Contemptuous ;  and  his  next  subordinate 
Awakening,  thus  to  him  in  secret  spake :         [cloae 
"  *  Sleep'st  thou,  companion  dear?  What  sleep  can 
Thy  eye-lids?  and  remember*6t  what  decree 
Of  yesterday,  so  late  hath  pass'd  the  lips 
Of  Heaven's  Almighty.  Thou  to  me  thy  thoughts 
Wast  wont,  I  mine  to  thee  was  wont  to  impart ; 
Both  waking  we  were  one  :  how  then  can  now 
Hiy  sleep  dissent  ?  New  laws  thou  seest  imposed ; 
New  laws  from  him  who  reigns,  new  minds  may 


raise 


In  us  who  serve,  new  counsels,  to  debate 
What  doubtful  may  ensue :  more  in  this  place 
To  ubxt  is  not  safe.     Assemble  thou 
Of  all  those  myriads  which  we  lead  the  diSef ; 
Tell  them,  that  by  command,  ere  yet  dim  night 
Her  shadowy  doud  withdraws,  I  am  to  haste. 
And  all  who  under  me  their  banners  wave, 
Homewaid,  with  flying  maicfat  where  we  possess 


Hie  quaiten  of  the  north  ;  tfaoato  pNpan 
Fit  enteitainment  to  receive  our  King, 
The  great  Messiah,  and  hu  new  coimnaads, 
Who  speedily  through  all  tibe  hierarchies 
Intends  to  pass  triumphant,  and  give  laws.* 

*'  So  spake  the  fiUse  arch-angel,  and  infbs*d 
Bad  influence  into  the  unwary  bresst 
Of  his  assoriafp :  he  together  calls, 
Or  several  one  by  one,  the  regent  powen. 
Under  him  regent ;  tells,  as  be  was  tau^tt, 
That  the  Most  High  commanding,  now  ere  ni^bi, 
Now  ere  dim  ni^t  had  diaencninber*d  Heaven, 
The  great  hiersrchal  standard  was  to  move ; 
Tells  tho  su^pested  cause,  and  casts  between 
Ambiguous  words  and  jealousies,  to  sound 
Or  taint  int^rity :  but  all  obey'd 
The  wonted  sigiul«  and  superior  voice 
Of  their  great  potentate ;  for  great  indeed 
His  name,  and  hi^  was  his  d^;ree  in  Heaven; 
His  countenance,  as  the  morning-star  that  guides 
Tlie  starry  flock,  allur'd  tlioii,  and  with  lies 
Drew  after  him  the  third  part  of  Heaven's  host 
Meanwhile  the  Et^nal  Eye,  whose  sight  discerv 
Abstrusest  thoughts,  from  forth  his  holy  mount, 
And  fix>m  within  the  golden  lamps  that  bum 
Nightly  before  him,  saw  without  their  light 
Rebellion  rising ;  saw  in  whom,  how  spread 
Among  the  sons  of  mom,  what  multitudes 
Were  banded  to  oppose  his  high  decree ; 
And,  smiling,  to  his  only  Son  thus  said. 

'*  *  Son,  thou  in  whom  my  glory  I  behold 
In  full  resplendence,  heir  of  all  my  might. 
Nearly  it  now  concerns  us  to  be  sure 
Of  our  omnipotence,  and  with  what  arms 
We  mean  to  hold  what  anciently  we  claim 
Of  deity  or  empire :  such  a  foe 
Is  rising,  who  intends  to  erect  his  throne 
Equal  to  ours,  throughout  the  qwdous  north : 
Nor  so  content,  hath  in  hb  thought  to  try 
In  battle,  what  our  power  is,  or  our  right. 
Let  us  advise,  and  to  this  haxard  draw 
With  speed  what  force  is  left,  and  all  employ 
In  our  defence ;  lest  unawares  we  lose 
This  our  high  place,  our  sanctuary,  our  hilL 

"  To  whom  the  Son  with  calm  asp6ct  and  cksr 
Lightening  divine,  ineffable,  serene^ 
Made  answer.     *  Mighty  Father,  thou  thy  foes 
Justly  hast  in  derision,  and,  secure, 
Laugh*st  at  their  vain  designs  and  tumults  vain. 
Matter  to  me  of  glory,  whcnn  their  hate 
Illustrates,  when  they  see  all  r^al  power 
Given  me  to  quell  their  pride,  and  in  event 
Know  whether  I  be  dextrous  to  subdue 
Thy  rebels,  or  be  found  the  worst  in  Heaven.* 

*<  So  spake  the  Son ;  but  Satan,  vrith  his  povren. 
Far  was  advanc'd  on  vringed  speed ;  an  host 
Innumerable  as  the  stars  of  night. 
Or  stars  of  morning,  dew-drops,  which  the  Sun 
Impearls  on  every  leaf  and  every  flovirer. 
Regions  they  pasb'd,  the  mighty  regencies 
Of  seraphim,  and  potentates,  and  thrones. 
In  their  triple  d^rees ;  regions  to  which 
All  thy  dominion,  Adam,  is  no  more 
Than  what  this  garden  is  to  all  the  earth. 
And  aU  the  sea,  from  one  entire  globose 
Stretch'd  into  longitude ;  which  having  passed, 
At  length  into  the  Umits  of  the  north 
They  came  ;  and  Satan  to  his  royal  seat 
High  on  a  hill,  far  blaring,  as  a  mount 
Rai8*d  on  a  mdunt,  witli  pyramids  and  towcK 
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Frain  dbonood  qunks  beiniy  and  lodu  of  gold ; 
The  pdaoe  of  great  Lucifer,  (so  call 
'not  structure  id  the  dialect  of  men 
IittupRidl,)  wfaicfa  not  long  after,  be, 
AAxting  all  equality  with  God, 
In  imiUQoD  of  that  mount  whereon 
^Icttidi  was  dedar'd  in  agfat  <if  Heairen, 
TIk  Mountain  of  the  Congregation  caU*d ; 
For  thitfacr  he  asiembled  all  his  train, 
Pntettdin^  m  command^  to  consult 
AlMtt  the  great  reception  of  their  king, 
i  Wkt  to  oane,  and  with  calumnious  art 
or coimtcffated  truth  thus  held  their  ears: 
** '  Tliruies,  dominations,  princedoms,  Tirtaes, 


If  tbcK  msgnific  titles  yet  remain 

Xo(  mcrdj  titular,  since  by  decree 

Aorther  now  hath  to  himself  ingross'd 

All  power,  and  ua  edips'd  under  the  name 

Of  Kiag  anointed,  for  whom  all  this  haste 

Of  midiiigfai,4narcfa,  and  hurried  meeting  here^ 

This  aahf  to  consult  bow  we  may  best, 

^ith  what  may  be  deris'd  of  honours  new, 

hsoft  him  coming  to  receire  from  us 

l^acc-<ribute  yet  unpaid,  prostration  rile ! 

Too  nuKfa  to  one  !  but  double  how  endur'd, 

To  one,  and  to  bis  image  now  procIaim*d? 

But  vbat  if  better  counsels  might  erect 

Our  miiids,  and  teach  us  to  cast  off  this  yoke  ? 

%  dl  ft  wbmit  your  necks,  and  choose  to  bend 

Tbr  supple  knee?     Ye  will  not,  if  I  trust 

^y  ^^^**^  y®  "g****  or  if  ye  know  yourselTes 

Xdivcs  sod  sons  of  Hemven  possessM  before 

B>  none;  and  if  not  equal  all,  yet  fiee^ 

li^iullj free;  for  orden  and  degrees 

Jv  act  with  liberty,  but  well  consist. 

^'ho  can  in  rcasoo  then,  or  right,  assume 

Mmirdiy  over  such  as  live  by  right 

Hii  «]D^  if  in  power  and  splendour  leas, 

Is  frecdoa  equal  ?  or  can  introduce 

^  aad  edict  on  us,  who  without  law 

£n  sot?  much  less  for  this  to  be  our  lord, 

^  look  for  ^oratian,  to  the  abuse 

Of  ifaoM  imperial  titles,  which  assert     . 

Ur  bong  ordain'd  to  gorem,  not  to  serve.* 

''Tins  ftr  his  bold  macourse  widiout  controul 
lU  ndicnee :  when  among  the  seraphhn 
^^^  than  whom  none  with  more  seal  ador*d 
"*  I>citj,  and  dirine  commands  obey'd, 
^«<d  up,  aod  in  a  flame  of  seal  aevere 
IV  cuntmof  his  fury  thus  opposed. 

**  *  0  argnmnt  blasphemous,  false  and  proud  I 
*ori  wtrich  no  ear  erer  to  hear  in  Heaven 
**P«*kI,  leart  of  all  from  thee,  ingrote^ 
1<  ?^  tfajielf  so  high  above  thy  peers. 
^  tlmi  with  mipions  obloquy  condemn 
J^  jort  decree  of  God,  prooounc'd  and  sworn, 
^^  to  1m  only  Son,  by  right  endued 
*^«gtl  iccptre,  every  soul  in  Heaven 
™^  the  knee,  and  in  that  honour  due 
Jf^  fci«  rightful  king  ?  unjust,  thou  say*it, 
;^  »rM,  to  bind  with  laws  the  free, 
j^  «T>il  ofcr  eqnab  to  let  reign, 
^ovtr  aU  wUh  naaiiccceded  power. 
« tlkRi  ^  law  to  God  ?  Shalt  thou  dispute 
<^liatfisp(KatsofUbcr^,whomade  [Heaven 
[*y  **■*  *<«  8ft,  and  form*d  the   powers  of 
yH^ l>>a»*^  end dreumscrib'd  their  being ? 
>«t  ^  cipawMJS  taught,  we  know  how  good, 
^  0^  wr  iMd  iDd  of  our  dign^y 


How  provident  he  is ;  how  £u  from  tfaouglit 

To  make  us  less,  bent  father  to  exalt 

Our  happy  state,  under  one  head  more  near 

United.     But  to  grant  it  thee  unjust, 

TTiat  equal  over  equals  monarch  reign : 

Thyself,  though  great  .and  glorious,  dost  thou  count, 

Or  all  angelic  nature  join'd  in  one, 

Equal  to  him  begotten  son  ?  by  whom, 

As  by  his  word,  the  Mighty  Father  made  [Heaven 

All    things,    even    thee;  and   all    the  spirits   of 

By  him  created  in  their  bright  degrees, 

Crown*d  them  with  glory,  and  to  their  glory  nam'd 

Tluxines,  dominations,  princedoms,  rirtues,  powers. 

Essential  powers ;  nor  by  his  reign  obscur'd. 

But  more  illustrious  made ;  since  he  the  head 

One  of  our  number  thus  reduced  becomes; 

His  laws  our  laws ;  all  honour  to  him  done 

Returns  our  own.     Cease  then  this  impious  rage. 

And  tempt  not  these ;  but  hasten  to  appease 

The  incensed  Father,  and  the  incensed  Son, 

While  pardon  may  be  found  in  time  besought.* 

"  So  spake  the  fervent  angel ;  but  his  seal 
None  seconded,  as  out  of  season  judg*d. 
Or  singular  and  rash :  whereat  rejoic'd 
Tlie  apostate,  and,  more  haughty,  thus  replied. 
*  That  we  were  form*d  then,  say*st  thou  ?  and  the 

work 
Of  secondary  hands,  by  task  transferr'd 
From  Father  to  his  Son  ?  strange  point  and  new ! 
Doctrine  which  we  would  know  whence  leam'd : 

who  saw 
When  this  creation  was?  remember'st  thou 
Hiy  making^  while  the  Maker  gave  thee  being  ?• 
We  know  no  time  when  we  were  not  as  now ; 
Know  none  before  us,  self-begot,  self-rais'd 
By  our  own  quickening  power,  when  fiital  course 
Had  circled  his  full  orb,  the  birth  mature 
Of  this  our  native  Heaven,  ethereal  sons. 
Our  puissance  is  our  own :   our  own  right  hand 
Shall  teach  us  highest  deeds,  by  proof  to  try 
Who  is  our  equal :  then  thou  sbalt  .behold 
Whether  by  supplication  we  intend 
Address,  and  to  begirt  the  almighty  throne 
Beseeching  or  besieging.     This  report, 
Tliese  tidings  carry  to  the  anointed  King ; 
And  fly,  ere  evil  intercept  thy  flight.' 

"  He  said ;  and,  as  the  sound  of  waters  deep. 
Hoarse  murmur  echo*d  to  his  words  applause 
Through  the  infinite  host :  nor  leas  for  that 
The  flaming  seraph  fearless,  though  alone 
Encompass*d  round  with  foes,  thus  answer'd  boliL 

**  *  O  alienate  firom  God,  O  spirit  accurs'd, 
Formken  of  all  good !     1  see  thy  flJl 
Determin*d,  and  tliy  hapless  crew  involv'd 
In  this  perfidious  fraud,  contagion  ^read 
Both  of  thy  crime  and  punishment ;  bencefordi 
No  more  be  troubled  how  to  quit  the  yoke 
Of  God*s  Messiah ;  those  indulgent  laws 
Will  not  be  now  vouchsaTd ;  other  decrees 
Against  thee  are  gone  forth  without  recall : 
That  golden  sceptre,  which  thou  didst  reject, 
Is  now  an  iron  rod  to  bruise  and  break 
Thy  disobedience.     Well  thou  didst  advise ; 
Yet  not  for  thy  adrice  or  threats  I  fly 
Tliese  wicked  tents  devoted,  lest  the  wrath 
Impendent,  raging  into  sudden  flame. 
Distinguish  not :  for  aoon  expect  to  fed 
His  thunder  on  thy  head,  devoiuing  fire. 
Then  who  created  thee  lamenting  learn. 
When  who  can  VBcrente  thee  thou  ihalt  kaaw* 
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'*  So  Bpake  the  lenph  Abdiel,  faithful  found 
Among  the  faithless,  faithful  only  he ; 
Among  innumerable  false,  unmoT*d, 
Unshaken,  unseduc'd,  unterrified. 
His  loyalty  he  kept,  Ws  love,  his  zeal ; 
Nor  number,  nor  example,  with  him  wrought 
To  swerve  from  truth,  or  change  his  constant  mind. 
Though  single.  From  amidst  them  forth  he  pass*d. 
Long  way  tturuugh  hostile  scorn,  which  he  sustain*d 
Superior,  nor  of  violence  fear*d  aught ; 
And,  with  retorted  scorn,  his  back  he  tum*d 
On  those  proud  towers  to  swift  destruction  doom'd.** 


Book  VI. 

The  jirgufneni» 

Raphael  continues  to  relate  how  Michael  and 
Gabriel  were  sent  forth  to  battle  against  Satan 
and  his  angels.  The  -first  fight  described :  Satan 
and  his  powers  retire  under  night :  he  calls  a 
council ;  invents  devilish  engines,  which,  in  the 
second  day*s  fight,  put  Michael  and  his  angels  to 
some  disorder;  but  they  at  length,  pulling  up 
mountains,  overwhelmed  both  the  force  and 
machines  of  Satan :  yet,  the  tumult  not  so  end- 
ing, God,  on  the  third  day,  sends  Messiah  his 
Son,  for  whom  he  had  reserved  the  glory  of  that 
victory :  he,  in  the  power  of  his  Fatlicr,  coming 
to  the  place,  and  causing  all  his  legions  to  stand 
atill  on  eidier  side,  with  his  chariot  and  thunder 
driving  into  the  midst  of  his  enemies,  pursues 
them,  unable  to  resist,  towards  the  wall  of 
Heaven ;  which  opening,  they  leap  down,  with 
horrour  and  confusion,  into  tlie  place  of  punish- 
ment prepared  for  them  in  the  deep :  Messiah 
returns  with  triumph  to  his  Father. 

**  All  night  the  dreadless  angel,  unpursued. 
Through  Heaven's  wide  champain  held  his  way; 

till  Mom, 
\Vak*d  by  the  circling  Hours,  with  rosy  hand 
Unbarr'd  the  gates  of  Light.     There  is  a  cave 
Within  the  mount  of  God,  fast  by  liis  throne. 
Where  Liglit  and  Darkness  in  perpetual  round 
Lodge  and  dislodge  by  turns,  wliich  makes  through 

Heaven 
Grateful  vicissitude,  like  day  and  night ; 
Light  isKucs  forth,  and  at  the  other  door 
Obsequious  Darkness  enters,  till  her  hour        [well 
To  veil  the  Heaven,  though  darkness  tliere  might 
l^ecm  twilight  here :  and  now  went  forth  the  Mom, 
Such  as  in  highest  Heaven,  array'd  in  gold 
Empyreal ;  from  before  her  vanish'd  Night, 
Shot  through  with  orient  beams ;  when  all  the  plain 
Cover'd  with  thick  embattled  squadrons  bright. 
Chariots,  and  flaming  arms,  and  fiery  steeds, 
lieflecting  blaze  on  blaze,  first  met  liis  view  : 
War  he  perceiv'd,  war  in  procinct ;  and  found 
Already  known  what  he  for  news  had  thought 
To  have  reported  :  gladly  then  he  mix*d 
Among  those  friendly  powers,  who  him  received 
With  joy  and  acclamations  loud,  that  one 
That  of  so  many  myriads  talFn  yet  one, 
Retur9'd  not  lost.     On  to  the  sacred  hill 
They  led  him  high  applauded,  and  present 
Before  the  seat  supreme ;  from  whence  a  voice. 
Prom  midst  a  golden  cloud,  thus  mild  was  heard. 
"  <  Servant  of  God,  well  done;*  well  liast  tliou 

fought 


The  better  flcfat,  who  dbirie  faeit  mauttsn'd 

Againat  revolted  multitudea  the  cauee 

Of  truth,  in  wpid  mightier  than  thcyin  anna; 

And  for  the  testimony  of  truth  hait  borne 

Universal  reproach,  hr  worse  to  bear 

Than  violence ;  for  thifr  waa  all  thy  care 

To  stand  approv*d  in  sight  of  God,  though  worida 

Judg*d  thee  perverse :  the  easier  conquest  now 

Renudns  thee,  aided  by  this  host  of  fi^eoda. 

Back  on  thy  foes  more  glorious  to  return. 

Than  soom'd  thou  didst  depart ;  and  to  subdue 

By  force,  who  reason  for  their  law  refuse. 

Right  reason  for  their  law,  and  for  their  king 

Messiah,  who  by  rieht  of  merit  reigns. 

Go,  Michael,  of  celestial  armies  prince^ 

And  thou,  in  military  prowess  next, 

Gabriel,  lead  forth  to  battle  these  my  sons 

Invindble ;  lead  forth  my  armed  saints* 

By  thousands  and  by  millions,  rang*d  for  figbt. 

Equal  in  number  to  that  godless  crew 

Rebellious :  them  with  fire  and  hostile  arms 

Fearless  assault ;  and,  to  tlie  brow  of  Heaven 

Pursuing,  drive  them  out  from  God  and  blia^ 

Into  their  place  of  punishment,  the  gulf 

Of  Tartarus,  which  ready  opens  wide 

His  fiery  Chaos  to  receive  their  fall.' 

"  So  spake  the  Sovran  Voice,  and  clouds  began 
To  darken  all  the  hill,  and  smoke  to  roll 
In  dusky  wreaths,  reluctant  flames,  the  sign. 
Of  WTsth  awak*d  ;  nor  with  less  dread  the  loud 
Ethereal  trumpet  from  on  high  *gan  blow  : 
At  which  conunand  the  powers  militant 
That  stood  for  Heaven,  in  migh^  quadrate  join*d 
Of  union  irre^stible,  mov*d  on 
In  silence  their  bright  legions,  to  the  sound 
Of  instrumental  harmony,  tliat  breath'd 
Heroic  ardour  to  adventurous  deeds 
Under  their  God-like  leaders,  in  the  cause 
Of  God  and  his  Messiah.     On  tliey  move 
Indissolubly  firm ;  nor  obvious  hill. 
Nor  straitem'ng  vale,  nor  wood,  nor  stream,  divides 
Their  perfect  ranks :  for  high  above  the  ground 
Their  march  was,  and  the  passive  air  upbore 
Their  nimble  tread  ;  as  when  the  total  kind 
Of  birds,  in  orderly  array  on  wing, 
Came  summoned  over  Eden  to  receive 
Tlieir  names  of  thee  ;   so  over  many  a  tract    [wide. 
Of  Heaven  they  march'd,  and  many  a  prcmnce 
Tenfold  the  length  of  tiiis  teirene :  at  last^ 
Far  in  the  horizon  to  the  north  appear*d 
From  skirt  to  skirt  a  fiery  region,  sb-etch'd 
In  battailous  aspect,  and  nearer  view 
Bristled  with  upright  beams  innumerable 
Of  rigid  ^)ears,  and  helmets  throng'd,  and  Ai^ldi 
Various,  with  boastful  argument  pourtray'd, 
Tlie  banded  powers  of  Satan  hasting  on 
With  furious  expedition  ;  for  they  ween'd 
That  self-same  day,  by  fight,  or  by  surprise^ 
To  win  the  mount  of  God,  and  on  his  dirone 
To  set  the  Envier  of  his  state,  the  proud 
Aspirer ;  but  their  thoughts  prov'd  fond  and  vain 
In  the  mid  way :  though  strange  to  us  it  seem'd 
At  first,  that  angel  should  with  angel  war. 
And  in  fierce  hosting  meet,  who  wont  to  meet 
So  oft  in  festivals  of  joy  and  love 
Unanimous,  as  sons  of  one  great  Sire, 
Hynming  the  Eternal  Father :  but  the  shout 
Of  battle  now  l)cgan,  and  rushing  sound 
Of  onset  ended  soon  each  milder  thought. 
High  in  the  midst  exulted  as  a  God, 
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The  ipoiiste  tn  his  'nm4irlglit  chariot  aat, 
Idol  o/majeoj  diWne,  enclos'd 
Titb  lianiiiig  dKnibim,  and  golden  shields ; 
'DKn  ligliisa  liom  his  gorgeous  throne^  for  now 
*Tvm  boit  and  host  hut  narrow  space  was  left, 
A  dradAil  interval,  and  front  to  firont 
I'rvccntid  ttood  in  terrible  amy 
Of  hideoas  length :  before  the  cloudy  Tan, 
On  dterangh  edge  of  battle  ereitjoin'd, 
S^.  with  TBst  and  haughty  strides  advanc'd, 
Coe  lowering,  ann*d  in  adamant  and  gold ; 
.Uditi  thit  sght  endur'd  not,  where  he  stood 
AoMfi  tlie  mightiest,  bent  on  highest  deeds, 
Aij  tinis  hb  own  undaunted  heut  explores. 
***0  Heaven!   that  such  resemblance  of  the 
Highest 
Sk-cld  Tct  remain,  where  fiiith  and  realty     [might 
K<rain  not:  wherefore  should  not  strength  and 
n»rv  fail  where  rirtue  fails,  or  weakest  prove 
^hat  boldest,  though  to  sight  unconquerable  ? 
Ha  Tibance,  trusting  in  the  Almighty's  aid, 
I  xcifl  to  try,  whose  reason  I  have  tried 
Ptt^ndaod  false:  nor  is  it  aught  but  just, 
IW  he,  who  m  debate  of  truth  hath  won, 
^nM  wm  in  aims,  in  both  disputes  alike 
^'^or ;  though  bnitiah  that  cont^  and  foul, 
*Vii  rcuon  hath  to  deal  vrith  force,  yet  so 
tf <«4  reaMQ  is  that  reason  overconie.* 
^  **  &)  pondering,  and  from  his  armed  peers 
' -n  «(i»ping  opposite,  half-way  he  met 
ih  danng  foe,  at  thb  prevention  more 
'CK^i,  ud  dius  securely  him  defied,      [reached 
Proud,  art  thou  ^let  ?  thy  hope  was  to  have 
1^  hAfht  of  thy  wspiring  unoppos'd, 

IV  'wirone  of  God  unguarded,  and  his  side 
Jb«j  'ioo'd,  at  the  temnir  of  thy  power 

^  9^*m  tongue :  fool !  not  to  think  how  vain 
^^-M  die  Omm'potent  to  rise  in  anns ; 
^  out  of  anallcst  things  could,  without  end, 
wtf  nk'6  iaceivant  armies  to  defeat 

V  ^oJIt  ;  or  with  solitary  hand 
^^:i^  beyond  all  limit,  at  one  blow, 
1^^^  could  have  finith'd  thee,  and  whelm'd 
^  i'^kmunder  darkness :  but  thou  seest 

!ir  '^^^  *«""  ;  *«*  be»  ^*>o  ftk*^ 
^*T,  ami  piety  to  God,  though  then 

[^•r  not  risible,  when  I  alone 
■t'.i  in  thy  world  erroneous  to  dissent 
J*'-  >^l  •  my  «ect  thou  seest ;  now  learn  too  late 
'^^  ^  vanetiffles  may  know,  when  thousands 
nr.* 

^^ir-ffl  the  grand  foe,  vrith  scornful  eye  askance, 
*»  iMTcred.  «  ni  for  thee,  but  in  wish'd  hour 
'fV  ^vienjpe,  fint  aought  for,  thou  retum*st 
"■■  <i?ht,  seditious  angel  *  to  receive 
^  ^^^aiud  reward,  the  first  assay 
"  t-i  ri|^  hand  provok'd  since  first  that  tongue, 
E  ''  d  widi  cootndiction,  durst  oppose 
)j^^*  P**  of  the  gods,  in  s3rnod  met 
^  Hrti«  to  aamt ;  who,  whOe  they  feel 
^■^  n  divine  widnn  diem,  can  allow 
^i>tna  to  none.     But  vrell  thou  com'st 
[•«»  %  feQows,  ambitious  to  win 
'^"^  woe  pinme,  that  thy  success  may  show 
^x^JctMotDtherest:  thb  pause  between,     . 
«''^er'd  IcMt  thou  boast,)  to  let  thee  know, 
('     'l  thought  that  liberty  and  Heaven 
-  -nrtily  wmU  had  been  all  one  ;  but  now 
/*  tSK  oMMt  ifaroagh  sloth  had  rather  serve, 
^'<>«ng  ^bil^  trrin'd  up  in  feast  and  song ! 


Such  hast  thou  atm'd,  the  minstrelsy  of  Heaven, 

Servility  with  freedom  to  contend. 

As  both  their  deeds  compar*d  this  day  shall  prova' 

"  To  whom  in  brief  thus  Abdiel  stem  replied. 
<  Apostate !  still  thou  err'st,  nor  end  vrilt  find 
Of  erring,  from  the  path  of  truth  remote : 
Unjustly  thou  deprav'st  it  with  the  name 
Of  serritude,  to  serve  whom  God  ordaias^ 
Or  nature :   God  and  nature  bid  the  same. 
When  he  who  rules  is  worthiest,  and  excels 
Them  whom  be  governs.     This  is  servitude. 
To  serve  the  unwise,  or  him  who  bath  rebell*d 
Against  his  worthier,  as  thine  now  serve  thee, 
Thyself  not  free,  but  to  thyself  enthrall'd ; 
Yet  lewdly  dar*st  our  ministring  upbraid. 
Reign  thou  in  Hell,  thy  kingdom ;  let  me  serve 
In  Heaven  God  ever  blest,  and  his  dirine 
Behests  obey,  worthiest  to  be  obey*d ;  [while 

Yet  chains  in   Hell,  not  realms,  expect:    mean* 
From  me  retum'd,  as  erst  thou  saidst,  from  flighty 
Tliis  greeting  on  thy  impious  crest  receive.' 
**  So  saying,  a  noble  stroke  he  lifted  high. 
Which  hung  not,  but  so  swift  with  tempest  fell 
On  the  proud  crest  of  Satan,  that  no  sight. 
Nor  motion  of  swift  thought,  less  could  his  shield, 
Such  ruin  intercept :  ten  paces  huge 
He  back  recoil'd ;  the  tendi  on  ben<led  knee 
His  massy  spear  upstaid ;  as  if  on  £arth 
Winds  under  ground,  or  waters  forcing  way 
Sidelong  had  push*d  a  mountain  from  his  seat. 
Half  sunk  with  all  liis  pines.     Amazement  sei2*d 
Hie  rebel  thrones,  but  greater  rage,  to  see     [shout. 
Thus  foil'd  their  mightiest ;   ours  joy  fill*d,  and 
Pl-esage  of  rictory,  and  fierce  desire 
Of  battle :  whereat  Michael  bid  sound 
Hie  arch-angel  trumpet ;  through  the  vast  of  Heaven 
It  sounded,  and  the  faithful  armifcs  rung 
Hosanna  to  the  Highest :  nor  stood  at  gaze 
The  adverse  legions,  nor  less  hideous  join*d 
The  horrid  shock.     Now  storming  fury  rose. 
And  clamour,  such  as  heard  in  Heaven  till  now 
Was  never;  arms  on  drmour  dashing  bray*d 
Horrible  discord,  and  the  madding  wheels 
Of- brazen  chariots  rag*d ;  dire  was  the  noise 
Of  confiict ;  over  head  the  dismal  luss 
Of  fiery  darts  in  flaming  vollies  flew, 
And  flying  vaulted  either  host  with  fire. 
So  under  fiery  cope  together  rush'd 
Both  battles  main,  witft  ruinous  assault 
And  inextinguishable  rage.     AU  Heaven 
Resounded ;  and  liad  Earth  been  then,  all  Earth 
Had  to  her  centre  shook.     Wliat  wonder  ?  wliere 
Millions  of  fierce  encountering  angels  fought 
On  either  side,  tlie  least  of  whom  could  wield 
These  elements,  and  arm  him  with  tiie  force 
Of  all  their  regions :  how  much  more  of  power 
Army  against  army  numberless  to  raise 
Dreaioful  combustion  warring,  and  disturb, 
Tliough  not  destroy,  their  happy  native  seat ; 
Had  not  the  Eternal  King  Omnipotent, 
From  his  strong  hold  of  Heaven,  high  over-nd'd 
And  limited  their  might ;  though  number*d  such 
As  each  dirided  legion  might  have  seem*d 
A  numerous  host ;  in  strength  each  armed  hand 
A  legion ;  led  in  fight,  yet  leader  seem*d 
Each  warriour  single  as  in  chief,  expert 
When  to  advance,  or  stand,  or  turn  the  sway 
Of  battle,  open  when,  and  when  to  close 
The  ridges  of  grim  war :  no  thought  of  flight. 
None  of  retreat,  no  unbecoming  deed 
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That  argued  tear ;  each  oo  tumself  relied^ 
As  only  in  liig  arm  the  moment  lay 
Of  victory :  deeds  of  eternal  fame 
Were  done,  but  infinite ;  for  wide  was  spread 
Tiiat  war,  and  various,  sometimes  on  firm  ground 
A  standing  fight,  then,  soaring  on  main  wing» 
Tormented  all  the  air ;  all  air  seem'd  then 
Conflicting  fife.     Long  time  in  even  scale 
Ulie  battle  hung;  till  Satan,  who  that  day 
Ptadigious  power  had  shown,  and  met  in  arms 
No  equal,  ranging  through  the  dire  attack 
Of  fighting  seraphim  oonfus*d,  at  length 
Saw  where  the  sword  of  Michael  smote,  and  feU*d 
Squadrons  at  once  ;  with  huge  two-handed  sway 
Bf  andish'd  aloft,  the  horrid  edge  came  down 
M^de-wastxng ;  such  destruction  to  withstand 
He  hasted,  and  oppos'd  the  rocky  orfo 
Of  tenfold  adamant,  his  ample  shield, 
A  vast  circumference.     At  his  ^proadi 
The  great  arcb-angd  firom  his  warlike  toil 
Surcess'd,  and  glad,  as  hoping  here  to  end 
Intestine  war  in  Heaven,  the  arch-foe  subdued 
Or  captive  dragg*d  in  chains^  with  hostile  fiiown 
And  visage  all  inflam'd  first  thus  began. 

**  '  Author  of  evil,  unknown  till  tiby  revolt, 
Unnam'd  in  Heaven,  now  plenteous,  as  thou  seest 
Tliese  acts  of  hateful  strife,  hatefal  to  all, 
Though  heaviest  by  just  measure  on  thjrself 
And  thy  adherents :  how  hast  thou  disturbed 
Heaven's  blessed  peace,  and  into  nature  brought 
Misery,  uncreated  till  the  crime 
Of  thy  rebellion  !  how  hast  thou  instill*d 
Tliy  malice  into  thousands,  once  upright 
And  faithful,  now  proved  felse !    But  think  not  here 
To  trouble  holy  rest ;  Heaven  casts  thee  out 
From  all  her  confines.     Heaven,  the  scat  of  bliss, 
Brooks  not  the  works  of  violence  and  war. 
Hence  then,  and  evil  go  with  thee  along, 
Thy  offspring,  to  the  place  of  evil.  Hell ; 
Thou  and  thy  wicked  crew !  there  mingle  broih. 
Ere  this  avenging  s«'ord  heg^  thy  doom,        [God, 
Or  some  more  sudden  vengeance,   wing*d  from 
Precipitate  thee  with  augmented  pain.* 

*'  So  spake  the  prince  of  angels ;  to  whom  thus 
The  adversaiy.    *  Nor  think  dbou  with  wind 
Of  aery  threats  to  awe  whom  yet  with  deeds 
Thou  canst  not.  Hast  thou  tum*d  the  least  of  these 
To  flight,  or  if  to  fall,  but  that  they  rise 
Unvanquisb*d,  easier  to  transact  with  me      [threats 
That  thou   should'st  hope,    imperious,   and  witli 
To  chase  me  hence  ?  err  not,  that  so  shall  end 
Hie  strife  whidi  thou  call*st  evil,  but  we  style 
Tlie  strife  of  glory ;  which  we  mean  to  win. 
Or  turn  this  Heaven  itself  into  the  Hell 
Thou  fablest  ;'here  however  to  dwell  firee. 
If  not  to  reign  :  meamdiile  thy  utmost  force. 
And  join  him  nam*d  Almi^^  to  thy  aid, 
I  fly  not,  but  have  sought  thee  far  and  nigh. 

<<  They  aided  parle,  and  both  addressed  for  fight 
Unspeakable ;  for  who,  though  with  the  tongue 
Of  angels,  can  relate,  or  to  what  things 
Likea  on  Earth  conqucuous,  that  may  lift 
Human  imagination  to  auch  height 
Of  godlike  power?  for  likeat  gods  they  seemed. 
Stood  they  or  mov*d,  in  stature,  motion,  anas, 
Fit  to  decide  the  empire  of  great  Heaven.  ^ 
Now  wav'd  their  fieiy  swords,  and  in  the  air 
Made  horrid  circles :  two  broad  suns  their  shields 
Blas'd  opposite,  while  expectation  stood 
Inhorrour:  from  each  hand  with  ipeed  rMir*d, 


Where  ent  WM  thickcit  fig^  the  ngclk  davB^ 
And  left  large  field,  unasfe  within  tlw  wind 
Of  such  coounotion ;  such  as»  to  set  forth 
Great  things  by  small,  i^  Nature's  ooooord  broke, 
Among, the  con^fllation^  war  were  qpnm^ 
Two  planets,  rushing  firom  aip£ct  m^iga 
Of  fiercest  opposition,  in  mid  sky 
Should  comhat,  and  thor  jarring  spheres  confiNiBi 
Together  both  with  next  to  almighty  arm 
Uplifted  imminent,  one  stroke  tfaey  aim*d 
That  might  determine,  and  not  need  repest, 
As  not  of  power  at  once ;  nor  odds  appeared 
In  might  or  swift  prevention  :  but  the  swcid 
Of  Michael  from  the  armoury  of  God 
Was  given  him  temper*d  so,  that  nothcr  keea 
Nor  solid  might  resist  that  edge :  it  met 
The  sword  of  Satan,  with  steep  force  to  smite 
Descending,  and  in  half  cut  sheer ;  nor  stsid, 
But  with  swift  wheel  reverse,  deep  enteriog,  sfair^d 
All  his  right  side :  then  Satan  first  knew  psin. 
And  writh*d  him  to  and  fro  convolv*d ;  so  sore 
Hie  griding  sword  with  discontinuous  wound 
Pass'd  through  him :  but  the  ethereal  stthstsnccdatV 
Not  long  divisible ;  and  from  the  gash 
A  stream  of  nectarous  humour  issuing  flow'd 
Sanguine,  such  as  celestial  spirits  may  bleed. 
And  all  his  armour  stain'd,  ere  while  so  bi%bL 
Forthwith  on  all  sides  to  his  aid  was  run 
By  angek  many  and  strong,  who  interpos*d 
Befence,  while  others  bore  him  on  their  sfaiddi 
Back  to  his  diariot,  where  it  stood  retir'd 
From  off  the  files  of  war :  there  tliey  him  Ittd 
Gnashing  for  anguish,  and  dequte,  and  shame, 
To  find  himself  not  matchless,  and  his  pride 
Humbled  by  such  rebuke,  so  fu  beneath 
His  confidence  to  equal  God  in  power. 
Yet  soon  he  heal'd;  for  qiirits  that  live  throa^^i 
Vital  in  every  part,  not  as  frail  man 
In  entrails  heart  or  head,  liver  or  reins, 
Cannot  but  by  annihilating  die ; 
J  Nor  in  their  liquid  texture  mortal  vround 
UcceivG,  no  more  than  can  ibe  fluid  air : 
All  heart  they  live,  all  head,  all  eye,  all  csr. 
All  intellect,  all  sense ;  and,  as  they  please^ 
'Hicy  limb  themselves,  and  colour,  shiqte,  or  sk 
Assume,  as  likes  them  best,  condense  or  rare. 

"  Meanwhile  in  other  parts  like  deeds  desen'il 
Memorial,  where  the  might  of  Gabriel  fougfat. 
And  with  fierce  ensigns  piere*d  the  deep  array 
Of  Moloch,  furious  king ;  who  him  de£ed. 
And  at  his  chariot-wheels  to  drag  him  bound 
Threaten*d,  nor  from  the  Holy  One  of  Heaven 
Rcfnin*d  his  tongue  blasphemous ;  but  anon 
Down  cloven  to  the  waist,  with  sbatter'd  aims 
And  uncouth  pain  fled  bellowing.     On  each  «ii 
Uriel,  and  Raphael,  his  vaunting  foe. 
Though  huge,  and  in  a  rock  of  diamond  ann'd, 
Vanquish*d  Adramelech,  and  Asmadai, 
IVo  potent  thrones,  that  to  be  less  than  gods 
Disdain'd,  but  meaner  thoughts  leara*d  in  tl 
flight,  [m 

Mangled  with  ghastly  wounds  through  plate  i 
Nor  stood  unmindful  Abdiel  to  annoy 
The  atheist  crew,  but  with  redoubled  blow 
Ariel,  and  Ariodi,  and  the  violence 
Of  Rsmiel  scorcb'd  and  blasted,  oveithrew. 
I  might  relate  of  thousands,  and  their  names 
Eternise  here  on  Earth ;  but  those  elect 
Angels,  contented  with  their  fttme  in  Heaven, 
Seek  notthe  praise  of  men:  the  other  sort. 
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Ib  migfat  tlioi^  wand'fous  and  in  acts  of  war^ 
Nor  ofrcnowB  las  eager,  yet  by  doom 
Cuiodl'd  fton  Heaven  wid  sacred  memory, 
MaadesB  in  dsik  oblivion  let  them  dwell. 
For  magth  firom  truth  divided,  and  ftvm  just, 
lUwdible,  Dou^t  merits  but  disimise 
And  Ipwoiiny ;  yet  to  glory  aspires 
Vofr^nkmis,  and  through  infiuny  sedu  fame : 
Tlmfae  eternal  silence  be  their  doom,     [swerved, 
"  And  now,  thehr  mightiest  queU*d,  the  battle 
Vkfa  oDsny  an  inroad  gor*d ;  deformed  rout 
Eflter'd,  sad  foul  disorder ;  all  the  ground 
^Hifa  dsver'd  armour  strown,  and  on  a  heap 
Cbiiot  sad  charioteer  lay  overtum*d, 
Aad  fiay4baming  steeds ;  what  stood,  recoil'd 
O'er-wcaried,  through  the  faint  Satanic  host 
I^iimife  xarce,  or  with  pale  fear  surpzis*d, 
IVn  fint  with  lear  surpru'd,  and  sense  of  pain, 
fled  igDoaumous,  to  such  eWl  brought 
By  ib  of  disobedience;  till  that  hour  * 

Not  liable  to  fear,  or  flight,  or  pain. 
Fv  cdienrise  the  inviolable  saints, 
U  rufaie  phalanx  firm,  advanc*d  entire, 
lanilscnblc,  impenetrably  arm*d ; 
&tdi  high  advantages  their  innocence 
(hut  than  above  their  foes ;  not  to  have  sinn*d, 
Vol  to  hsfe  disobey'd  ;  in  fight  they  stood 
I'nvevied,  nnobnoxious  to  be  pain*d  [mov*d. 

B)  vound,  though  from  their  place  by  violence 
**  Sow  Night  her  course  began,  and,  over  Heaven 
I'Mlucing  darkness,  grateful  truce  impos'd, 
Asd  ulcnce  on  die  odious  din  of  vrar : 
tjtdcr  bcr  cloudy  covert  both  retir'd, 
Victor  sad  vanquish'd :  on  the  fougfaten  field 
V.dael  snd  his  angda  prevalent 
^'BOBpinf,  plac'd  in  guard  their  watches  round, 
C^ssUc  waving  fires :  on  the  other  part, 
^ttm  «idi  his  KbeiUous  disi^ipear'd, 
fv  is  die  dsik  dislodg'd ;  and,  void  of  rest, 
^(a  poicittatcs  to  oouj^  call*d  by  night ; 
Asd  io  the  midst  thus  undismay'd  b^an. 

** '  0  aoir  in  danger  tried,  now  knovm  in  arms 
^  tobe  otcrpowcr'd,  companions  dear, 
^ond  worthy  not  of  liberty  alone^ 
l'«  mesa  pretence !  but  what  we  more  affbct, 
H'mwr,  dominion,  glory,  and  renown ; 
*^  have  mstain'd  una  day  in  doubtful  fight 
And  if  gae  d^,  why  not  eternal  days  ?) 
^^  Heaven's  Lord  had  powerfullest  to  send 
Aoin«  as  from  about  faia  throne,  and  judg*d 
<>>SQcm  to  sDbdnc  ua  to  his  will, 
BttpoveiBotso:  then  fallible,  it  scans, 
^^otiirr  we  nay  deem  him,  though  till  now 
Ofeumcat  thoogfat     TVue  is,  less  firmly  arm'd, 
l^  diadvantage  vrc  endur*d  and  pain, 
^aow  act  known,  but,  known,  as  soon  contemn'd; 
?"*  lev  wt  find  tfaia  our  empyreal  form 
bnHiiecf  mortal  injury, 
2""**'^  aad  though  pierc'd  with  vround, 
^  d'^da^  bmI  by  native  vigour  heal'd. 
*'f<vildMn  lonsUy  as  cn^  tibink 
nsicaiedy;  perhaps  mora  valid  arms. 


opQQi  BBSR  violent,  when  next  we  meet, 
Ni;itnctDhMmis,  and  vrona  our  foes, 
I'' tSaal  what  bstwcca  us  made  the  odds, 
if  odier  hwfdfff  cause 


J^JJ^w  mptrier,  wfaik  we  can  preserve 
J/'^^*cw  wads,  sad  understanding  aound, 
» •evch  snd  eaasDltation  wiU  disclose.* 
"  He  M;  and  hi  the  iimbly  next  upstood 


^sroch,  of  prindpoJides  the  prime ; 
As  one  he  stood  escap*d  finom  cruel  fight, 
Sore  toil'd,  his  riven  arms  to  havoc  hewn, 
And  cloudy  in  aspdct  thus  answering  spoke. 

**  *  Deliverer  fh>m  new  lords,  leader  to  free 
Enjoyment  of  our  right  as  gods ;  yet  hard 
For  gods,  and  too  unequal  work  we  find, 
Against  unequal  arms  to  fight  in  pain. 
Against  unpain'd,  impassive ;  from  which  evil 
Ruin  must  needs  ensue;  for  what  avuls  [pain 

Valour  or  strength,  though  matchless,  quell*d  with 
Which  all  subdues,  and  makes  remiss  the  hands 
Of  mightiest  ?  Sense  of  pleasure  we  may  well 
Spare  out  of  life  perhaps,  and  not  repine. 
But  live  content,  which  is  the  calmest  life: 
But  pain  is  perfect  misery,  the  worst 
Of  evils,  and,  excessive,  overturns 
All  patience.     He,  who  therefore  can  invent 
With  what  more  forcible  we  may  off*end 
Our  yet  unwounded  enemies,  or  arm 
Ourselves  with  like  defence,  to  me  deserves 
No  less  than  for  deliverance  what  we  owe.* 

'<  Whereto  vrith  look  compos'd  Satan  replied. 
'  Not  uninvented  that,  which  thou  aright 
Believ'st  so  main  to  our  success,  I  bring. 
Which  of  us  who  beholds  the  bright  surfiice 
Of  this  ethereous  mould  whereon  we  stand. 
This  continent  of  spacious  Heaven  adorn*d 
With  plant,  fruit,  flower  ambrosial,  gems,  and  gold ; 
Whose  eye  so  superficially  surveys 
Tliese  things,  as  not  to  mind  from  whence  they  grow 
Deep  under  ground,  materials  dark  and  crude. 
Of  spiritous  and  fiery  spume,  till,  touch*d 
Widi  Heaven's  ray,  and  tcmper*d,  they  shoot  forth 
So  beauteous,  opening  to  the  ambient  light? 
Hiese  in  their  cbrk  nativity  the  deep 
Shall  yield  us,  pregnant  with  infernal  flame ; 
Which  into  hoUow  engines,  long  and  round. 
Thick  ramm*d,4t  the  otlier  bore  with  touch  of  fire 
Dilated  and  infuriate,  shall  send  forth 
FVom  far,  with  thundering  noise,  among  our  foea 
Such  implements  of  mischief,  as  shall  dash 
To  pieces,  and  o'erwhelm  whatever  stands 
Adverse,  that  they  shall  fear  we  have  disarm'd 
The  Thunderer  of  his  only  dreaded  bolt. 
Nor  long  shall  be  .our  labour ;  yet  ere  dawn 
Effect  sbdl  end  our  wish.     Meanwhile  revive ; 
Abandon  fear ;  to  strength  and  counsel  join*d 
Think  nothing  hard,  much  less  to  be  dcqMur*d. 

"  He  ended,  and  his  words  their  drooping  cfaeef 
Enliffhten'd,  and  their  languish'd  hope  reviv*d* 
The  mvention  all  admir'd,  and  each,  how  he 
To  be  the  inventor  miss*d ;  so  easy  it  seem*d 
Once  found,  which  yet  unfound  moat  would  have 

thought 
Impossible :  yet,  haply,  of  thy  race 
In  future  days,  if  malice  should  abound. 
Some  one  intent  on  mischief,  or  inspir'd 
With  devilish  machination,  might  devise 
Like  instrument  to  plague  the  sons  of  men 
For  sin,  on  war  and  mutual  daughter  bent. 
Forthwith  from  council  to  the  work  they  flew  ;* 
None  arguing  stood ;  innumerable  hands 
Were  reaidy ;  in  a  moment  up  tfaay  turn*d 
Wide  the  celestial  soil,  and  saw  beneath 
"nie  originals  of  nature  in  thehr  crude 
Conception }  sulphurous  and  nitrous  foam 
Hiey  found,  they  mingled,  and,  with  subtle  ait, 
Concocted  and  adusted  they  reduc*d 
Tb  blackest  gntn,  and  into  store  conveyed : 
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Fart  hidden  veins  dIggM  up  (nor  hath  this  Earth 
Entrails  unlike)  of  mineral  and  stone, 
Whereof  to  found  their  engines  and  their  balls 
Of  missive  ruin ;  part  incentive  reed 
Provide,  pernicious  with  one  touch  to  fire. 
So  all  ere  day-spring,  under  conscious  nigh^ 
Secret  they  fini^*d,  and  in  order  set. 
With  silent  circumspection,  unespied. 

"  Now  when  fair  mom  orient  in  Heaven  appeared. 
Up  rose  the  victor-angels,  and  to  arms 
The  matin  trumpet  sung :  in  arms  they  stood 
Of  golden  panoply,  refulgent  host, 
Soon  banded ;  others  from  the  dawning  hills 
LookM  round,  and  scouts  each  coast  light  anned 

scour. 
Each  quarter,  to  descry  the  distant  foe. 
Where  lodg'd,  or  whither  fled,  or  if  for  fight; 
In  motion  or  in  halt :  him  soon  they  met 
Under  spread  ensigns  moving  nigh,  in  slow 
But  firm  battalion :  back  with  speediest  sail 
Zophiel,  of 'cherubim  the  swiftest  wing. 
Came  flying,  and  in  mid  air  aloud  thus  cried. 

**  *  Arm,  warriors,    arm   for   fight ;    the  foe  at 
hand, 
Whom  fled  we  thought,  will  save  us  long  pursuit 
This  day  ;  fear  not  his  flight ;  so  thick  a  cloud 
He  comes,  and  settled  in  his  hce  I  see 
Sad  resolution,  and  secure :  let  each 
His  adamantine  coat  gird  well,  and  each 
Fit  well  his  helm,  gripe  fast  his  orbed  shield. 
Borne  even  or  high ;  for  tliis  day  will  pour  down. 
If  I  conjecture  aught,  no  drizzling  diower, 
But  rattling  storm  of  arrows  barb'd  with  fire.' 

"  So  wam*d  he  them,  aware  themselves,  and  soon 
In  order,  quit  of  all  impediment ; 
Instant  without  disturb  they  took  alarm. 
And  onward  raov*d  embatded :  when  behold  ! 
Not  distant  far  with  heavy  pace  the  foe 
Approaching  gross  and  huge,  in  hollow  cube 
Training  his  devilidi  enginery,  impal'd 
On  every  side  with  shadowing  squadrons  deep. 
To  hide  the  fraud.  '  ^t  interview  both  stood 
A  while ;  but  suddenly  at  head  appear*d 
Satan,  and  thus  was  heard  commanding  loud. 

<*  *  Vanguard,  to  right  and  left  the  front  unfold ; 
That  all  may  see  who  hate  us,  how  we  seek 
Peace  and  composure,  and  ^th  open  breast 
Stand  ready  to  receive  them,  if  they  like 
Our  overture,  and  turn  not  back  perverse : 
But  that  I  doubt ;  however  witness  Heaven ! 
Heaven,  witness  thou  anon !  while  we  discharge 
Freely  our  part :  ye,  who  appointed  stand. 
Do  as  you  have  in  charge,  and  briefly  touch 
What  we  propound,  and  loud  that  all  may  hear ! 

"  So  scoffing  in  ambiguous  words,  he  scarce 
Had  ended ;  when  to  right  and  left  the  front 
Divided,  and  to  either  flank  retired : 
Which  to  our  eyes  discovered*  new  and  strange, 
A  triple  mounted  row  of  pillars  laid 
On  wheels,  (for  like  to  pillars  most  tliey  seem'd. 
Or  hoUow'd  bodies  made  of  oak  or  fir. 
With  branches  lopt,  in  wood  or  mountain  feird,) 
Brass,  iron,  stony  mould,  had  not  their  mouths 
With  hideous  orifiee  gap*d  on  us  wide. 
Portending  hollow  truce :  at  each  behind 
A  seraph  stood,  and  in  his  hand  a  reed 
Stood  waving  tipt  with  fire ;  while  we,  suspense, 
Collected  st<x)d  within  our  thoughts  amus'd, 
Not  long;  for  sudden  all  at  once  their  reeds 
Put  fortli,  and  to  a  narrow  vent  applied 


With  nicest  touch.     Immediate  in  a  flame. 

But  soon  obscur'd  wiA  smdce,  all  Heaven  sppear'^ 

From  those  deep-throated  engines  belcfa'd,  whose 

roar 
£mbowell*d  with  outrageous  noise  the  air. 
And  all  her  entrails  tore,  disgorging  foul 
Hieir  devilish  glut,  chain'd  ^undeiiwlts  and  hiO 
Of  iron  globes ;  which,  on  the  victor  host 
Levell'd,  with  such  impetuous  fury  smote, 
Tliat,  whcnn  they  hit,  none  on  their  feet  might  stand, 
Hiough  standing  else  as  rocks,  but  down  they  iidl 
By  thousands,  angel  on  ardwangel  roUM ; 
The  sooner  for  their  arms ;  unarmed,  they  mi^ 
Have  easily,  as  spirits,  evaided  swift 
By  quick  contraction  or  remove ;  but  now 
Foul  dissipation  follow'd,  and  forc*d  rout ; 
Nor  serv'd  it  to  relax  tbdr  serried  files. 
What  should  they  do  ?  if  on  they  nish*d,  repube 
Repeated,  and  indecent  overthrow 
Doubled,  would  render  them  yet  more  despis'd, 
And  to  their  foes  a  laughter ;  for  in  view 
Stood  rankM  of  seraphim  another  row, 
In  posture  to  displode  their  second  tire 
Of  thunder :  back  defeated  to  return 
They  worse  abhorr'd.     Satan  beheld  their  plight, 
And  to  his  mates  thus  in  derision  caird.      [proud? 

"  *  O  friends !  why  come  not  on  these  Ticton 
Ere  while  they  fierce  were  coming ;  and  when  ««, 
To  entertain  dicm  fair  with  open  front 
And  breast  (what  could  we  m(»«?)  propounded 

terms 
Of  composition,  straight  they  changed  their  minds, 
Flew  off,  and  into  strange  vagaries  fell. 
As  they  would  dance ;  yet  for  a  dance  they  seem'd 
Somewhat  extravagant  and  wild :  periiapa 
For  joy  of  ofier'd  peace :  but  I  suppose, 
If  our  proposals  once  again  were  heard, 
We  should  compel  them  to  a  quick  result.* 

*'  To  whom  thus  Belial,  in  like  gamesome  mood, 
<  Leader !  the  terms  we  sent  were  terms  of  wdgfat, 
Of  hard  contents,  and  full  of  forre  urg*d  home ; 
Such  as  we  might  perceive  amus'd  them  all. 
And  stumbled  many :  who  receives  them  right, 
Had  need  from  head  to  foot  well  understand ; 
Not  understood,  this  gift  they  have  t>esides, 
They  show  us  when  x>ur  foes  walk  not  upri^it* 

"  So  they  among  themselves  in  pleasant  vein 
Stood  scoffing,  heightened  in  their  thoughts  beyond 
All  doubt  of  victory :   Eternal  Might 
To  match  with  their  inventions  they  presum'd 
So  easy,  and  of  his  thunder  made  a  scorn. 
And  all  his  host  derided,  while  they  stood 
Awhile  in  trouble  :  but  they  stood  not  long ; 
Rage  prompted  them  at  length,  and  found  tbefl 

arms 
Against  such  hellish  miscliief  fit  to  oppose. 
Forthwith  (behold  the  excellence,  the  power. 
Which  God  hath  in  his  mighty  angels  placed !) 
Their  arms  away  they  threw,  and  to  the  hills 
(For  Earth  hath  this  variety  from  Heaven 
Of  pleasure  situate  in  hill  and  dale,) 
Light  as  the  lightning  glimpse  they  nm,  they  flew 
From  their  foundations  loosening  to  and  iroy 
They  pluck'd  the  seated  hills,  with  all  their  load. 
Bocks,  waters,  woods,  and  by  the  shaggy  tops 
Up-lifting  bore  them  in  their  hands :  amaze^ 
Be  sure,  and  terrour,  aeiz'd  the  rebel  host, 
When  coming  towards  them  so  dread  diey  saw 
The  bottom  of  the  mountains  upward  tum*d ; 
Till  on  those  cursed  engines*  triple  raw. 
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Visy  Hw  tbfxa  wlielm*d,  and  all  their  cooildence 
Under  the  weight  of  mountains  burled  deep ; 
rbemaelvcs  uiTaded  next,  and  on  their  heads 
Main  pnNnontories  flung,  which  in  the  air 
Cam  shadowing,    and    oppress*d    whole  legions 

•roi'd ;  [bruis'd 

IVir  armour  belp*d  their  harm,  cnish'd  in  and 
into  dwtr  sobftance  pent,  which  wrought  them  pain 
Impiaable,  and  many  a  dolorous  groan ; 
L«|  ^niggling  underneath,  ere  they  could  wind 
Out  of  such  prison,  though  spirits  of  purest  light, 
fWst  «t  6rst,  now  gross  by  sinning  grown. 
IV  r»t»  in  imitation,  to  like  arms 
Brtnftk  them,  and  the  neighbouring  hills  uptore : 
Si  {uils  amid  the  air  encountered  hills, 
Hurl'd  to  and  fro  with  jaculation  dire ; 
Tbt  under  ground  they  fought  in  dismal  shade ; 
Infernal  noise !  war  seem*d  a  civil  game 
To  tkis  uproar ;  horrid  confusion  h^p*d 
I'pon  confusion  rose :  and  now  all  Heayen 
Had  gocie  to  wrack,  with  ruin  overspread ; 
IJjd  not  the  Almi^ty  Father,  where  he  sits 
^vvin'd  in  his  sanctuary  of  Heaven  secure, 
(«Ki«iliing  on  the  sum  of  things,  foreseen 
Tim  tumult,  and  permitted  all,  adris*d  : 
"pux  his  gitat  purpose  he  might  so  fulfil, 
To  honour  his  anointed  Son  aveng*d 
I  pan  his  enemies,  and  to  declare 
All  power  on  him  transferr*d  :  whence  to  his  Son, 
Dm*  asMsaor  of  his  throne,  be  thus  began. 
^  -  Effulgence  of  my  glory,  Son  belov'd, 
«*^«i,  ia  whose  &ce  invisible  is  beheld 
V:«bly,  what  by  Deity  I  am  ; 
Aad  in  wboae  hand  what  by  decree  I  do^ 
Stcood  Omnipotence !  two  days  are  past, 
I  "0  days,  as  we  compute  the  days  of  Heaven, 
"wv  Micfaari  and  his  powers  went  forth  to  tame 
^KN^  disobedient :  8oi«  hath  been  their  fight, 
^^  likeBeit  was,  when  two  such  foes  met  arm*d ; 
K*r  u>  themselves  I  left  them ;  and  thou  know'st, 
£i]ual  in  their  creation  they  were  form*d,  [wrought 
•^ixt  what  «n  hath  impair'd;    which    yet    hath 
I^vnsihljr,  for  I  suspend  their  doom ; 
'*Vlftoce  in  perpetual  fight  they  needs  must  last 
i'-  II«u,  and  no  solution  will  be  found : 
^v  wearied  hath  perform'd  what  war  can  do^ 
\ivl  to  dlaoider'd  rage  let  loose  the  reins, 
^^uh  movataina,  as  with  weapons,  arm'd;  which 

makes 
**   i  work  in  Heaven,  and  dangerous  to  the  main. 
•  <«  >  dan  are  therefore  past,  the  third  is  tliine ; 
1'^  th«w  i  have  ordain'd  it ;  and  thus  far 
M  ite  «tirer*fl,  that  the  ^ory  may  be  thine 
<K  titdin^  this  great  war,  since  none  but  thou 
|4a  cfld  n.     Into  thee  such  virtue  and  grace 
U3«Qw  I  have  traaafus*d,  that  all  may  know 
la  Haven  and  Hell  thy  power  above  compare ; 
}^^  t^-k  perverse  commotion  govem*d  thus. 
To  atanifot  thee  wonfaicst  to  be  Heir 
Of  all  Uanga;  to  be  Heir,  and  to  be  King 
"J  •Old  unction,  thy  deserved  right. 
^  *«,  thou  Mightiest,  in  thy  Fadier*s  might ; 
•J****  wy  chariot,  guide  the  rapid  wheels 
*«  Aske  Heaven's  basis,  bring  forth  all  my  war, 
"?  how  and  thunder,  my  almighty  arms 
<nnl  on,  and  sword  upon  thy  puissant  thigh  ; 
™oe  these  sons  of  darkness,  drive  them  out 
j^J«w  sll  Hesfcn's  bounds  into  the  utter  deep : 
P«»e  Irt  thcv  Icam,  as  likes  them,  to  despise 
^  ttd  ^Miah,  his  anointed  king.' 


"  He  said,  and  on  his  son  with  rays  direct 
Shone  full ;  he  all  his  Father  full  expreas'd 
Ineffably  into  his  face  recdv'd ; 
And  thus  the  filial  godhead  answering  spake. 

**  *  O  Father,  O  Supreme  of  heavenly  thrones, 
First,  Highest,  Holies^  Best ;  thou  always  seck'st 
To  glorify  thy  Son ;  I  always  thee. 
As  is  most  just :  this  I  my  glory  account, 
My  exaltation,  and  my  whole  delight. 
That  thou,  in  rae  well  pleas'd,  dcclar'st  thy  will 
Fulfiird,  which  to  fulfil  is  all  my  bliss. 
Sceptre  and  power,  tliy  giving,  I  assume. 
And  gladlier  shall  resign,  wlien  in  the  end 
Thou  shalt  be  all  in  all,  and  I  in  thee 
For  ever ;  and  in  me  all  whom  thpu  lov*st : 
But  whom  tliou  hat'st,  I  hate,  and  can  put  on 
Thy  terrours,  as  I  put  thy  mildness  on. 
Image  of  thee  in  all  things  ;  and  shall  soon, 
Arm*d  with  thy  miglit,  rid  Heaven  of  these  rebell'd ; 
To  their  prepared  ill  mansion  driven  down. 
To  chains  of  darkness,  and  the  undying  worm ; 
lliat  from  thy  just  obedience  could  revolt. 
Whom  to  obey  is  happiness  entire. 
Then  shall  thy  saints  unmix'd,  luid  from  the  impure 
Far  separate,  circling  thy  holy  mount, 
Unfeigned  halleluiahs  to  thee  sing. 
Hymns  of  high  praise,  and  I  among  them  chiefs* 

"  So  said,  he,  o*er  his  sceptre  bowing,  rose 
From  the  right  hand  of  glory  where  he  sat ; 
And  the  third  sacred  mom  began  to  shine. 
Dawning  through   Heaven.      Forth  rush*d  with 

wliirlwind  sound 
The  chariot  of  Paternal  Deity, 
Flashing  tliick  fiames,  wheel  within  wheel  undrawn, 
Itself  instinct  with  spirit,  but  convoyed 
By  four  cherubic  shapes ;  four  faces  each 
Had  wonderous ;  as  with  stars,  their  bodies  all 
And  wings  ^ere  set  with  eyes ;  with  eyes  the  wheels 
Of  beryl,  and  careering  fires  between ; 
Over  their  heads  a  crystal  firmament. 
Whereon  a  sapphire  throne,  inlaid  with  pure 
Amber,  and  colours  of  tihe  showery  arch. 
He,  in  celestial  panoply  all  arm*d 
Of  radiant  Urim,  work  divinely  wrought, 
Ascended ;  at  his  right  hand  Victory 
Sat  eagle-wing'd ;  beside  him  hung  his  bow 
And  quiver  with  three  bolted  tlmnder  stor'd ; 
And  from  about  him  fierce  effusion  roird 
Of  smoke,  and  bickering  flame,  and  sparkles  dire : 
Attended  with  ten  thousand  thousand  saints, 
He  onward  came ;  far  off  his  coming  shone; 
And  twenty  tliousand  (I  their  number  heard) 
Cluuiots  of  God,  half  on  each  hand,  were  seen : 
He  on  the  wings  of  dicrub  rode  sublime 
On  the  crystalline  sky,  in  sapphire  thron'd. 
Illustrious  far  and  wide ;  but  by  his  own 
First  seen  :  them  unexpected  joy  surpris'd, 
When  the  great  ensign  of  Messiah  blaz*d 
Aloft  by  angels  borne,  liis  sign  in  Heaven ; 
Under  whose  conduct  Midiael  soon  reduc'd 
His  army,  drcumfus'd  on  either  wing. 
Under  their  head  imbodied  all  in  one. 
Before  him  Power  Divine  his  way  prepared  ; 
At  his  command  the  uprooted  hills  retir*d 
Each  to  his  place ;  they  heard  his  voice,  and  went 
Obsequious ;  Heaven  his  wonted  face  renewed. 
And  witli  finesh  flowerets  bill  and  valley  smil'd. 
Tliis  saw  his  hapless  foea.  but  stood  obdur*d, 
And  to  rel)cIlious  fight  railied  their  powers, 
Insensate,  hope  conceiving  from  dcspau. 
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In  heavenly  qiirits  ooiild  ludi  pervcnaneta  dwell  ? 

But  to  ooimooe  the  proud  what  signs  avail, 

Or  wonders  move  the  ohdurate  to  rdent  ? 

Tinty,  harden*d  more  by  what  might  most  ledaim. 

Grieving  to  see  his  glory,  at  the  sight 

Took  envy ;  and,  aspiring  to  his  height, 

Stood  re-embattled  fierce,  by  force  or  fhiud 

Weening  to  prosper,  and  at  length  prevail 

Against  God  and  Messiah,  or  to  fidl 

In  universal  niin  last ;  and  now 

To  final  battle  drew,  disdaining  flight. 

Or  &int  retreat ;  when  the  great  Son  of  God 

To  all  his  host  on  either  hand  thus  q>ake.      [stand, 

"  *  Stand  still  in  bright  array,  ye  saints ;  here 
Ye  angels  ann*d ;  this  day  from  battle  rest : 
Faithful  hath  been  your  warfare,  and  of  God 
Accepted,  fearless  in  his  ri^teous  cause ; 
And  as  ye  have  recdv'd,  so  have  ye  done, 
Invihdbly :  but  of  this  cursed  crew 
The  punishment  to  other  hand  belongs ; 
Vengeance  is  his,  or  whose  he  sole  ^points : 
Number  to  this  day's  work  is  not  ordain'd, 
Kor  multitude ;  stand  only,  and  bdiold 
God's  indignation  on  these  godless  pour*d 
By  me ;  not  you,  but  me,  they  have  despis*d. 
Yet  envied ;  against  me  is  all  their  rage. 
Because  the  Father,  to  whom  in  Heaven  supreme 
Kingdom,  and  power,  and  glory  appertains. 
Hath  honour'd  me,  according  to  his  will, 
Thoefore  to  me  their  docnn  he  hath  asagn*d ; 
That  they  may  have  their  wish  to  try  with  me 
In  battle  which  the  stronger  proves :  they  all. 
Or  I  alone  against  them ;  dnce  by  strength 
They  measure  all,  of  other  excellence 
Not  emulous,  nor  care  who  them  excels ; 
Nor  other  strife  with  them  do  I  vouchsafe.* 

*<  So  spake  the  Son,  and  into  terrour  chang*d 
Hb  countenance  too  severe  to  be  beheld. 
And  full  of  wrath  bent  on  his  enemies. 
At  once  the  Four  spread  out  their  starry  wings 
With  dreadful  shade  contiguous,  and  the  orl» 
Of  his  fierce  chariot  roll'd,  as  with  the  sound 
Of  torrent  floods,  or  of  a  numerous  host. 
He  on  his  impious  foes  right  onward  drove, 
Gloomy  as  night,  under  tus  burning  wheels 
The  stedfast  empyrean  shook  throughout. 
All  but  the  throne  itself  of  God.     Full  soon 
Among  them  he  arriv*d ;  in  his  right  hand 
Grasping  ten  thousand  thunders,  which  he  sent 
Before  him,  such  as  in  their  souls  infix*d 
Plagues :  they,  astonished,  all  resistance  lost. 
All  courage ;  down  their  idle  weapons  dropt : 
O'er  shields,  and  helms,  and  helmed  heads  he  rode 
Of  thrones  and  mighty  seraphim  prostr&te, 
That  wish'd  the  mountains  now  might  be  again 
Thrown  on  them,  as  a  shelter  from  his  ire. 
Nor  less  on  either  side  tempestuoits  fell 
His  arrows,  from  the  fourfold-visag'd  Four 
Distinct  with  eyes,  and  from  the  living  wheels 
Distinct  alike  with  multitude  of  eyes ; 
One  spirit  in  them  nil'd ;  and  every  eye 
Glar'd  lightning,  and  shot  fortii  pernicious  fire 
Among  the  accurs'd,  that  wither'd  all  their  strength. 
And  of  their  wonted  vigour  left  them  drain'd. 
Exhausted,  spiritless,  afflicted,  fall'n. 
Yet  half  his  strcngtii  be  put  not  forth,  but  check'd 
His  thunder  in  mid  volley ;  for  be  meant 
Not  to  destroy,  but  root  them  out  of  Heaven : 
The  overtlirown  he  raised,  and  as  a  herd 
Of  goats  or  timorous  flock  together  thronged 


Drove  tbeni  beroie  mm  Cfaundev^ltucB*  puisued 
With  temnirs,  and  with  iiuies,  to  the  bounds 
And  crystal  wall  of  Heaven ;  which,  opening  wid^ 
Roll'd  mward,  and  a  spacious  gap  disclos'd 
Into  the  vrasteful  deep :  the  monstrous  agfat 
Struck  them  with  horrour  backward,  6ut  ftr  want 
Urg'd    them    behind:   headlong  lliemaelvcs  tbey 

•threw 
Down  from  the  verge  of  Heaven ;  etomal  wrslh 
Burnt  after  them  to  the  bottpmloss  pit. 

**  Hell  heard  the  unsufferable  noiae.  Hell  saw 
Heaven  ruining  from  Heaven,  and  would  have  fled 
Affrighted ;  but  strict  Fate  had  cast  too  deep 
Her  dark  foundations,  and  too  fast  had  bound 
Nine  days  they  fell :  confounded  Chaos  roar'd, 
And  felt  tenfold  confusion  in  their  fall 
Hirough  his  wild  anarchy,  so  huge  a  rout 
£ncumber*d  him  with  ruin :    Hell  at  last 
Yawning  received  them  whole,  and  on  them  dos'd; 
Hell  their  fit  habitation,  ft«ught  with  fire 
Unquenchable,  the  house  of  woe  and  pain. 
Disburdcn'd  Heaven  njoic'd,  and  soon  repair'd 
Her  mural  breach,  returning  whence  it  nj^'d. 
Sole  victor,  from  the  expulsion  of  his  foes, 
Messiah  his  triumphal  chariot  tum'd : 
To  meet  him  all  lus  saints,  who  silent  stood 
Eye-witnesses  of  his  almighty  acta. 
With  jubilee  advanc'd ;  and,  as  they  went. 
Shaded  with  branching  palm,  each  order  bright, 
Sung  triumph,  and  him  sung  victorious  King, 
Son,  Heir,  and  Lord,  to  him  dominion  given. 
Worthiest  to  reign  x  He,  celdnvted,  rode 
Triumphant  through  mid  Heaven,  into  tiie  courts 
And  temple  of  his  mighty  Father  throa'd 
On  high ;  who  into  glory  him  reoeiv'd. 
Where  now  he  sits  at  the  right  hand  of  Uias. 

"  Thus  measuring  things  in  Heaven  by  thii^s 
on  Earth, 
At  thy  request,  and  that  thou  may'st  beware 
By  what  is  past,  to  thee  I  have  rcveal*d 
What  might  have  else  to  human  race  been  hid ; 
The  discord  wliich  befel,  and  war  in  Heaven 
Among  the  angelic  powers,  and  the  deep  fiiU 
Of  those  too  high  aspiring,  who  rebell'd 
With  Satan  ;  lie  who  envies  now  thy  states 
Who  now  is  plotting  how  he  may  seduce 
Thee  also  from  obcxUence,  that,  with  him 
Bereav'd  of  luqppiness,  thou  may'st  partake 
His  punishment,  eternal  misery  ; 
Which  would  be  all  his  boUice  arfd  revenge^ 
As  a  despite  done  against  the  Most  Higk^ 
Ihee  once  to  gain  companion  of  his  woe. 
But  listen  not  to  his  temptations,  warn 
Thy  weaker ;  let  it  profit  thee  to  have  beard. 
By  terrible  example,  the  reward 
Of  disobedience ;  finn  they  might  have  stood. 
Yet  fell ;  remember,  and  fear  to  transgress." 


Book  VII. 

7^  Argument. 

Raphael,  at  the  request  of  Adam,  relates  how  and 
wherefore  this  world  was  first  created ;  that  God, 
after  the  expelling  of  Satan  and  his  angels  out 
of  Hea\'en,  declued  his  pleasure  to  create  n>- 
other  world,  and  other  creatures  to  dwell  therein ; 
sends  his  Son  with  glory,  and  attendaooe  of 
angels,  to  perform  the  work  of  creation  in  sit 
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iitiyt:  Ifai  angris  cclebntc  with  liyiiins  the 
pqfuiUMw  thereof,  and  his  re-asoeoflon  into 
Hcivea. 

Discno  finom  Heaven,  Uimnia,  by  that  name 
If  nghdy  thou  art  odl'd,  whose  vdce  divuie 
FoUm^  ahofe  the  Olympian  hill  I  aoar, 
Above  the  ffight  of  F^uden  wing. 
The  atniBg,  noc  the  name^  I  call :  for  thou 
Narofdie  Muses  nme^  nor  on  the  top 
Of  dd  Oiympus  dwell'st ;  but,  heair«ily.bon], 
Beftac  the  hilU  appeared,  or  finmtain  flow'd, 
Tim  viifa  etonal  ¥^sdoin  didst  converse. 
W  adorn  thy  aster,  and  with  her  didst  play 
la  pRKoce  of  the  Almighty  Father,  plesa'd 
ITitb  thj  edcsiial  song.     Up  led  by  thee, 
bio  the  Hcsfcn  of  Heavens  I  have  presum*d, 
la  esnUy  guert,  and  drawn  empyreal  air, 
[ky  tcQperiag :  with  tike  safety  guided  down 
Kituni  me  to  my  native  element : 
Lcii  (rma  this  6ying  steed  unrein'd,  (as  once 
Beflnopbon,  though  fiom  a  lower  clime,) 
Uanouotfld,  on  the  Aleian  field  I  faU, 
Erroneous  there  to  wander,  and  forlorn. 
Half  fct  icmsins  unsung,  but  narrower  bound 
^Rbn  tbe  viable  diurnal  sphere ; 
StvMiins  on  earth,  not  npt  above  tiw  pole, 
Van  aife  I  ang  with  mortal  voice,  unchang'd 
Ta  hoane  or  mute,  though  fidl*n  on  evil  days, 
(h  ml  days  though  fidl'n,  and  evil  tongues ; 
b  dtfkncsii  and  vrith  dangers  compass*d  round, 
Aad  tobtade ;  ytt  not  alone,  while  thou 
Vkit'it  my  alunhera  ni^itly,  or  when  mom 
f^^  the  csit :  still  govern  thou  my  song, 
CtiaiB,  and  fit  anfence  find,  though  few. 
Bst  (hm  (ar  off  the  barbarous  dissonance 
Of  Bacchus  and  his  revellers,  the  race 
Of  liat  wild  mot  that  tore  the  Thracian  bard 
la  Rhodope,  where  woods  and  rocks  bad  ears 
To  T^tvn,  till  the  savage  clamour  drown*d 
Bo6  harp  and  voice :  nor  could  the  Muse  defend 
Her  Mn.    So  fiu'l  not  thou,  who  thee  implores : 
For  thou  srt  heavenly,  she  an  empty  dream. 
S«v.  pAksk,  what  ensued  when  Raphael, 
^  ^tlabie  arch-engel,  had  forewam'd 
Aikn,  hy  dire  eumple,  to  beware 
Afxxtty,  by  what  befel  in  Heaven 
T>tWapQrtates:  lest  the  like  befaU 
Is  ItttBdise  to  Adam  or  his  race, 
J^r'd  Dot  10  touch  the  interdictsd  tree, 
^'  '■^  tnoagiea,  and  slight  that  sole  command, 
^  ottly  ob^d  smid  the  choice 
Of  >G  tartes  else  to  pleaae  their  appetite, 
^mifth  wsadering.     He,  with  his  consorted  Eve, 
y*  ^WT  heard  attentive,  and  was  fill'd 
*t!n  Mfanntion  end  deep  muse,  to  hear    [thought 
Of  danp  ao  high  and  strange ;  things,   to  tlieir 
in  aaiinaipiiable,  as  late  in  Heaven, 
j^  vv  io  near  the  peace  of  God  in  bliss, 

^  MKh  coofusian  :  but  the  evil,  soon 
t^^  back,  redounded  as  a  flood  on  those 
(Ml  vbom  it  sprung ;  impossible  to  mix 
*  tr,  Uc^aedocw.     Whence  Adam  soon  repeal*d 
J  **«^  diet  in  his  heart  arose:  and  now 

1iv!'!l!!!_"'?*^  with  desire  to  know 
J^  watr  Biigbt  concern  him,  how  this  world 
^T*«s»ea and  Earth  conspicuous  first  began ; 
*«a,  and  vhcreof  created :  for  wluit  cause, 
^t  wAbd  Eden,  or  without,  was  done 
*■■«  his  ■oHr* ;  as  one  whose  drought 


Yet  scarce  aUiqr'd  atill  c^  the  current  stream. 
Whose  liquid  murmur  heard  new  thirst  excites, 
IVoceeded  thusto  ask  his  heavenly  guest. 

"  Great  things,  and  full  of  wonder  in  our  ears 
Far  differing  from  this  world,  thou  hast  reveal*d. 
Divine  interpreter !  by  favour  sent 
Down  from  the  empyrean,  to  forevram 
Us  timely  of  what  might  else  have  been  our  loss. 
Unknown,    which  human   knowledge  could    not 

reach: 
For  which  to  the  infinitely  Good  we  owe 
Immortal  thanks,  and  his  admonishment 
Receive  with  solemn  purpose  to  observe 
Immutably  his  sovrsn  will,  the  end 
Of  what  we  are.     But  since  thou  hast  vouchsaTd 
Gently,  for  our  instruction,  to  impart 
Things  above  earthly  thought,  which  yet  concem*d 
Our  knowing,  as  to  higb^  Wisdom  seem'd, 
Deign  to  descend  now  lower,  and  relate 
What  may  no  leas  perhaps  avail  us  known. 
How  first  began  tids  Heaven  which  we  behold 
Distant  so  high,  with  moving  fires  adom*d 
Innumerable ;  and  this  which  yields  or  fills 
AU  space,  the  ambient  air  vride  interius*d 
Embracing  round  this  florid  Earth  ?  what  cause 
Mov'd  the  Creator  in  his  holy  rest 
Through  all  eternity  so  late  to  build 
In  Chaos ;  and  the  work  begun,  how  soon 
Absolv*d ;  if  unforbid  thouonay'st  unfold 
What  we,  not  to  explore  the  secrets  ask 
Of  his  eternal  empire,  but  the  more 
To  magnify  his  works,  the  more  we  know. 
And  the  great  light  of  day  yet  wants  to  run 
Much  of  his  nee  though  steep ;  suspense  in  Heaven, 
Held  by  thy  voice,  thy  potent  voice^  he  hears. 
And  longer  will  delay  to  hear  thee  tell 
His  generation,  and  the  rising  birth 
Of  Nature  from  the  mu^parent  deep : 
Or  if  the  star  of  evening  and  the  Moon 
Haste  to  thy  audience.  Night  with  her  will  bring 
Silence;  and  Sleep,  listening  to  thee,  will  watch ; 
Or  we  can  bid  his  absence,  till  thy  song 
End,  and  dismiss  thee  ere  the  monuBg  shine.** 
Thus  Adam  his  illustrious  guest  besought: 
And  thus  the  godlike  angel  answered  mild. 
**  This  also  thy  request,  with  caution  ask'd. 
Obtain ;  though  to  recount  almigh^  works 
Wliat  words  or  tongue  of  seraph  can  suflSce, 
Or  heart  of  man  suflice  to  comprehend  ? 
Yet  what  tliou  con&t  attain,  which  best  may  serve 
To  glorify  tlic  I\Iaker,  and  infer 
lliee  also  happier,  shall  not  be  withheld 
Thy  hearing ;  such  conunission  from  above 
I*have  recciv'd,  to  answer  thy  desire 
Of  knowledge  within  bounds ;  beyond,  abstun 
To  ask ;  nor  let  thine  own  inventions  hope 
Things  not  reveal*d,  which  the  invisible  King, 
Only  Omniscient,  hath  supprcss*d  in  night ; 
To  none  communicable  in  Earth  or  Heaven : 
Enough  is  left  besides  to  search  and  know. 
But  knowledge  is  as  food.,  and  needs  no  less 
Her  temperance  over  appetite,  to  know 
In  measure  wliat  the  mind  may  well  contain ; 
Oppresses  else  with  surfeit,  and  soon  turns 
M^sdom  to  folly,  as  nourishment  to  wind. 

**  Know  then,  that,  afler  Lucifer  from  Hea\'en 
(So  call  him,  brighter  once  amidst  tlie  host 
Of  angels,  than  that  star  the  stars  among) 
Fell  with  his  flaming  legions  through  the  deep 
Into  liis  place,  and  the  great  Son  retum*d 
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Yictofdous  with  his  Mints,  tlw  OmuipaCent 
Eternal  Father  from  his  throne  beheld 
llieir  multitude,  and  to  his  Son  thus  spake. 

** '  At  least  our  envious  foe  hath  &il'd,  who 
thouf^t 
All  like  himself  rebellious,  by  whose  aid 
Hiis  inaccessible  high  strength,  the  seat 
Of  Deity  supreme,  us  di^KMsess'd, 
He  trusted  to  have  seiz*d,  and  into  fraud 
Drew  many,  whom  their  place  knows  here  no  more : 
Yet  far  the  greater  part  have  kept,  I  see. 
Their  station  ;  Heaven,  yet  populous,  retains 
Number  sufficient  to  possess  her  realms 
Though  wide,  and  this  high  temple  to  frequent 
With  mimsterles  due,  and  solemn  rites : 
But,  lest  his  heart  exalt  him  in  the  harm 
Already  done,  to  have  dispeopled  Heaven, 
My  damage  fondly  deem'd,  I  can  repair 
That  detriment,  if  such  it  be  to  lose 
Self-lost ;  and  in  a  moment  will  create 
Another  world,  out  of  one  man  a  race 
Of  men  innumerable,  there  to  dwell. 
Not  here  ;  till,  by  d^rees  of  merit  nus*d. 
They  open  to  thonselves  at  length  the  way 
Up  hither,  under  long  obedience  tried ;  [Earth 

And  Earth  be  chang*d  to  Heaiven,  and  Heaven  to 
One  kingdom,  joy  and  union  without  end. 
Meanwhile  inhabit  lax,  ye  powers  of  Heaven ; 
And  thou  my  Word,  begotten  Son,  by  thee 
"nils  I  perform  ;  speak  thou,  and  be  it  done  ! 
My  overshadowing  spirit  and  might  with  thee 
I  send  along  ;  ride  forth,  and  bid  the  deep 
Within  appointed  bounds  be  Heaven  and  Earth ; 
Boundless  the  deep,  because  I  am  who  fill 
Infinitude,  nor  vacuous  the  space. 
Though  I,  uncircumscrib*d  myself,  retire, 
And  put  not  forth  my  goodness,  which  is  free 
To  act  or  not,  necessity  and  chance 
Approach  not  me,  and  what  I  will  is  fate. ' 

'*  So  spake  the  Almighty,  and  to  what  he  spake 
His  Word,  the  filial  Godhead,  gave  effect. 
Inunediate  are  tlie  acts  of  God,  more  swift 
Hian  time  or  motion,  but  to  human  ears 
Cannot  without  process  of  speech  be  told, 
So  told  as  earthly  notion  can  receive. 
Great  triumph  taid  rejoicing  was  in  Heaven, 
When  such  was  heard  declared  the  Almighty *s'will ; 
Glory  they  sung  to  the  Most  High,  good  will 
To  future  men,  and  in  their  dwellings  peace : 
Glory  to  him,  whose  just  avenging  ire 
Had  driven  out  the  ungodly  from  his  sight 
And  the  habitations  of  the  just ;  to  him 
Glory  and  praise,  whose  wisdom  had  ordain'd 
Good  out  of  evil  to  create ;  instead 
Of  spirits  malign,  a  better  race  to  bring 
Into  their  vacant  room,  and  thence  difiissc 
His  good  to  worlds  and  ages  infinite. 

"  So  sang  the  hierarchies :  meanwhile  the  Son 
On  hiis  great  expedition  now  appeared. 
Girt  with  omnipotence,  with  raidiancc  crown'd 
Of  majesty  divine ;  sapience  and  love 
Immense,  and  all  his  Father  in  him  shone. 
Aboitt  his  chariot  numberless  were  pour*d 
Oberub,  and  seraph,  potentates,  and  thrones, 
And  virtues,  winged  spirits,  and  chariots  wing*d 
From  the  armoury  of  God ;  where  stand  of  old 
Myriads,  between  two  brazen  moimtains  lodg'd 
Against  a  solenm  day,  hamessM  at  hand. 
Celestial  equipage ;  and  now  came  forth 
Spontoneousi  for  witliin  them  spirit  liv'd, 


Attendant  on  tfadr  Lord :  Heaven  apen'd  wide 
Her  ever-during  gates,  harmonious  sound 
On  golden  hinges  moving,  to  let  forth 
The  King  of  Glcwy,  in  bus  powerful  Word 
And  Split,  oonung  to  create  new  worlds.      [^ 
On  heavenly  ground  they  stood;  and  from  tbj 
They  view*d  tlw  vast  immeasureable  abyss 
Outrageous  as  a  sea,  dark,  wasteful,  wild. 
Up  from  the  bottom  tum*d  by  furious  winds 
And  surging  waves,  as  mountains,  to  assault 
Heaven's  height,  and  with  the  centre  mix  the  pd& 

**  *  Silence,  ye  troubled  waves,  and  thou  (kcj 
peace,' 
Said  then  the  onmific  Word ;  <  vour  discord  end  ■ ' 
Nor  staid ;  but,  on  the  wings  ot  cherubim 
Uplift,  in  paternal  glory  rode 
Far  into  Chaos,  and  ti^e  world  unborn ; 
For  Chaos  heard  his  voice :  him  all  his  tiain 
FoUow'd  in  bright  procession,  to  behold 
Creation,  and  the  wonders  of  liis  might. 
Then  staid  the  fervid  wheels,  and  in  his  hand      | 
He  took  the  golden  compasses,  prepar*d 
In  God's  eternal  store,  to  circumscribe 
Thb  universe,  and  all  created  things : 
One  foot  he  center'd,  and  the  other  tum'd 
Round  through  the  vast  profundity  obscure ; 
And  said,  *  Thus  far  extend,  thus  far  thy  bounds 
This  be  Uiy  just  circumference,  O  Worid  !* 
Hius  God  the  Heaven  created,  thus  the  Eaith, 
Matter  unform'd  and  void :  darkness  profound 
Cover'd  the  abyss ;  but  on  the  watery  calm 
His  brooding  wings  the  Spirit  of  God  out^md, 
And  vital  virtue  infus'd,  and  vital  warmth 
Throughout  the  fluid  mass ;  but  downward  puij* 
Hie  black  tartareous  cold  infernal  dregs, 
Adverse  to  life :  then  founded,  then  conglob'd 
Like  tilings  to  like ;  the  rest  to  sevnal  place 
Disparted,  and  between  spun  out  the  air ; 
And  Earth,  self-balanc'd,  on  her  centre  hung. 

**  <  Let  there  be  light,*  said  God ;  and  forth«il 
Light 
Ethereal,  fir^  of  things,  quintessence  pure 
Sprung  from  the  deep ;  and  from  her  native  east 
To  journey  through  the  aery  gloom  began,         j 
Spher'd  in  a  radiant  cloud,  for  yet  the  Sun 
Was  not ;  she  in  a  cloudy  tabernacle  . 

Sojoum'd  the  while.    God  saw  the  light  was  good 
And  light  from  darkness  by  the  hemisphere 
Divid^ :  light  the  Day,  and  darkness  Night, 
He  nam'd.    Tlius  was  the  first  day  even  and  tocni 
Nor  past  uncelebrated,  nor  unsung 
By  the  celestial  quires,  when  orient  light 
Exhaling  first  from  darkness  they  beheld ;     [^ 
Birth-day  of  Heaven  and   Earth,    with  joy  tf 
The  hollow  universal  ort>  they  fiU'd, 
And  touch'd  their  golden  harps,   and  faynun' 

prais'd 
God  and  his  works ;  Creator,  him  they  sung. 
Both  when  first  evening  was,  and  when  first  in* 

"  Again,  God  said,  '  Let  there  be  finnamtnt 
Amid  the  waters,  and  let  it  divide 
Hie  waters  from  the  waters  ;*  and  God  made 
Hie  firmament,  expanse  of  liquid,  pure, 
Transparent,  elemental  air,  difius'd 
In  circuit  to  the  uttermost  convex 
Of  this  great  round ;  potion  firm  and  sure, 
The  waters  underneath  from  those  above 
Dividing :  for  as  Earth,  so  he  the  world 
Built  on  circumfluous  waters  calm,  in  wide 
Crystalline  ocean,  and  the  loud  misnak 
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or  Qamfkrnaia^'d  I  ktt  fieree  extranet 
V'tntiguous  mtgbt  diatemper  the  whole  fnme : 
And  Heaven  be  iiani*d  the  Firauunent :  bo  even 
And  nwrning  choms  sung  the  second  day. 

^  The  Earth  was  fonn'd,  hot  in  the  womb  as  yet 
Of  miurs,  cmbryon  inunatuie  involv*d, 
AppevM  not :  over  all  the  face  of  Earth 
Xiiti  onan  flow*d,  not  idle ;  but,  with  wann 
fniik  bomour  softening  all  her  globe, 
Fanaici^  the  great  mother  to  conceive, 
Sake  with  genial  moisture ;  when  God  said, 
'  Br  gttfaer'd  now  ye  waters  under  Heaven 
lots  ooe  place,  and  let  dry  land  appear.' 
lounediatdy  the  mountains  huge  appear 
Ea^qreot,  and  their  broad  bare  backs  upheave 
loto  the  ckndB ;  their  tops  ascend  the  sky  : 
So  bi^  as  heav'd  the  tumid  hills,  so  low 
IWn  uuk  a  hcdlow  bottom  broad  and  deep, 
Ci|Mciotts  bed  of  waters :  thither  they 
Haittd  wkh  glad  precipitance,  uproll'd, 
Ai  drapa  on  dust  oonglobing  from  the  dry : 
1^  rae  m  oystal  vriJl,  or  ridge  direct, 
Kar  haste ;  audi  flight  the  great  command  impress*d 
(k  the  svift  floods  :  as  armies  at  the  call 
Of  tninpecs  (for  of  armies  thou  hast  heard) 
Tmop  to  their  standard ;  so  the  watery  throng, 
Van  railing  after  wave,  where  way  they  found. 
If  ^top,  viih  torrent  rapture,  if  through  plain, 
St-A-ehfaiag !  nor  withstood  them  rock  or  hill ; 
Bjt  they,  or  under  ground,  or  circuit  wide 
V'tb  Mrpent  errour  wandering,  found  their  way. 
And  OQ  the  wuby  oooe  deep  channels  wore  ; 
E^i  ere  God  had  bid  the  ground  be  dry, 
AU  hot  wiihia  those  banks,  where  rivers  now 
k^ottf  sad  perpetual  draw  their  humid  train. 
^  dry  land.  Earth ;  and  the  great  receptacle 
OfoQagre|[;it<dwaten,hecall*d  Seas:  [Earth 

lad  Bw  fhat  it  was  good;  and  said,  <  Let  the 
^  forth  (be  verdant  grass,  herb  yielding  seed,        | 
Aad  frait^ree  yielding  firuit  after  her  kind, 
VhoK  feed  is  in  herself  upon  the  Earth.' 
Bt  scares  had  taid,  when  the  bare  Earth,  till  then 
mn  and  bate,  unsightly,  unadom'd, 
Bro-j2hi  fiath  die  tender  grass,  whose  verdure  clad 
B9  naifcnal  &ce  with  pleasant  green ; 
IWa  hertn  of  evoy  leaf,  that  sudden  flower'd 
^^P(sia|(  their  various  colours,  and  made  gay 
Off  bnom,   snelling  sweet:    and,   these  scarae 

Mown, 
'^  ImrisfaM  Unck  the  clustering  vine,  forth  crept 
iW  mdiing  gourd,  up  stood  the  corny  reed 
^°>t"ttl(d  in  her  field,  and  the  humble  shrub, 
Am  huih  widk  frisslcd  hair  impUdt :  last 
■«w,  ai  ia  dance,  dbe  stately  trees,  and  spread 
*^  hnoches  bang  with  copious  fruit,  or  gemm'd 
iVor  hknaons :  vrith  hi^  woods  the  liifis  were 

crown  d, 
V'r!.  tafb  the  vaUeys,  and  each  fountain  side ; 
^'tfthgrden  long  the  rivers  :  that  Earth  now 
"tai'd  like  to  Heaven   a  seat  where  gods  mJglit 

dwdl,  ^ 

U'  vaodcr  with  ddi^it,  and  love  to  haunt 
jl'?  %KiTd  dwics :  though  God  had  yet  not  rain'd 
^A«  the  Earth,  and  man  to  till  the  ground 
^/«  *»;  hat  from  the  Earth  a  dewy  mist  i 

yn  up,  and  watcrM  all  the  ground,  and  each 
r*r.i  of  the  fidd  ;  which,  ere  it  was  in  the  Earth, 
U^  aadc,  and  every  herb,  before  it  grew 
'>(•  the  grcea  stem ;  God  saw  that  it  was  good : 
V>  n«B  aad  mora  recorded  the  third  day. 


«  Again  the  Aknlgfaty  spake,  <  Let  there  be  liglau 
High  in  the  expanse  of  Heaven,  to  divide 
The  day  from  night ;  and  let  them  be  for  signs 
For  seasons,  and  for  days,  and  circling  years ; 
And  let  them  be  for  lights,  as  I  ordain 
Hieir  office  in  the  firmament  of  Heaven, 
To  give  \ight  on  the  Earth  ;*  and  it  was  so. 
And  God  made  two  great  lights,  great  for  their  use 
To  Man,  the  greater  to  have  rule  by  day. 
The  less  by  night,  altem  ;  and  made  the  star% 
And  set  them  in  the  firmament  of  H«iven 
To  illuminate  the  Earth,  and  rule  the  day 
In  their  vicissitude,  and  rule  the  night. 
And  light  from  darkness  to  diride.    God  saw. 
Surveying  his  great  work,  that  it  vras  good : 
For  of  celestial  bodies  first  the  Sun 
A  mighty  sphere  he  fram'd,  uolightsome  first, 
lliough  of  ethereal  mould:  then  form'd  the  Moon 
Globose,  and  every  magnitude  of  stars. 
And  sow'd  with  stars  £e  Heaven,  thick  as  a  field : 
Of  light  by  far  the  greater  part  he  took. 
Transplanted  from  her  cloudy  shrine,  and  plac'd 
In  the  Sun's  orl>,  made  porous  to  receive 
And  drink  the  liquid  light ;  firm  to  retain 
Her  gather'd  b^ms,  great  palace  now  of  light. 
Hitlier,  as  to  their  fountain,  other  stars 
Repairing,  in  their  golden  urns  draw  light. 
And  hence  tlie  morning-planet  gilds  her  horns ; 
By  tincture  or  reflection  they  augment 
Their  small  peculiar,  though  from  human  sight 
So  far  remote,  with  diminution  seen. 
First  in  his  east  the  glorious  lamp  was  seen. 
Regent  of  day,  and  all  tlie  horizon  round 
Invested  with  bright  rays,  jocund  to  run 
His  longitude  through  Heaven's  high  road ;  the  gray 
Dawn,  and  the  Pleiades,  before  him  danc'd, 
Shedding  sweet  influence :  less  bright  the  Moon, 
But  opposite  in  levell'd  west  was  set. 
His  mirrour,  with  full  face  borrowing  her  light 
From  him ;  for  other  light  she  needed  none 
In  that  asp^  and  still  that  distance  keeps 
Till  night ;  then  in  the  east  her  turn  she  shines, 
Revolv'd  on  Heaven's  great  axle,  and  her  reign 
With  thousand  lesser  liehts  dividual  holds. 
With  thousand  thousand  stars,  tliat  then  appear'd 
Spangling  the  hcmi^here :  then  first  adorn'd 
With  their  bright  luminaries  that  set  and  rose,  [day. 
Glad  evening  and  glad  mom  crown'd  the  fourth 

«  And  God  said,  *  Let  the  waters  generate 
Reptile  with  spawn  abundant,  liring  soul : 
And  let  fowl  fly  above  the  Earth,  witli  wings 
Display'd  on  the  open  fimuunent  of  Heaven.* 
And  God  created  the  great  whales,  and  each 
Soul  living,  each  that  crept,  which  plenteously 
The  waters  generated  by  their  kinds ; 
And  every  bird  of  wing  after  his  kind  ; 
And  saw  that  it  was  g(x>d,  and  bless'd  tliem,  saying, 
*  Be  fruitful,  multiply,  and  in  the  seas. 
And  lakes,  and  running  streams,  tlie  waters  fill : 
And  let  the  fowl  be  multiplied  on  the  Earth.' 
Forthwith  the  sounds  and  seas,  each  creek  and  bay, 
Witli  fry  innumerable  swarm,  and  shoals 
Of  fish  that  vrith  their  fins,  and  shining  scales. 
Glide  under  the  green  wave,  in  sculls  that  oft 
Bank  the  mid  sea  :  part  single,  ctr  witli  mate. 
Graze   the  sea-weed  their  pasture,   and  through 

groves 
Of  coral  stray ;  or,  sporting  with  quick  glance, 
Show  to  the  San  tlieir  wav'd  coats  dropt  vrith  gold; 
Or,  in  their  pearly  shells  at  ease,  attend 
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Mobt  nutriment ;  or  mder  Todhi  tfarfr  finod 
In  jointed  amour  watdi :  on  amooifa  the  seal. 
And  bended  dolphins  play :  part  huge  of  bulk 
Wallowing  unwieldy,  enormous  in  thdr  gait, 
Tempest  the  ocean :  there  leiriatfaan, 
Hugest  of  living  creatures,  on  the  deep 
Stretch*d  like  a  piomontory  sleeps  or  swims. 
And  seems  a  moving  land ;  and  at  his  gills 
Draws  in,  and  at  his  trunk  spouts  out,  a  sea. 
Meanwhile  the  tepid  caves,  and  fens,  and  shares, 
Their  brood  as  numeitnis  hatch,  from  the  egg  that 

soon 
Bursting  with  kindly  rupture  forth  disclos*d 
Their  callow  young ;  but  feather'd  soon  and  fledge 
They  summ*d  then-  pens;   and,   soaring  the  air 

sublime. 
With  clang  despis'd  the  ground,  under  a  doud 
In  prospect ;  there  the  eagle  and  the  stork 
On  ciiffis  and  cedar  tops  tifieir  eyries  build : 
IVirt  loosely  wing  the  region,  part  more  wise 
In  (»mmon,  rang*d  in  figure,  wedge  their  way, 
Intelligent  of  seasons,  and  set  forth 
Tlieir  aery  caravan,  high  over  seas 
Flying,  and  over  lands,  with  mutual  wing 
Easing  their  flight ;  so  steers  the  prudent  crane 
Her  annual  voyage,  borne  on  winds ;  the  air 
Floats  as  they  pass,   fium*d  with  unnumber'd 

plumes : 
FVom  branch  to  branch  the  snudler  birds  with  song 
Solac*d  the  woods,  and  spread  their  painted  wingi 
Till  even ;  nor  then  the  solemn  nightingale 
Ceas*d  warbling,  but  all  night  tun*d  her  soft  lays : 
Others,  on  slver  lakes  and  rivers,  bath*d 
Their  downy  breast ;  the  swan  with  arched  neck. 
Between  her  white  wings  mantling  proudly,  rows 
Her  state  with  oary  feet ;  yet  oft  they  quit 
The  dank,  and,  rising  on  stiff*  pennons,  tower 
Tlie  mid  aereal  sky :  others  on  ground 
Walked  firm ;  the  crested  cock  whose  clarion  sounds 
The  silent  hours,  and  the  other  whose  gay  train 
Adorns  him,  colour*d  with  the  florid  hue 
Of  rainbows  and  starry  eyes.     The  waters  thus 
With  fisli  replenish*d,  and  the  air  with  fowl. 
Evening  and  mom  solemnis'd  the  fifth  day. 

"  The  sixth,  and  of  creation  last,  arose 
With  evening  harps  and  matin  ;  when  God  said, 
*  Let  the  Earth  bring  forth  soul  living  in  her  kind. 
Cattle,  and  creeping  things,  and  beast  of  the  Earth, 
Each  in  their  kind.  *    The  Earth  obey *d,  and  straight 
Opening  her  fertile  womb  teem'd  at  a  birth 
Innumerous  living  creatures ;  perfect  forms, 
Limb'd  and  full  grown :  out  of  the  ground  up  rose. 
As  from  his  lair,  the  wild  beast,  where  he  wons 
In  forest  wild,  in  thicket,  brake,  or  den ; 
Among  the  trees  in  pairs  they  rose,  they  walk*d : 
Tlie  cattle  in  the  fields  and  meadows  green : 
Tliose  rare  and  solitary,  tliese  in  flocks 
Pasturing  at  once,  and  in  brood  herds  upsprung. 
The  grassy  clods  now  calv*d ;  now  half  appear'd 
The  tawny  lion,  pawing  to  get  free 
His  hinder  parts,  then  springs,  as  broke  from  bonds, 
And  rampant  shakes  his  brinded  mane ;  the  ounce, 
The  libbard,  and  the  tiger,  as  the  mole 
Rising,  the  crumbled  earth  above  them  threw 
In  hillocks :  the  swift  stag  from  under  ground 
Bore  up  liis  branching  head ;  scarce  from  his  mould 
Behemoth,  biggest  bom  of  Earth,  upheav*d 
His  vastneas :  fleec'd  the  flocks  and  bleating  rooe^ 
As  plants :  ambiguous  between  sea  and  land 
The  river-horse,  and  scaly  crocodile. 


At  onoe  cme  Ibrtfa  vHwiew  cfwpa  the  greand. 

Insect  or  worm :  those  wav*d  their  Hmber  ftna 

For  wfaigs,  and  smallfat  lineaaientB  eaact 

In  all  the  liveries  deck'd  of  ■nmmer's  pride^ 

Widi  BpaiB  of  gold  and  purple,  axore  and  giuui : 

Tliese,  as  a  line,  dieir  long  dimensioii  drew. 

Streaking  the  ground  with^aoastrMe;  noCaU 

Minims  of  nature ;  some  of  serpent-kind, 

Wonderous  in  length  and  corpnlenoe^  tnvolVd 

Their  snaky  folds,  and  added  wings.     First  crept 

The  paismonious  cnmiet,  provident 

Of  future ;  in  small  room  large  heart  endoa'd ; 

Pattern  of  just  equality  perhaps 

Hereafter,  join*d  in  her  popular  tribes 

Of  commonalty :  swarming  next  appearM 

The  female  bee,  that  feeds  her  hudiiind  drone 

Deliciously,  and  builds  her  waxen  ceUs 

With  honey  stor'd :  the  rest  are  numberless. 

And  thou  their  natures  know'st,  and  gav'at  them 

names, 
Needless  to  thee  repeated :  nor  unknown 
The  serpent,  subtlest  beast  of  all  the  field. 
Of  huge  extent  sometimes,  with  braaen  eyes 
And  hairy  mane  terrific,  though  to  tbee 
Not  noxious,  but  obedient  at  thy  calL 

'*  Now  Heaven  in  all  her  glory  shone,  and  roOM 
Her  motions,  as  the  great  first  Mover's  hand 
First  wheel'd  their  course :  Earth  in  her  rich  attiie 
Consunnnate  lovely  smil'd ;  air,  water,  eaith. 
By  fowl,  fish,  beast,  was  flown,  waa  swum,  was 

walk'd 
FVequent ;  and  of  the  sixth  day  yet  reniain*d : 
There  wanted  yet  the  master-work,  the  end 
Of  all  yet  done ;  a  creature,  who,  not  prone 
And  bmte  as  other  creatures,  but  endued 
With  sanctity  of  reason,  might  erect 
His  stature,  and  upright  widi  firont  serene 
Govern  the  rest,  self-knowing ;  and  fitMn  tfaence 
Magnanimous  to  correspond  with  Heaven, 
But  grateful  to  acknowledge  whence  his  gocid 
Descends,  thither  with  heart,  and  voice,  and  eyes 
Directed  in  devotion,  to  adore 
And  worship  God  Supreme,  who  made  him  chief 
Of  all  his  works :  therefore  the  Omnipotent 
Eternal  Father  (for  where  is  not  he 
Present?)  thus  to  his  Son  audibly  spake. 

**  *  Let  us  make  now  Man  in  our  image,  Bfliain 
In  our  similitude,  and  let  them  rule 
Over  the  fish  and  fowl  of  sea  and  air. 
Beast  of  the  field,  and  over  all  the  Earth, 
And  every  creeping  thing  that  creeps  the  ground.* 
This  said,  he  formed  thee,  Adam,  thee,  O  Man, 
Dust  of  the  ground,  and  in  thy  nostrils  breatfa*d 
Hie  breath  of  life  ;  in  his  own  image  he 
Created  thee,  in  tlie  image  of  God 
Express ;  and  thou  becam*st  a  living  soul. 
Male  he  created  thee ;  but  thy  c6nsort 
Female,  for  race ;  then  bless'd  mankind,  and  said, 
<  Be  fruitful,  multiply,  and  fill  th'  Earth; 
Subdue  it,  and  throughout  dominion  hold 
Over  fish  of  the  sea,  and  fowl  of  th*  air, 
And  eveiT  living  thing  that  moves  on  Ui*  Eartlw* 
Wherever  thus  created,  for  no  place 
Is  yet  distinct  by  name,  thence,  as  thou  know'st. 
He  brought  thee  into  tliis  delicious  grove, 
lliis  garden,  planted  with  the  trees  of  God, 
Delectable  both  to  behold' and  taste ; 
And  freely  all  their  pleasant  fruit  for  food 
Gave  tbee ;  all  sorts  are  here  that  all  the 

yields, 


oojlVU. 


PARADISE  LOST. 


75 


tnetj  widioot  end;  but  ot  toft  tnCf 
Vcfa,  tastcdp  works  knowledge  of  |p9od  and  evil, 
inM  iiMj*fC  not;  in  tiK  daj  fboa  eat'at,  tfaou  dieit ; 
)ciihH  the  penalty  mposed ;  uewaiey 
lul  pjtcrn  well  tl^  appetite ;  lest  Sin 
tirnnv  tface,  and  her  black  attendant  Death.  * 
^'  Hocinish'd  he,  and  all  tl^  be  had  made 
~mU  ad  behold  all  was  entirely  good ; 

0  dva  nd  mom  acoomplisb'd  the  sixth  day : 

1  et  M  tili  tibe  Creator  from  hb  work 
^^io^i  though  unwearied,  up  retum'd, 

V  to  tbe  Heaven  of  HeaTcmt,  his  high  abode ; 

Vwe  ID  behold  thb  new  created  world, 

ht  adiCtioo  of  his  empire,  bow  it  show'd 

1  prospect  from  his  throne,  how  good,  how  fair, 

tswrring  Us  great  idea.     Up  he  rode 

ttCov'd  with  acclamation,  and  the  sound 

tvphooioiis  of  ten  thousand  harps,  that  tun*d 

B|ir]ic  humonics :  the  Earth,  tlie  air 

nounded,  (thou  rein4anber*st,  for  thou  heard'st,) 

k  Httfcns  and  all  the  constellations  rung, 

br  pfauietk  in  their  staOion  listening  stood, 

'iilc  the  bright  pomp  ascended  jubilant. 

Dpra,  je  everlasting  gates  !*  th^  sung. 

Open,  Te  Heavens !  yoor  living  doors ;  let  in 

k  {^nat  Oeator  finom  his  vrork  retum*d 

i^ntiicefit,  his  six  days*  work,  a  world ; 

7^  sod  henceforth  oft  ;  for  God  virill  deign 

» TJvt  oft  the  dwellings  of  just  men, 

tTv^bted ;  and  vrith  frequent  intercourse 

^Rim'  will  send  fab  winged  messengers 

fe  rniiMh  of  supernal  grace.*     So  sung 

k  zkvious  train  ascending :  he  through  Heaven, 

^  apcn*d  wide  her  blaxing  portals,  l«i 

^  God't  eternal  house  direct  the  vray ; 

bmd  md  ample  road,  whose  dust  is  gold 

wA  pnemeot  stars,  aa  stars  to  thee  appear, 

K  b  the  galaxy,  that  milky  way, 

\&  DtgUiy,  as  a  circling  sone,  thou  seest 

k*(20'd  with  stars.     And  now  on  Earth  the 

leventh 
!*^iiV  vtMe  in  Edef^  for  the  Sun 
^•»  «t  and  twilight  from  the  east  came  on, 
WniiuuBg  night ;  when  at  the  holy  mount 
^  Henni't  high-aeated  top,  the  imperial  throne 
r  (fxlbead  fiz'd  for  ever  firm  and  sure, 
^  ''-41  Power  arriv'd,  and  sat  him  down 
■^  tA  great  Father  !  for  he  also  went 
"'  -'K,  vet  slaid,  (such  privilege 
h-i  Unmipiesenoe,)  and  the  work  ordain*d, 
i.'.kc  uni  £|^  of  iji  things  ;  and,  from  work 
^«  r««mg,  bless'd  and  hallow*d  the  seventh  day 
^  ^-^iag  OQ  tittt  day  from  all  his  work, 
^  *  X  in  silence  htAj  kept :  the  harp 
^  «ork  and  rested  not ;  the  solemn  pipe, 
^- :  .rldmer,  all  organs  of  sweet  stop, 

>  •^Jtds  on  fict  by  string  or  golden  vnre^ 

>  -  Rr'd  wft  tmungs,  intermix'd  widi  voice 
^••n.  or  uniioo :  of  incense  clouds, 

^1  :v  fran  golden  censen,  hid  the  mount. 

'^*'  m  aad  ^  ax  days*  acts  they  sung  : 

^•'ttt  are  thy  vrorks,  Jehovah !  infinite      [tongue 

|0  power!  what  thought  can  measure  thee,  or 

\j  r#  thee?  dealer  now  in  thy  return 

im  tnm  the  giuit  angeb :  thee  that  day 

|>  tixmden  magnified ;  but  to  create 

^rrvatcr  than  oeatad  to  destroy. 

*bo  aa  impair  thee.  Mighty  King,  or  bound 

*  Tfmpire?   Easly  the  proud  attempt 

f  .Buite  ..Mii^  -~« ••-^- counwds  vain, 


•fUltS 


and 


Hiou  hast  repell'd ;  whik  impiously  tliey  thought 

Thee  to  diminish,  and  from  thee  withdraw 

Hie  number  of  thy  worshippers.     Who  seeks 

To  lessen  thee,  against  his  purpose  serves 

To  manifest  the  more  thy  might :  his  evil 

lliou  uaest,  and  from  thence  creat*st  more  good. 

Witness  thb  new-made  world,  another  Heaven 

FVom  Heaven-gate  not  far,  founded  in  view 

On  the  clear  hyaline,  the  glassy  sea ; 

Of  amplitude  almost  immense,  writh  stars 

Numerous,  and  every  star  perhaps  a  world 

Of  destin*d  habitation ;  but  tfaou  know'st 

Hieir  seasons :  among  these  the  seat  of  men. 

Earth,  vrith  her  nether  ocean  circumfus*d, 

llieir  pleasant  dwelling-place.     Thrice  happy  men. 

And  sons  of  men,  whom  God  hat|i  thus  advanced  I 

Created  in  his  image  there  to  dwell 

And  worship  him ;  and  in  revrard  to  rule 

Over  his  works,  on  earth,  in  sea,  or  air, 

And  multiply  a  race  <^  worshippers 

Holy  and  just :  tfirice  happy,  if  they  know 

Tlicir  happiness,  and  persevere  upright !' 

'*  So  sung  they,  and  the  empyrean  rung 
With  halleluiahs :  thus  wras  sabbath  kept 
And  thy  request  think  now  fulfill'd,  that  ask*d 
How  first  this  world  and  face  of  things  began, 
And  what  before  thy  memory  was  done 
From  the  beginning ;  that  posterity, 
Inform*d  by  thee,  might  know  :  if  else  thou  aeek'tt 
Aught  not  surpassing  human  measure,  say.** 


Book  VIII. 

The  Argument* 

Adam  inquires  concerning  celestial  motions ;  is 
doubtfully  answered,  and  exhorted  to  seard» 
rather  things  more  worthy  of  knowledge :  Adam 
assents;  and,  still  desirous  to  detain  Raphnel, 
relates  to  liim  what  he  remembered  since  his  ovm 
creation ;  hU  placing  in  Paradise ;  his  talk  with 
God  concerning  solitude  and  fit  society :  his  first 
meeting  and  nuptials  with  Eve :  hb  discourse 
virith  the  angel  thereupon ;  who,  af^  admonitions 
repeated,  departs. 

Ths  angel  ended,  and  in  Adam's  ear 
So  charming  left  his  voice,  that  he  a  while 
Thought  him  still  speaking,  still  stood  fix*d  to  hear  ; 
Then,  as  new  wak*d,  thus  gratefully  replied. 

"  What  thanks  sufficient,  or  what  recompense 
Equal,  have  I  to  redder  thee,  divine 
Historian,  who  thus  largely  hast  allay'd 
The  thirst  I  had  of  knowledge,  and  vouchsaf  *d 
This  friendly  condescension  to  relate 
Things  else  by  me  unsearchable ;  now  heard 
With  wonder,  but  delight,  and,  as  is  due. 
With  glory  attribiitcd  to  the  high 
Creator  ?  Something  yet  of  doubt  remains. 
Which  only  thy  solution  can  resolve. 
When  I  behold  this  goodly  frame,  tlus  world. 
Of  Heaven  and  Eartl)  consisting ;  and  compute 
Their  magnitudes ;  thb  Earth  a  spot,  a  grain. 
An  atom,  vrith  the  firmament  compar'd 
And  all  her  numbered  stars,  that  seem  to  roll 
Spaces  incomprehensible,  (for  such 
llieir  distance  argues,  and  their  swift  return 
Diurnal,)  merely  to  officiate  light 
Round  thb  opacoub  Earth,  this  piuctual  spot, 
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One  day  and  night ;  in  all  their  vast  sunrey 

Useless  beudes ;  reasoning  I  oft  admire. 

How  Nature  wise  and  frugal  could  commit 

Such  disproportions,  with  superfluous  hand 

So  many  nobler  bodies  to  create, 

Greater  so  manifold,  to  this  one  use. 

For  aught  appears,  and  on  their  orbs  impose 

Such  restless  revolution  day  by  day 

Repeated ;  while  the  sedentary  Earth, 

Hiat  better  might  with  far  less  compass  move, 

Serv*d  by  more  noble  than  herself,  attains 

Her  end  without  least  motion,  and  receives, 

As  tribute,  such  a  sumless  journey  brought 

Of  incorporeal  speed,  her  warmth  and  light ; 

Speed,  to  describe  whose  swiftness  number  fails." 

So  spake  our  sjre,  and  by  his  countenance  seem*d 
Entering  on  studious  thoughts  abstruse ;  wluch  Eve 
Perceiving,  where  she  sat  retired  in  sight, 
With  lowliness  majestic  from  her  seat, 
And  grace  that  won  who  saw  to  wish  her  stay, 
Rose,  and  went  forth  among  her  fruits  and  flowers. 
To  visit  how  they  prosper*d,  bud  and  bloom, 
Her  nursery  ;  they  at  her  coming  sprung. 
And,  touch'd  by  her  fair  tendance,  gladlier  grew. 
Vet  went  she  not,  as  not  with  such  discourse 
Delighted,  or  not  capable  her  ear 
Of  what  was  high :  such  pleasure  she  reserv*d, 
Adam  relating,  she  sole  auditress : 
'Her  husband  tlie  relater  she  preferr*d 
Before  the  angel,  and  of  him  to  ask 
Chose  rather  ;  he,  she  knew,  would  intermix 
Grateful  digressions,  and  solve  higl\  dispute 
Witli  conjugal  caresses ;  from  his  lip 
Not  words  alone  pleased  her.     O !  when  meet  now 
Such  pairs,  in  love  and  mutual  honour  join'd  ? 
With  goddess-like  demeanour  forth  she  went, 
Not  unattended ;  for  on  her,  as  queen, 
A  pomp  of  winning  graces  waited  still. 
And  from  about  her  shot  darts  of  desire 
Into  all  eyes,  to  wish  her  still  in  sight 
And  Raphael  now,  to  Adam*s  doubt  propos*d, 
Benevolent  and  facile  thus  replied. 

"  To  ask  or  search,  I  blame  thee  not;  for  Heaven 
Is  as  the  book  of  God  before  thee  set, 
Wherein  to  read  his  wondrous  work?,  and  learn 
His  seasons,  hours,  or  days,  or  months,  or  years : 
Hiis  to  attain,  whether  Heaven  move  or  Earth, 
Imports  not,  if  thou  reckon  right ;  the  rat 
From  man  or  angel  the  great  Architect 
Did  wisely  to  conceal,  and  not  divulge 
His  secrets  to  be  scann'd  by  them  who  ought 
Rather  admire ;  or,  if  they  list  to  try 
Conjecture,  he  his  fabric  of  the  Heavens 
Hadi  left  to  their  disputes,  perhaps  to  move 
His  laughter  at  their  quaint  opinions  wide 
Hereafter ;  when  they  come  to  model  Heaven 
And  calculate  the  stars,  how  they  will  wield 
The  mighty  frame ;  how  build,  unbuild,  contrive 
To  save  appearances ;  how  gird  tlie  sphere 
With  centric  and  eccentric  scribbled  o'er, 
Cycle  and  epicycle,  orb  in  orb : 
Already  by  thy  reasoning  this  I  guess,  • 

Who  art  to  lead  tliy  ofTstpring,  and  supposest  { 

Tliat  bodies  bright  and  greater  should  not  serve 
The  less  not  bright,  nor  Heaven  such  journeys  run, 
Earth  sitting  still,  when  she  alone  receives 
The  benefit :  consider  first,  that  great 
Or  bright  infers  not  excellence :  the  Earth, 
Hiough,  in  comparison  of  Heaven,  so  small. 
Nor  gUstcriiig,  may  of  solid  good  contain 


More  plenty  than  die  Sun  that  bairen  dunes; 
Whose  virtue  on  itself  works  no  effect, 
But  in  the  fruitful  Earth ;  there  first  receiv'd. 
His  beams,  unactive  else,  their  vigour  find. 
Yet  not  to  Earth  are  those  bright  luminaries 
Ofiicious ;  but  to  thee,  Earth*s  habitant. 
And  for  the  Heaven's  \ride  circuit,  let  it  speak 
The  Maker's  high  magnificence,  who  built 
So  spacious,  and  his  line  stretch'd  out  m>  far, 
lliat  man  may  know  he  dwells  not  in  his  own ; 
An  edifice  too  large  for  him  to  fiH, 
Lodg'd  in  a  small  partition ;  and  die  rest 
Ordain'd  for  uses  to  his  Lord  best  known. 
The  swiftness  of  those  circles  Attribute, 
Hiough  numberless,  to  his  omnipotence, 
Tliat  to  corporeal  substances  could  add, 
S(ieed  almost  iqiiritual :  me  thou  think'st  not  ^ 
Who  since  the  morning-hour  set  out  from  Hojti 
Where  God  resides,  and  ere  mid-day  arriv'd 
In  Eden  ;  distance  inexpressible 
By  numbers  that  have  name.     But  this  I  m^ 
Admitting  motion  in  the  Heavens,  to  show 
Invalid  that  which  tliee  to  doubt  it  mov'd ; 
Not  that  I  so  affirm,  though  so  it  seem 
To  thee  who  hast  thy  dwelling  here  on  Earth. 
God,  to  remove  his  ways  from  human  sen<ic, 
Plac'd  Heaven  from  Earth  so  far,  that  earthlv  si^ 
If  it  presume,  might  err  in  things  too  higli, 
And  no  advantage  gain.     AVliat  if  the  &in 
Be  centre  to  the  world  ;  and  otlier  stars, 
By  his  attractive  virtue  and  their  own 
Incited,  dance  about  liim  various  rounds  ?       .^< 
Their  wandering  course  nr»v  high,  now  low,  UH 
Progressive,  retrograde,  or  standing  still,  i 

In  six  thou  secst ;  and  what  if  seventh  to  the$e 
Tlie  planet  Eartli,  so  sted&st  though  she  seem^ 
Insensibly  tliree  different  motions  move  ? 
Wliich  else  to  several  spheres  thou  must  ascnbc, ; 
Mov*d  contrary  with  thwart  obliquities ; 
Or  save  the  Sun  Ids  labour,  and  that  swift 
Nocturnal  and  diurnal  rhomb  suppos'd. 
Invisible  else  above  all  stars,  the  wheel 
Of  day  and  night ;  which  needs  not  tliy  belief, 
If  Eartli,  industrious  of  herself,  fetch  day 
Travelling  east,  and  with  her  part  averse 
From  the  Sun's  beam  meet  night,  her  other  part 
Still  luminous  by  liis  ray.     \^liat  if  tltat  light. 
Sent  from  her  through  the  wide  transpicuous  &ir> 
To  the  terrestrial  Moon  be  as  a  star. 
Enlightening  her  by  day  as  she  by  night 
This  Earth?  reciprocal  if  land  be  there, 
Fields  and  inhabitants :  her  spots  thou  seest 
As  clouds,  and  clouds  may  r^dn,  and  rain  produ< 
Fruits  in  her  soften'd'soil,  for  some  to  eat 
Allotted  there :  and  other  suns  perhaps. 
With  tlieir  attendant  moons,  thou  wilt  descry 
Communicating  male  and  female  light ; 
Which  two  great  sexes  animate  the  world, 
Stor'd  in  each  orb  perhaps  with  some  that  lite. 
For  such  vast  room  in  Nature  unpossess'd 
By  living  soul,  desert,  and  desolate. 
Only  to  shine,  yet  scarce  to  contribute 
Each  orb  a  glimpse  of  light,  convey 'd  so  far 
Down  to  tliis  habitable,  which  returns 
Light  back  to  them,  is  obvious  to  dispute. 
But  whedier  thus  these  things,  or  whether  not  j 
Whether  the  Sun,  predominant  in  Heaven, 
Rise  on  the  Earth ;  or  Eartli  rise  on  the  Sun; 
He  from  the  cast  his  flaming  road  begin ; 
Or  she  from  west  her  silent  course  advance, 
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With  ionffriMife  pace  that  qnoniiig  tleeps  . 
On  ha  soft  aile,  while  she  paces  even, 
And  bean  thee  soft  with  the  smooth  air  along ; 
Solicit  not  thy  thoughts  with  matters  hid ; 
Lare  them  to  God  above ;  him  serve,  and  fear ! 
Of  odMT  creatures*  as  him  pleases  be^ 
VFbcrercr  plac'd,  let  him  dispose ;  joy  thou 
la  whsl  he  gives  to  thee,  this  Parsdise 
AiMi  tfaj  fiur  Eve ;  Heaven  is  for  thee  too  high 
To  koov  what  paases  there ;  be  lowly  wise: 
T^ak  only  what  concerns  thee,  and  thy  being ; 
I>aai  Dot  of  other  worlds,  what  creatures  tl^re 
Lne.  in  what  state,  condition,  or  degree ; 
Contented  that  thus  far  hath  been  reveel'd 
S'«c  of  Earth  only,  but  of  liighest  Heaven." 

To  w-hom  thus  Adam,  cleared  of  doubt,  replied. 
**  How  fully  haat  thou  satisfied  me,  pure 
IntrUij^mce  of  Heaven,  angel  serene ! 
And  freed  from  intricacies,  taught  to  live 
Tb^  «siicst  way ;  nor  with  perplexing  thoughts 
To  interrupt  the  sweet  of  life,  from  which 
God  bath  bid  dwell  far  off  all  anxious  cares. 
And  not  molest  us  ;  unless  we  ourselves         [vain. 
&i4  than  witii  wandering  thoughts,  and  notions 
But  apt  the  mind  or  &ncy  is  to  rove 
I'pciMci'd,  and  of  her  roving  is  no  end ; 
Tili  wn'd,  or  by  experience  taught,  she  learn, 
Tltt  not  to  know  at  Urge  of  things  remote 
Frooi  u«e,  obscure  and  subtle;  but  to  know 
'Hat  vhkh  before  us  lies  in  daily  life, 
I»  ibe  prime  wisdom :  what  is  more,  is  fume. 
Or  flDptincsB,  or  food  impertinence : 
^  readen  us,  in  things  that  most  concern, 
Irpnctis'd,  unprepar'd,  and  still  to  seek. 
'Wdfore  from  this  high  pitch  let  us  descend 
A  luvcr  flight,  and  speak  of  things  at  liand 
l««ful ;  whence,  haply,  mention  may  arise 
Of  umrthing  not  unseasonable  to  ask, 
Bv  MifKmicc  snd  thy  wonted  favour  deign*d. 
T^  I  bare  beard  relating  what  was  done 
Krp  my  remembrance  :  now,  hear  me  relate 
^J  «tOTy,  which  perhaps  thou  hast  not  beard ; 
^  day  is  not  yet  spent :  till  then  tliou  seest 
Hj«  wbtly  to  detain  thee  I  devisse ; 
Iv.jtin^  thee  to  hear  while  I  relate  ; 
*  «<!.  were  it  not  in  hope  of  thy  reply  : 
f ',  while  I  sit  with  thee,  I  seem  in  Heaven  ; 
M  tveeter  thy  discourse  is  to  my  ear 
'  an  fruits  of  palm-tree  pleasantest  to  tliirst 
•\'  i  \mT\ffec  both,  from  labour  at  the  hour 
<JJ  w«it  repast ;  they  satiate,  and  soon  eil, 
n  'i^  pleasant ;  but  thy  words  with  grace  divine 
i-^'^itd,  bring  to  their  sweetness  no  satiety.'* 

Ui  «boo  thus  Raphael  answer'd  heavenly  meek. 
^>or  are  thy  lips  ungraceful,  sire  of  men, 
^  toogue  ineloqucnt ;  for  God  on  thee 
AujodanUy  his  gifts  hath  also  pour'd 
ij-*fd  aod  outward  both,  liis  image  fair  •. 
'^*»*ing,  or  mute,  all  comeliness  and  grace 
Aftrtids  thee ;  and  each  word,  each  motion,  forms ; 
>-f  Icsi  think  we  in  Heaven  of  thee  on  Earth 
run  rf  our  fellow-aervant,  and  inquire 
^^y  into  the  ways  of  God  with  Man  •. 
I 'T  (^od,  «c  Mc^  hath  bonour'd  thee,  and  set 
^Jt  Mao  bis  equal  love  :  say  therefore  on  ; 
U  I  that  day  was  absent,  as  befel, 
|«and  oa  a  ? oyage  uncouth  and  obv:ure, 
'  tf  00  etcurooa  toward  tlie  gates  of  Hell ; 
\«rd  in  full  legion  (such  command  we  had) 
U  y«  that  none  thence  issued  forth  a  spy. 


Or  enemy,  wliOe  God  was  in  bis  woik^ 

Lest  be,  incens'd  at  such  eruption  bold, 

Destruction  with  creation  might  have  mix'd. 

Not  that  they  durst  without  his  leave  attempt ; 

But  us  he  sends  upon  his  high  behests 

For  state,  as  Sovran  King  ;  and  to  inure 

Our  prompt  obedience.     Fast  we  found,  fast  shut^ 

The  dismal  gates,  and  barricado*d  strong ; 

But  long  ere  our  approaching  heard  wi^n 

Noise,  other  than  the  sound  of  dance  or  song. 

Torment,  and  loud  lament,  and  furious  rage. 

Glad  we  retum'd  up  to  the  coasts  of  light 

Ere  sabbatb-evening :  so  we  had  in  charge. 

But  thy  relation  now  ;  for  I  attend,  [mine.** 

Pleased  with  thy '  words  no  less  than  tliou  with 

So  spake  the  godlike  power,  and  thus  our  sire. 
"  For  Man  to  tell  how  ^lu  man  life  began 
Is  hard ;  for  who  himself  beginning  knew  ? 
Desire  with  thee  still  longer  to  converse 
Induced  me.     As  new  wak'd  from  soundest  sleep. 
Soft  on  the  flowery  herb  I  found  me  laid, 
In  balmy  sweat ;  which  with  his  beams  the  Sun 
Soon  dried,  and  on  the  reeking  moisture  fed. 
Straight  toward   Heaven  my  wondering   eyes  I 

tum*d. 
And  gaz'd  a  while  the  ample  sky ;  till,  raised 
By  quick  instinctive  motion,  up  I  sprung. 
As  thitherward  endeavouring,  and  upright 
Stood  on  my  feet :  about  me  round  I  saw 
Hill,  dale,  and  shady  woods,  and  sunny  plains, 
And  liquid  lapse  of  murmuring  streams ;  by  thes^ 
Creatures  that  liv'd  and  mov*d,  and  walked,  or  flew ; 
Birds  on  the  branches  warbling  ;  all  tilings  smil'd ; 
With  fragrance  and  with  joy  my  heart  o'verflow*d. 
Myself  I  then  perus*d,  and  limb  by  limb 
Survey'd,  and  sometimes  went,  and  sometimes  ran 
With  supple  joints,  as  lively  vigour  led  : 
But  who  I  was,  or  where,  or  from  what  cause. 
Knew  not ;  to  speak  I  tried,  and  fortliwith  spake  ; 
My  tongue  obey'd,  and  readily  could  name 
Whate*er  I  saw.     *  Tliou  Sun,*  said  I,  *  fair  light. 
And  thou  enlighten*d  Eartli,  so  fresh  and  gay, 
Ye  hills,  and  dales,  ye  rivers,  woods,  and  plains 
And  ye  that  live  and  move,  fair  creatures,  tell, 
Tell,  if  ye  saw,  how  I  came  thus,  how  here  ?  — 
Not  of  myself ;— by  some  great  Maker  then. 
In  goodness  and  in  power  pre-eminent : 
Tell  me,  how  may  I  know  him,  how  adore. 
From  whom  I  have  that  thus  I  move  and  live. 
And  feel  that  I  am  happier  than  I  know.*^ 
While  thus  I  caird,  and  stray'd  I  knew  not  whither, 
I<>om  where  I  first  drew  air,  and  first  belield 
This  happy  light ;  when  answer  none  return'd, 
On  a  green  shady  bank,  profuse  of  flowers. 
Pensive  I  sat  me  down  ;  there  gentle  sleep 
First  found  me,  and  widi  sofl  oppression  seized 
My  drowsed  sense,  untroubled,  though  I  thought 
I  then  was  passing  to  my  former  state 
Insensible*  and  forthwith  to  dissoU'e : 
When  suddenly  stood  at  my  head  a  dream. 
Whose  inward  apparition  gently  mov'd 
My  fancy  to  believe  I  yet  had  being. 
And  liv'd :  one  came,  mcthought,  of  shape  divine^ 
And  said,  *  "Diy  mansion  wants  thee,  Adam ;  rise» 
First  man,  of  men  innumerable  ordain'd 
first  father !  call*d  by  thee,  I  come  thy  guide 
To  the  Garden  of  Bliss,  thy  seat  prepar'd.* 
So  saying,  by  the  hand  he  took  me  raised. 
And  over  fields  and  waters,  as  in  air 
Smooth-sliding  without  stq>,  last  led  me  up 
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A  woody  moaiMna ;  whom  higli  top  was 

A  circuit  wide,  cndiw'd,  with  goodUca 

Planted,  witli  walks,  and  boweia ;  that  what  I  aaw 

Of  Earth  before  icarce  pleasant  seem'd.  Each  tiee, 

Loaden  with  fairest  fruit  that  hang  to  the  cje 

Tempting,  stirr'd  in  me  sudden  appetite 

To  pluck  and  eat ;  whereat  I  wak*d,  and  found 

Before  mine  eyes  all  real,  as  the  dream 

Had  livelj  shadow'd :  here  had  new  begun 

My  wandering,  had  not  he,  who  was  my  guide 

Up  hither,  from  among  the  trees  appear'd. 

Presence  Divine.     Rejoicing,  but  with  awe, 

In  adoration  at  bis  feet  I  fell  [I  am,* 

Submiss :  he  reared  me,  and  *  Whom  thou  sou^t*st 

Said  mildly,  '  Author  of  all  this  thou  seest 

Above,  or  round  about  thee,  or  beneath. 

This  Paradise  I  give  thee,  count  it  thine 

To  till  and  keep,  and  of  the  fruit  to  eat : 

Of  every  tree  that  in  the  garden  grows 

Eat  freely  with  glad  heart ;  fear  here  no  dearth : 

But  of  the  tree  whose  operation  brings 

Knowledge  of  good  and  ill,  which  I  have  set 

The  pledge  of  Uiy  obedience  and  thy  fkith. 

Amid  the  garden  by  the  tree  of  life, 

Remember  what  I  warn  thee,  shun  to  taste. 

And  ihun  the  bitter  consequence  :  for  know, 

The  day  thou  eat'st  thereof,  my  sole  command 

Transgress'd,  inevitably  thou  shalt  die. 

From  that  day  mortal ;  and  this  happy  state 

Shalt  lose,  expeird  from  hence  into  a  world 

Of  woe  and  sorrow.*     Sternly  he  pronounced 

The  rigid  interdiction,  which  resounds 

Yet  dreadful  in  mine  ear,  though  in  my  choice 

Not  to  incur  ;  but  soon  his  clear  asp^ 

Return*d,  and  gracious  purpose  thus  renew*d. 

*  Not  only  these  fair  bounds,  but  all  the  Earth 

To  thee  and  to  thy  race  I  give ;  as  lords 

Possess  it,  and  all  things  that  therein  live. 

Or  live  in  sea,  or  air ;  beast,  fish,  and  fowl. 

In  sign  whereof,  each  bird  and  beast  behold 

After  their  kinds ;  I  bring  tliem  to  receive 

From  thee  their  names,  and  pay  thee  feiilty 

With  low  subjection  ;  understand  the  same 

Of  fish  within  their  watery  residence. 

Not  hither  summon'd,  since  they  cannot  change 

Their  element,  to  draw  the  dunner  air.' 

As  thus  he  spake,  each  bird  and  beast  behold 

Approaching  two  and  two ;  these  cowering  low 

With  blandishment ;  each  bird  stoop'd  on  his  wing. 

I  nam*d  them  as  they  paas'd,  and  understood 

'Tlieir  nature,  iwith  sudi  knowledge  God  endued 

My  sudden  apprehension  :  but  in  these 

I  found  not  what  methought  I  wanted  still ; 

And  to  the  heavenly  vision  thus  presum'd. 

*'  <  O,  by  what  name,  for  thou  above  all  these, 
Above  mankind,  or  aueht  than  mankind  higher, 
Surpassest  hr  my  nammg ;  how  may  I 
Adore  thee.  Author  of  this  universe. 
And  all  this  good  to  Man  ?  for  whose  well  being 
So  amply,  and  with  hands  so  liberal, 
Thou  hast  provided  all  things :  but  with  me 
I  see  not  who  partakes.     In  solitude 
What  hi^piness,  who  can  enjoy  alone, 
Or,  all  enjoying,  what  contentment  find  ?' 
Tliua  I  presimiptuous ;  and  the  vision  bright, 
As  with  a  smile  more  brighten*d,  thus  replied. 

**  *  What  cairst  thou  soUtude  ?  Is  not  the  Earth 
With  various  living  creatures,  and  the  nir 
Replenish'd,  and  S\  these  at  tliy  command 
To  come  and  play  before  thee  ?  Know*st  thou  not 
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Tlieir  laagin^  and  tbar  ways?  THey  also knov, 
And  reason  not  conteaiptibly :  with  these 
Find  pastime,  and  bear  rule:  thy  realm  blaige.* 
So  spake  the  Universal  Lord,  and  secm*d 
So  ordering :   I,  with  leave  of  qicech  inqplor'd. 
And  humble  deprecation;  thus  replied.        [Fb«b 

"  <  Let  not  my  words  ofiend  thee,   Hesnsi; 
My  Maker,  be  propitious  while  I  speak. 
Hiist  thou  not  made  me  here  thy  substitntc, 
And  these  inferior  fitf  beneath  me  set  ? 
Among  unequals  what  society 
Can  sort,  what  harmony,  or  true  delight  ? 
Which  must  be  mutual,  in  proportion  due 
Given  and  reoeiv*d ;  but  in  disparity 
Hie  one  intense,  the  other  still  remiss 
Cannot  well  suit  with  either,  but  soon  prove 
Tedious  alike :  of  fellowship  I  speak 
Such  as  I  seek,  fit  to  participate 
All  rational  ddight :  wherein  the  brute 
Cannot  be  human  consort :  dtey  rejoice 
Each  with  thnr  kind,  lion  with  lioness  ; 
So  fitly  them  in  pairs  thou  hast  combin*d : 
Much  less  can  burd  with  beast,  or  fisli  with  fowl 
So  well  converse,  nor  with  the  ox  the  aiie ; 
Worse  then  can  man  with  beast,  and  lemi.  of  alu' 

«  Whereto  the  Almighty  answered,  not  dispieas'c 
<  A  nice  and  subtle  happiness,  I  see. 
Thou  to  thyself  proposcst,  in  the  choice 
Of  thy  associates,  Adam !  and  wilt  taste 
No  pleasure,  though  in  pleasure^  solitary. 
What  think'st  thou  then  of  me^  and  this  my  stnri 
Seem  I  to  thee  sufliciently  posaess'd 
Of  happiness,  or  not?  who  am  alone 
From  all  eternity ;  for  none  I  know 
Second  to  me  or  like,  equal  much  less. 
How  have  I  then  with  whom  to  hold  convi^se. 
Save  with  the  creatures  which  I  made,  and  those 
To  me  inferior,  infinite  descents 
Beneath  what  other  creatures  are  to  diae  ? 
He  ceas*d ;  I  lowly  answered.     *  To  attain 
Tlie  height  and  depth  of  thy  eternal  ways 
All  human  thoughts  come  short.  Supreme  oTthisf 
Thou  in  thyself  art  perfect,  and  in  thee 
Is  no  deficience  found :  not  so  is  Man, 
But  in  degree ;  the  cause  of  his  desire 
By  conversation  with  his  Uke  to  help. 
Or  solace  his  defects.     No  need  that  thou 
Shoiddst  propagate,  already  infinite ; 
And  through  all  numbers  absolute,  though  one: 
But  Man  by  number  is  to  manifest 
His  single  imperfection,  and  beget 
Like  of  his  like,  his  image  multiplied. 
In  unity  defective ;  which  requires 
ColUteral  love,  and  dearest  amity. 
Hiou  in  thy  secresy  although  alone, 
Best  with  thyself  accompanied,  sedc'st  not 
Social  conununication  ;  yet,  so  pleased. 
Canst  raise  thy  creature  to  what  height  thou  wilt 
Of  union  or  communion,  deified : 
I,  by  conversing,  cannot  these  erect 
From  prone ;  nor  in  their  ways  complacence  find. 
Thus  I  embolden*d  spake,  and  freedom  u&*d 
Permissive,  and  acceptance  found ;  whidi  gaio'il 
This  answer  from  the  gradous  voice  divine. 

"  '  11ms  fiur  to  try  thee,  Adam,  I  was  pleased 
And  find  thee  knowing,  not  of  bessts  alone. 
Which  thou  hvaX,  rightly  nam'd,  but  of  thyself; 
Expressing  well  tlie  spirit  within  thee  free, 
My  image,  not  imparted  to  the  brute : 
Whose  felk>wship  tlierefore  unmeet  for  thee 
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GoodviMOB  «■■  tiioo  freely  fhouldst  diiUke ; 
And  he  m  Bindeil  iCitt :  I,  ere  thou  fl|»ak*iit. 
Knew  it  nol  good  for  Mao  to  be  alone ; 
And  BO  flicb  oominny  as  tiieii  tbou  saw'st 
laeeodcd  thee ;  lor  trial  only  brought, 
ToHT  bow  thou  oould'it  judtge  of  fit  and  meet : 
^Tfatf  ant  I  bring  ihall  pleaie  theey  be  aasur'd, 
Tkj  fikcneaa,  tfay  lit  help,  thy  other  self, 
Tbr  vah  exactly  to  tfay  heart's  desire.' 

"  He  ended,  or  I  hard  no  more ;  for  now 
Uj  Mrthly  by  his  heavenly  oveipower'd, 
VWk  it  lad  long  stood  under,  strain'd  to  the  height 
1b  dnt  odestial  coUoquy  subUme^ 
As  with  an  otgeet  that  excels  the  sense 
Doled  sod  ipeat,  sunk  down,  and  sought  repair 
OfsJeep,  which  instantly  fell  on  me,  call'd 
Bt  Nsnire  as  in  aid,  and  closed  mine  eyes. 
Mine  eyei  he  doe'd,  but  open  left  the  cell 
Of  fancy,  my  internal  sight ;  by  which, 
Abilnct  as  in  a  trance^  mctibought  I  saw, 
'noagfa  deeping,  where  I  lay,  and  saw  the  sh^w 
SdQ  glorious  hSare  wfaooi  aw«ke  I  stood : 
VK)  Mooping  opea'd  my  Irft  side,  and  took 
Fran  thence  a  rib^  with  cordial  ^irits  warm, 
Aad  hfe-blood  streaming  fresh:    wide  was  the 

wound. 
Bat  wddeoly  with  flesh  fiird  up  and  beal'd : 
IV  rib  he  form'd  and  fiuihion'd  with  bis  hands: 
Tniier  hb  fomung  hands  a  creature  grew, 
^bo-Hke,  but  different  sex ;  so  lovely  fair, 
IW  w\mt  ficem'd  fiur  in  all  the  world,  seem'd  now 
^o«  or  io  her  summ'd  up,  in  her  contain*d 
<^  in  her  looks ;  which  from  that  time  infus'd 
SKcctness  into  my  heart,  unfolt  before. 
And  into  sll  things  from  her  air  inspir'd 
IVe  spirit  of  love  and  amorous  delight, 
ftr  diMppcar*d,  and  left  me  Tlark ;  I  wak*d 
Toind  her,  or  Ibr  ever  to  deplore 
Hw  loo^  snd  other  pleasures  all  abjure : 
^^oiitofhope,bclioldher,  notfarofi; 
to  sft  I  mm  htr  in  my  dream,  adom*d 
^■hwfast  all  Earth  or  Heaven  could  bestow 
Tu sake bv amiable:  on  she  came, 
^  by  her  heavenly  Maker,  though  unseen, 
And  guided  by  hia  voice  $  nor  nmnform'd 
Of  cupQsI  ssnctity,  and  marriage  rites : 
Once  vsi  in  all  her  steps,  Heaven  in  her  eye, 
la  ffcry  geiitttie  dignity  and  love. 
I  omjoy'd,  could  not  forbear  aloud.  [fiU'd 

***  Has  torn  hath  made  amends ;  tbou  hast  ful- 
T^iy  vordi,  Oeator  bounlaotts  and  benign, 
Cmr  of  sU  things  fidr!  but  fairest  this 
^■Utbygilb!  norcnviesL     I  now  see 
^^ofniy  bone^  Aeah  of  my  flash,  myself 
S^nvnt:  wosMn  aa  hername ;  of  man 
Hnacitd :  for  this  cause  he  diaU  forego 
^^'^  aid  fludier,  and  to  his  wife  adhere ; 
Aod  they  ihaU  be  one  flesh,  one  heart,  one  soul.' 
**  Sie  heard  me  tibats ;    and  though  divinely 

bmugfat, 
<<t  lOMecnee,  and  virgin  modesty, 
Hw  Tirta^  end  flie  conacience  of  her  worth, 
<ait  voald  be  woo'd,  and  not  unsought  be  won^ 
^*«im,  not  obtrusive^  but,  retirU 
lot  Btore  deiinble ;  or,  to  say  all 
Patera  hoielf,  thoi^  pure  of  sinful  thought, 
^roaght  to  her  siH  that,  seeing  me,  she  tum*d : 
*  '"j^**  bff ;  *e  what  was  honour  knew, 
g*'jgfa"hM'yMi—  VMJeaty  approved 
«y  ^Maditmam.    To  the  nuptial  bower 


I  led  her  blushing  like  the  mom :  all  Heaven, 
And  happy  constellations,  on  that  hour 
Shed  their  sehNstest  influence ;  the  Earth 
Gave  sign  of  gratulation,  and  each  hill ; 
Joyous  the  birds ;  fresh  gales  and  gentle  airs 
Whisper'd  it  to  the  Woods,  and  from  their  wings 
Fltmg  rose^  flimg  odours  from  the  spicy  shnib» 
Disporting,  till  tibe  amorous  bird  of  night 
Sung  spousal,  and  bid  haste  die  evening.«tsr 
On  his  hill-tt»p,  to  light  the  bridal  lamp. 
Thtis  have  I  todd  thee  all  my  state,  and  brought 
My  story  to  the  sum  of  earthly  Uiss, 
Which  I  ei\joy ;  and  must  coiifess  to  find 
In  all  things  else  delight  indeed,  but  such 
As,  us'd  or  not,  works  in  the  mind  no  chaiige 
Nor  vehement  desire :  these  delicacies        (lowers, 
I  mean  of  taste,  sight,  smell,  herbs,  fruits,   and 
Walks,  and  the  melody  of  birds :  but  here 
Far  otherwise,  tranaported  I  behold, 
IVansported  touch ;  here  passion  first  I  felt. 
Commotion  strange  !  in  all  enjoyments  else 
Superior  and  unmov*d ;  here  only  weak 
Against  the  charm  of  beauty's  powerful  glance. 
Or  Nature  fatl'd  in  m^  and  left  some  part 
Not  proof  enough  such  object  to  sustain ; 
Or,  from  my  side  subducting,  took  perlu^n 
More  than  enough ;  at  least  on  her  bestow'd 
Too  mudh  of  ornament,  in  outward  show 
Elaborate,  of  inward  less  exact. 
For  well  I  imderstand  in  the  prime  end 
Of  Nature  her  the  inferior,  in  the  mind 
And  inward  foculties,  which  most  excel ; 
In  outward  also  her  resembling  less 
His  image  who  made  both,  and  less  ezpnasiBg 
Hie  character  of  that  dominion  given 
O'er  other  creatiurcs :  yet  when  I  approach 
Her  loveliness,  so  absolute  she  seems 
And  in  herself  complete^  so  well  to  know 
Her  own,  that  what  sh^  wills  to  do  or  say 
Seems  vrisest,  virtuousest,  discreetest,  best : 
All  hif^ier  knowledge  in  her  presence  falls 
Degraded ;  Wisdom  in  discourse  with  her 
Loses  disoountenanc'd,  and  like  Foliy  sliows ; 
Authority  and  reason  on  her  wait. 
As  one  intended  first,  not  after  made 
Occasionally ;  and,  to  consummate  all, 
Greatness  c^mind,  and  Nobleness,  their  scat 
Build  in  her  loveliest,  and  create  an  awe 
About  her,  as  a  guard  angelic  plac'd." 

To  whom  the  angel  with  contrscted  brow. 
"  Accuse  not  Natiure,  she  hath  done  her  part ; 
Do  thou  but  thine ;  and  be  not  diifident 
Of  Wisdom ;  she  deserts  thee  not,  if  tbou 
Dismiss  not  her,  when  most  thou  need'st  her  nigfa^ 
By  attributing  overmuch  to  things 
Less  excellent  as  thou  thyself  perceiv'st. 
For,  what  adinir'st  thou,  what  trsnqxnrts  thee  so^ 
An  outside  ?  foir,  no  doubt,  and  wortKy  well 
Tby  cherislung,  tlrf  honouring,  and  thy  love ; 
Not  thy  subjection ;  wei^  with  her  tlrjrself ; 
Then  ^ue :  oft-times  nothing  profits  more 
Tlian  self-esteem,  grounded  on  just  and  right 

Wellmanag'd;  of  that  skill  the  more  thou  know*st» 
Hie  more  she  will  acknowledge  thee  her  headt 
And  to  realities  yield  all  her  shows : 
Made  so  adorn  for  thy  delight  the  more^ 
So  awful,  that  vnth  honour  thou  may'st  love 
Tby  mate,  who  sees  when  thou  art  seen  least  wiM^ 
But  if  the  sense  of  touch,  whereby  "**"^"HI 
Is  j>ropagated,  seem  such  dear  delight 
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Beyond  all  odier ;  think'  the  same  Toncfanrd 
To  cattle  and  each  beast ;  which  would  not  be. 
To  them  made  common  and  divulg'd,  if  aught 
Tlierdn  enjoy'd  were  worthy  to  subdue 
'Hie  soul  of  man,  or  passion  in  him  move. 
What  higher  in  her  society  thou  find'st 
Attractive,  human,  rational,  love  still ; 
In  loving  thou  dost  well,  in  passion  not. 
Wherein  true  love  consists  not :  Love  refines 
The  thoughts,  and  heart  enlarges ;  hath  his  seat 
In  reason,  and  is  judicious ;  is  the  scale 
By  which  to  Heavenly  love  thou  may*st  ascend. 
Not  sunk  in  carnal  pleasure ;  for  which  cause. 
Among  the  beasts  no  mate  for  thee  was  found.** 

To  whom  thus,  half  abash'd,  Adam  replied. 
"  Neither  her  outside  form*d  so  fair,  nor  aught 
In  procreation  common  to  all  kinds, 
(Though  higher  of  the  genial  bed  by  far. 
And  with  mysterious  reverence  I  deem,) 
So  much  delights  me,  as  those  graceful  acts, 
Those  thousand  decencies,  that  daily  flow 
From  all  her  words  and  actions  mix*d  with  love 
And  sweet  compliance,  which  declare  unfeign*d 
Union  of  mind,  or  in  us  both  one  soul ; 
Harmony  to  behold  in  wedded  pair 
More  grateful  than  harmonious  sound  to  the  ear. 
Yet  these  subject  not :   I  to  thee  disclose 
What  inward  thence  I  feel,  not  therefore  foird 
WIio  meet  with  various  tibjects,  from  the  sense 
Variously  representing :  yet,  still  free, 
Approve  the  best,  and  follow  what  I  approve. 
To  love,  thou  blam'st  me  not;  for  Love,  tliou  say'st, 
Leads  up  to  Heaven,  is  both  the  way  and  guide ; 
Bear  with  me  then,  if  lawful  what  I  ask : 
Love  not  the  heavenly  spirits,  and  how  their  love 
£xpress  they?  by  looks  only?  or  do  they  mix 
Irradiance,  virtual  or  immediate  touch  ?** 

To  whom  the  angel,  with  a  smile  that  glow*d 
Celestial  rosy  red.  Love's  proper  hue, 
AnsMTcred :  **  Let  it  suffice  tliec  that  thou  know'st 
Us  happy,  and  without  love  no  happiness. 
Whatever  pure  thou  in  the  body  enjoy*st, 
(And  pure  thou  wert  created)  we  enjoy 
In  eminence ;  and  obstacle  find  none 
Of  membrane,  joint,  or  limb,  exclusi\'e  bars ; 
Easier  than  air  with  air,  if  spirits  embrace. 
Total  they  mix,  union  of  pure  with  pure 
Desiring ;  nor  restrain*d  conveyance  need, 
As  flesh  to  mix  with  flesh,  or  soul  with  soul. 
But  I  can  now  no  more ;  the  parting  Sun 
Beyond  the  Earth's  green  cape  and  verdant  isles 
Hesperian  sets,  my  signal  to  depart. 
Be  strong,  live  happy,   and  love !  but,  first  of  all. 
Him,  whom  to  love  is  to  obey,  and  keep 
His  great  command :  take  heed  lest  passion  sway 
Thy  judgment  to  do  aught,  which  elsie  free  will 
Would  not  admit :  thine,  and  of  all  thy  sons, 
The  weal  or  woe  in  thee  is  plac'd ;  beware ! 
I  in  thy  persevering  shall  rejoice. 
And  all  the  blest :  stand  fast ;  to  stand  or  fall 
Free  in  thine  own  arbitrement  it  lies. 
Perfect  within,  no  outward  aid  require  ; 
And  all  temptation  to  transgress  repel.*' 

So  saying,  he  arose ;  whom  Adam  thus 
Follow'd  with  benediction.     "  Since  to  part, 
Go,  heavenly  guest,  ethereal  messenger. 
Sent  from  whose  sovran  goodness  I  adore ! 
Gentle  to  me  and  affable  hath  been 
Thy  condescension,  and  sbdl  be  honour*d  ever 


With  grateful  memory:  tfaoa  to'mankind 
Be  good  and  friendly  still,  and  ofi  return  !** 
So  parted  they ;  the  angel  up  to  Heaven 
Frana.  the  thick  shade,  and  Adam  to  his  bower. 
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Satan,  having  compassed  the  Earth,  with  medi- 
tated guile  returns,  as  a  mist,  by  nigbt  into 
Ftoradise ;  enters  into. the  serpent  sleeping.  Adam 
and  Eve  in  the  morning  go  forth  to  their  laboun, 
which  Eve  proposes  to  mvide  in  several  places 
each  labouring  apart:  Adam  consents  not,  al- 
leging the  danger,  lest  that  enemy,  of  whom  ther 
were  forewarned,  should  attempt  her  fbumi 
alone:  Eve,  loth  to  be  thought  not  cirrms- 
spect  or  firm  enough,  urges  her  going  apart, 
the  rather  desirous  to  make  trial  of  her  strength 
Adam  at  last  yields :  the  serpent  finds  her  alone 
his  subtle  approach,  first  gazing,  then  -spenkiojr 
with  much  flatteiy  extolling  Eve  above  all  other 
creatures.  Eve,  wondering-  to  hear  the  serpent 
speak,  asks  how  he  attained  to  human  speech, 
and  such  understanding,  not  till  now ;  the  ser- 
pent  answers,  that  by  tasting  of  a  cvtain  tree  in 
tlie  garden  he  attained  both  to  speech  and  reason. 
till  Uien  void  of  both :  Eve  requires  him  to  brio* 
her  to  that  tree,  and  finds  it  to  be  the  tr«tr  nf 
knowledge  forbidden:  the  serpent  now  growa 
bolder,  with  many  wiles  and  arguments,  indures, 
her  at  length  to  eat ;  she,  pleased  with  the  t»te,: 
deliberates  a  while  whether  to  impart  thereof  tc* 
Adam  or  not ;  at  last  brings  him  of  the  fruit ; 
relates  what  persuaded  her  to  eat  thereof :  Adam, 
at  first  amazed,  but  perceiving  her  lost,  resolves 
through  vehemence  of  love,  to  perish  with  her: 
and,  extenuating  the  trespass,  eats  also  of  the 
fruit :  the  effects  thereof  in  them  both  f  they  srak 
to  cover  their  nakedness;  then  fall  to  vanancc 
and  accusation  of  one  another. 


No  more  of  talk  where  God  or  angel  guest 

Witli  Man,  as  vrith  his  friend,  familiar  us'd 

To  sit  indulgent,  and  with  him  partake 

Rural  repast ;  pomitting  him  the  while 

Venial  discourse  unblam'd.     I  now  must  change 

Hiose  notes  to  tragic ;  foul  distrust,  and  breach 

Disloyal  on  the  part  of  Man,  revolt 

And  disobedience :  on  the  part  of  Heaven 

Now  alienated,  distance  and  distaste. 

Anger  and  just  rebuke,  and  judgment  giv«i,  i 

lliat  brought  into  this  world  a  world  of  woe. 

Sin  and  her  shadow  Death,  and  Misery 

Death's  harbinger :  sad  task,  yet  argument 

Not  less  but  more  heroic  than  the  wrath 

Of  stem  Achilles  on  his  foe  pursued 

Thrice  fugitive  about  Troj  wall ;  or  rage  i 

Of  Tumus  for  Lavinia  diaespous*d ; 

Or  Neptune's  ire,  or  Juno*s,  that  so  long 

Perplex*d  the  Greek,  and  Cytherea's  son  ; 

If  answerable  style  I  can  obtain 

Of  my  celestial  patroness,  who  deigns 

Her  nightly  visitation  unimplor'd, 

And  dictates  to  me  slumbering ;  or  inspires  i 

Easy  my  unpremeditated  vene : 

Since  first  this  subject  for  heroic  song 

Pleas'd  me  long  cbooiing,  and  beginning  late ; 
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S't  scduloiB  by  aslBfe  to  indite 

Wars  hhherto  the  obIj  argument 

llttvu  deen'd ;  ducf  mastery  to 

With  iong  and  tedious  havoc  fabled  knights 

In  btttlct  fdgn'd ;  die  better  fortitude 

Of  patience  and  heroic  martyrdom 

I'nsiag  J  or  to  describe  races  and  games, 

Or  dl&i^  fumitiire,  imblaxon'd  shields, 

lapfOKt  quaint,  caparisons  and  steeds, 

Base  lad  tinsel  trappings,  gorgeous  knights 

it  joust  ind  tournament ;  then  marshaird  feast 

Stn'd  up  in  hall  wiUi  sewers  and  swienhals ; 

IV  skill  of  artifice  or  office  mean, 

Xuc  tliit  which  justly  gives  heroic  name 

To  pmoa  or  to  poem.     Me,  of  these 

\ar  &kill*d  nor  studious,  higher  argument 

RuBaim ;  sufficient  of  itseUf  to  raise 

TIat  name,  unless  an  age  too  late,  or  cold 

(lioutr,  or  years,  damp  my  intended  wing 

pepmb'd ;  and  much  they  may,  if  all  be  mixie^ 

S<A  hers  who  brings  it  ni^tly  to  my  ear. 

The  Sun  was  sunk,  and  after  him  the  star 
Of  Hesperus,  whose  office  is  to  bring 
TwMfi^  upon  the  Elarth,  short  arbiter 
'T«ixt  day  and  ni^t,  and  now  from  end  to  end 
Vtcfat's  bemiq)bere  had  veird  the  horixon  round : 
Tun  Satan,  who  late  fled  before  the  threats 
llf  Crahriel  out  of  Eden,  now  improT*d 
b  oielitated  fraud  and  malice,  bent 
On  Maa'«  destruction,  maugre  what  might  hap 
iX  hesrio'  on  himself,  fearless  returned. 
Bf  ni^  he  fled,  and  at  midnight  retum'd 
Tnra  crwnpasring  the  Earth ;  cautious  of  day, 
%>»  Urid,  regent  of  the  Sun,  descried 
Ba  mttince,  and  forewarn  *d  the  cherubim 
I^  kept  their  watch;    thence  full  of  anguish 

driren, 
n»  ipsce  of  seven  continued  nights  he  rode 
Voii  darkne9^  diriee  the  equinoctial  line 
3e  circled ;  four  times  cross'd  the  car  of  ni{^ 
rrcta  poie  to  pole  traversing  each  coliire ; 
h  the  eighth  ietnm*d  ;  and  on  the  coast  averse 
fiVB  entrance  or  cherubic  watch,  by  stealth 
*^od  UHuspectcd  way.     There  was  a  place, 
Ksv  001,  dMug^  am,  not  time,  first  wrought  the 


^W  Tigris  at  the  foot  of  Paradise, 

^  «  pilf  shot  under  ground,  till  part 

^  «p  a  fountain  by  the  tree  of  life : 

Is  with  the  river  sunk,  and  with  it  rose 

■■■n,  inrolv'd  in  rising  mist ;  theiS  sought 

f^  to  lie  hid  ;  aem  he  had  search*d,  and  land, 

'fttc  Edes  over  Pootos  and  the  pool 

imMM,  Up  beyond  the  river  Ob ; 

'^'*vward  a*  for  antarcuc ;  and  in  length, 

^e«  frooi  Orootes  to  the  ocean  barr'd 

U  Iknn ;  thence  to  the  land  where  flows 

^ifn  and  Indua :  thus  the  oib  he  roam*d 

^ek  oarniw  search ;  and  with  inspection  deep 

^*sidcr*d  every  cicnture,  which  Xif  all 

ina  <^iportoiie  might  serve  Ids  wiles ;  and  found 

^  Mrpcnt  aobtkat  beast  of  all  the  field. 

1  n  after  kmg  debate,  irreaolute 

>f  *iiju;^hti  revolv'd,  his  final  sentence  chose 

is  vf^Mel,  fittest  imp  of  fraud,  in  whom 

[•  «^tcr,  and  his  dark  suggestions  hide 

'*^  dwpeat  sight :  for,  in  the  wily  snake 

^  'vtrver  ilcjgbts,  none  would  suspicious  mark, 

b  fhm  bis  wit  and  native  subtlety 

^^vcacdiog;  wkich,  in  other  beasts  obser?*d. 


Doubt  might  beget  of  diabolic  power 
Active  within,  beyond  the  sense  of  brute. 
Thus  he  resolv'd,  but  first  from  inward  grief 
His  bursting  piassion  into  plaints  thus  poured. 

«  O  Ear&,  how  like  to  Heaven,  if  not  preferr'd 
More  justly,  seat  worthier  of  Gods,  as  built 
With  second  thoughts,  reforming  what  was  old  ! 
For  what  gud,  after  better,  worse  would  build  ? 
Terrestrial  Heaven,  danc*d  round  by  other  Heavena 
That  shine,  yet  bear  their  bright  officious  lamps,     - 
Light  above  light,  for  thee  alone  as  seems. 
In  thee  concentring  all  their  precious  beams 
Of  sacred  influence !  As  God  in  Heaven 
Is  centre,  yet  extends  to  all ;  so  thou. 
Centring,  receiv'st  from  all  those  orbs  :  in  thee^ 
Not  in  themselves,  all  their  known  virtue  appears 
Fhxluctive  in  herb,  plant,  and  nobler  birth 
Of  creatures  animate  witli  gradual  life 
Of  growth,  sense,  reason,  all  summ*d  up  in  Man. 
With  what  delight  could  I  have  walk*d  thee  round^ 
If  I  cuuld  joy  in  aught,  sweet  interchange 
Of  hill,  and  valley,  rivers,  woods,  and  plains. 
Now  land,  now  sea,  and  shores  with  forest  crown'd. 
Rocks,  dens,  and  caves !  But  I  in  none  of  these 
find  place  or  refuge ;  and  the  more  I  see 
Pleasures  about  me^  so  much  more  I  feel 
Torment  within  me,  as  from  the  hateful  siege 
Of  Contraries :  all  good  to  me  becomes  [state. 

Bane,  and  in  Heaven  much  worse  would  be  my 
But  neither  here  seek  I,  no  nor  in  Heaven 
To  dwell,  unless  by  mastering  Heaven's  Supreme ; 
Nor  hope  to  be  myself  less  miserable 
By  what  I  seek,  but  others  to  make  such 
As  I,  though  therri>y  worse  to  me  redound : 
For  only  in  destroying  I  find  ease 
To  my  relentless  thoughts ;  and,  him  destroyedp 
Or  won  to  what  may  work  his  utter  loss. 
For  whom  all  this  was  made,  all  this  will  soon 
Follow,  as  to  him  link*d  in  weal  or  woe ; 
In  woe  then ;  that  destruction  wide  may  range : 
To  me  shall  be  the  glory  sole  among 
The  infernal  powers,  in  one  day  to  have  marr*d 
What  he.  Almighty  s^rd,  six  nights  and  days 
Continued  making ;  and  who  knows  how  long 
Before  had  been  contriving  ?  though  perhi^is 
Not  longer  than  since  I,  in  one  night,  freed 
From  servitude  inglorious  well  ni^i  half 
The  angelic  name,  and  thinner  left  the  throng 
Of  liis  adorers :  he,  to  be  aveng*d. 
And  to  repair  his  numbers  thus  impair*d. 
Whether  such  virtue  spent  of  old  now  faiFd 
More  angels  to  create,  if  they  at  least 
Are  his  created,  or,  to  spite  us  more, 
Determin*d  to  advance  into  our  room 
A  creature  form*d  of  earth,  and  him  endow. 
Exalted  from  so  base  original. 
With  heavenly  spoils,  our  spoils :  what  he  decreed. 
He  eflPected ;  Man  he  made,  and  for  him  built 
Magnificent  this  world,  and  Earth  his  seat, 
Him  lord  pronounc*d ;  and,  O  indignity  ! 
Subjected  to  his  service  angel-wings, 
And  flaming  ministers  to  watch  and  tend 
Their  earthy  charge :  of  these  the  vigilance 
I  dread :  and,  to  elude,  thus  wrapt  in  mist 
Of  midnight  vapour  glide  obscure,  and  pry 
In  every  bush  and  brake,  where  hap  may  find 
The  serpent  sleeping ;  in  whose  mazy  folds 
To  hide  me,  and  the  dark  intent  I  bring. 
O  foul  descent !  that  I,  who  erst  contended 
With  Gods  to  sit  the  highest,  am  now  constrain'd 
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Into  a  beost ;  and,  mix'd  with  bestial  sUikic, 

This  essence  to  incarnate  and  imbrute, 

That  to  the  height  of  deity  aspir'd! 

But  what  will  not  ambition  and  revenge 

Descend  to  ?  Who  o&pires,  must  down  as  low 

As  liigh  he  soar*d  ;  obnoxious,  first  or  last. 

To  bluest  things.     Revenge,  at  first  though  sweet, 

Bitter  ere  long,  back  on  itself  recoils : 

Let  it ;  I  reck  not,  so  it  light  well  aim'd, 

Snce  higher  I  fall  short,  on  him  who  next 

Provokes  my  envy,  this  new  favourite 

Of  Heaven,  this  man  of  clay,  son  of  despite. 

Whom,  us  the  more  to  spite,  his  Maker  rais*d 

FVom  dust :  spite  then  with  spite  is  best  repaid.*' 

So  saying,  through  each  thicket  dank  or  dry, 
Like  a  black  mist  low-creeping,  he  held  on 
His  midnight-search,  where  soonest  he  might  find 
llie  serpent :  lum  fast  sleeping  soon  he  found 
In  labyrinth  of  many  a  round  self-rolPd, 
His  hoid  the  midst,  well  stor*d  with  subtle  wiles : 
Not  yet  in  horrid  shade  or  dismal  den, 
Nor  nocent  yet ;  but,  on  the  grassy  herb, 
Fearless  unfear*d  be  slept :  in  at  his  mouth 
The  Devil  enter*d ;  and  his  brutal  sense, 
In  heart  or  head,  possessing,  soon  inspired 
With  act  intelligential ;  but  his  sleep 
Disturb*d  not,  waiting  close  the  approach  of  room. 
Now,  when  as  sacred  light  began  to  dawn 
In  Eden  on  the  humid  flowers,  that  brcatli'd 
Tlieir  morning  incense,  when  all  things,  that  breatlie, 
From  the  Earth's  great  altar  send  up  silent  praise 
To  the  Creator,  and  his  nostrils  fill 
With  grateful  smell,  forth  came  tlic  human  pair, 
And  join'd  their  vocal  worship  to  tlic  quire 
Of  creatures  wanting  voice ;  that  done,  partake 
The  season,  prime  for  sweetest  scents  and  airs  : 
Then  commune,  how  that  day  they  best  may  ply 
Their  growing  work  :  for  much  their  work  outgrew 
The  hands*  despatch  of  two  gardening  so  wide. 
And  Eve  first  to  her  husband  thus  began. 

"  Adam,  well  may  we  labour  still  to  dress 
Tliis  garden,  still  to  tend  plant,  herb,  and  flower, 
Our  pleasant  task  enjoin'd ;  but  till  more  hands 
Aid  us,  the  work  under  our  labour  grows, 
Luxurious  by  restraint ;  what  we  by  day 
Lop  overgrown,  or  prune,  or  prop,  or  bind. 
One  night  or  two  witli  wanton  growth  derides 
Tending  to  wild.     Thou  therefore  now  advise. 
Or  bear  wliat  to  my  mind  first  thoughts  present : 
Let  us  divide  our  labours ;  thou,  where  choice 
Leads  thee,  or  where  most  needs,  whether  to  wind 
The  woodl)ine  round  this  arbour,  or  direct 
Tlie  clasping  ivy  where  to  climb  ;  while  I, 
In  yonder  spring  of  roses  intermix'd 
With  myrtle,  find  what  to  redress  till  noon : 
For,  while  so  near  each  other  thus  all  day 
Our  task  we  choose,  what  wonder  if  so  near 
Looks  intervene  and  smiles,  or  object  new 
Casual  discourse  draw  on  ;  which  intermits 
Our  day's  work,  brought  to  little,  though  begim 
Early,  and  the  hour  of  supper  comes  uneam'd  ?" 

To  whom  mild  answer  Adam  thus  return *d. 
"  Sole  Eve,  associate  sole,  to  me  beyond 
Compare  above  all  living  creatures  dear ! 
Well  hast  thou  motion'd,  well  tliy  thoughts  employ'd. 
How  we  might  best  fulfil  the  work  whidi  here 
God  luth  assign'd  us :  nor  of  me  slialt  pass 
Unprais'd  :  for  nothing  lovelier  can  be  found 
In  woman,  than  to  study  household  good, 
And  good  works  in  her  husband  to  promote. 


Tet  not  so  strictly  iMih  oar  LmA  inpasM 
Labour,  as  to  debar  us  when  we  neoi 
Refreshment,  whether  food,  or  talk  between. 
Food  of  the  mind,  or  this  sweet  iotercoune 
Of  looks  and  smiles ;  for  smiles  from  reasoo  io». 
To'brute  denied,  and  are  of  love  the  food ; 
Love,  not  the  lowest  end  of  human  life. 
For  not  to  irksome  toil,  but  to  deligbt. 
He  made  us,  and  delight  to  reason  join'd.     \hasA 
These  paths  and  bowers  doubt  not  but  our  jon 
Will  keep  from  wUdem&s  with  ease,  as  wide 
As  we  need  walk,  till  younger  hands  ere  kng 
Assist  us :  but,  if  muc^  converse  perb^is 
ITiee  satiate,  to  short  absence  I  could  yidd : 
For  solitude  sometimes  is  best  society. 
And  short  retirement  ui^ges  sweet  return. 
But  other  doubt  possesses  me,  lest  barm 
Befidl  thee  sever'd  fhmi  me ;  for  thou  know'st 
What  hath  been  wara'd  us,  what  malidous  foe 
Envying  our  happiness,  and  of  his  own 
Despairing,  sedis  to  woric  us  woe  and  shame 
By  sly  assault ;  and  somewhere  nigh  at  band 
Watches,  no  doubt,  with  greedy  hc^ie  to  find 
His  wish  and  best  advantage,  us  asunder ; 
Hopeless  to  circumvent  us  jdn'd,  where  each 
To  other  speedy  aid  might  lend  at  need : 
Whether  his  first  design  be  to  withdraw 
Our  fealty  from  God,  or  to  disturb 
Conjugal  love,  than  whidi  peihaps  no  bliss 
Enjoy*d  by  us  excites  his  envy  more  ; 
Or  tliis,  or  worse,  leave  not  the  faithful  side 
That  gave  thee  being,  still  shades  thee,  and  pnitf<rt 
Tlic  wife,  where  danger  or  dishonour  lurks^ 
Safest  and  seemliest  by  her  husband  stays. 
Who  guards  her,  or  with  her  the  worst  cndum." 

To  whom  the  virgin  majesty  of  Eve, 
As  one  who  loves,  and  some  unkindne»  meets* 
W^ith  sweet  austere  composure  thus  replied. 

"  Offspring  of  Heaven  and  Earth,  and  all  £»ti 
Lord! 
That  such  an  enemy  we  have,  who  seeks 
Our  ruin,  both  by  thee  inform 'd  I  learn. 
And  from  the  parting  angel  over-heard, 
As  in  a  shady  nook  I  stood  behind. 
Just  then  retum'd  at  shut  of  evening  flowers. 
But  that  thou  shouldst  my  firmness  therefore  dou 
To  God  or  thee,  because  we  have  a  foe 
May  tempt  it,  I  expected  not  to  hear. 
His  violence  thou  fear*st  not,  being  such 
As  we,  not  capable  of  death  or  pain, 
Can  eitlier  not  receive,  or  can  repeL 
His  fraud  is  then  thy  fear ;  which  plain  infers 
Tliy  equal  fear,  that  my  firm  faith  and  love 
Can  by  his  fraud  be  shaken  or  seduc'd  ;        [brca 
Thoughts,  which  how  found  they  harbour  in  i 
Adam,  mis-thought  of  her  to  thee  so  dear  ?** 

To  whom  with  healing  words  Adam  replied. 
*'  Daughter  of  God  and  Man,  immortal  £ve  ! 
For  such  thou  art ;  from  sin  and  blame  entire : 
Not  diffident  of  tliee  do  I  dissuade 
lliy  absence  from  my  sight,  but  to  avoid 
The  attempt  itself,  intended  by  our  foe. 
For  he  who  tempts,  though  in  vain,  at  least  aspen 
The  tempted  with  dishonour  foul ;  suppos'd 
Not  incorruptible  of  faitli,  not  proof 
Against  temptation  :  thou  thyself  with  scorn 
And  anger  wouldst  resent  tlie  offer'd  wrong, 
Hiough  ineffectual  found  :  misdeem  not  then, 
If  such  affront  I  labour  to  avert 
From  thee  alone,  wliich  on  us  both  at  once 
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rhe  CDcmy,  thragh  iiold,  wfll  hardly  due ; 

Or  daring,  fint  on  me  the  asouilt  shall  light. 

Kor  thoa  hb  malice  and  fiUse  guile  contemn  j 

Subtle  he  needs  most  be,  who  could  seduce 

Knf^ ;  nor  think  superfluous  other's  aid. 

I  from  the  influence  of  thy  looks  reoeive 

Actvss  in  every  virtue ;  in  thy  sight 

Murp  wise,  more  watdiful,  stronger,  if  need  were 

Of  outwd  strength ;  while  shame,  thou  looking  on, 

SIttTje  to  be  overcome  or  over-reach'd, 

Wo-jU  utmost  vigour  raise,  and  rais*d  unite. 

Vbr  shcNildst  not  thou  like  sense  within  thee  feel 

Wlkn  I  am  present,  and  thy  trial  choose 

Vtth  me,  best  witness  of  thy  virtue  tried?** 

So  ^nke  domestic  Adam  in  his  care 
^Dd  ntttximonial  loive ;  but  £ve^  who  thought 
1^$  attributed  to  her  fiuth  sincere, 
Ibn  her  reply  with  accent  sweet  renew'd. 
**  If  thb  be  our  condition,  thus  to  dwell 
Is  narrow  circuit,  atraiten'd  by  a  foe, 
hbtle  or  violent,  vre  not  endued 
Sofrle  with  like  defence,  wherever  met  $ 
^  tt/wt  happy,  still  in  fear  of  harm? 
Bat  hann  precedes  not  sin :  only  our  foe, 
reaipdiig,  aflfronts  us  vrith  his  foul  esteem 
y  our  integrity :  his  foul  esteem 
hicU  ad  dishonour  on  our  front,  but  turns 
P«t]  en  Umadf ;  then  wherefore  shunn'd  or  fear'd 
Bv  (n?  who  rather  double  honour  gain 
Fnm  fais  surmiae  prov'd  false;  flnd  peace  within, 
FtwQur  from  Heaven,  our  witness,  from  the  event, 
lad  whst  is  fiuth,  lovi^  virtue,  unasaay'd 
Uoce,  without  exterior  help  sustainM  ? 
La  u»  not  then  suspect  our  happy  state 
(^  » imperfect  by  tiie  Maker  wise, 
^  sot  lecure  to  nngle  or  combin'd. 
Fnil  a  our  happineaa,  if  this  be  so^ 
&ad  Eda  were  no  Eden,  thus  eipos'd." 
To  whom  thus  Adam  fervently  replied. 
*  0  Woman,  best  are  all  things  as  the  will 
^  God  ordsin'd  them  :  his  creating  hand 
Ktflioi^  imperfect  or  deficient  left 
UfiiJ  tfast  be  created,  mudi  less  Man, 
(k  aaght  that  might  his  happy  state  secure, 
"nj«  from  outward  force ;  within  himself 
^  daoj^  lid,  yet  lies  within  his  power : 
^;u3^  hb  win  he  can  receive  no  harm. 
»tf  God  left  free  the  vriU  ;  for  what  obeys 
^^v.  is  free ;  and  reason  he  made  right, 
k  bid  ber  well  beware,  and  still  erect ; 
^-  bf  tome  fair-appearing  good  surpris*d, 
&  dictate  false;  and  misinform  the  will 
X»do  whtt  God  expressly  hath  forbid. 
^t^  Biistrust,  Imt  tender  love,  enjoinfl, 
Tb;  I  ibould  mind  thee  oft :  and  mind  thou  me. 
Ffla  we  wfasist,  yet  possible  to  swerve ; 
^Bct  maoQ  not  impoanbly  may  meet 
^  ^wdoos  obiect  by  the  foe  subom*d, 
^  fkU  into  deception  unaware, 
>u  kevpiBg  tfrictest  watch,  as  she  was  wam*d. 
^  i»t  itmptation  then,  which  to  avoid 
*^  better,  and  most  likely  if  from  me 
^*  iFvcr  not :  trial  will  cpme  unsought. 
^kkt  thou  appivfe  thy  constancy,  approve 
1^  %  obediaice;  the  other  who  can  know, 
i*  T™^  ^^  sttcmptcd,  who  attest? 
Btt.  if  thou  tknk,  trial  unsought  may  find 
I '  both  Mcwcr  than  thus  wam'd  tliou  seem'st, 
I'*' ;  for  thy  stay,  not  free,  absents  thee  more ; 
U  in  thy  aadve  imiocence,  rely 


On  what  thou  hast  of  virtue ;  summon  all ! 

For  God  towards  thee  hath  done  his  part,  do  thine.*' 

So  spake  the  patriarch  of  mankind ;  but  Eve 
Fbrsisted ;  yet  submiss,  though  last,  replied. 

"  With  thy  permission  then,  and  thus  forewBm*4 
Chiefly  by  what  thy  own  last  reasoning  words 
Touch*d  only ;  that  our  trial,  when  least  sought. 
May  find  us  both  perhaps  fin*  leas  prepar'd. 
The  willinger  I  go,  nor  much  expect 
A  foe  so  proud  will  first  the  weaker  se^ ; 
So  bent,  the  more  shall  shame  him  his  repulse." 

Thus  saying,  fVom  her  husband*8  hand  her  hand 
Soft  she  withdrew ;  and,  like  a  wood-nymph  ligh^ 
Oread  or  Dryad,  or  of  Delia's  train. 
Betook  her  to  the  groves ;  but  Delia's  self 
In  gait  surpass'd,  and  goddess-like  deport, 
Hioiigh  not  as  she  with  bow  and  quiver  arm^d. 
But  with  such  gardening  tools  as  art  yet  rude. 
Guiltless  of  fire,  had  form'd,  or  angels  brou^t; 
To  Bales,  or  Pomona,  thus  adom*d^ 
Likest  she  aeem*d,  Pomona  when  she  fled 
Vertumnus,  or  to  Ceres  in  her  prime, 
Tet  virgin  of  Firoserpina  from  Jove. 
Her  long  with  ardent  look  his  eye  pumied 
Delighted,  but  desiring  more  bar  stay. 
Oft  he  to  her  his  charge  of  quick  return 
Repeated ;  she  to  him  as  ch  engag'd 
To  be  retum'd  by  noon  amid  the  bower. 
And  all  things  in  best  order  to  invite 
No<Aitide  repast,  or  afternoon's  repose. 
O  much  deceiv'd,  much  failing,  hapless  Eve, 
Of  thy  presum'd  return  !  event  perverse ! 
Thou  never  from  that  hour  in  Paradise 
Found'st  either  sweet  repast,  or  sound  repose ; 
Such  ambush,  hid  among  sweet  flowers  and  shadei^ 
Waited  with  hellish  rancour  imminent 
To  intercept  thy  way,  or  send  thee  back 
Despoil'd  of  innocence,  of  faith,  of  bliss ! 
For  now,  and  since  first  break  of  dawn,  the  fien^ 
Mere  serpent  in  appearance,  fiirth  was  come ; 
And  on  his  quest,  where  likeliest  he  might  find 
Hie  only  two  of  mankind,  but  in  them 
The  whole  included  race,  his  purpos'd  prey. 
In  bower  and  field  he  sought  whore  any  tuft 
Of  grove  or  garden-plot  more  pleasant  lay. 
Their  tendance,  or  plantation  for  delight ; 
By  fountain  or  by  shady  rivulet 
He  sought  them  both,  but  wish'd  his  hap  might  flnd 
Eve  separate ;  he  wish'd,  but  not  with  hope 
Of  what  so  seldom  chanc'd ;  when  to  his  wish. 
Beyond  his  hope,  Eve  separate  he  spies, 
Veil'd  in  a  cloud  of  fragrance,  where  she  stood. 
Half  spied,  so  thick  the  roses  blushing  round 
About  her  glow'd,  oft  stooping  to  support 
Each  flower  of  slender  stalk,  whose  head,  though  gay 
Canuuion,  purple,  azure,  or  speck'd  widi  gold. 
Hung  drooping  unsustain'd ;  them  she  upstays 
Gently  with  myrtle  band,  mindless  the  while 
Herself,  though  fairest  unsupported  flower. 
From  her  best  prop  so  far,  and  atorm  so  ni«dk 
Nearer  he  drew,  and  many  a  walk  trav6rs*a 
Of  stateliest  covert,  cedar,  |Hne,  or  palm ; 
Then  voluble  and  bold,  now  hid,  now  seen. 
Among  thick-woven  arborets,  and  flowers 
Imborder'd  on  each  bank,  the  hand  of  Eve : 
Spot  more  delicious  than  thoae  gardepa  feign*d 
Or  of  reviv'd  Adonis,  or  renown'd 
Alcinous,  host  of  old  Laertes'  son ; 
Or  that,  not  mystic,  where  the  sapient  king 
Held  dalliance  with  his  fair  Egyptian  spouse. 
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Much  he  the  place  admirM,  the  person  more. 
As  one  who  long  in  populous  city  pent, 
Where  houses  tUck  and  sewers  annoy  the  air, 
Forth  issuing  on  a  summer's  mom,  to  breathe 
Among  the  pleasant  villages  and  farms 
Adjoin'd,  from  each  thing  met  conceives  delight ; 
The  smell  of  grain,  or  tedded  grass,  or  kine. 
Or  dairy,  each  rural  sights  each  rural  sound  ; 
If  chance,  with  nymph-like  step,  fair  virgin  pass, 
What  pleasing  seem'd,  for  her  now  pleases  more 
She  most,  and  in  her  look  sums  all  delight : 
Such  pleasure  took  the  serpent  to  behold 
lliis  flowery  plat,  the  sweet  recess  of  Eve 
Thus  early,  tlius  alone :  her  heavenly  form 
Angelic,  but  more  soft,  and  feminine. 
Her  graceful  innocence,  her  every  air 
Of  gesture,  or  least  action,  ove»w*d 
His  malice,  and  with  rapine  sweet  bereav'd 
His  fierceness  of  the  fierce  intent  it  brou^t : 
'lliat  space  the  evil-one  abstracted  stood 
From  his  own  evil,  and  for  the  time  remain*d 
Stupidly  good ;  of  enmity  disarm*d. 
Of  guile,  of  hate,  of  envy,  of  revenge. 
lh\t  the  hot  HpU  that  always  in  him  bums, 
lliough  in  mid  Heaven,  soon  ended  his  delight, 
And  tortures  him  now  more,  the  more  he  sees 
Of  pleasure,  not  for  him  ordain'd  :  then  soon 
Fierce  hate  he  recollects,  and  all  his  thoughts 
Of  mischief,  gratulating,  thus  excites. 

"  Thoughts,  whither  have  ye  led  me  !  with  what 
sweet 
Compulsion  thus  transported,  to  forget 
What  hither  brought  us !  hate,  not  love ;  nor  hope 
Of  Paradise  for  Hell,  hope  here  to  taste 
Of  pleasure ;  but  all  pleasure  to  destroy, 
Save  what  is  in  destroying ;  other  joy 
To  me  is  lost.     Tlien,  let  me  not  let  pass 
Occasion  which  now  smiles ;  behold  alone 
The  woman,  opportune  to  all  attempts. 
Her  husband,  for  I  view  far  round,  not  nigh, 
Whose  higher  intellectual  more  I  diun. 
And  strength,  of  courage  haughty,  and  of  limb 
Heroic  built,  though  of  terrestrial  mould ; 
Foe  not  informidoble  !  exempt  from  wound, 
I  not ;  so  much  hath  Hell  debased,  and  pain 
£nfed>led  me.  to  what  I  was  in  Heaven. 
She  fair,  divinely  fair,  fit  love  for  gods  ! 
Not  terrible,  though  terrour  be  in  love 
And  beauty,  not  approach'd  by  stronger  hate, 
Hate  stronger,  undo-  show  of  love  well  feign'd ; 
Tlie  way  which  to  her  ruin  now  I  tend.'* 

So  spake  the  enemy  of  mankind,  enclos*d 
In  serpent,  inmate  bad !  and  toward  Eve 
Address*d  his  way :  not  with  indented  wave, 
Ph>ne  on  the  ground,  as  since ;  but  on  his  rear, 
Circular  base  of  rising  folds,  that  tower'd 
Fold  above  fold,  a  surging  maze !  his  head 
Crested  aloft,  and  carbuncle  his  eyes; 
With  bumish'd  neck  of  verdant  gold,  erect 
Amidst  his  circling  spires,  that  on  the  grass 
Floated  redundant :  pleasing  was  Ms  shape 
And  lovely ;  never  since  of  serpent-kind 
Lovelier,  not  those  that  in  lUyria  cbang*d 
Hermione  and  C>admua,  or  the  god 
In  £^[Mdaurus ;  nor  to  which  transform*d 
Ammonian  Jove,  or  Capitoline  was  seen  ; 
He  with  Olympias ;  this  with  her  who  bore 
Scipio,  the  height  of  Rome.    "With  tract  oblique 
At  first,  as  one  who  sought  access,  but  fear*d 
To  inteuupc,  side  long  he  works  hi^  way. 


As  when  a  ship,  by  skilftil  stecnman  wraoglit 
Nigh  river*s  mouth  or  foreland,  where  the  wind 
Veers  oft,  as  oft  so  steem,  and  shifts  her  saD : 
So  varied  he,  and  of  his  tortuous  train 
Curl'd  many  a  wanton  wreath  in  sight  of  Bvc^ 
To  lure  her  eye ;  she,  busied,  heard  the  sound 
Of  rustling  leaves,  but  minded  not,  as  us*d 
To  such  disport  before  her  dsough  the  fidd. 
From  every  beast ;  more  duteous  at  her  caU* 
Tlian  at  Circean  call  the  herd  disguis*d. 
He,  bolder  now,  uncall*d  before  her  stood. 
But  as  in  gaze  admiring  :  oft  he  bow*d 
His  turret  crest,  and  sleek  enameU*d  neck. 
Fawning ;  and  lick'd  the  ground  whereon  she  tred 
His  gentle  dumb  expression  tum*d  at  length 
Hie  eye  of  Eve,  to  mark  his  play ;  be,  glad 
Of  her  attention  gun*d,  with  serpent-tongue 
Organic,  or  impulse  of  vocal  air. 
His  fraudulent  temptation  thus  b^an. 

"  Wonder  not,  sovran  mistress,  if  periiaps 
Thou  canst  who  art  sole  wonder !  much  less  arm 
Hiy  looks,  the  Heaven  of  mildness  with  disdsin, 
Dispieas*d  that  I  approach  thee  thus,  and  gase 
Insatiate  ;  I  thus  single ;  nor  have  fear'd 
TTiy  awful  brow,  more  awftil  thus  retir'd. 
Fairest  resemblance  of  thy  Maker  fair. 
Thee  all  things  living  gaze  on,  all  things  dune 
By  gift,  and  thy  celestial  beauty  adore 
Witli  ra^nshmcnt  beheld  !  there  best  bebeld» 
Wliere  universally  admir'd ;  but  here 
In  this  enclosure  wild,  these  beasts  among. 
Beholders  rude,  and  siiallow  to  discern 
Half  what  in  thee  is  fair,  one  man  except,        [see 
Who  sees  thee  ?  (and  ni^mt  is  one  ?)  who  sbooM  b 
A  goddess  among  gods,  ador*d  and  senr'd 
By  angels  numberless,  thy  daily  train.*' 

So  gloz'd  the  tempter,  and  his  proem  tnn'd: 
Into  the  heart  of  Eve  his  words  made  way. 
Though  at  the  voice  much  marvelling  ;  at  lengd^ 
Not  unamaz'd,  she  thus  in  answer  qwke.    [nounc' 

"  What  may  this  mean  ?  language  of  man  pn 
By  tongue  of  brute,  and  human  sense  ezpreas*d? 
Hie  first,  at  least,  of  these  I  thought  denied 
To  beasts ;  whom  God,  on  their  creation-day, 
Created  mute  to  all  articulate  sound : 
Hie  latter  I  demur ;  for  in  their  looks 
Much  reason,  and  in  their  actions,  oft  appesrs. 
Thee,  serpent,  subtlest  beast  of  all  the  fic4d 
I  knew,  but  not  with  human  voice  endued ; 
Redouble  then  this  miracle,  and  say. 
How  cam'st  thou  speakable  of  mute,  and  bow 
To  me  so  friendly  grown  above  ^be  rest 
Of  brutal  kind,  that  daily  are  in  sight  ?  j 

Say,  for  such  wonder  claims  attention  due." 

To  whom  tlie  guileftil  tempter  thus  replied.  ' 
"  Empress  of  this  fair  world,  resplendent  Eve!  i 
Easy  to  me  it  is  to  tell  thee  all  [be  obqr 

\Miat  thou  command*st;  and  right  tiiou  sfaMl 
I  was  at  first  as  other  beasts  that  graae  | 

Hie  trodden  herb,  of  abject  thou^ts  and  low. 
As  was  my  food ;  nor  aught  but  food  disoem'd 
Or  sex,  and  apprehended  nothing  high  :  I 

Hll,  on  a  day  roving  the  field,  I  chanc*d 
A  goodly  tree  fiur  distant  to  behold 
Loaden  with  fmit  of  foirest  coloun  mix*d,        I 
Ruddy  and  gold :   I  nearer  drew  to  gaze ;         ^ 
When  from  the  boughs  a  savoury  odour  blowqij 
GfBtcftil  to  appetite,  more  plcas*d  my  sense      I 
Than  smdl  of  sweetest  fennel,  or  the  teats 
Of  ewe  or  goat,  dropping  with  milk  at  even. 
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Dmoefc'd  of  bmb  or  kid,  tlttt  tend  tfadr  pky 

TontHfytfae«fawpdcfl»  I  bad 

Of  taidog  thoK  iSur  apples,  I  resoW*d 

Not  lo  ddcr ;  faunger  and  thint  at  once, 

IWcrfiil  pennaden,  qiiicken*d  at  the  scent 

Of  that  alluring  fruit,  urg'd  me  so  keen. 

About  the  moosj  trunk  I  wound  me  soon  ; 

For,  bigh  ihxn  ground,  the  branches  would  require 

TVj  ntmost  reach  or  Adam's :  round  the  tree 

All  other  beasts  that  saw,  with  like  desire 

l^ffiog  and  envying  stood,  but  could  not  reach. 

Amid  the  tree  now  got,  where  plenty  hung 

TrmpiiDg  so  nigh,  to  pluck  and  eat  my  fill 

I  ^d  not ;  for,  such  pleasure  till  that  hour. 

At  feed  or  fountain,  never  had  I  found. 

Sated  St  length,  ere  long  I  might  perceive 

strange  slteration  in  me,  to  degree 

<)f  mson  in  my  inward  powers ;  and  speech 

Wanted  not  long ;  though  to  this  shape  retain'd. 

IVncefiMth  to  speculations  high  or  deep 

1  tiirn'd  ray  thoughts,  and  with  capacious  mind 

Comjder'd  all  things  visible  in  Heaven, 

Or  Eaitli,  or  MidfUe ;  all  things  &ir  and  good : 

But  til  that  &ir  and  good  in  thy  divine 

SeinhbDoe,  and  in  thy  beauty's  heavenly  ray, 

1  nitcd  I  beheld ;  no  fair  to  thine 

^uivalettt  or  second !  which  oompell'd 

Me  thus,  though  importune  perhaps,  to  come 

And  gsie,  and  worship  thee  of  right  declar*d 

&MTIQ  of  creatures,  universal  dame  !** 

So  taik'd  the  spirited  sly  snake ;  and  £ve^ 
Vrt  more  aniaz*d,  unvirary  thus  replied. 

**  Serpent,  thy  ovcrpraiiang  leaves  in  doubt 
The  firtue  of  thst  fruit,  in  thee  first  piov*d : 
Dot  ny,  wberp  grows  the  tree  ?  from  hence  how  far  ? 
K«  tnaay  are  the  trees  of  God  that  grow 
In  IWadiae,  and  various,  yet  unknown 
To  w ;  in  Mich  abundance  lies  our  choice, 
A«  leaves  a  grvater  store  of  fruit  untouch'd, 
SqU  hanging  incorruptible,  tiU  m^ 
^^^o^  up  to  their  provision,  and  more  hands 
Hvip  to  disburden  Nature  of  her  birth." 

To  »hoin  the  wily  adder,  blithe  and  glad. 
"  Empress,  the  way  is  ready,  and  not  long ; 
|!«Tand  a  row  of  myrtles,  on  a  flat, 
1  •<  bj  a  fountain,  one  small  thicket  past 
(>f  bioving  myrrh  and  balm :  if  thou  accept 
Uj  condllc^  I  can  bring  thee  thither  soon.**   [roU*d 

**  L«d  then."  said  Eve.     He,  leading,  snifUy 
Is  tan^Ws,  and  made  intricate  seem  straight. 
To  mbchaef  swifk.     Hope  elevates,  and  joy 
Bn|iana  his  crest ;  as  when  a  wandering  fire, 
^JonipKt  of  unctuous  vapour,  which  the  night 
(«DdcQ«ca,  and  the  cold  environs  round, 
ItniW  dirougb  agitation  to  a  flame, 
**WB  oft,  they  say,  some  eril  spirit  attends, 
Hofwiag  sad  blainng  with  delusive  light, 
Midcads  the  amaa'd  night-wanderer  Sam  his  way 
To  b(^  ind  mires,  and  oft  through  pond  or  pool ; 
Thot  swallowed  up  and  lost,  from  succour  far : 
^  flMcr'd  the  dire  snake,  and  into  fraud 
W  Eve,  our  credulous  mother,  to  the  tree 
Of  pshihitiop,  root  of  all  our  woe ; 
Wbich  when  she  saw,  thus  to  her  guide  she  spake. 
"Sc^WBt,  we  mi{^  have  spar'd  our  coming 


PARADISE  LOST. 


65 


^^^"dcH  to  me,  ftough  fruit  be  here  to  exoes^ 
T>*q*dit  of  whose  virtue  rest  vrith  thee ; 
WoaAm  indeed,  if  cause  of  such  effects. 
Bote! thh  tree  we  may  not  taste  nor  touch ; 


God  so  commandfld,  and  left  that  conunund 
Sole  daughter  of  his  voice ;  the  rest,  we  live 
Law  to  ourselves ;  our  reason  is  our  law.** 

To  whom  the  tempter  guilefully  replied. 
«  Indeed !  hath  God  then  said  that  of  the  fruit 
Of  all  these  garden-trees  ye  shall  not  eat, 
Yet  lords  declar*d  of  all  in  Earth  or  Air  ?** 

To  whom  thus  Eve,  yet  sinless.     "  Of  the  fruit 
Of  each  tree  in  the  garden  we  may  eat ; 
But  of  the  fruit  of  this  fair  tree  amidst 
Ilie  garden,  God  hath  said,  *  Ye  sliall  not  cat 
Thereof,  nor  shall  ye  touch  it,  lest  ye  die.*  ** 

She  scarce  had  said,  though  brief,  when  now 
more  bold 
The  tempter,  but  with  &how  of  zeal  and  love 
To  Man,  and  indignation  at  his  wrong. 
New  part  puts  on ;  and,  as  to  passion  mov'd. 
Fluctuates  disturbed,  yet  comely  and  in  act 
Rab*d,  as  of  some  great  matter  to  begin. 
As  wl^n  of  old  some  orator  renown'd. 
In  'Athens  or  free  Rome,  where  eloquence 
Flouiish*d,  rince  mute!  to  some  great  cause  ad- 

dress'd. 
Stood  in  himself  collected ;  wliile  each  part. 
Motion,  each  act,  won  audience  ere  the  tongue  ; 
Sometimes  in  height  began,  as  no  delay 
Of  preface  brooking,  tlirough  his  zeal  of  right : 
So  standing,  moving,  or  to  height  up  grown. 
The  tempter,  all  impassion *d,  thus  began. 

'*  O  sacred,  wise,  and  wisdom -giving  plant,  ' 
Mother  of  science !  now  I  feel  tliy  power 
Within  me  clear ;  not  only  to  discern 
Tlungs  in  tlicir  causes,  but  to  trace  tlic  ways 
Of  highest  agents,  decm*d  however  wise. 
Queen  of  this  universe  !  do  not  believe 
Hiose  rigid  threats  of  death  :  ye  sliall  not  die  : 
How  should  you  ?  by  tlie  fruit  ?  it  gives  you  life 
To  knowledge ;  by  tlie  threatener  ?  look  on  me. 
Me,  who  have  touch*d  and  tasted  ;  yet  botli  liw, 
And  life  more  perfect  have  attain'd  than  Fate 
Meant  me,  by  venturing  higher  than  my  lot. 
Shall  that  be  shut  to  man,  which  to  the  beast 
Is  open  ?  or  will  God  incense  his  ire 
For  such  a  petty  trespass  ?  and  not  praise 
Rather  your  dauntless  virtue,  whom  the  pain 
Of  death  denounc'd,  wluitcver  tiling  death  be, 
Deterr*d  not  from  achieving  what  might  lead 
To  happier  life,  knowlc(l|:^e  of  good  and  evil ; 
Of  goixl,  how  just  ?  of  evil,  if  what  is  evil 
Be  real,  why  not  known,  since  easier  shunn*d  ? 
God  therefore  cannot  hurt  ye,  and  be  just; 
Not  just,  not  God :  not  fear'd  then,  nor  obey*d  : 
Your  fear  itself  of  death  removes  the  fear. 
Why  then  was  this  forbid?  Wtiy,  but  to  awe ; 
Why,  but  to  keep  ye  low  and  ignorant. 
His  worshippers  ?     He  knows  that  in  the  day 
Ye  eat  thereof,  your  eyes  that  seem  so  clear, 
Yet  are  but  dim,  shall  perfectly  be  then 
Open*d  and  clear*d,  and  ye  shall  be  as  gods. 
Knowing  both  good  and  evil,  as  they  know. 
Tliat  ye  sliall  be  as  gods,  since  I  as  Man, 
Internal  Man,  is  but  proportion  meet ;   . 
I,  of  brute,  human  ;  ye,  of  human,  gods. 
So  ye  shall  die,  perhaps,  by  putting  off 
Human,  to  put  on  gcds ;  dcatli  to  be  wish'd. 
Though  threaten'd,  which  no  worse  than  this  can 

bring. 
And  what  are  gods,  that  man  may  not  become 
As  they,  participating  god-like  food  ? 
ITic  gods  are  first,  and  Uiat  advantage  use 
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On  our  belief,  that  all  from  them  proceed* : 
I  question  it ;  for  this  fair  Earth  I  see, 
Warm'd  by  the  Sun,  producing  every  kind ; 
Hiem,  nothing :  if  ^ey  all  things,  who  endos'd 
Knowledge  of  good  and  eril  in  thin  tree, 
Hiat  whoso  eats  thereof  forthwith  attains 
WiiNdom  without  their  leave  ?  and  wherein  lies 
Hie  offence,  that  man  should  thus  attain  to  know  ? 
What  can  your  knowledge  hurt  hun,  or  tMs  tree 
Impart  against  his  will,  if  all  be  his? 
Or  is  it  envy  ?  and  can  envy  dwell  [more 

In   heavenly  breasts?  —  Tliescy  these,   and  many 
Causes  import  your  need  of  this  fair  fruit. 
Goddess  humane,  reach  then,  and  freely  taste.*' 

He  ended ;  and  his  words,  replete  with  guile 
Into  her  heart  too  easy  entrance  won  : 
Flx'd  on  the  fruit  she  gaz*d,  which  to  behold 
Might  tempt  alone ;  and  in  her  ears  the  sound 
Yet  rung  of  his  persuasive  words,  impregn'd 
With  reason,  to  her  seeming,  and  with  truth : 
Meanwhile  the  hour  of  noon  drew  on,  and  wak*d 
An  eager  appetite,  rals*d  by  the  smell 
So  savoury  of  that  fruit,  which  with  desire, 
Inclinable  now  grown  to  touch  or  taste. 
Solicited  her  longing  eye ;  yet  first 
Pkusing  a  while,  thus  to  herself  she  mus*d. 

"  Great  are  thy  virtues,  doubtless,  best  of  fruits, 
Hiough  kept  from  man,  and  worthy  to  be  admir*d ; 
Whose  taste,  too  long  forborn,  at  first  assay 
Gave  elocution  to  the  mute,  and  taught       [praise  : 
Tlie  tongue  not  made  for  speech,  to   speak  thy 
Thy  praise  he  also,  wlio  forbids  thy  use, 
Conceals  not  from  us,  naming  thee  the  tree 
Of  knowledge,  knowledge  both  of  good  and  evil ; 
Forbids  us  then  to  taste !  but  his  forbidding 
Conunends  thee  more,  while  it  infers  the  good 
By  thee  conmiunicated,  and  our  want : 
For  good  unknown  sure  is  not  had ;  or,  had 
And  yet  unknown,  is  as  not  had  at  all. 
In  plain  then,  what  forbids  he  but  to  know. 
Forbids  us  good,  forbids  us  to  l)o  wise  ? 
Such  prdbibitions  bind  not.     But,  if  death 
Knd  us  wi&  after-bands,  what  profits  tiien 
Our  inward  freedom  ?     In  the  day  we  eat 
Of  this  fair  fruit,  our  doom  is,  we  sliall  die  ! 
How  dies  the  serpent  ?  he  hath  eat'n  and  lives, 
And  knows,  and  speaks,  and  rea.<;ons,  and  discerns, 
Irrational,  till  then.     For  us  alone 
Was  death  invented  ?  or  to  us  denied 
This  intellectual  food,  for  beasts  reserved? 
For  beasts  it  seems :  yet  that  one  beast  which  first 
Hath  tasted  envies  not,  but  brings  with  joy 
The  good  befaU*n  him,  author  unsuspect. 
Friendly  to  man,  far  fh>m  deceit  or  guile. 
What  fear  I  then  ?  rather,  what  know  to  fear 
Under  this  ignorance  of  good  and  evil, 
Of  God  or  death,  of  kw  or  penalty  ? 
Here  grows  the  cure  of  all,  this  fruit  divine, 
Fair  to  the  eye,  inviting  to  the  taste, 
Of  virtue  to  make  wise  :  wliat  hinders  then 
To  reach,  and  feed  at  once  both  body  and  mind?** 

So  saying,  her  rash  hand  in  evil  hour 
Forth  reaching  to  the  fruit,  she  pluck*d,  she  eat ! 
£arth  felt  the  wound,  and  Nature  from  her  seat. 
Sighing  through  all  her  works,  gave  signs  of  woe. 
That  aU  was  lost.     Back  to  the  thicket  slunk 
Hw  guilty  serpent ;  and  well  might ;  for  Eve, 
Intent  now  wholly  on  her.  taste,  nought  else 
Regarded ;  such  delight  till  then,  as  seem*d, 
In  fruit  she  never  tasted  i  whether  true 


Or  fancied  so,  through  expectation  high 

Of  knowledge ;  nor  was  godhead  from  her  tfaougfaL 

Greedily  she  engorg*d  without  restraint. 

And  knew  not  eating  death :  satiate  at  length, 

And  heighten*d  as  with  wine,  jocund  and  boon, 

Thus  to  herself  she  pleasingly  b^an. 

"  O  sovran,  virtuous,  predous  of  all  trees 
In  I^uudise  !  of  operation  blest 
To  sapience,  hitherto  obscur'd,  infhm'd. 
And  thy  fair  fruit  let  hang,  as  to  no  end 
Created ;  but  henceforth  ray  early  care. 
Not  without  song,  each  morning,  and  due  pruc, 
Shall  tend  thee,  and  the  fertile  burden  ease 
Of  thy  full  blanches  offer'd  free  to  all ; 
Till,  dieted  by  thee,  I  grow  mature 
In  knowledge,  as  the  gods,  who  all  things  knov ; 
Though  others  envy  wliat.they  cannot  give. 
For,  had  the  gif^  been  theirs,  it  had  not  liere 
Tlius  grown.     Experience,  next,  to  thee  I  ovc. 
Best  guide :  not  following  thee,  I  had  rcmain'd 
In  ignorance  ;  thou  open'st  wisdom's  way. 
And  giv'st  access,  though  secret  she  retire 
And  I  perhaps  am  secret :   Heaven  is  higli. 
High,  and  remote  to  see  from  thence  distinct 
Each  thing  on  Earth ;  and  other  care  perhi^ 
May  have  diverted  from  continual  watch 
Our  great  Forbidder,  safe  with  all  his  spies 
About  him.     But  to  Adam  in  what  sort 
Shall  I  appear  ?  shall  I  to  him  make  known 
As  yet  my  change,  and  give  him  to  parttdce 
Full  happiness  with  me,  or  rather  not. 
But  keep  the  odds  of  knowledge  in  my  power 
Without  copartner  ?  so  to  add  what  wants 
In  female  sex,  the  more  to  draw  his  love. 
And  render  me  more  equal ;  and  perhaps, 
A  thing  not  undesirable,  sometime 
Superior :  for,  inferior,  vrho  is  free  ? 
This  may  be  well :  but  what  if  God  have  seen, 
And  death  ensue?  then  I  shall  be  no  more ! 
And  Adam,  wedded  to  another  Eve, 
Shall  live  with  her  enjoying,  I  extinct ; 
A  death  to  think  !     Confirm'd  then  I  resolve, 
Adam  shall  share  with  me  in  bliss  or  woe : 
So  dear  I  love  him,  that  vrith  him  all  deaths 
I  could  endure,  without  him  live  no  life.*' 

So  saying,  from  the  tree  her  step  she  tum'd ; 
But  first  low  reverence  done,  as  to  the  Power 
Hiat  dwelt  within,  whose  presence  had  infus'd 
Into  the  plant  sciential  sap,  deriv'd 
From  nectar,  drink  of  gods,     Adam  die  while 
Waiting  desirous  her  return,  had  wove 
Of  choicest  flowers  a  garland,  to  adorn 
Her  tresses,  and  her  rural  labours  crown  ; 
As  reapers  oft  are  wont  their  harvest-queen. 
Great  joy  he  promis*d  to  his  Noughts,  and  new 
Solace  in  her  return,  so  long  delay'd  : 
Yet  of^  his  heart,  divine  of  something  ill. 
Misgave  him ;  he  tlie  faltering  measure  felt ; 
And  forth  to  meet  her  went,  the  way  she  took 
That  mom  when  first  they  parted :  by  the  tree 
Of  knowledge  he  must  pass ;  there  he  her  mel, 
Scarce  from  the  tree  returning ;  in  her  hand 
A  bough  of  fairest  fruit;  that  downy  smil'd. 
New  j^ier*d,  and  ambrosial  smell  diflfiia'd. 
To  him  she  hasted ;  in  her  face  excuse 
Came  prolc^^e,  and  ^K>logy  too  prompt ; 
Which,  with  bland  words  at  will,  she  thus.address*( 

"  Hast  thou  not  wonder*d,  Adam,  at  my  stay? 
Tliee  I  have  miss*d,  and  thought  it  long,  depriv'd 
Thy  presence ;  agony  of  love  till  now 
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Sot fUv BorilaU be tvriM ;  lor nerer more 

Mean  I  to  tiy,  what  mh  untried  I  aought, 

IV  ptin  of  ■liMDC*  firom  thy  oghL     But  sdfMige 

EUdi  been  the  cause,  and  wonderful  to  hear : 

Tbft  tree  u  not,  as  we  are  tdd,  a  tree 

Of  danger  tasted,  nor  to  eril  unknown 

Opening  the  way,  but  of  divine  effect 

To  ofM  eyes,  and  nudte  tfaexn  gods  who  taste ; 

.Vad  lath  been  tasted  such  :  the  serpent  wise, 

IV  cot  restrain 'd  as  we,  or  not  obeying, 

}{itb  ol«n  of  the  fruit ;  and  is  become, 

Xct  dad,  as  we  are  threatai*d,  but  thenceforth 

Kjkloed  with  human  T<Mce  and  human  sens^ 

Mesuning  to  admiration ;  and  with  me 

l^tiusttTely  hath  so  prerail'd,  that  I 

Ilnv  tho  tasted,  and  hare  also  found 

Tht  effects  to  correspond ;  opener  mine  eyes 

Dim  cnt,  dilated  spirits,  ampler  heart, 

Asd  growing  up  to  godhead ;  which  for  thee 

(^idiy  I  iooght,  without  thee  can  despisdi 

F«  hli&s  as  thou  hast  part,  to  me  is  Uias; 

Tedious  umhar'd  with  tliee,  and  odious  soon. 

'Tni  tiMTcfare  also  taste^  that  equal  lot 

Ma  join  us,  equal  joy,  as  equal  loTe ; 

I.M,  thou  not  tasting,  different  degree 

Dwjoin  us,  and  I  then  too  late  renounce 

IXntT  for  thee  when  Fate  will  not  permit.** 

ThxtM  Efv  with  countenance  blithe  her  story  told ; 
Bat  m  her  cheek  distemper  flushing  glow*d. 
On  (he  other  side,  Adam,  soon  as  be  heard 
The  ftud  trespass  done  by  Eve,  amaz*d, 
A>tiHiicd  stood  and  blank,  while  horrour  chill 
Rio  tnniufth  his  veins,  and  all  his  joints  relax'd  ; 
I'rrvi  hiitbck  hand  the  garland  wreath'd  for  Eve 
iXrvQ  drape,  and  all  the  ftded  roses  shed : 
Spmhlcs  he  stood  and  pale,  till  thus  at  length 
Fmt  to  lumself  he  inward  silence  broke. 

**  0  &tT«it  of  creation,  last  and  best 
Of  ill  God*s  works,  creature  in  whom  ezcell'd 
^l^i^trTcr  can  to  sagfat  or  thought  be  fomi*d, 
•I'^v,  dtrine,  good,  amiable,  or  sweet ! 
H"K  art  thou  loat !  how  on  a  sudden  lost, 
^Hjf'd,  dedower'd,  and  now  to  death  devote  ! 
K«'J«T,  how  hast  thou  yielded  to  transgress 
'V  ftrict  foibiddance,  how  to  violate 
i^  «cicd  fruit  forbidden !     Some  cursed  fraud 
<V enemy  hath  beguil'd  thee,  yet  unknown, 
^u)  me  with  thee  bath  ruin'd;  for  with  thee 
( nun  my  molution  is  to  die : 
(W  fan  I  live  without  thee  .*  how  forego 
^-7  <w«ct  convene,  and  love  so  dearly  join'd, 
r<  h%t  a^ain  in  these  wild  woods  forlorn  ! 
^^^ukl  God  create  another  Eve,  and  I 
^-t^ba  rib  afford,  yet  loss  of  thee 
'<^^«M  aevcr  from  my  heart :  n6,  no !  I  feel 
IV  itak  of  Nature  drew  me:  flesh  of  flesh, 
B«»  of  my  bone  thou  art,  and  from  thy  state 
^Ine  aettr  tfaall  be  parted,  bliss  or  woe.'* 
So  hsfiag  said,  as  one  fVom  sad  dismay 
>^«nnfefttd,  and  after  dioughts  disturb*d 
""iboming  to  what  seem'd  remediless, 
TVn  in  cafan  mood  Ids  words  to  Eve  he  turn*d. 

**  Bold  deed  thou  hast  presum'd,  adventurous  ^re, 
Afid  peril  great  provok'd,  who  thus  hast  dar'd» 
lUd  h  beea  only  coveting  to  eve 
^  «cred  fhnt,  sacred  to  abstinence, 
)Isdi  more  to  tase  it  under  ban  to  touch. 
b«t  ptA  who  can  lecall,  or  done  undo? 
^  ^^  OmnipoCcM,  nor  Fate ;  yet  so 
''^>Hpi  ifaou  shalt  not  die,  perhaps  the  fact 


I  Is  not  so  heinous  now,  fbretasted  fruit, 
^rofan'd  first  by  the  serpent,  by  him  first 
Made  common,  and  unluillow*d,  ere  our  taste  : 
Nor  yet  on  him  found  deadly  ;  he  yet  lives ; 
Lives,  as  thou  said-st,  and  gains  to  live,  as  Ma% 
Higher  degree  of  life ;  inducement  strong 
To  us,  as  likely  tasting  to  attain 
Pkt>portional  ascent ;  which  cannot  be 
But  to  be  gods,  or  angels,  demi-gods. 
Nor  can  I  think  tliat  God,  Creator  wise, 
Hiough  threatening,  will  in  earnest  so  destroy 
Us  his  prime  creatures,  dignified  so  high. 
Set  over  all  his  works ;  wliich  in  our  fall, 
For  us  created,  needs  witli  us  must  fail. 
Dependant  made ;  so  God  shall  uncreate, 
Be  frustrate,  do,  undo,  and  labour  lose ; 
Not  vrell  conceiv'd  of  God,  who,  tliougb  bis  powef 
Creation  could  repeat,  yet  would  be  loth 
Us  to  abolish,  lest  the  adversary 
Triumph,  and  say  ;  *  Fickle  their  state  whom  God 
Most  favours ;  who  can  please  him  long  ?  Me  first 
He  ruin*d,  now  Mankind  ;  whom  will  he  next?* 
Matter  of  scorn,  not  to  be  given  the  foe. 
However  I  witli  thee  have  fix'd  my  lot. 
Certain  to  uiidergo  like  doom :  if  death 
Consort  with  thee,  dealli  is  to  me  as  life ; 
So  forcible  witliin  my  lieart  I  feel 
TTie  bond  of  Nature  draw  me  to  my  own  ; 
My  own  in  tliec,  for  what  tliou  art  is  mine ; 
Our  state  cannot  l>e  sever'd  ;  we  are  one. 
One  flesh ;  to  lov,e  thee  were  to  lose  myself.*' 

So  Adam ;  and  thus  Eve  to  him  replied. 
"  O  glorious  trial  of  exceeding  love. 
Illustrious  evidence,  example  high ! 
Engaging  me  to  emulate ;  but,  slwrt 
Of  thy  perfection,  how  shall  I  attain, 
Adam  ?  from  whose  dear  side  I  boast  me  sprung. 
And  gladly  of  our  union  hear  thee  speak. 
One  heart,  one  soul  in  both ;  whereof  good  proof 
This  day  affords,  declaring  thee  resolv'd, 
Rather  than  death,  or  aught  than  death  more  dread, 
Shall  separate  us,  link'd  in  love  so  dear. 
To  undergo  with  me  one  guilt,  one  crime. 
If  any  be,  of  tasting  tlus  fair  fruit ; 
Whose  virtue,  (for  of  good  still  good  proceeds; 
Direct,  or  by  occasion,)  hath  presented 
This  liappy  trial  of  tliy  love,  which  else 
So  eminently  never  had  been  known. 
Were  it  I  tliouglit  death  menac'd  would  ensue  . 
This  my  attempt,  I  would  sustain  alone 
The  worst,  and  not  persuade  thee,  rather  die 
Deserted,  than  oblige  thee  with  a  hct  ^ 
Pernicious  to  thy  peace ;  cliiefly,  aasor'd 
Remarkably  so  late  of  thy  so  true. 
So  faithful,  love  unequall*d :  but  I  feel 
Far  otherwise  the  event ;  not  death,  but  life 
Augmented,  opcn'd  eyes,  new  hopes,  new  joya, 
Taste  so  divine,  that  wliat  of  sweet  before 
Hath  touch'd  my  sense,  fiat  seems  to  this,  and  harsh. 
On  my  experience,  Adam,  freely  taste. 
And  fear  of  death  deliver  to  the  winds.** 

So  saying,  she  cmbrac*d  bun,  and  for  joy 
Tenderly  wept ;  much  won,  that  he  his  love 
Had  so  ennobled,  as  of  choice  to  incur 
Divine  displeasure  for  her  sake,  or  death. 
In  recompense  (for  such  compliance  bad 
Such  recompense  best  merits)  from  the  bough 
She  gave  him  of  that  fair  enticing  fruit 
With  liberal  hand :  he  scrupled  not  to  eat. 
Against  his  better  knowled^rc ;  not  dccciv'd,. 
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But  fondly  orcroome  with  female  chami.  « 

Earth  trembled  from  her  entrails,  as  again 

In  pangs ;  and  Nature  gave  a  second  groan ; 

Sky  lour*d ;  and,  muttering  thunder,  some  sad  drops 

Wept  at  completing  of  the  mortal  on 

Ori^nal :  while  Adam  took  no  tiiougfat, 

Eatmg  his  iiU :  nor  Eve  to  iterate 

Her  former  trespass  fear'd,  the  more  to  sooth 

Him  with  her  lov'd  society  ;  that  now, 

As  with  new  wine  intoxicated  both. 

They  swim  in  mirth,  and  fancy  that  they  feel 

Divinity  within  them  breeding  wings, 

Wherewith  to  scorn  the  Earth  :  but  that  fidse  fruit 

Far  other  operation  first  display'd. 

Carnal  desire  inflaming :  he  on  Eve 

B^an  to  cast  lascivious  eyes ;  she  him 

As  wantonly  repaid ;  in  lust  they  bum  : 

TDl  Adam  dius  *gan  Eve  to  dalUance  move. 

"  Eve,  now  I  see  thou  art  exact  of  taste. 
And  el^ant,  of  sapience  no  small  part ; 
Since  to  each  meaning  savour  we  apply 
And  palate  call  judicious ;  I  the  praise 
Yield  thee,  so  well  this  day  thou  hast  purvey*d. 
Much  pleasure  we  have  lost^  while  we  abstain*d 
FVom  tliis  delightful  finit,  nor  known  till  now 
IVue  relish,  tasting ;  if  such  pleasure  be 
In  things  to  us  forbidd'n,  it  might  be  wish'd. 
For  this  one  tree  liad  been  forbidden  ten. 
But  come,  so  well  refresh*d,  now  let  us  play. 
As  meet  is,  after  such  delicious  fare  ; 
For  never  dUd  thy  beauty,  since  the  day 
I  saw  thee  first  and  wedded  thee,  adom'd 
With  all  perfections,  so  inflame  my  sense 
With  ardour  to  enjoy  thee,  fairer  now 
Ihan  ever :'  bounty  of  this  virtuous  tree !" 

So  said  he,  and  forl>ore  not  glance  or  toy 
Of  amorous  intent ;  well  understood 
Of  Eve,  whose  eye  darted  contagious  fire. 
Her  hand  he  seiz*d ;  and  to  a  shady  bank, 
Hiick  over-head  with  verdant  roof  imbower'd. 
He  led  her  nothing  loth ;  flowers  were  die  couch, 
Pansies,  and  violets,  and  asphodel, 
And  hyacinths ;  £arth*s  freshest  softest  lap. 
There  they  their  fill  of  love  and  lovc*s  disport 
Took  largely,  of  tlieir  mutual  guilt  the  seal. 
The  solace  of  their  sin  :  till  dewy  sleep 
Oppress*d  them,  wearied  with  their  amorous  play. 
Soon  as  the  force  of  tliat  fallacious  fruit, 
That  with  exhilarating  vapour  bland 
About  their  spirits  had  play*d,  and  inmost  powers 
Made  err,  was  now  exhal'd ;  and  grosser  sleep, 
Bred  of  unkindly  fumes,  with  conscious  dreams 
Encumber*d,  now  had  left  them  ;  up  they  rose 
As  from  unrest ;  and,  each  the  other  viewing. 
Soon  found  their  eyes  how  open*d,  and  their  minds 
How  darken*d :  innocence,  that  as  a  veil 
Had  8hadow*d  them  from  knowing  ill,  was  gone ; 
Just  confidence,  and  native  righteousness. 
And  honour,  fttmi  about  them,  naked  left 
To  guilty  shame  ;  he  covered,  but  his  robe 
Uncover'd  more.     So  rose  the  Danite  strong, 
Herculean  Samson,  from  the  harlot-hip 
Of  Fhilist^an  DaUlah,  and  wak*d 
Shorn  of  his  strength,  they  destitute  and  bare 
Of  all  their  virtue :  silent,  and  in  face 
Confounded,  long  they  sat,  as  strucken  mute : 
Till  Adam,  though  not  less  than  Eve  abashed. 
At  length  gave  utterance  to  these  words  constrain*d. 

**  O  Eve,  in  evil  hour  thou  didst  give  ear 
To  that  ftlse  wonu}  of  whomsoever  taught 


To  counterfeit  iiiaii*i  Toiee ;  true  in  oar  laO, 
False  in  our  promis*d  rising ;  since  our  eyes 
Open*d  we  find  indeed,  and  find  we  know 
Both  good  and  evil ;  good  loet,  and  evil  got ; 
Bad  fruit  of  knowledge ;  if  ttds  be  to  know ; 
Which  leaves  us  naked  dius,  of  honour  void. 
Of  innocence,  of  fiuth,  of  purity. 
Our  wonted  ornaments  now  aoil'd  and  ttain'd. 
And  in  our  fiuxs  evident  the  signs 
Of  foul  concupiscence ;  whence  evil  store 
Even  shame,  the  last  of  evils ;  of  the  first 
Be  sure  then.  —  How  shall  I  beh<dd  the  &ce 
Henceforth  of  God  or  angel,  erst  with  joy 
And  rapture  so  oft  beheld  ?    Thooe  heavenly  siaqiei 
Will  duxle  now  this  earthly  with  their  blase 
Insufferably  bright.     O  !  might  I  here 
In  solitude  live  savage ;  in  some  glade 
Obscur'd,  where  highest  woods,  impenetrable 
To  star  or  sun-light,  spread  tfarir  umbrage  broad 
And  brown  as  evening :  cover  me,  ye  pines ! 
Ye  cedars,  with  innumerable  boughs 
Hide  me,  where  I  may  never  see  them  more  !— 
But  let  us  now,  as  in  bad  plight,  deviae 
What  best  may  for  the  present  serve  to  hide 
The  parts  of  each  from  odier,  that  seem  most 
To  shame  obnoxious,  and  unseemlicst  seen; 
Some  tree,  whose  broad  smooth  leaves  togctherwv'^ 
And  girded  on  our  Imns,  may  cover  round 
Those  middle  parts ;  that  this  new  comer,  Sfasm^ 
There  sit  not,  and  reproach  us  as  undean.** 

So  counsell'd  he,  and  both  together  vrent 
Into  the  thickest  wood ;  there  soon  they  chose 
The  fig-tree ;  not  that  kind  for  fruit  renown'd. 
But  such  as  at  this  day,  to  Indiana  known. 
In  Malabar  or  Decan  spreads  her  arms 
Branching  so  broad  and  long,  that  in  the  gnmad 
The  bended  twigs  take  root,  and  daughters  gnm 
About  the  mother  tree,  a  pillar*d  shade 
High  over-arch*d,  and  echoing  walks  between : 
There  oft  the  Indian  herdsman,  shunning  best. 
Shelters  in  cool,  and  tends  his  pasturing  herds 
At  loopJioles  cut  through  thickest  shade:  thoa 

leaves 
They  gather'd,  broad  as  Amaxonian  targe ; 
An<(  with  what  skiU  they  had,  together  sew*d. 
To  gird  tiieir  waist ;  vain  covering,  if  to  hide 
Their  guilt  and  dreaded  shame  !  O,  how  unlike 
To  that  first  naked  glory !     Such  of  late 
Columbus  found  the  American,  so  girt 
With  feather'd  cincture ;  naked  else,  and  wild 
Among  the  trees  on  isles  and  woody  shores,    [ptf 
Thus  fenc*d,  and,  as  they  thought,  their  shame  ii 
Covered,  but  not  at  rest  or  ease  of  mind, 
TTiey  sat  them  down  to  weep  ;  nor  only  tears 
Rain*d  at  their  eyes,  but  high  winds  worse  within 
B^an  to  rise,  high  passions,  anger,  hate. 
Mistrust,  suspicion,  discord ;  and  shook  sore 
Their  inward  state  of  mind,  calm  region  once 
And  full  of  peace,  now  tost  and  turbulent : 
For  Understanding  rul*d  not,  and  the  Will 
Heard  not  her  lore  ;  both  in  subjection  now 
To  Sensual  Appetite,  who  from  beneath 
Usurping  over  sovran  Reason  daim'd 
Superior  sway :  from  thus  distemper*d  breast, 
Adam,  estrong'd  in  look  and  alter*d  style 
Speech  intermitted  thus  to  Eve  renew'd.         [^ 

"  Would  thou  hadst  hearkened  to  my  wards»  sa 
With  me,  as  I  besought  thee,  when  that  strange 
Desire  of  vrondering,  ttiis  unhappy  more, 
I  know  not  wtience  posseas'd  thee ;  we  had  then 
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Bemim'dfltinhappjr;  not, «  now,  dopoil'd 
Of  all  our  good ;  sham'd,  naked,  misemble ! 
Let  none  henceforth  aeek  needka  cause  to  approve 
Hk  frith  thrf  owe ;  when  eamestl  j  they  seek 
Sttdi  proof,  oondnde,  thej  then  begin  to  fuL" 

To  whono,  aoon  mof'd  with  touch  of  blame,  thus 
Eto. 
**  Wkt  wotds  have  pas'd  thy  lips,  Adam  serere ! 
lopnt'it  thou  that  to  my  deiiuih,  or  will 
Of  vamkring^  aa  thou  caU*st  it,  which  who  knows 
Bot  night  as  fli  have  happen'd  thou  being  by, 
Or  to  tfa^ielf  perhaps?     Hadst  thou  been  there, 
Or  here  the  attempt,  thou  couldst  not  have  discem'd 
I^ind  in  tiie  serpent,  q»eaking  as  he  spake ; 
Ko  groBiid  of  enmity  between  us  known. 
Why  he  dMvId  mean  me  ill,  or  seek  to  harm. 
W«  I  to  have  never  parted  from  thy  aide? 
As  good  have  grown  diere  still  a  li^ess  rib. 
Bcng  as  I  am,  vrfay  didst  not  thou,  the  head, 
Cooinsnd  me  absolutely  not  to  go^ 
Going  iato  such  danger,  as  thou  saidst? 
Too  &dle  then,  thou  didst  not  mudi  gainsay ; 
Smj,  didst  pennit,  iqpprove,  and  fiur  <lismiss. 
Hadrt  thou  been  firm  and  fiz'd  in  thy  dissent, 
Neitfaer  hsd  I  transgrcss'd,  nor  thou  with  me."  . 

To  mbaia,  then  first  incens'd,  Adam  replied. 
•  IsiUs  the  love,  b  this  the  recompense 
Of  minetothee,  ingrateftil  Eve !  Ezpress'd 
Inomtabie,  when  thou  wert  lost,  not  I ; 
^^  migbt  have  liv'd,  and  joy'd  immoital  bliss, 
Tct  wiOiagly  chose  rather  death  with  thee  ? 
And  am  I  now  upbraided  as  the  cause 
Of  itiy  tian^gmsing  7     Not  enough  severe. 
It  sctoM,  in  thy  restraint :  whst  could  I  more  ? 
1  wn'd  thee,  I  adinonish*d  thee,  foretold 
IW  danger,  and  the  lurking  enemy 
IV«  lay  in  wait ;  beyond  this  had  been  force ; 
Aad  force  upon  free-will  hath  here  no  placCb 
Bat  mnidence  then  bore  thee  on ;  secure 
Exlier  to  meet  no  danger,  or  to  find 
flitter  of  glorious  trial ;  and  perhaps 
1  aho  cn^4  in  overmuch  admiring 
^  MfmM  m  thee  so  perfect,  that  I  thought 
No  evil  durst  attempt  thee ;  but  I  rue 
IW  amir  now,  vrftich  is  become  my  crime, 
^  thou  the  accuser.     Thus  it  shall  befall 
Hon,  wh^  to  vrorth  in  women  overtrusting, 
Ltt  her  will  rule :  restraint  she  vrill  not  brook  ; 
^Icft  to  hctielf,  if  evil  thence  ensue, 
^  fim  bis  weak  indulgence  vrill  accuse.** 

Thss  they  in  mutual  accusation  spent 
IW  froitlca  hours,  but  neither  self-condemning^ 
Aid  of  their  vain  coeit^  appear'd  no  end. 


JBookX. 

The  Argument 

Maa't  SrsB^pesBon  known;  the  guaidian-angels 
finekc  IVuadise,  and  return  up  to  Heaven  to 
tvrave  tbeir  rigilance,  and  are  approved ;  God 
^■claring  that  the  entrance  of  Satan  could 
aot  be  bf  them  prevented.  He  sends  his  Son 
to  jodge  die  transgressors,  who  descends  and 
pvci  sentence  accordingly ;  then  in  pity  clothes  . 
(hem  both,  sad  re-ascends.  Sm  and  Death,  I 
y°g  tiU  then  at  the  gates  of  Hell,  by  won- 
^'^  ^npiifay  feeling  the  success  of  SMan 
•Baa  new  world,  and  the  Sn  by  Man  there 


.  comniitted,  resolve  to  sit  no  longer  confined 
in  Hell,  but  to  follow  Satan  their  sire  up  to  the 
place  of  Man :  to  make  the  way  easier  from 
Hell  to  this  world  to  and  fro,  they  pave  a  broad 
highway  or  bridge  over  Chaos,  according  to  the 
track  that  Satan  first  made;  then,  preparing  iTor 
Earth,  they  meet  him,  proud  of  his  success,  re- 
turning to  Hell ;  their  mutual  gratulation.  Satan 
arrives  at  Pandnnoninm,  in  full  assembly  relates 
vrith boasting  his  success  against  Man;  instead 
of  applause  is  entertained  vrith  a  general  hiss  by 
all  his  audience,  transformed  with  himself  also 
suddenly  into  serpents  according  to  his  doom 
given  in  Paradise ;  then,  deluded  with  a  show  of 
the  forbidden  tree  springing  up  before  them,  they, 
greedily  reaching  to  take  of  the  fruit,  chew  dust 
and  bitter  ashes.  The  proceedings  of  Sin  and 
Death ;  God  foretels  the  final  rictory  of  his  Son 
over  them,  and  the  renevring  of  all  things ;  but 
for  the  present,  commands  his  angels  to  make 
several  alterations  in  the  Heavens  and  elements. 
Adam,  more  and  more  perceiring  his  fallen  con- 
dition, hearily  bevrails,  rejects  the  condolement 
of  Eve ;  she  persists,  and  at  length  appeases  him : 
then,  to  evade  the  curse  likely  to  fall  on  their  off- 
spring,  proposes  to  Adam  riolent  wmys,  which 
he  approves  not ;  but,  conceiving  better  hope, 
puts  her  in  mind  of  the  late  promise  made  them, 
that  her  seed  should  be  revenged  on  the  serpent ; 
and  exhorts  her  with  him  to  seek  peace  of  the 
offended  Deity,  by  repentance  and  supplication. 

♦ 

MxAHvrHiLE  tlie  heinous  and  despiteful  act 

Of  Satan  done  in  Paradise  ;  and  how 

He,  in  the  serpent,  had  perverted  Eve, 

Her  husband  she,  to  taste  the  fatal  fruit. 

Was  knovm  in  Heaven ;  for  what  can  'so^  the  eye 

Of  God  all-seeing,  or  deceive  his  heart 

Omniscient  ?  who,  in  all  things  vrise  and  just, 

Hinder'd  not  Satan  to  attempt  the  mind 

Of  Man,  vrith  strength  entire,  and  free-will,  arm*d  j 

Complete  to  have  discover'd  and  repulsed 

Whatever  vriles  of  foe  or  seeming  friend. 

For  still  they  knew,  and  ought  to  have  still  re* 

member'd. 
Hie  high  injunction,  not  to  taste  that  fruit. 
Whoever  tempted  ;  which  they  not  obeying 
Incurr*d  (what  could  they  less  ?)  the  penalty ; 
And,  manifold  in  sin,  deserved  to  fall. 
Up  into  Heaven  from  Paradise  in  haste 
The  angelic  guards  ascend,  mute,  and  sad. 
For  Man  ;  for  of  his  state  by  this  they  knew. 
Much  wondering  how  the  subtle  fiend  had  stoVn 
Entrance  unseen.     Soon  as  the  unwelcome  news 
From  Earth  arrived  at  Heaven-gate,  displcas'd 
All  were  who  heard ;  dim  sadness  did  not  spare 
That  time  celestial  risages,  yet,  mix*d 
Witli  pity,  riolated  not  their  bUas. 
About  the  new-«rriv*d,  in  multitudes 
The  ethereal  people  ran,  to  hear  and  know 
How  all  befell .  they  towards  the  throne  supreme^ 
Accountsble,  made  haste,  to  make  appear 
With  righteous  plea  their  utmost  vigilance. 
And  easily  approved ;  when  the  Most  High 
Eternal  Father,  from  his  secret  cloud 
Amidst,  in  thunder  utter*d  thus  his  voice. 

«  Assembled  angels,  and  ye  powers  retum'd 
F^om  unsuccessful  charge,  be  not  dismay*d. 
Nor  troubled  at  these  tidings  from  the  Earth 
Which  your  sincerest  care  could  not  prevent. 
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Foretold  to  lately  irfiat  would  oome  to  piM, 

When  first  tfiis  tempter  cro«'d  the  gulf  horn  HdL 

I  told  ye  then  he  should  prersil,  and  speed 

On  his  bad  errand ;  Man  should  be  ceduc'd, 

And  flatter'd  out  ofaU,  believing  lies 

Against  his  Maker;  no  decree  of  mine 

Concurring  to  necessitate  his  &11, 

Or  toudi  with  lightest  moment  of  impijlae 

His  ftee-will,  to  her  own  inclining  left 

In  eren  scale.     But  fairn  he  is ;  and  now 

What  rests,  but  that  the  mortal  sentence  pass 

On  his  tran^ression,  — -  death  denounc'd  that  day  ? 

Whidi  he  presumes  already  vain  and  void. 

Because  not  yet  inflicted,  as  he  fear*d. 

By  some  immediate  stroke ;  but  soon  shall  find 

Forbearance  no  acquittance,  ere  day  end. 

Justice  shall  not  return  as  bounty  scom*d. 

But  whom  send  I  to  judge  them  ?  whom  but  thee, 

Vicegerent  Son  ?     To  thee  I  have  transferr'd 

All  judgment,  whether  in  Heaven,  or  Earth,  or  Hell. 

Easy  it  may  be  seen  that  I  intend 

Mercy  colleague  with  justice,  sending  thee 

Man's  friend,  his  Mediator,  his  design*d 

Both  ransom  and  Redeemer  voluntary. 

And  destin'd  Man  himself  to  judge  Man  fairn.*' 

So  spake  the  Father ;  and,  unfolding  bright 
Toward  the  right  hand  his  glory,  on  the  Son 
Blaz*d  forth  unclouded  deity  :  he  ftdl 
Resplendent  all  his  Father  manifest 
Express'd,  and  thus  divinely  answer*d  mild. 

**  Father  Eternal,  thine  is  to  decree  ; 
Aline,  both  in  Heaven  and  Earth,  to  do  thy  will 
Supreme ;  that  thou  in  me,  thy  Son  belov*d, 
May*st  ever  rest  well  pleas*d.     I  go  to  judge 
On  Earth  these  thy  transgressors ;  but  thou  know'st, 
Whoever  judg*d,  the  worst  on  me  must  light, 
When  time  shall  be ;  for  so  I  undertook 
Before  diee ;  and,  not  repenting,  this  obtain 
Of  right,  that  I  may  mitigate  their  doom 
On  me  deriv*d ;  yet  I  sh^l  temper  so 
Justice  with  mercy,  as  mi^  illustrate  most 
Ihem  fully  satisfied,  and  thee  appease. 
Attendance  none  shall  need,  nor  train,  where  none 
Are  to  behold  the  judgment,  but  the  judg'd. 
Those  two ;  the  third  best  absent  is  condemned, 
Conrict  by  flight,  and  rebel  to  all  law  : 
Conviction  to  the  serpent  none  belongs. 

Thus  saying,  from  his  radiant  seat  he  rose 
Of  high  collateral  glory.   Him  thrones,  and  powers. 
Princedoms,  and  dominations  ministrant. 
Accompanied  to  Heaven-gate ;  from  whence 
Eden,  and  all  the  coast,  in  prospect  lay. 
I>own  he  descended  straight ;  the  speed  of  gods 
Time  counts  not,   thou^  with  swiftest  minutes 

wing*d. 
Now  was  the  Sun  in  western  cadence  low 
From  noon,  and  gentle  airs,  due  at  their  hour. 
To  fan  the  Earth  now  wak*d,  and  usher  in 
The  evening  cool ;  when  he,  from  wrath  more  cOol, 
Came  the  mild  judge,  and  intercessor  both. 
To  sentence  Man :  the  voice  of  God  they  heard 
Now  walking  in  the  garden,  by  soft  winds    [heard. 
Brought  to  their  ears,   while  day  dcclin*d;  they 
And  from  his  presence  hid  themselves  among 
The  thickest  trees,  both  man  and  wife ;  till  God, 
Approaching,  thus  to  Adam  caird  aloud. 

<*  Where  art  thou,  Adain,  wont  with  joy  to  meet 
My  coming  seen  fiv  off?    I  miss  thee  here, ' 
Not  pleas*d,  thus  entertaifl'd  with  solitude. 
Where  obvious  duty  ere  while  appear*d  unaought : 
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Or  oome  I  las  oonq»iciioii%  or  whit  dmagt 
Absents  thee,  or  what  dnnoe  detsim?  — On 
forth!"  W 

He  came ;  and  with  him  lEwe,  nore  lo^  tbn^ 
To  offend ;  diaoountenanc*d  both,  anddiacompQi'(i{ 
Love  was  not  in  their  looks,  either  to  God, 
Or  to  eadi  other ;  but  iq^iarent  guilt,  "^ 

And  diame,  and  pertuihation,  and  deqisii. 
Anger,  and  obstinacy,  and  htfe,  and  giiik. 
WlvNice  Adam,  fidtering  long,  thus  ansver'dbmC 

**  I  heard  thee  in  the  garden,  and  of  dij  iwx 
Afraid,  being  naked,  hid  mysel£*'     To  wbon 
Ihe  gracious  Judge  without  revile  re|riied.  [for'^ 

"  My  voice  thou  oft  hast  heard,  and  bsH  aol 
But  still  rejoic'd;  how  is  it  now  became 
So  dreadful  to  thee?    That  thou  ait  naked,  wbo 
Hath  told  thee?     Hast  thou  eaten  of  the  tne, 
Whereof  I  gave  thee  charge  thou  shouldst  noicit^^ 

To  whom  thus  Adam  sore  beset  rephed 
"  O  Heaven !  in  evil  strait  this  day  I  stand 
Before  my  judge ;  either  to  undeigo 
Myself  the  total  crime,  or  to  accuse 
My  other  self,  the  partner  of  my  life ; 
Whoso  fiuling,  wliUe  her  &ith  to  me  remaiiB, 
I  should  conceal,  and  not  expose  to  Mame 
By  my  complaint :  but  strict  necessity 
Subdues  me,  and  calamitous  constraint ; 
Lest  on  my  bead  both  sin  and  punishment. 
However  insupportable,  be  all  I 

Dcvolv  *d ;  though  should  I  hold  my  peaces  yet  tbos  i 
Wouldst  easily  detect  what  I  conceaL  *- 
Hiis  woman,  whom  thou  mad*st  to  be  my  help, 
And  gav'st  me  as  thy  perfect  gift,  so  good. 
So  fit,  so  acceptable,  so  divine, 
That  from  her  hand  I  could  suq>ect  no  ill, 
And  what  she  did,  wliatever  in  itself. 
Her  doing  seem*d  to  justify  the  deed ; 
She  gave  me  of  the  tree,  and  I  did  cat.* 

To  whom  the  Sovran  Presence  thus  replied. 
"  Was  she  thy  God,  that  her  thou  didst  obey 
Before  Iiis  voice  ?  or  was  she  made  thy  guide, 
Superior,  or  but  equal,  that  to  her 
Tlwu  didst  resign  thy  manhood,  and  the  place 
Wherein  God  set  thee  above  her  made  of  thco, 
And  for  thee,  whose  perfection  far  cxccil*d 
Hers  in  all  real  dignity  ?     Adorn *d 
She  was  indeed,  and  lovely,  to  attract 
"Diy  love,  not  thy  subjection ;  and  bo-  gifts 
Were  sudi,  as  under  government  well  seem'd ; 
Unseemly  to  bear  rule ;  which  was  thy  part 
And  person,  liadst  thou  known  thyself  aright" 

So  having  said,  h^  tlms  to  Eve  in  few. 
"  Say, woman,  what  is  this  whidi  thou  hast  done?" 

To  whom  sad  Eve,  with  shame  ni^  overwhtrlin'd 
Confessing  soon,  yet  not  before  her  judge 
Bold  or  loquacious,  tlms  abash'd  replied. 
"  Tlie  serpent  me  beguil*d,  and  I  did  eat.** 

Which  when  the  I^>rd  God  heard,  without  delay 
To  judgment  he  proceeded  on  the  accus*d 
Serpent,  though  brute ;  unable  to  transfer 
The  guilt  on  him,  who  made  him  instrument 
Of  miscluef,  and  polluted  from  the  end 
Of  liis  Creadon ;  justly  then  accurs'd. 
As  vitiated  in  nature :  more  to  know 
Concem*d  not  Man,  (since  he  no  further  knew,} 
Nor  alter*d  his  offence ;  yet  God  at  last 
To  Satan  first  in  sin  his  doom  applied. 
Though  in  mysterious  terms,  judg'd  as  then  best : 
And  on  the  serpent  thus  his  curse  let  fall. 

**  Because  thou  hast  done  this,  thou  art  accunV) 
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kbove  al]  nttle,  each  beast  of  the  field ; 

*p(m  tfaj  belJy  grovdling  thou  Aali  go, 

itt)  dost  duJ]  eat  ail  the  days  of  thy  life. 

letwecn  thee  and  the  woman  I  will  put 

)nnutft  and  between  thine  and  her  seed ; 

Ut  md  ibdl  bnxise  thy  bead,  thou  bruise  him  heeL" 

S)  spake  this  oracle,  then  verified 
Altes  Jesas»  jon  of  Mary,  second  Ere, 
k*  Stsan  fsU,  h'ke  iightaing,  down  from  Heaven, 
i^n  of  the  air ;  then,  rising  from  his  grave 
foO'd  principalities  and  powers,  triumph*d 
fi  (^icn  &bow ;  and,  with  ascension  bright, 
4<intT  kd  captive  through  the  air, 
V  mini  Itself  of  Satan,  long  usurp*d ; 
(Viii  be  chall  tread  at  last  under  our  feet ; 
ya  be,  who  now  foretold  his  fatal  bruise : 
lad  to  the  woman  thus  his  sentence  turned. 
"  Thy  aomiw  I  will  greatly  multiply 
Iv  tbv  conception ;  children  thou  shalt  bring 
a  nrnnr  forth ;  and  to  thy  husband's  will 
lane  shall  iubndt ;  he  over  thee  shall  rule." 
On  Adam  last  thus  judgment  he  pronounc'd. 
Because  thou  haat  heaAcn'd  to  the  voice  of  thy 

wile, 
\ad  eaten  of  die  tree,  concerning  which 
char^'d  thee,  saying,  '  Tlwu  riult  not  eat  thereof  :* 
W«'d  is  die  ground  for  thy  sake ;  thou  in  sorrow 
baheattheraof,  all  the  days  of  thy  life; 
iWos  aho  and  thistles  it  shall  bring  thee  forth 
?Bbi ;  and  thou  ahalt  eat  the  herb  of  the  field ; 
n  d»  cwttt  of  thy  face  shalt  thou  eat  bread, 
^  thoQ  return  unto  the  ground ;  for  thou 
Xt  of  dte  ground  wast  tiSien,  know  thy  birth, 
fwdnst  tbott  ait,  and  shalt  to  dust  return.'* 

So  jodg'd  he  Man,  both  judge  and  saviour  sent ; 
bd  the  instant  stroke  of  death,  denounc'd  that  day, 
Kenor'd  (ar  off;  then,  pitying  how  they  stood 
Brfsv  him  naked  to  die  air,  that  now 
tfa«  niflcr  chanse,  disdain*d  not  to  begin 
nmcefofth  the  rorm  of  servant  to  assume ; 
i»  vben  he  waah'd  his  servants*  feet ;  so  now, 
&»  ftiher  of  his  family,  he  clad 
r^iT  nakedness  with  skins  of  beasts,  or  slain, 
(V  ti  L>K  make  with  youthful. coat  repaid ; 
SU  'z>u^  not  mud)  to  clothe  his  enemies : 
^  f  thtir  outward  only  with  the  skins 
iJf  ^MVx,  but  inward  nakedness,  much  more 
0;Qrr4inous,  with  his  robe  of  righteousness 
AriMsg,  cover'd  from  his  Father's  t^^ 
t^  ^J.'7.  vitfa  swift  ascent  he  up  retum'd, 
}^  "is  UiKful  bosom  reaasum'd 
n£i<Tf,asofold;  to  htm  appeas'd, 
Ai ,  diou^h  aH-knowing,  wlwt  had  pass'd  witli  Man 
^■uatrd,  nuiing  intercession  sweet.  [Earth, 

Mt«nvfailc,  ere  thus  was  sinn'd  and  juc^'d  on 
«:tL!i  the  gates  of  Hell  sat  Sin  and  Death, 
u^nttniew  within  the  gates,  that  now 
^"^  Often  wide,  belching  outrageous  flame 
ht  into  ChaoB,  fttncc  the  fiend  pass'd  dirougli, 
^1  <i|«oiag;  who  thus  now  to  Death  b^gan. 

"  0 100,  wiiy  lit  we  here  each  other  viewini; 
Y^'  *kile  Satta,  our  great  author,  thrives 
[•  <<her  wQtUa,  and  hiqipier  seat  provides 
^«ia,  fail offipring  dear?  It  cannot  be 
I'lt  that  toeccaaacieMfe  him;  if  mishap, 
^  tiu  be  had  fctnni'd,  widi  fiiry  driven 
°f  ^  *^|*>pis ;  abaoe  no  place  like  this 
^  it  Ifla  ^ni^nwnt,  or  their  revenge. 
Mfihuikt  I  ImI  new  stici^  within  me  rise. 

^  "^  porag*  «d  doniiuoB  fmn 


giveB  me  large, 


Beyond  tins  deep :  whatever  dnwa  me  on, 
Or  f^mpathy,  or  some  connatural  force. 
Powerful  at  greatest  distance  to  unite. 
With  secret  amity,  things  of  like  kind. 
By  secreCest  conveyance.     Thou,  my  shade 
Inseparable,  must  with  me  along: 
For  Death  from  Sin  no  power  can  separate. 
But,  lest  the  diflSculty  of  passing  back 
Stay  his  return  perhaps  over  this  gulf 
Impassable,  impervious ;  let  us  try 
Adventurous  work^  yet  to  thy  power  and  mine 
Not  unagreeable,  to  found  a  path 
Over  this  main  from  Hell  to  that  new  world. 
Where  Satan  now  prevails ;  a  monument 
Of  merit  high  to  all  the  infernal  host. 
Easing  their  passage  hence,  for  intercourse. 
Or  transmigration,  as  their  lot  shall  lead. 
Nor  can  I  miss  the  way,  so  strongly  drawn 
By  this  new4elt  attraction  and  instSncL'* 

Whom  thus  the  meagre  shadow  answer'd  soon. 
"  Go  whither  Fate,  and  inclination  strong. 
Leads  thee ;  I  shall  not  lag  behind,  nor  err 
The  way,  thou  leading ;  sudi  a  scent  I  draw 
Of  carnage,  prey  innumerable,  and  taste 
The  savour  of  death  from  all  things  there  that  live : 
Nor  shall  I  to  the  work  thou  enterprisest 
Be  wanting,  but  afford  thee  equal  aid." 

.  So  saying,  with  delight  he  snuff"d  the  smell 
Of  mortal  change  on  Earth.     As  when  a  fiock 
Of  ravenous  fowl,  though  many  a  league  remote. 
Against  the  day  of  battle,  to  a  field, 
Where  armies  lie  encamp'd,  come  flying,  lur'd 
With  scent  of  living  carcasses  design'd 
F<nr  death,  the  following  day,  in  bloody  fight : 
So  scented  the  grim  feature,  and  upturn'd 
His  nostril  wide  into  the  murky  air ; 
Sagacious  of  his  quarry  from  so  far. 
Then  both  from  out  Hell-gates,  into  the  waste 
Wide  anarchy  of  Chaos,  damp  and  dark,       [great) 
Flew  diverse;  and  widi  power  (their  power  wo:^ 
Hovering  upon  the  waters,  what  they  met 
Solid  or  slimy,  as  in  raging  sea 
Tost  up  and  down,  together  crouded  drove, 
From  each  side  shoaling  towards  the  mouth  of  Hell: 
As  when  two  polar  winds,  blowing  adverse 
Upon  die  Cronian  sea,  together  drive 
Mountains  of  ice,  that  stop  the  imagin'd  way 
Beyond  Petsora  eastward,  to  the  rich 
Cathaian  coast.     The  aggregated  soil 
Death  with  his  mace  petrific,  cold  and  dry. 
As  with  a  trident  smote,  and  fix'd  as  firm 
As  Delos,  floating  once ;  the  rest  liis  look 
Bound  with  Gorgonian  rigour  not  to  move ; 
And  witli  Asphaltic  slime,  broad  as  the  gate. 
Deep  to  the  roots  of  Hell  the  gather'd  beach 
They  fasten*d,  and  the  mole  immense  wrought  on 
Over  the  foaming  deep  higb-arch'd,  a  bridge 
Of  length  prodigious,  joining  to  the  wall 
Immoveable  of  tliis  now  fenceless  world. 
Forfeit  to  Death ;  from  hence  a  passage  broad, 
Smootli,  easy,  inoflTensivc,  down  to  HelL 
So,  if  great  tilings  to  small  may  be  oompar'd, 
Xenes,  the  liberty  of  Greece  to  yok^ 
From  Suaii,  hisi  Memnonian  palace  high. 
Came  to  tlie  sea ;  and,  over  Hellespont 
Bridging  his  way,  Europe  with  Asia  join'd, 
Aud  scourg'd  with  many  a  stroke  the  indignant 

waves. 
Now  had  they  brought  the  work  by  woodrous  art 
Pontifical,  a  ridge  of  peadanf,  rock. 
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Orer  the  vez*d  thy§a,  following  the  track 
Of  Satan  to  the  adf-aame  place  where  he 
First  lighted  from  his  wing,  and  landed  safe 
FVom  out  of  Chaos,  to  the  outside  bare 
Of  this  round  world :  with  pins  of  adamant 
And  chains  they  made  all  fast,  too  fast  they  made 
And  durable !  And  now  in  little  space 
Hie  confines  met  of  empyr&ui  Heaven, 
And  of  this  world ;  and,  on  the  left  hand.  Hell 
With  long  reach  interpos*d ;  three  several  ways 
In  sight,  to  each  of  these  three  places  led. 
And  now  their  way  to  Earth  they  had  descried, 
To  Fteradise  first  tending ;  when,  behold ! 
Satan,  in  likeness  of  an  angel  bright, 
Betwixt  the  Centaur  and  the  Scorpion  steering 
His  senitfa,  while  the  Sun  in  Aries  rose : 
Disguis*d  he  came ;  but  those  his  children  dear 
Hieir  parent  soon  discem*d,  though  in  disguise. 
He,  after  Eve  seduc'd,  unminded  slunk 
Into  the  wood  hat  by ;  and,  changing  shape. 
To  observe  the  sequel,  saw  his  guileful  act 
By  Eve,  though  all  unweeting,  seconded 
Upon  her  husband ;  saw  their  shame  that  sou^t 
Vtdn  covertures ;  but  when  he  saw  descend 
The  Son  of  God  to  judge  them,  terrified 
He  fled ;  not  hoping  to  escape,  but  shun 
The  present ;  fearing,  guilty,  what  his  wrath 
Might  suddenly  inflict ;  that  past,  retum*d 
By  night,  and  listening  where  the  hapless  pair 
Sat  in  their  sad  discourse,  and  various  plaint, 
Thence  gatber*d  his  own  doom ;  which  understood 
Not  instant,  but  of  future  time,  with  joy 
And  tidings  fraught,  to  Hell  he  now  retum*d ; 
And  at  the  brink  of  Chaos,  near  the  foot 
Of  this  new  wondrous  pontifice,  unhop'd 
Met,  who  to  meet  him  came,  his  offspring  dear 
Great  joy  was  at  their  meeting,  and  at  sight 
Of  that  stupendous  bridge  his  joy  increas'd. 
Long  he  admiring  stood,  till  Sin,  his  fair 
Enc^mting  daughter,  thus  the  silence  broke 

"  O  parent,  these  are  thy  magnific  deeds. 
Thy  trophies !  which  thou  view*st  as  not  thine  own ; 
Thou  art  their  author,  and  prime  architect : 
For  I  no  sooner  in  my  heart  divin'd. 
My  heart,  which  by  a  secret  harmony 
Sttll  moves  with  tliine,  joined  in  connexion  sweet. 
That  thou  on  Earth  faadst  prosper*d,  which  thy  looks 
Now  also  evidence,  but  straight  I  felt, 
Though  distant  from  thee  worlds  between,  yet  felt 
That  I  must  after  thee,  with  this  thy  son ; 
Such  fatal  consequence  unites  us  tluree ; 
Hell  could  no  longer  hold  us  in  our  bounds, 
Nor  this  unvoyageable  gulf  obscure 
Detain  from  following  tliy  illustrious  track : 
Thou  hast  achieved  our  liberty,  confin*d 
Within  Hell-gates  till  now ;  thou  us  impower'd 
To  fortify  thus  far,  and  overlay, 
With  this  portentous  bridge,  the  dark  abyss. 
Tlune  now  is  all  this  world ;  thy  virtue  hath  won 
What  thy  hands  builded  not ;  thy  wisdom  gained 
With  odds  what  war  hath  lost,  and  fully  aveng'd 
Our  foil  in  Heaven;  here  thou  shalt  monarch  reign, 
There  didst  not ;  there  let  him  stall  victor  sway, 
As  battle  hadi  adjudg'd ;  from  this  new  world 
^^^^°gf  l>y  his  own  doom  alienated ; 
And  henceforth  monarchy  with  thee  divide 
Of  all  things,  parted  by  the  empyreal  bounds, 
His  quadrature,  from  diy  orbicular  world ; 
Or  ticy  thee  now  more  dangerous  to  his  throne.** 

Whom  thus  the  prince  of  darkness  answer'd  glad. 


"  Fair  daughter,  and  thou  son  and  gnod^duUbolb; 
High  proof  ye  now  have  given  to  be  the  race 
Of  Satan^  (for  I  glory  in  the  name. 
Antagonist  of  Heaven's  Almighty  King,) 
Amply  have  merited  of  me,  of  all 
The  infernal  empire,  that  so  near  Heaven's  door 
TViumphal  with  triumphal  act  have  met. 
Mine,  with  this  glorious  work ;  and  made  one  reslm, 
Hell  and  this  world,  one  realm,  one  oontincnt 
Of  ea^  thoroughfiure.     Hierefore,  while  I 
Descend  through  darkness,  on  your  road  with  csa^ 
To  my  associate  powers,  them  to  acquaint 
With  diese  successes,  and  with  them  rejoice ; 
Tou  two  this  way,  among  these  numerous  oihs 
All  yours,  right  down  to  Paradise  descend ; 
Hiere dwell,  and  reign  in  bliss;  thence  on  the  £srtb 
Dominion  exercise  and  in  the  air, 
Chiefly  on  man,  sole  lord  of  all  dedar'd  ; 
Him  first  make  sure  your  thrall,  and  lastly  kilL 
My  substitutes  I  send  jre,  and  create 
Plenipotent  on  Earth,  of  matchless  might 
Issuing  fiiom  me :  on  your  joint  vigour  now 
My  hold  of  this  new  kingdom  all  depends, 
Through  Sin  to  Death  expos'd  by  my  exploit 
If  your  joint  power  prevail,  the  affairs  of  Hdl 
No  detriment  need  fear ;  go,  and  be  strong  !** 

So  saying  he  dismiss'd  them ;  they  witli  speed 
Uteir  course  through  thickest  constellations  held. 
Spreading  their  bane ;  the  blasted  stars  look'd  van, 
And  planets,  planet-struck,  real  edipae 
Tlien  suffered.     The  other  way  Satan  went  down 
The  causey  to  HelUgate :  on  eidier  side 
Disparted  Chaos  over  built  exdaim'd. 
And  with  rebounding  surge  the  bars  aasaD*d, 
Tliat  scom'd  his  indignation :  through  tbe  gate, 
Wide  open  and  unguarded,  Satan  pass'd. 
And  all  about  found  desolate ;  for  tboae^ 
Appointed  to  sit  there,  had  left  their  diajge. 
Flown  to  the  upper  world ;  die  rest  were  all 
Far  to  the  inland  retir'd,  about  the  walls 
Of  Pandemonium ;  city  and  proud  seat 
Of  Lucifer,  so  by  allusion  call*d 
Of  that  bright  star  to  Satan  paragon'd  ; 
There  kept  their  watch  the  legions,  while  the  grand 
In  council  sat,  soUcitous  what  chance 
Might  intercept  their  emperor  sent ;  so  he 
Departing  gave  command,  and  tliey  observ*d. 
As  when  the  Tartar  from  his  Russian  foe. 
By  Astracan,  over  the  snoH-y  plains, 
Retires ;  or  Bactrian  Sophi,  from  the  horns 
Of  Turkish  crescent,  leaves  all  waste  b^ond 
Hie  realm  of  Aladule,  in  his  retreat 
To  Tauris  or  Casbeen  :  so  these,  the  late 
Heaven-banisird  host,  left  desert  utmost  Hell 
Many  a  dark  league,  reduc*d  in  careftil  watch 
Round  their  metropolis ;  and  now  expecting 
Each  hour  their  great  adventurer,  from  the  search 
Of  foreign  worlds ;  he  through  the  midst  unmaik'd, 
In  show  plebeian  angel  militant 
Of  lowest  order,  pass*d ;  and  from  the  door 
Of  that  Plutonian  hall,  invisible 
Ascended  his  high  throne ;  wfaich,  'mader  state 
Of  richest  texture  spread,  at  th6  upper  end 
Was  plac*d  in  regal  lustre.     Down  a  while 
He  sat,  and  round  about  him  saw,  unseen : 
At  last,  as  from  a  cloud,  his  fulgent  head 
And  shape  star-bright  appear*d»  or  brighter ;  dad 
With  wlut  permissive  glory  since  his  fall 
Was  left  him,  or  fidse  glitter :  all  amas*d 
At  that  so  sudden  falaiey  the  Stygian  throng 
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Bent  tfaor  mf&ct,  and  whom  they  wuh'd  beheld, 
Tbdr  miglitj  tStdif  retuni*d :  loud  was  the  acclaim : 
Forth  nish*d  in  haste  the  great  consulting  peers, 
Rtts'd  ham.  ifaeir  dark  divan,  and  ynAi  like  joy 
Coo^ntulant  aj^roach'd  him ;  who  with  hand 
Skoce,  and  with  these  words,  attention  won. 
'^Ilironcs,  dominations,  princedoms,   Tirtues, 
powers; 
For  is  possession  such,  not  only  of  right, 
I  oQ  jc,  and  declare  ye  now ;  retum'd 
Suocenful  beyond  hope,  to  lead  ye  forth 
Triumphant  out  of  this  infernal  pit 
Ahnminable,  aocurs*d,  the  house  of  woe. 
And  dungeon  of  our  tyrant :  now  possess, 
As  lords,  a  spadous  world,  to  our  native  Heaven 
Little  inferior  by  my  adventure  hard 
^^  peril  greai  achiev'd.     Long  were  to  tell 
Wlnt  1  have  done ;  what  suffered ;  with  what  pain 
V^ig*d  th'  unreal,  vast,  unbounded  deep 
Of  bonibfe  oonfuaioii ;  over  which 
By  Sn  and  Death  a  broad  way  now  is  pav*d 
To  eipedite  your  glorious  march ;  but  I 
T-tl'd  out  my  uneouUi  passage,  forced  to  ride 
The  untractable  abyss,  plung*d  in  the  womb 
()f  unariginal  Night  and  Ch^oA  wild ; 
Ihat.  jealous  of  their  secrets,  fiercely  oppos'd 
My  journey  strange,  with  clamorous  uproar 
fWtfing  Fate  supreme ;  thence  how  I  found 
The  new  created  world,  which  fame  in  Heaven 
L  "{  had  foretold,  a  fiibric  wonderful 
l)t' absolute  perfection  !  therein  Man 
^'d  m  a  Paradise,  by  oiu-  exile 
HkJ«  happj :  him  by  fraud  I  have  seduc'd 
Frum  hb  Creator ;  and,  the  more  to  increase 
ViHxr  wonder,  with  an  apple ;  he,  thereat 
<  Moulded,  worth  your  laughter !  hath  given  up 
B'<b  hi%  beloved  Man  and  all  his  world, 
T  Sin  and  Death  a  prey,  and  so  to  us, 
^'  tbnit  our  haiard,  labour,  or  alarm ; 
U  nuij^  in,  and  to  dwell,  and  over  Man 
li*  rule,  as  vnv  all  he  should  have  rul'd. 
Tnie  is,  me  also  he  hath  judg'd,  or  rather 
^I*'  not,  but  the  brute  serpent  in  whose  shi^ 
Van  I  deceived :  that  which  to  me  belongs  , 
\^  enmitjr,  which  he  will  put  between 
Mr  and  mankind ;  I  am  to  bruise  his  heel ; 
iU  vccd,  when  is  not  set,  shall  bruise  my  bead  : 
A  varld  who  would  not  purchase  with  a  bruise, 
Ornuidi  more  grievous  pain? — Ye  have  the  ac- 
count 
^Bj  pcftbrmaDce :  what  remains,  ye  gods, 
^t  up,  and  enter  now  into  full  bliss?" 

^  ^*yV  ■•cl*  •  while  he  stood,  expecting 
TW  ommial  about  and  high  applause. 
To  ttll  htt  car ;  when,  contrary,  be  hears 
On  all  ades,  from  innumerable  tongues, 
A  (fioaal  anivenal  hiss,  the  sound 
Oriwhiic  aoofn ;  he  wonder*d,  but  not  long 
Ijfd  Iciiure,  wondering  at  himself  now  more ; 
Hf  «issge  dnwn  he  felt  to  sharp  and  spare ; 
Ht%  arms  dune  to  his  ribs ;  his  legs  entwining 
<^  other,  tiUfsuppUnted  down  he  feU 
•J  aionarous  aopcnt  on  his  belly  prone, 
Muctaai,  but  in  vain ;  a  greater  power 
.vm  nil'd  him,  poniah'd  in  the  shape  he  sinn'd, 
^''ovding  to  his  doom :  be  would  have  spoke^ 
wit  hi«  for  hisi  retum'd  with  forked  tongue 
I'J  forked  tongue ;  for  now  were  all  transform'd 
Alike,  to  aopenis  all,  as  accessories 
To  lir.  bold  riot ;  dreadful  was  the  din 


Of  hissing  through  the  ball,  thick  swarming  now 
MTith  complicated  monsters  hewi  and  tail. 
Scorpion,  and  asp,  and.amphisbaena  dire. 
Cerastes  hom'd,  hydrus,  and  elops  drear. 
And  dipsas ;  (not  so  thick  swarm'd  once  the  soil 
Bedropt  with  blood  of  Gorgon,  or  the  isle 
Ophiusa,)  but  still  greatest  he  the  midst, 

;  Now  dragon  grown,  larger  than  whom  the  Sun 

I  £ngender*d  in  the  Pythian  vale  or  slime, 
Huge  Python,  and  his  power  no  less  he  aeem'd 
Above  the  rest  still  to  retain ;  they  all 
Him  follow'd,  issuing  forth  to  the  open  field, 

j  Where  all  yet  left  of  that  revolted  rout, 
Heaven-fairn,  in  station  stood  or  just  amy  ; 
Sublime  with  expectation  when  to  see 
In  triumph  issuing  forth  their  glorious  diief ; 
They  saw,  but  other  sight  instead !  a  croud 
Of  ugly  serpents ;  horrou^  on  them  fell. 
And  horrid  sjrmpathy  ;  for,  what  they  saw,    [arms. 
They  felt  themselves,   now  changing ;  down  their 
Down  fell  both  spear  and  shield ;  down  they  as  fiut ; 
And  the  dire  hiss  renew'd,  and  the  dire  form 
Catch*d,  by  contagion ;  like  in  punishment,  [mean^ 
As  in  their  crime.     Thus  was  the  applause  they 
Turn'd  to  exploding  hiss,  triumph  to  shiime   [stood 
Cast  on  themselves  from  their  own  mouths.     Tliere 

:  A  grove  hard  by,  sprung  up  with  this  their  change^ 
His  will  who  reigns  above,  to  aggravate 
Their  penance,  laden  with  fair  fruit,  like  that 
Whidi  grew  in  Paradise,  the  bait  of  Eve 
Us'd  by  the  tempter :  on  that  prospect  strange 
'llieir  earnest  eyes  they  fix'd,  imagining 
For  one  forbidden  tree  a  multitude 


Now  ris*n,  to  work  them  further  woe  or  shame ; 
Yet,  parch*d  Mrith  scalding  thirst  and  hunger  fierce^ 
Though  to  delude  them  sent,  could  not  al^tain ; 
But  on  they  roll'd  in  heaps,  and,  up  the  trees 
Climbing,  sat  thicker  than  the  snaky  locks 
That  curl'd  Megaera :  greedily  they  pluck'd 
llie  fruitage  fair  to  sight,  like  that  which  grew 
Near  that  bituminous  lake  where  Sodom  flam*d : 
This  more  delusive,  not  the  touch,  but  taste 
Deceiv*d :  they,  fondly  thinking  to  allay 
llirir  appetite  with  gust,  instead  of  fruit 
Chew*d  bitter  ashes,  which  the  offended  taste 
With  spattering  noise  rejected :  oft  they  assay'd. 
Hunger  and  thirst  constraining ;  drugg*d  as  oft, 
Witii  hatefuUest  disrelish  writh'd  their  jaws. 
With  soot  and  cinders  fill'd ;  so  oft  they  feU 
Into  the  same  illusion,  not  as  Man  [plagu*d 

Whom  they  triumph'd  once  laps'd.  Tlius  were  they 
And  worn  with  fimiine,  long  and  oeasdess  hisB, 
Till  their  lost  shape,  permitted,  they  resum'd ; 
Yearly  enjoin'd,  some  say,  to  undergo, 
Hiis  annual  humbling  certain  number'd  days. 
To  dash  their  pride,  and  joy,  for  Man  seduc'dL 
However,  some  tradition  th^  dispen'd 
Among  the  Heathen,  of  their  purdiaae  got. 
And  fabled  how  the  serpent,  whom  tiiey  caU'd 
Ophion,  vrith  Eurynome,  the  wide- 
Encroaching  Eve  perhaps,  had  first  the  rule 
Of  high  Olympus ;  thence  1^  Saturn  driven 
And  Ops,  ere  yet  Dictaear    ove  vras  born. 

Meanwhile  in  Paradise  the  hellish  pair 
Too  soon  arriv'd ;  Sin,  there  in  power  before, 
Once  actual ;  now  in  body,  and  to  dwell 
Habitual  habitant ;  behind  her  Death, 
Close  following  pace  for  pace,  not  mounted  yvC 
On  his  pale  hone :  to  whom  Sin  thus  began. 

"  Second  of  Satan  sprung,  all-conquering  Death ! 
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What  think'st  thou  of  our  empire  now,  tfioiigfa  eam*d 
With  travel  diffieult,  not  better  far  [watch, 

Than  still  at   Hell's  dark  threshold  to  have  sat 
Unnam*dy  undreaded,  and  thyself  half-starv*d  ?*' 

Whom  thus  the  Sin-bom  monster  answer'd  soon. 
"  To  me,  who  with  eternal  famine  pine, 
Alike  is  Hell,  or  Paradise,  or  Heaven ; 
There  best,  where  most  with  ravine  I  may  meet ; 
'^\luch  here,  though  plenteous,  all  too  little  seems 
To  stuff*  tliis  maw,  tlus  vast  unhide-bound  coips.*' 

To  whom  the  incestuous  mother  thus  replied. 
•  '<  Thou  therefore  on  these  herbs,  and  fruits,  and 
nowers. 
Feed  drst ;  on  each  beast  next,  and  fish  jmd  fowl ; 
No  homely  morsels !  and  whatever  tiling 
The  sithe  of  Time  mows  down,  devour  unspar'd ; 
*nil  I,  in  Man  residing,  through  the  race. 
His  thoughts,  hb  looks,  words,  actions,  all  infect ; 
And  season  him  thy  last  and  sweetest  prey.** 

This  said,  they  both  betook  them  several  ways, 
Both  to  destroy,  or  unimmortal  make 
All  kinds,  and  for  destruction  to  mature 
Sooner  or  later ;  which  the  Almighty  seeing, 
From  his  transcendent  seat  the  saints  among. 
To  those  bright  orders  uttered  thus  his  voice. 

'<  See,  witii  what  heat  these  dogs  6f  Hell  advance 
To  waste  and  havoc  yonder  world,  which  I 
So  fair  and  good  cruted ;  and  had  still 
Kept  in  that  state,  had  not  the  folly  of  Man 
Let  in  these  wasteful  furies,  who  impute 
Folly  to  me ;  so  doth  the  prince  of  Hell 
And  his  adherents,  that  with  so  much  ease 
I  suffer  them  to  enter  and  possess 
A  place  so  heavenly :  and,  conniving,  seem 
To  gratify  my  scornful  enemies. 
That  laugh,  as  if,  transported  with  some  fit 
Of  passion,  I  to  them  had  quitted  all. 
At  random  yielded  up  to  their  misrule ; 
And  know  not  that  I  call'd,  and  drew  diem  thither. 
My  Hell-hounds,  to  lick  up  the  draff*  and  filth 
Wiiich  Man's  polluting  sin  with  taint  hath  shed 
On  what  was  pure ;  till  cramm*d  and  lgorg*d,  nigh 

burst 
With  suck*d  and  glutted  offal,  at  one  sling 
Of  thy  victorious  arm,  well  pleasing  Son, 
Both  Sin,  and  Death,  and  yawning  Grave,  at  last, 
Tlirough  Chaos  hurrd,  obstruct  the  mouth  of  Hell 
For  ever,  and  seal  up  his  ravenous  jaws.  [pure 

Then  Heaven  and  Earth  renew*d  shall  be  made 
To  sanctity,  that  shall  receive  no  stain  : 
7111  then,  the  curSc  pronounc*d  on  both  precedes.** 

He  ended,  and  the  heavenly  audience  loud 
Sung  Halleluiah,  as  the  sound  of  seas, 
'ilirough  multitude  that  sung :   "  Just  are  thy  ways, 
Righteous  arc  thy  decrees  on  all  thy  works ; 
Who  can  extenuate  thee  ?     Next,  to  the  Son, 
Destin*d  Restorer  of  mankind,  by  whom 
New  Heaven  and  Elartli  shall  to  the  ages  rise. 
Or  down  from  Heaven  descend.** »-  Such  was  their 

song; 
While  the  Creator,  calling  forth  by  name 
His  mighty  angels,  gave  tliem  several  charge. 
As  sorted  best  with  present  things.     The  Sun 
Had  first  his  precept  so  to  move,  so  shine. 
As  might  affect  the  Earth  with  cold  and  heat 
Scarce  tolerable,  and  from  the  nortli  to  call 
Decrepit  winter ;  from  the  south  to  bring 
Solstitial  summer's  heat     To  the  blanc  Moon 
Her  office  they  prescribed ;  to  the  other  five 
ITieir  planetary  motions,  and  aspects, 


In  aextile,  MjuaK,  and  trine,  and  opposite, 
Of  noxious  efficacy,  and  when  to  join 
In  synod  unbenign  ;  and  taught  the  fix*d 
Hicir  influence  malignant  when  to  shower, 
Which  of  tliem  rising  with  the  Sun,  or  fallini:, 
Should  prove  tempestuous ;  to  tfie  winds  they  srt 
Their  comers,  when  with  bluster  to  confoinid 
Sea,  air,  and  shore ;  the  thunder  when  to  roll 
With  terrour  through  the  dark  aerval  haU. 
Some  say  he  bid  his  angels  tiun  ascansc 
The  poles  of  Earth,  twice  ten  degrees  and  more, 
From  tlie  Sun*s  axle ;  they  with  labour  pusb'd 
Oblique  the  centric  globe :  some  say,  the  Sun 
Was  bid  turn  reins  from  the  equinoctial  road 
Like  distant  breadth  to  Taurus  with  the  seven 
Atlantic  Sisters,  and  the  Spartan  Twins, 
Up  to  the  tropic  Crab :  thence  down  amsia 
By  Leo,  and  the  Virgin,  and  the  Scales, 
Aa  deep  as  Capriccnn  ;  to  bring  in  change 
Of  seasons  to  each  dime ;  else  had  the  sfwing 
Perpetual  smird  on  Earth  with  vemant  flov'n, 
Equal  i^  days  and  nights,  except  to  those 
Beyond  the  polar  circles ;  to  them  day 
Had  unbenighted  shone,  while  the  low  Sun, 
To  recompense  his  distance,  in  their  sight 
Had  rounded  still  the  horizon,  and  not  knowo 
Or  east  or  w-est ;  which  had  forbid  the  snow 
From  cold  Estotiland,  and  south  as  far 
Beneath  Magellan.     At  that  tasted  fruit 
Tlie  Sun,  as  from  Tliy^stean  banquet,  umi*d 
His  course  intended ;  else,  how  had  the  world 
Inhabited,  though  sinless,  more  than  now. 
Avoided  pinctdng  cold  and  scorching  heat?  [Ji^'^ 
These  changes  in  the  Heavens,  though  slov,  pr»- 
Like  change  on  sea  and  land ;  sideral  blast, 
Vapour,  and  mist,  and  exhalation  hot. 
Corrupt  and  pestilent :  now,  from  the  north 
Of  Norumbega,  and  the  Samoed  shore. 
Bursting  their  brazen  dungeon,  axm'd  with  ice, 
And  snow,  and  hail,  and  stormy  gust  and  fbw, 
Boreas,  and  Oedas,  and  Argestes  loud. 
And  Thrasdas,  rend  the  woods,  and  seas  uptura; 
Witli  adverse  blast  upturns  them  from  the  south 
Notus,  and  Afer  black  with  thunderous  clouds 
From  Serraliona ;  thwart  of  these,  as  fierce, 
Forth  msh  the  Levant  and  the  Ponent  winds, 
Eurus  and  Zephyr,  with  their  lateral  noise, 
Sirocco  and  Libecchio.     Thus  began 
Outrage  from  lifeless  things ;  but  Discord  first, 
Daughter  of  Sin,  among  the  irrational 
Deatli  introduc'd,  through  fierce  antipathy: 
Beast  now  with  beast  *gan  war,  and  fowl  with  M 
And  fish  with  fish :  to  graze  the  herb  all  leariog, 
Dcvour'd  each  other ;  nor  stood  much  in  awe 
Of  Man,  but  fied  Iiim :  or,  with  countenance  gnn 
Glar'd  on  him  passing.     These  were  from  witfaoui 
Tlie  growing  miseries,  which  Adam  saw 
Already  in  part,  though  hid  in  gloomiest  shade, 
To  sorrow  abandon'd,  but  worse  felt  within ; 
And,  in  a  troubled  sea  of  passion  tost. 
Thus  to  disburden  sought  with  sad  complaint 

"  O  miserable  of  happy !     Is  this  tlie  end 
Of  this  new  glorious  world,  and  me  so  late 
Tlie  glory  of  that  glory,  who  now  become 
Accun>*d,  of  blessed  ?  hide  me  from  the  face 
Of  God,  whom  to  behold  was  then  my  height 
Of  happiness !  —  Yet  wcU,  if  here  would  end 
TIic  misery  ;  I  descrv'd  it,  and  would  bear 
My  own  deservings ;  but  diis  will  not  serve : 
All  tliat  I  eat  or  drink,  or  shall  beget, 


Book  X. 


PARADISE  LOST. 


9J 


U  pn^Nigited  cune,     O  TCHce,  onee  heard 

IViigbtfullj,  Inereate  and  mult^ys 

Sow  death  to  hear !  for  what  can  I  increase. 

Or  inultipljr,  but  curses  on  my  head  ? 

Ww  of  all  ages  to  succeed,  but,  feeling 

IV  ml  on  him  brought  by  me,  will  curse 

Mt  bead  ?     Ill  fare  our  ancestor  impure. 

For  this  we  may  thank  Adam !  but  his  thanks 

J^oU  be  the  execration  :  so,  besides 

'f.vowQ  that  bide  upon  me,  aU  from  me 

Null  with  a  fierce  reflux  on  me  rebound ; 

(^  no,  IS  on  their  natural  centre,  light 

Havr,  though  in  their  place.     O  fleeting  joys 

0'  l',iradbe,  dear  bouglit  with  lasting  woes ! 

'J'A  I  m]uest  thee.  Maker,  from  my  clay 

I*  cxxild  me  Man  ?     Did  I  solicit  thee 

F.MRi  dirknew  to  promote  roe,  or  here  place 

I..  Liis  delicious  garden  ?     As  my  will 

('5  icurr'd  not  to  my  being,  it  were  but  right 

lud  eiiual  to  reduce  me  to  my  dust ; 

D.Nirous  to  resign  and  render  bock 

v..  I  receiv*d ;  unable  to  perform 

'» j»  tenn»  too  bard,  by  wlUch  I  was  to  hold 

rV  ^ood  I  sought  not.     To  the  loss  of  that, 

.>jtn«it  penalty,  why  hast  thou  added 

n..'  teuie  of  endless  woes  ?     Inexplicable 

!>  juKtice  seems;  yet,  to  say  truth,  too  late 

I  r'.ti^  coolest ;  then  should  have  been  refusM 

rrj«  terms,  whatever,  when  they  were  propos*d : 

iMx  didst  accept  them  :  wilt  thou  enjoy  the  good, 

tVi  cavil  the  conditions?  and,  though  God 

M»de  thee  without  thy  leave,  what  if  thy  son 

Phwv  disob«Iient ;  and,  reprovM,  retort, 

*  Wbewfore  didst  thou  beget  me  ?  I  sought  it  not :  * 

Moulds*  thou  admit  for  his  contempt  of  thee 

r-Bi  proud  excuse  ?  yet  him  not  thy  election, 

^ii  ostursl  necesaty,  begoL 

(»ttd  made  thee  of  choice  his  own,  and  of  his  own 

'0  «crTe  ham ;  thy  reward  was  of  bis  grace ; 

^  pooisfamcnt  then  justly  is  at  his  will. 

Be  it  w,  for  I  submit ;  his  doom  Is  fair, 

^  ^a»  I  am,  and  sliall  to  dust  return  : 

J*  •dcome  hour  whenever  !     Why  delays 

Hi<  hMd  to  execute  what  his  decree 

FixM on  thb  day  ?     Why  do  I  overlive ? 

^  7  im  I  mock'd  with  death,  and  lengthened  out 

udesthleas  pain?  How  gladly  would  I  meet 

'4  ^aiity  my  sentence,  and  be  eiuth 

i'»««>iMe !    How  gkkd  would  lay  me  down 

^^  <n  my  ma«faer*s  lap  !     There  I  should  rest 

^d  Oecp  secure ;  fats  dreadful  voice  no  more 

Would  thunder  in  my  ears ;  no  fear  of  worse 

•  c  me,  and  to  my  offspring,  would  torment  me 
^  tJi  cmd  cxpectatioo.     Yet  one  doubt 
^«>t».%  aie  stUl,  lest  all  I  cannot  die ; 

L^  thtt  pare  breath  of  life,  the  spirit  of  Man 
-'    >h  God  inspir'd,  cannot  t(^ther  perish 

•  -i  tlik  corpoRal  dod :  then,  in  the  grave, 
"  >3  %oaie  other  disoaal  place,  who  knows 

U  Ml  dit  a  lining  death  ?     O  thought 
i.Tml^iftnie!     Yet  why?    It  was  but  breath 
<>^iire  that  no'd ;  what  dies  but  what  had  life 
\m^i,?    The  body  properly  hath  neither. 

foe  then  shaQdtie:  let  this  appease 
'  -  dooltf,  since  human  reach  no  further  knows. 
^  >?  though  *•  Lord  of  aU  be  infinite, 

fMiwrsthaho?    Be  it,  Man  is  not  so, 
'"^  mortal  doom'd.     How  can  he  exendse 
•^ 'Hi  without  end  no  Man,  whom  death  must  end  ? 

«.  be  make  dc«hk»  death?  That  were  to  make 


Strange  contTMiiction,  which  to  God  himsdf 

Impossible  is  held ;  as  argument 

Of  weakness,  not  of  power.     Will  he  draw  out. 

For  anger's  sake,  finite  to  infinite. 

In  punish*d  Man,  to  satisfy  his  rigour, 

Satisfied  never  ?     Tliat  were  to  extend 

His  sentence  beyond  dust  and  Nature's  law : 

By  which  all  causes  else,  according  still 

To  the  reception  of  their  matter,  act ; 

Not  to  the  extent  of  their  own  sphere.     But  say 

That  death  be  not  one  stroke,  as  I  suppos'd. 

Bereaving  sense,  but  endless  misery 

From  this  day  onward ;  which  I  feel  begun  . 

Both  in  me,  and  without  me  ;  and  so  last 

To  perpetuity :  —Ay  me !  that  fear 

Comes  thundering  back  with  dreadful  revolution 

On  my  defenceless  head ;  both  Death  and  1 

Are  found  eternal,  and  incorporate  Ijotli ; 

Nor  I  on  my  part  single ;  in  me  all 

Posterity  stands  curs'd :  fair  patrimony 

That  1  must  leave  ye,  sons !  O,  wiere  I  able 

To  waste  it  all  myself,  and  leave  ye  none ! 

So  disinherited,  how  would  you  bless 

Me,  now  your  curse !  Ah,  why  sliould  all  mankind 

For  one  man's  fault,  thus  guiltless  be  condemn'd, 

If  guiltless  ?  But  from  me  what  can  proceed, 

But  all  corrupt ;  both  mind  and  will  deprav'd 

Not  to  do  only,  but  to  will  the  same 

With  me?  How  can  they  then  acquitted  stand 

In  sight  of  God  ?  Him,  afler  all  disputes, 

Forc'd  I  absolve :  all  my  evasions  vain. 

And  reasonings,  though  through  mazes,  lead  me  still 

But  to  my  own  conviction :  first  and  last 

On  me,  me  only,  as  the  source  and  ^ring 

Of  all  corruption,  all  the  blame  lights  due ; 

So  might  the  wrath !  fond  wish !  couldst  thou  support 

That  burden,  heavier  than  the  Earth  to  bear ; 

Than  all  the  world  much  heavier,  though  divided 

With  tliat  bad  woman?  Thus,  what  thou  desir'st. 

And  what  thou  fear'st,  alike  destroys  all  hope 

Of  refuge,  and  concludes  thee  miserable 

Beyond  all  past  example  and  future ; 

To  Satan  only  like  both  crime  and  doom* 

0  Conscience !  into  what  abyss  of  fears 

And  horrours  hast  thou  driven  me ;  out  of  which 

1  find  no  way,  from  deep  to  deeper  plung'd !" 
Tims  Adam  to  himself  lamented  loud. 

Through  the  still  night ;  not  now,  as  ere  Man  fell. 

Wholesome,  and  cool,  and  mild,  but  with  black  air 

Accompanied ;  with  damps,  and  dreadful  gloom  ; 

Which  to  his  evil  conscience  represented 

All  things  with  double  terrour :  on  the  ground 

Outstretch'd  he  lay,  on  the  cold  ground ;  and  oH 

Curs'd  his  creation ;  Death  as  oft  accus'd 

Of  tardy  execution,  since  denounc'd 

Hie  day  of  his  offence.  "  Wliy  comes  not  Death," 

Said  he,  "  with  one  thrice-acceptable  stroke 

To  end  me  ?  Shall  Truth  fiul  to  keep  her  word. 

Justice  Divine  not  hasten  to  be  just  ? 

But  Death  comes  not  at  call ;  Justice  Divine 

Mends  not  her  slowest  pace  for  prayers  or  cries. 

O  woods,  O  fountains,  hillocks,  dales,  and  bowers ! 

With  other  echo  late  I  taught' your  shades 

To  answer,  and  resound  far  other  song."— 

Whom  thus  afflicted  when  sad  Eve  beheld 

Desolate  where  she  sat,  approaching  nigh, 

Soft  words  to  his  fierce  passion  she  assay'd  * 

But  her  with  stem  regaird  he  thus  repeU'd. 

"  Out  of  my  sight,  thou  serpent !  That  name  best 
Befits  thee  with  hun  leagu'd,  thyself  as  false 
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And  hateful ;  notfaing  wants,  but  that  thy  ahape^ 

Like  his,  and  colour  serpentine,  majr  show 

Thj  inward  fraud ;  to  warn  all  creatures  fiiom  thee 

Henceforth  ;  lest  that  too  heavenly  form,  pretended 

To  hellish  falsehood,  snare  them !  But  for  thee 

I  had  persisted  happy ;  had  not  thy  pride 

And  wandering  vanity,  when  least  was  safe. 

Rejected  my  forewarning,  and  disdain'd 

Not  to  be  trusted ;  longing  to  be  seen. 

Though  by  the  Devil  himself;  him  overweening 

To  over-readi ;  but,  with  the  serpent  meeting, 

Fool'd  and  beguil*d ;  by  him  thou,  I  by  thee^ 

To  trust  thee  from  my  side ;  imagin*d  wise. 

Constant,  mature,  proof  against  all  assaults ; 

And  understood  not  all  was  but  a  show, 

Rather  than  solid  virtue  ;  all  but  a  rib 

Crooked  by  nature,  bent,  as  now  appears, 

More  to  the  part  sinister,  from  me  drawn ; 

Well  if  thrown  out,  as  supernumerary 

To  my  just  number  found.     O  !  why  did  God, 

Creator  wise,  that  peopled  highest  Heaven 

With  spirits  masculine,  create  at  last 

Hiis  novelty  on  Earth,  this  fair  defect 

Of  Nature,  and  not  fill  the  world  at  once 

With  men,  as  angels,  without  feminine ;    ■ 

Or  find  some  other  way  to.  generate 

Mankind  ?  This  mischief  had  not  then  befall'n, 

And  more  that  shall  befall ;  innumerable 

Disturbances  on  Earth  through  female  snares. 

And  straight  conjunction  with  this  sex :  for  either 

He  never  shall  find  out  fit  mate,  but  such 

As  some  misfortune  brings  him,  or  mistake ; 

Or  whom  he  wishes  most  shall  seldom  gain 

Through  her  perverseness,  but  shall  see  her  gain'd 

By  a  &r  worse ;  or,  if  she  love,  withheld 

By  parents ;  or  his  happiest  choice  too  late 

Shall  meet,  already  Hrik'd  and  wedlock-bound 

To  a  fell  adversary,  his  hate  or  shame  ; 

Which  infinite  calamity  shall  cause 

To  human  life,  and  household  peace  confound." 

He  added  not,  and  from  her  tum*d ;  but  Eve, 
Not  so  repuls'd,  with  tears  that  ceas'd  not  flowing 
And  tresses  all  disorder'd,  at  his  feet 
Fell  humble ;  and,  embracing  tliem,  besought 
His  peace,  and  thus  proceeded  in  her  plaint. 

*'  Forsake  me  not  thus,  Adam  !  witness  Heaven 
What  love  sincere,  and  reverence  in  my  heart 
I  bear  thee,  and  unweeting  have  offended. 
Unhappily  deceivM !  Thy  suppliant 
I  beg,  and  clasp  thy  knees ;  bereave  me  not. 
Whereon  I  live,  thy  gentle  looks,  thy  aid, 
Tliy  counsel,  in  this  uttermost  distress. 
My  only  strength  and  stay  :  forlorn  of  thee, 
Wliither  shall  I  betake  me,  where  subsist? 
While  yet  we  live,  scarce  one  short  hour  perhaps, 
Between  us  two  let  there  be  peace ;  both  joining. 
As  joined  in  injuries,  one  enmity 
Against  a  foe  by  doom  express  assagn*d  us, 
Tliat  cruel  serpent :  on  me  exercise  not 
Hiy  hatred  for  this  misery  befall'n ; 
On  me  already  lost,  me  than  thyseljf 
More  miserable  !     Both  have  sinn*d ;  but  thou 
Against  God  only  ;  I  against  God  and  thee ; 
And  to  the  place  of  judgment  vrill  return. 
There  with  my  crimes  imp6rtune  Heaven ;  that  all 
The  sentence,  from  thy  head  remov'd,  may  light 
On  me,  sole  cause  to  thee  of  all  thb  woe ; 
Me,  me  only,  just  object  of  his  ire  !** 

She  ended  weeping ;  and  her  lowly  plight. 
Immoveable,  till  peace  obtain*d  from  Ikult 


Acknowledg'd  and  deplor'd,  in  Adam  wrongfat 
CommisenUion :  soon  his  heart  relented 
Towards  her,  his  life  so  late,  and  sole  delight. 
Now  at  his  feet  submissive  in  distress ; 
Creature  so  fiur  his  reconcilement  seekjpg. 
His  counsel,  whom  she  had  displeas'd,  fais  aid : 
As  one  disarm'd,  his  anger  all  he  lost. 
And  thus  with  peaceful  words  uprais'd  her  soon. 

**  Unwary,  and  too  desirous,  as  before. 
So  now  of  what  thou  know'st  not,  who  desir'at 
The  punishment  all  on  thyself;  alas ! 
Bear  thine  own  first,  ill  ^le  to  sustain 
His  full  wrath,  whose  thou  feel'st  as  yet  least  psft. 
And  my  displeasure  bear^st  so  ill.     If  pmycra 
Could  alter  high  decrees,  I  to  that  place 
Would  speed  before  thee,  and  be  louder  heard. 
That  on  my  head  all  might  be  visited ; 
Thy  frailty  and  infirmer  sex  forgiven. 
To  me  committed,  and  by  me  expos'd. 
But  rise ;  —let  us  no  more  contend,  nor  Uame 
Each  other,  blam*d  enough  elsewhere ;  but  strive 
In  offices  of  love,  how  we  may  lighten  ' 
Eacli  other's  burthen,  in  our  share  uf  woe ; 
Since  this  day*s  death  denounced,  if  aug^t  I  see. 
Will  prove  no  sudden,  but  a  slow  pac*d,  evil  ; 
A  long  day's  dying  to  augment  our  pain 
And  to  our  se^  (O  hapless  seed !)  deriv'd.** 

To  whom  thus  Eve,  recovering  heart,  replied. 
"  Adam,  by  sad  experiment  I  know 
How  little  weight  my  words  with  thee  can  find. 
Found  so  erroneous;  thence  by  just  event 
Found  so  unfortunate :  nevertheless, 
Restor'd  by  thee,  vile  as  I  am,  to  place 
Of  new  acceptance,  hopeful  to  r^ain 
Ihy  love,  the  sole  contentment  of  my  heart 
Living  or  dying,  from  thee  I  will  not  hide 
What  thoughts  in  my  unquiet  breast  are  risen. 
Tending  to  some  relief  of  our  extremes. 
Or  end ;  though  sharp  and  sad,  yet  tolerable. 
As  in  our  evils,  and  of  easier  choioe. 
If  care  of  our  descent  perplex  us  most. 
Which  must  be  bom  to  certain  woe,  devomr'd 
By  Death  at  last ;  and  miserable  it  w. 
To  be  to  others  cause  of  misery. 
Our  own  begotten,  and  of  our  loins  to  bring 
Into  this  cursed  world  a  woeful  race. 
That  after  wretched  life  must  be  at  last 
Food  for  so  foul  a  monster ;  in  thy  power 
It  lies,  yet  ere  conception  to  prevent 
Hie  race  unblest,  to  being  yet  unbi^oc. 
Childless  thou  art,  childless  remun  :  so 
Shall  be  decciv'd  his  glut,  and  with  us  two 
Be  forc'd  to  satisfy  his  ravenous  maw. 
But  if  thou  judge  it  hard  and  diilicult. 
Conversing,  looking,  loving,  to  abstain 
From  love's  due  rites,  nupcUl  embraces 
And  with  desire  to  languish  without  hope^ 
Before  the  present  object  languishing 
With  Hke  desire  ;  which  would  be  nusery 
And  torment  less  than  none  of  what  we  dread  : 
Hien,  both  ourselves  and  seed  at  once  to  free 
From  what  we  fear  for  both,  let  us  make  short, 
Let'us  seek  Death  ;— or,  he  not  found,  supply 
With  our  own  hands  his  office  on  ourselTes ; 
Why  stand  we  longer  shivering  under  fears. 
That  show  no  end  but  death,  and  have  the  powrer. 
Of  many  ways  to  die  the  shortest  choosing. 
Destruction  with  destruction  to  destroy  ?**  — 

She  ended  here,- or  vehement  -despair 
Broke  off  the  rest :  so  much  of  death  her  thougar^ 
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HmI  coistui'd,  ••  dy*d  her  dwekt  with  pale. 
But  Aikn,  with  such  oodiimI  nothing  swmy'dy 
To  better  bopa  his  more  attentive  mind 
libooriag  had  rab'd ;  and  thus  to  Eve  replied. 

**  Ert,  tfaj  contempt  of  life  and  pleasure  seems 
To  sfoe  in  thee  aomediing  more  sublime 
Aai  excellent,  than  what  £7  mind  contemns  ; 
R«t  Klf-destruccitm  therefore  sought,  refutes 
ThM.  accUcnce  thought  in  thee ;  and  implies, 
Hot  Aj  oootempc,  but  angiiinh  and  regret 
For  kai  of  fife  and  pleasure  overlov'd. 
Or  if  thou  covet  death,  as  utmost  end 
Of  ouaery,  so  thinking  to  evade 
The  pensltj  pronounc'd ;  doubt  not  but  God 
&di  wiielier  azm*d  his  vengeful  ire,  than  so 
To  be  fbicstaU'd ;  much  more  I  fear  lest  death, 
So  flatcb'd,  wiU  not  eiempt  us  from  the  pain 
We  ve  by  doom  to  pay  ;  rather,  such  acts 
Of  cootumacy  will  provoke  the  Highest 
To  laske  dei^  in  us  live :  tlien  let  us  seek 
Sooie  tdier  resolutioa,  which  methinks 
I  ksfe  m  view,  calling  to  mind  with  heed 
hit  of  oar  sentence,  that  thy  seed  shall  bruise 
I)*  serpent's  head ;  piteous  amends !  unless 
Be  nesiit,  whom  I  conjecture,  our  grand  foe, 
fan ;  wbo^  in  the  serpent,  lurth  contriv'd 
AfUMt  us  this  deceit :  to  crush  his  head 
VuuU  be  rrrenge  indeed !  which  will  be  lost 
%  death  brought  00  ourselves,  or  childless  days 
BadT'd,  as  thou  propooest ;  so  our  foe 
ftiU  'icspe  hb  punishment  ordain'd,  and  we 
iMesd  ihall  double  ours  upon  our  heads. 
Ko  more  be  mendoo'd  then  of  violence 
A^fiimt  oursdves ;  and  wilful  bammness, 
1W  cati  OS  off  from  hope ;  and  savours  only 
BucDar  sad  pride,  impatience  and  despite, 
BeUKtmoe  agsinst  God  and  his  just  yoke 
U  OB  our  necks.     Remember  with  what  mild 
<^  fiaootts  temper  he  both  heard,  and  judg*d, 
WRhoot  wmth  or  reviling ;  we  eipected 
Ismediste  dissolution,  which  we  thought 
Wa  oBcant  by  death  that  day ;  when  lo !  to  thee 
ha%  onlj  in  child-bearing  were  foretold, 
iad  brin^iing  forth  ;  soon  recompens'd  with  joy, 
Fnm  of  tiby  womb :  on  me  the  curse  aslope 
Ctue'd  on  the  ground ;  with  labour  I  must  earn 
Vj  bicad ;  what  harm  ?  Idleness  had  been  worse  ; 
Hj  labour  wiO  sustain  me ;  and,  lest  cold 
^  Wst  dioald  injure  ua,  his  timely  care 
H^  nnbesoqght,  provided ;  and  his  bands 
Qah'i  us  unwoftiiy,  pitying  while  he  judg*d ; 
Bov  ouch  more  if  we  prey  him,  will  his  ear 
^  ^KD,  and  his  heart  to  pity  incline, 
Aad  teiefa  us  further  by  what  means  to  shun 
^  iacknent  srasons,  rain,  ice,  hail,  and  snow? 
^^  now  the  sky,  vrxtfa  various  fiux,  begins 
To  ibow  Of  in  this  mountain ;  while  the  winds 
Bbw  taoA  and  keen,  shaltering  the  graceful  locks 
Of  tbeie  6ir  ipraading  trees ;  ilHuch  bids  us  seek  • 
^"^  better  shroud,  some  better  warmth  to  cherish 
Ov  finfai  bennnm'd,  ere  this  diurnal  star 
^oweoU  the  nigfat,  how  we  his  gather'd  beams 
Hiiiecttd  way  wMi  matter  sere  foment ; 
Or.  by  csffiaon  of  two  bodies,  grind 
^  sir  sttiile  to  fire ;  as  late  &  doods 
hMiaai^  or  podi'd  with  winds,  rude  in  their  shock, 
'tW  the  siaat  lightning ;   whose   thwart  flame. 
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Which  might  supply  the  Sua :  such  fire  to  use. 
And  what  may  else  be  remedy  or  cure 
To  evib  which  our  own  misdeeds  have  wrought. 
He  will  inkfaruct  us  preying,  and  of  grece 
Beseeching  him ;  so  as  we  need  not  fear 
To  pass  commodiously  this  life,  sustained 
By  him  with  many  comforts,  till  we  end 
In  dust,  our  final  rest  and  native  home. 
What  better  can  we  do,  than,  to  the  place 
Repairing  where  he  judg'd  us,  prostrate  fall 
Before  him  reverent ;  and  there  confess 
Humbly  our  fiiults,  and  pardon  b^  ;  with  tears 
Watering  the  ground,  and  with  our  sighs  the  ur 
Frequenting,  sent  from  hearts  contrite,  in  sign 
Of  s(»TOw  unfeign'd,  and  humiliation  meek? 
Undoubtedly  he  will  relent,  and  turn 
From  his  displeasure ;  in  whose  looks  serene, 
When  angry  most  he  seem'd  and  most  severe, 
What  else  but  favour,  grace,  and  mercy,  shone  ?* 

So  spake  our  father  penitent ;  nor  Eve 
Felt  less  remorse :  they,  forthwith  to  the  place 
Repairing  where  he  judg*d  them,  prostrate  fell 
Before  him  reverent ;  and  both  confess*d 
Humbly  their  faults,  and  pardon  b^g*d ;  with  tean 
Watering  the  ground,  and  with  their  sighs  the  air 
FVequenting,  sent  fnnn  hearts  contrite,  in  ugn 
Of  sorrow  unfeign'd,  and  humiliation  meek. 


Book  XI. 

Jfie  jtrgumefU, 

The  Son  of  God  presents  to  his  Father  the  prayers 
of  our  first  parents  now  repenting,  and  inter-' 
cedes  for  them :  God  accepts  them,  but  declares 
that  they  roust  no  longer  abide  in  Pafadise ;  sends 
Michael  with  a  band  of  cherubim  to  dispossess 
them ;  but  first  to  reveal  to  Adam  future  things : 
Bfichael's  coming  down.  Adam  shows  to  Eve 
certain  ominous  signs;  he  discerns  Michael's 
qyproach ;  goes  out  to  meet  him :  the  angel  de- 
nounces their  departure.  Eve*s  lamentation. 
Adam  pleads,  but  submits ;  the  angel  leads  him 
up  to  a  high  hill ;  sets  before  him  in  vision  what 
shall  happen  till  the  Flood. 

Thus  they,  in  lowliest  plight,  repentant  stood 
Preying ;  for  from  the  mercywseat  above 
Prevement  grace  descending  had  remov'd 
The  stony  from  their  hearts,  and  made  new  flesh 
Regenerate  grow  instead ;  that  sighs  now  breath'd 
Unutterable  ;  which  the  spirit  of  prayer 
Inspir'd,  and  wing*d  for  Heaven  with  speedier  flight 
Than  loudest  oratory :  yet  their  port 
Not  of  mean  suitors ;  nor  important  less 
8eem*d  their  petition,  than  when  the  ancient  pair 
In  fables  old,  less  ancient  yet  than  these, 
Deucalion  and  chaste  Pyrrha,  to  restore 
The  race  of  mankind  drown*d,  before  the  shrine 
Of  Themis  stood  devout.     To  Heaven  their  prayons 
Flew  up,  nor  miss*d  the  way,  by  envious  winds 
Blown  vagabond  or  frustrate :  in  they  paas'd 
DimensionlesB  through  hearenly  doors ;  then  clad 
With  incense,  where  the  golden  altar  fum'd. 
By  their  great  Intercessor,  came  in  sight 
Before  the  Father's  throne :  them  the  glad  Son 
IVeaenting,  thus  to  intercede  b^^  ["pmnR 

**  See,  Father,  what  first-fruits  on  Earth    are 
From  tfc7  imphmted  grace  in  Man  ;  these  sighs 
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And  prayers,  whidi  in  tins  golden  censer,  mix'd 
With  incense,  I  thy  priest  before  thee  btiag ; 
IVuits  of  more  pleasing  saTour,  from  thy  seed 
Sown  with  contrition  in  his  heart,  than  diose 
Which,  his  own  hand  manuring,  all  the  trees 
Of  Paradise  could  have  produc'd  ere  fidl'n 
From  innocence.     Now,  therefore,  bend  thine  ear 
To  supplication ;  hear  his  sighs,  ^ugh  mute ; 
Unskilfid  with  what  words  to  pray,  let  me 
Interpret  for  him ;  me,  his  advocate 
And  propitiation ;  all  his  works  on  me, 
Good,  or  not  good,  ingraft ;  my  merit  those 
Shall  perfect,  and  for  these  my  death  shall  pay. 
Accept  me ;  and,  in  me,  from  these  recdve 
The  smell  of  peace  toward  mankind :  let  him  live 
Before  thee  recoocil'd,  at  least  his  days 
Number'd  though  sad ;  till  death,  his  doom,  (which  I 
To  mitigate  thus  plead,  not  to  reverse,) 
To  better  life  shall  yield  him  :  where  with  me 
All  my  redeem 'd  may  dwell  in  joy  and  bliss ; 
Made  one  with  me,  as  I  with  tlKe  am  one." 

To  whom  the  Father,  without  cloud,  serene. 
"  All  thy  request  for  Man,  accepted  Son, 
Obtain  ;  all  thy  request  was  my  decree : 
But,  longer  in  that  Paradise  to  dwell. 
The  law  I  gave  to  Nature  him  forbids : 
Those  pure  immortal  elements,  that  know 
No  gross,  no  unharmonious  mixture  foul. 
Eject  him,  tainted  now ;  and  purge  him  off. 
As  a  distemper,  gross,  to  air  as  gross. 
And  mortal  food ;  as  may  dispose  him  best 
For  dissolution  wrought  by  sin,  that  first 
Distemper'd  all  things,  and  of  incorrupt 
Comipted.     I,  at  first,  with  two  fair  ffSU 
Created  him  endow'd  ;  with  happiness. 
And  immortality :  that  fondly  lost. 
This  other  serv'd  but  to  eternize  woe  ; 
Till  I  provided  death  :  so  deatli  becomes 
His  final  remedy :  and,  after  life. 
Tried  in  sharp  tribulation,  and  refin*d 
By  faith  and  fiuthAd  works,  to  second  lifie, 
Wak*d  in  the  renovation  of  the  just. 
Resigns  him  up'with  Heaven  and  Earth  renew'd. 
But  let  us  call  to  ^nod  all  the  blest, 
Through  Heaven's  wide  bounds :  from  them  I  will 

not  hide 
My  judgments ;  how  with  mankind  I  proceed. 
As  how  with  peccant  angels  late  they  saw, 
And  in  their  state^  though  firm,   stood  more  con- 
firm'd.** 

He  ended,  and  the  Son  gave  signal  high 
To  the  bright  minister  that  watch*d ;  he  blew 
His  trumpet,  heard  in  Oreb  since  perh^» 
When  God  descended,  and  perhaps  once  more 
To  sound  at  general  doom.     The  angelic  blast 
Fill'd  aU  the  regions:  from  their  bli^ful  bowen 
Of  amarantine  shade^  fountain  or  spring, 
By  the  waten  of  life^  where'er  they  sat 
In  fellowahips  of  joy,  the  sons  of  light 
Hasled,  resorting  to  the  sunmu>ns  high : 
And  took  their  seats :  till  from  his  throne  supreme 
The  Afanigfaty  thus  pronounc'd  his  sovran  wilL 

**  O  sons,  like  ooe  of  us  Man  is  become 
To  know  both  good  and  evil,  since  his  taste 
Of  that  defended  fruit ;  but  let  him  boast 
His  knowledge  of  good  lost,  and  evil  got ; 
Happier !  ^had  it  sudfic'd  him  to  have  known 
Good  by  itself,  and  evil  not  stall. 
He  sorrows  now,  repents,  and  pnys  contrite^ 
My  motions  in  him ;  longer  than  they  move, 


His  heart  I  know,  how  wiable  and  vain, 
Self-left.     Lest  therelbre  his  now  bolder  hna 
Beach  also  of  the  tree  of  Ufie,  and  eat. 
And  live  for  ever,  dream  a|^  least  to  live 
For  ever,  to  remove  him  Pdecree^ 
And  send  him  from  the  garden  forth  to  till 
The  ground  whence  he  was  taken,  fitter  soil. 

"  >Iichael,  this  my  behest  have  thou  in  cbaipi 
Take  to  thee  from  among  the  cherubim 
Hiy  choice  of  flaming  warrioura,  lest  the  fiend, 
Or  in  behalf  of  Man,  cnr  to  invade 
Vacant  possession,  aasne  new  trouble  raise ; 
Haste  thee,  and  firom  the  I^radise  of  God 
Without  remorse  drive  out  the  sinfiil  pair ; 
From  hallow'd  ground  the  unholy ;  and  denoanoi 
To  them,  and  to  their  progeny,  from  thence 
Perpetual  banishment.     Yet,  lest  they  fiunt 
At  the  sad  sentence  rigorously  urg'd, 
(For  I  behold  them  sofren'd,  and  with  tears 
Bewailing  their  excess,)  all  terrour  Wdt, 
If  patiently  thy  bidding  they  obey. 
Dismiss  them  not  disconsolate ;  reveal 
To  Adam  what  shall  come  in  friture  days^ 
As  I  shall  thee  enlighten ;  intermix 
My  covenant  in  the  woman's  seed  renew'd : 
So  send  them  finrth,  though  sorrowing  yctin  pesoit 
And  on  the  east  side  of  the  garden  plai^ 
Where  entrance  up  from  Eden,  easiest  dimbi^ 
Cherubic  watch ;  and  of  a  sword  the  BMiat 
Wide-vraving ;  all  i^roadi  far  off  to  fright. 
And  guard  all  passage  to  the  tree  of  life : 
Lest  I^aradne  a  rec^tade  prove 
To  spirits  foul,  and  all  my  trees  their  prey ; 
M^th  whose  stolen  fruit  man  once  more  to  ddode." 

He  ceas'd ;  and  the  arch-angelic  power  prepar'd 
For  swift  descent ;  with  him  die  cohort  bright 
Of  watdiftil  dierubim :  four  faces  each 
Had,  l^e  a  double  Janus ;  aU  their  shape 
Spangled  vrith  eyes  more  numerous  than  diose 
Of  Argus,  and  more  wakeful  than  to  drouse, 
Chazm'd  with  Arcadian  pipe^  the  pastoral  reed  ' 
Of  Hermes,  or  his  opiate  rod.     Meanwhile 
To  re-salute  the  world  with  sacred  lig^it, 
Leuoothea  wak'd ;  and  with  fresh  devrs  embahn'd 
Hie  Earth ;  when  Adam  and  first  matron  Eve 
Had  ended  now  dieir  orisons,  and  found 
Strength  added  from  above ;  new  hope  to  spring 
Out  <^  de^Mur ;  joy,  but  vrith  fear  yet  link*d ; 
Which  thus  to  Eve  his  welcome  Words  renew'd. 

"  Eve,  easily  may  fidth  admit,  that  all 
Tlie  good  whidi  we  enjoy,  firom  Heaven  desceodi 
But,  that  from  us  aught  should  ascend  to  Heaveo 
So  prevalent  as  to  concern  the  mind 
Of  God  high-bleat,  or  to  incline  his  will. 
Hard  to  belief  may  seem ;  yet  this  will  prayer 
Or  one  short  sigh  of  human  breath,  upborne 
Even  to  the  seat  of  God.     For  since  I  sought 
By  prayer  the  offended  Deity  to  ^peaae ; 
kneel'd,  and  before  him  humbled  all  my  heart; 
Methought  I  saw  him  jdacable  and  mild. 
Bending  his  ear ;  persuasion  in  me  grew 
That  I  was  heard  with  fiivour ;  peace  retura*d 
Home  to  my  breast,  and  to  my  memory 
His  promise^  that  thy  seed  sh^  bruise  our  foe ; 
Which,  then  not  minded  in  dismay,  yet  now 
Assures  me  that  the  bitterness  of  death 
Is  past,  and  we  shall  live.     Whence  hail  to  thee. 
Eve  rightly  call'd,  mother  of  all  mankind. 
Mother  of  all  things  living,  since  by  thee 
Man  is  to  live ;  ai^  all  things  live  for  Man.** 
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To  whom  thos  Eve  with  nd  demomour  meek. 
**  Dl-worthy  I  such  tide  should  belong 
To  me  transgimaor ;  who^  for  thee  oraaiii'd 
A  hdpy  becuDe  thy  snare ;  to  roe  reproadi 
Bitber  beloi^s,  distrust,  and  all  dispjaise : 
Bat  infinite  in  pardon  was  my  judge, 
Tlat  I,  who  fint  brought  death  on  all,  am  grac*d 
IV  90uree  of  Ufe ;  next  favourable  thou, 
Uln  highly  thus  to  entitle  me  Touchsaf' st, 
Fr  odicr  name  deserving.     But  the  field 
To  Isbour  oalb  in,  now  with  sweat  impos'd, 
Untigfa  after  sleepless  ni|^t ;  for  see !  the  Mom, 
M&  ttDconccm'd  with  our  unrest,  begins 
Her  rosy  |iiqgi€as  sniling :  let  us  forth ; 
I  arfcr  from  thy  side  henceforth  to  stray. 
Where'er  our  <jby*s  work  lies,*  though  now  enjoin*d 
Lsfaoriotts  till  day  droop ;  while  here  we  dwell, 
Whit  osn  be  toflsome  in  diese  pleasant  walks  ? 
Here  let  us  livc^  though  in  fall*n  state,  content.*' 

So  spake,  so  vriah'd  much-humbled  Eve ;  but  Fate 
3abtmb*d  not ;  Naiture  first  gave  signs,  impreasM 
On  hud,  beait,  air  ;  air  suddenly  eclips*d, 
iAer  fhort  Uitrii  of  mom  :  nigh  in  her  sight 
Tbe  bird  of  Jove,  stoop'd  from  his  aery  tour. 
Two  biids  of  gnycBt  plume  before  him  drove ; 
Omu  from  a  faOl  the  beast  that  reigns  in  woods, 
FiTit  hunter  then,  pursu'd  a  gentle  brace 
Goodliest  of  all  the  forest,  hart  and  hind 
Direct  to  the  fitfam  gate  was  bent  their  flight 
A<bm  obserr'dy  and  with  his  eye  the  chase 
Pkmoinib  not  unmov'd,  to  Eve  thus  spake. 

**  0  JS,itf  aome  further  change  awaits  us  nigh,. 
Which  Heaven,  by  these  mute  signs  in  Nature^ 


Forenfflaos  of  his  purpoae ;  or  to  vram 
t\  fasply  loo  secure,  oir  our  discharge 
Fim  penalty,  because  from  death  releas'd 
Sme  di^i ;  how  long,  and  what  till  then  our  life, 
^"ho  knows?  or  more  than  this,  that  we  are  dust. 
And  thither  must  retnm,  and  be  no  more  ? 
Wb?  eUe  this  double  object  in  our  si^t 
Of  fight  pursued  in  the  air,  and  o'er  the  ground, 
One  way  the  self-aamr  hour?  why  in  the  east- 
I^vkaes  ere  di^'s  mid>course,  and  morning-light 
M«e  orient  in  yon  western  cloud,  that  draws 
(Xer  the  blue  fimiament  a  ndiant  white, 
Aad  slow  dfacmds  vrith  something  heavenly 
fran^it?** 

Hccrr'dnot;  Ibr  by  this  the  heavenly  bands 
Qvwii  fioo'a  sky  of  jasper  lighted  now 
In  IVadise,  and  on  a  hOl  made  halt ; 
A  jdoriotts  apparition,  had  not  doubt 
Aod  carnal  ftar  that  day  dimm'd  Adam's  eye. 
Hot  that  more  glofioa%  when  the  angels  met 
iaeob  in  Msiianaim,  where  he  saw 
^  idd  pavilion'd  vrith  his  guardians  bright ; 
Xw  ihst,  which  on  the  flaming  mount  appear'd 
Is  Doihaa,  covtr'd  with  a  camp  of  fire, 
Afnast  the  Syrian  king,  who  to  surprise 
One  ana,  ssiassin  lile,  had  levied  war, 
Wir  aaprodaim'd.     The  princely  hierarch 
la  thor  bright  stand  there  left  his  powers,  to  seixe 
^^^tamem  of  the  asnlcn  ;  he  alone. 
To  lad  whoe  Aikoa  riielter'd,  took  his  way, 
Xo  iinpuuii^d  of  Adam ;  whotoEve, 
Wide  the  great  visitant  approach'd,  thus  spake. 

"  Eve,  now  espcct  great  tidings,  which  perhaps 
or  OS  wQI  soon  deierunc,  or  impose 
^^Inrstobeohaav'd;  ftirldesoy. 
Fan  mil*  bUi«  doiid  dMt  vdls  the  hH], 


One  of  the  heavenly  host ;  and,  by  his  gall« 
None  of  the  meanest ;  some  great  potentate 
Or  of  the  thrones  above ;  such  majesty 
Invests  him  coming !  yet  not  terrible. 
That  I  should  fear ;  nor  sociably  mild. 
As  Raphael,  that  I  should  much  confide ; 
But  solemn  and  sublime ;  whom  not  to  oflfend. 
With  reverence  I  must  meet,  and  thou  retire." 

He  ended ;  and  the  arcb^uigel  soon  drew  nigli^ 
Not  in  his  shape  celestial,  but  as  man 
Clad  to  meet  man ;  over  his  lucid  arms 
A  military  vest  of  purple  flow'd. 
Livelier  than  Meliboean,  or  the  grain 
Of  Sarra,  worn  by  kings  and  heroes  old 
In  time  of  truce ;  Iris  had  dipt  the  woof; 
Hu  starry  helm  unbuckled  sbisw'd  him  primo 
In  manhood  where  youth  ended ;  by  his  side^ 
As  in  a  glistering  zodiac,  bung  the  sword, 
Satan's  dire  dread ;  and  in  his  hand  the  spear. 
Adam  bow'd  low ;  he,  kingly,  fitmi  his  state 
Indin'd  not,  but  his  coming  thus  dedar'd. 

**  Adam,  Heaven's  high  behest  no  prefiice  needs  i 
Sufficient  that  thy  prayers  are  heard ;  and  Death, 
Then  due  by  sentence  when  thou  didst  transgress^ 
Defeated  of  bis  seixure  many  days 
Given  diee  of  grace ;  wherein  thou  may'st  repent^ 
And  one  bad  act  with  many  deeds  well  done 
May'st  cover :  well  may  then  thy  Lord,  appeaa'd, 
Redeem  thee  quite  from  Death's  rapacious  claim  $ 
But  longer  in  this  Paradise  to  dvffll 
Permits  not :  to  remove  thee  I  am  come. 
And  send  thee  from  the  garden  forth  to  till 
The  ground  whence  thou  wast  taken,  fitter  soiL" 

He  added  not ;  for  Adam  at  the  news 
Heart-struck  with  dulling  gripe  of  sorrow  stood^ 
Hist  all  his  senses  bound ;  Eve,  who  unseen 
Tet  all  had  heard,  with  audible  lament 
Discover'd  soon  tfie  place  of  her  retire. 

<*  O  unexpected  stroke,  worse  than  of  Deathi 
Must  I  thus  leave  thee.  Paradise  ?  thus  leave 
Thee,  native  soil !  these  happy  walks  and  shade% 
Fit  haunt  of  gods  ?  where  I  had  hope  to  spends 
Quiet  though  sad,  the  respite  of  that  day 
That  must  be  mortal  to  us  both.     O  flowen^ 
That  never  will  in  other  climate  grow. 
My  early  visitation,  and  my  last 
At  even,  which  I  bred  up  with  tender  hand 
From  the  first  opening  bud,  and  gave  ye  names ! 
Who  now  shall  rear  ye  to  the  Sun,  or  rank 
Your  tzibes,  and  water  fixim  the  ambrosial  fount  ? 
Thee  lastly,  nuptial  bower !  by  me  adom'd 
With  what  to  sight  or  smell  was  sweet !  from  thee 
How  shall  I  part,  and  whither  wander  down 
Into  a  loWer  world ;  to  this  obscure 
And  wild  ?  how  shall  we  breathe  in  other  air 
Less  pure,  accustom  *d  to  immortal  fruits  ?" 

Whom  thus  the  angel  interrupted  mild. 
*'  Lament  not,  Eve,  but  patiently  resign 
What  justly  thou  hast  lost,  nor  set  tliy  hear^ 
Thus  over-fond,  on  that  wtiich  is  not  thine : 
Thy  going  is  not  lonely ;  with  thee  goes 
Thy  husband ;  him  to  follow  thou  art  bound ; 
Where  he  abides,  think  there  thy  native  soil." 

Adam,  by  this  from  the  cold  sudden  damp 
Recovering,  and  his  scatter'd  spirits  return *d. 
To  Michael  thus  his  humble  words  address'd. 

"  Celestia),  whether  among  the  thrones,  or  nam'd 
Of  them  the  highest ;  for  such  of  shape  may  seem 
Prince  above  princes !  gently  hast  thou  told 
Ihy  nessage^  whii;fa  mwbt  dae  in  telling  wound. 
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And  in  perfonning  end  us ;  what  besides 

Of  sorrow,  and  dejection,  and  despur^ 

Our  frailty  can  sustain,  thy  tidings  bring, 

Departure  from  diia  hi^py  place,  our  sweet 

Recess,  and  only  consolation  left 

Familiar  to  our  eyes !  all  places  else 

Inhospitable  appear,  and  desolate; 

Nor  knowing,  us,  nor  known :  and,  if  by  prayer 

Incessant  I  could  hope  to  change  the  will 

Of  him  who  all  things  can,  I  would  not  cease 

To  weary  him  wiUi  my  assiduous  cries : 

But  prayer  against  his  absolute  decree 

No  more  avafls  than  brea^  against  the  wind. 

Blown  stifling  back  on  him  that  breathes  it  forth : 

Therefore  to  his  great  bidding  I  submit 

Tliis  most  afflicts  me,  that,  departing  hence, 

As  from  his  face  I  shall  be  hid,  deprived 

His  blessed  countenance :  here  I  could  fifequent 

With  worship  place  by  place  where  he  vouchsaf  *d 

Presence  Dirine ;  and  to  my  sons  relate, 

*  On  this  mount  he  appear*d ;  under  this  tree 

Stood  visible ;  among  these  pines  his  voice 

I  heard ;  here  with  him  at  this  fountain  talk*d : 

So  many  grateful  altars  I  would  rear 

Of  grassy  turf,  and  pile  up  every  stone 

Of  lustre  from  the  brook,  in  memory 

Or  monument  to  ages ;  and  thereon 

Offer  sweet-smelling  gums,  and  fruits,  and  flowers : 

In  yonder  nether  world  where  shall  I  seek 

His  bright  appearances,  or  foot-step  trace? 

For  though  I  fled  him  angry,  yet,  recall'd 

To  life  prolong'd  and  promised  race,  I  now 

Gladly  bdiold  though  but  his  utmost  skirts 

Of  glory ;  and  fiir  oif  his  steps  adore.** 

To  whom  thus  Michael  with  regard  benign. 
**  Adam,  thou  know*st  Heaven  his,   and  all  the 

Earth; 
Not  this  rock  only ;  his  Omnipresence  fills 
Land,  sea,  and  air,  and  every  kind  that  lives, 
Fomented  by  his  virtual  power  and  warm'd : 
All  the  Earth  he  gave  thee  to  possess  and  rule. 
No  de^icable  gift ;  surmise  not  then 
His  presence  to  these  narrow  bounds  confin*d 
Of  Ruadise,  or  Eden  :  this  had  been 
Perhaps  thy  capital  seat,  from  whence  had  spread 
All  generations ;  and  had  hither  come 
From  all  the  ends  of  the  Earth,  to  celebrate 
And  reverence  thee,  thar  great  progenitor. 
But  this  pre-eminence  thou  hast  lost,  brought  down 
To  dwell  on  even  ground  now  with  thy  sons : 
Yet  doubt  not  but  in  valley,  and  in  plain, 
God  is,  as  here ;  and  will  be  found  alike 
Present ;  and  of  his  presence  many  a  sign 
Still  following  thee,  still  compassing  thee  round 
With  goodness  and  paternal  love.  Us  face 
Express,  and  of  his  steps  die  track  divine. 
Which  that  thou  may*st  believe,  and  be  confirm*d 
Ere  thou  from  hence  depart ;  know,  I  am  sent 
To  show  thee  what  shall  come  in  future  days 
To  thee,  and  to  thy  ofispring :  good  with  bad 
Expect  to  hear ;  supernal  grace  contending 
With  sinfulness  of  men ;  thereby  to  learn 
True  patience,  and  to  temper  joy  with  fear 
And  pious  sorrow;  equally  inur*d 
By  moderation  either  state  to  bear, 
Ptosperous  or  adverse :  so  shalt  thou  lead 
Safest  thy  life,  and  best  prepar'd  endure 
TTty  mortal  passage  when  it  comes.  —  Ascend 
Hus  hill ;  let  Eve  (for  I  have  drench*d  her  eyes) 
Here  sleep  below ;  while  thou  to  foresight  wak*8t ; 


As  once   thou    slept'st,    while  she  to  life  ms 
fbrm*d.'* 

To  whom  thus  Adam  gratefully  replied. 
'*  Ascend,  I  follow  thee,  safe  guide,  the  padi 
Thou  lead*st  me ;  and  to  the  hand  of  Heaven  submil, 
However  chastening ;  to  tiie  evil  turn 
My  obvious  breast;  arming  to  overomie 
By  suffering,  and  earn  rest  fiom  Idbour  woo. 
If  so  I  may  attain.**—  So  bodi  aacend 
In  the  visions  of  God.     It  was  a  hill. 
Of  Paradise  the  highest ;  from  whose  top 
The  hemisphere  of  Earth,  in  clearest  ken, 
Scretch*d  out  to  the  amplest  reach  of  prospect  1st. 
Not  higher  that  lull,  nor  wider  looking  round, 
Whereon,  for  different  cause,  the  Tempter  set 
Our  second  Adam,  in  the  wilderness ; 
To  show  him  all  Earth*s  kingdoms,  and  their  glory. 
His  eye  might  tliere  command  wherever  stood 
City  of  old  or  modem  fame,  the  seat 
Of  mightiest  empire,  from  the  destin'fl  walls 
Of  Cainbolu,  seat  of  Cathaian  Can, 
And  Samardund  by  Oxus,  Temir*s  throng 
To  Paquin  of  Sinvan  kings ;  and  thence 
To  Agra  and  Labor  of  great  Mogul, 
Down  to  the  golden  Chersonese ;  or  when 
TItc  Persian  in  Ecbatan  sat,  or  since 
In  Hispahan ;  or  where  the  Russian  kaar 
In  Mosco ;  or  the  sultan  in  Bizance^ 
Turchcstan-boni ;  nor  could  his  eye  not  ken 
Tlie  empire  of  Negus  to  his  utmost  port 
Ercoco,  and  the  less  maritim  kings 
Mombaza,  and  Quiloa,  and  Melind, 
And  Sofala,  thought  Ophir,  to  the  realm 
Of  Congo,  and  Angola  farthest  south  ; 
Or  thence  ftom  Niger  flood  to  Atlas  mount 
The  kingdoms  of  Almansor,  Fes  and  Sus, 
Morocco,  and  Algiers,  and  XVemisen  ; 
On  Europe  thence,  and  where  Rome  was  to  svay 
The  world :  in  spirit  po'haps  he  also  saw 
Rich  Mexico,  the  seat  of  Montesume^ 
And  Cusco  in  Peru,  the  richer  seat 
Of  Atabalipa ;  and  yet  unspoil*d 
Guiana,  whose  great  dty  Geryon*s  sons 
Call  El  Dorado.     But  to  nobler  si^ts 
Michael  from  Adam's  eyes  the  film  nasiov'd, 
Which  that  false  fruit  that  promis*d  clearer  sight 
Had  bred ;  then  purg*d  with  euphia^  and  rue 
The  visual  nerve,  for  he  had  much  to  see ; 
And  from  the  vrell  of  life  three  drops  instiird. 
So  deep  the  power  of  diese  ingredients  pierc'd. 
Even  to  the  inmost  seat  of  mental  si^^ 
That  Adam,  now  enforc*d  to  dose  his  eyes, 
Sunk  down,  and  all  his  spirits  became  entranc'd ; 
But  him  the  gentle  angel  by  the  hand 
Soon  rais*d,  and  his  attention  thus  recall*d. 

"  Adam,  now  ope  thine  eyes ;  and  first  behold 
Hie  effects,  which  thy  original  crime  hatfa  wrought 
In  some  to  spring  from  thee ;  who  never  touch'd 
The  excepted  tree ;  nor  with  the  snake  conspir*d ; 
Nor  sinn*d  thy  sin ;  yet  from  that  sin  derive 
Corruption,  to  bring  forth  more  vi<dent  deeds.* 

His  eyes  be  open*d,  and  beheld  a  field. 
Part  araible  and  tilth,  whereon  were  sheaves 
New  reap*d ;  the  other  part  sheep-walks  and  folds ; 
I*  the  midst  an  altar  as  the  land-mark  stood 
Rustic,  of  grassy  sord ;  thither  anon 
A  sweaty  reaper  from  lus  tillage  brought 
First  fruits,  the  green  ear,  and  the  yellow  sheaf, 
Uncull*d,  as  came  to  band ;  a  shepherd  next. 
More  meek,  came  with  the  fintUngs  of  hb  flock. 


Book  XI. 


PARADISE  LOST. 


101 


OnccftoidlMrt;  then,  aMnHciiig,  laid 
1W  iawmk  and  their  fiit,  with  inoenae  atrow'd. 
On  Che  cleft  wood,  and  all  due  rites  perfbrm'd : 
His  odcriag  aooo  inopitioiis  fire  from  Heaven 
Cooram*d  with  nimble  glance,  and  grateful  steam ; 
Ite  odier*s  not,  for  his  was  not  sincere ; 
VlcRst  he  inlj  rag*d,  and,  as  they  ta&'d, 
Sawce  him  into  the  midriiT  with  a  stone 
'Dm  best  out  life !  he  fell ;  and,  deadly  pale, 
GroKi'd  oat  his  soul  with  gushing  blood  eSiis*d» 
VtKfa  at  that  sight  was  Adam  in  his  heart 
ttmsj'd,  and  thus  in  hsste  to  the  angel  cried. 

"  0  teacher,  some  great  mischief  hath  befall'n 
To  tfast  me^  man,  who  well  had  sacrificed  ; 
h  piecjr  thus  and  pure  devotion  paid  ?** 

To  whom  Michael  thus,  he  also  moVd,  replied. 
**  Thfae  two  are  brethren,  Adam,  and  to  come 
Ont  of  ihy  loins ;  the  unjust  the  just  hath  slain. 
For  cmy  that  his  brother's  offering  found 
Frain  Heaven  acceptance ;  but  the  bloody  iaet 
^U  be  avcng'd ;  and  the  other's  faith,  approv'd, 
Loie  DO  reward ;  though  here  thou  see  him  die, 
BoUing  in  dust  and  gore."     To  which  our  sire. 

**  AJas !  both  for  the  deed,  and  for  the  cause ! 
Bat  have  I  now  seen  Death  ?  Is  this  the  way 
I  muft  return  to  native  dust?  O  sight 
Of  terrour,  foul  and  ugly  to  behold. 
Horrid  to  think,  how  horrible  to  fed  !*' 

To  whom  thus  lAidMeL  *f  Death  thou  hast  seen 
Id  hit  firrt  shape  on  Man ;  but  many  thapw 
or  Dcsth,  and  many  are  the  ways  that  lead 
To  his  grim  cave,  all  dismal ;  yet  to  sense 
More  terrible  at  the  entrance,  than  withm. 
^^Moe,  as  thou  saw'st,  by  violent  stroke  shall  die  ; 
Bv  fire,  flood,  fhmine,  1^  intemperance  more 
In  meato  anddrinka,  which  on  the  Earth  shall  bring 
l^i^tsei  dire,  of  wliic^  a  monstrous  crew 
I'^vv  thee  shall  appear ;  that  thou  may'st  know 
^'hA  nusery  the  inabatinenoe  of  Eve 
^1  bring  on  men."     Immediately  a  place 
Mm  his  eyes  appear'd,  sad,  noisome,  dark  ; 
A  inarJwuse  it  oecm'd ;  wherein  were  Uud 
NunfacrsafaUdisees'd:  all  maladies 
<>f  ghsttlj  ipasm,  or  racing  torture,  qualma 
(^hcsrt-sick  agony,  all  fevmus  kinds, 
( ^nTolaoos,  epilepsies,  fierce  catarrhs, 
Ircttoe  «ooe  and  ulcer,  colic-pangs, 
Ik-Bioaisc  phrensy,  moping  melancholy, 
And  timon  stiuck  madness,  pining  atrophy^ 
^^^'MDUi,  md  wide-wasting  pesUlence, 
Dnipae^  and  asthmas,  and  joint-racking  rheums. 
I>rr  VIS  the  tossing,  deep  the  groans ;  Despair 
Tended  the  sick  busiest  firom  couch  to  couch  ; 
Atd  over  ihcm  triumphant  Death  his  dart 
•^nA,  but  delay'd  to  strike,  though  oft  invok'd 
ViA  vowi,  as  their  chief  good,  and  final  hope. 
^  «>  iWfcrm  what  heart  of  rock  could  long 
j^F^dbthoU?  Adam  could  not,  but  wept, 
^"■gb  not  of  woman  bom ;  compassion  quell'd 
^  ^^^  of  man,  and  gave  him  up  to  tears 
•^  ^"^  tai  firmer  thoughts  restrain'd  excess ; 
'^  KSRe  rsoovcring  words,  his  plaint  renew'd. 

''O  BdMible  flsankind,  to  what  faU 
^ndsd,  10  what  wretched  state  rcserv'd ! 
^^  nd  bse  unborn.     Whj  is  life  given 
Tobe  ihas  wtmied  from  us?  rather,  why  . 
<KxnidcdoomthQs?  who,  if  we  knew 
1*^  •*  reeciv^  would  either  not  accept 
Uccffer*d,orsaoabegtol^Hdown; 
^^lobesodinMas'dinpcace.     Can  thus 


The  image  of  God  in  Man,  created  once 
So  goodly  and  erect,  though  faulty  since, 
To  such  unsi^^y  sufferings  be  debes'd 
Under  inhuman  pains  ?  Why  should  not  Many 
Retaining  still  divine  similitude 
In  part,  from  such  deformities  be  fi«e. 
And,  fbr  his  Maker's  image  sake,  exempt  ?' 
<*  Their   Maker's  image,"  answer'd  Midiael, 
"then 
Forvook  them,  when  themselves  they  vilified 
To  serve  ungovem'd  Appetite ;  and  took 
His  image  whom  they  serv'd,  a  brutish  ricc^ 
Inductive  mainly  to  the  sin  of  Eve. 
Hierefore  so  abject  is  their  punishment, 
Disfiguring  not  Crod's  likeness,  but  their  own ; 
Or  if  his  likeness,  by  themselves  defac'd ; 
While  they  pervert  pure  Nature's  healthftil  rules 
To  loathsome  sickness ;  worthily,  since  they 
God's  image  did  not  reverence  in  themselves." 
**  I  yield  it  just,"  said  Adam,  "and  submit. 
But  is  there  yet  no  other  way,  besides 
These  painful  passages,  how  we  may  come 
To  death,  and  mix  with  our  connatural  dust  ?" 

"  There  is,"  said  Michael,  «•  if  thou  weU  observe 
The  rule  of  Not  too  muck  ;  by  temperance  taught. 
In  what  thou  eat'st  and  dnnk'st;  seeking  from 

thence 
Due  nourishment,  not  gluttonous  delight^ 
Till  many  years  over  thy  head  return : 
So  may'st  thou  live ;  tiU,  like' ripe  fruit,  thou  drop 
Into  thjr  mother's  lap ;  or  be  with  ease 
Gather *d,  not  harshly  pluck'd ;  for  death  mature  t 
TtoM  is  Old  Age ;  but  then,  thou  must  outlive 
Thy  youth,  thy  strength,  thy  beauty ;  which  wtU 

change 
To  wither'd,  weak,  and  gray ;  thy  senses  then. 
Obtuse,  all  taste  of  pleasure  must  forego^ 
To  what  thou  hast;  and,  for  the  air  of  youtl^ 
Hopeful  and  cheerful  in  thy  blood  will  reign 
A  melancholy  damp  of  cold  and  dry 
To  weigh  thy  spirits  down,  and  last  consuma 
The  balm  of  life."     To  whom  our  ancestor. 

"  Henceforth  I  fiy  not  death,  nor  would  proloDg 
Life  much ;  bent  rather,  how  I  may  be  quit, 
Fairest  and  easiest  of  this  cumbrous  charge; 
Which  I  must  keep  till  my  ^>pointed  day 
Of  rendering  up,  and  patiently  attend 
My  dissolution."     Michael  replied.  [Iiv'>t» 

"  Nor  love  thy  life,  nor  hate ;  but  what  diou 
Live  well ;  how  long,  or  short,  permit  to  Heaven: 
Aiui  now  prepare  thee  for  another  sighL" 

He  look'd,  and  saw  a  spacious  plam,  whereon 
Were  tents  of  various  hue ;  by  some^  were  herds 
Of  cattle  grasing;  others,  whence  the  sound 
Of  instruments,  that  made  melodious  chime. 
Was  heard,  of  harp  and  organ ;  and,  who  mov'd 
Their  stops  and  chords,  was  seen ;  his  volant  touchy 
Instinct  throu^^  all  proportions,  low  and  high, 
Fled  and  pursued  transverse  the  resonant  fiigue. 
In  other  part  stood  one  who,  at  the  forge 
Labouring,  two  massy  clods  of  iron  and  brass 
Had  melted,  (whether  found  where  casual  fire 
Had  wasted  woods  on  mountsin  or  in  vale, 
Down  to  the  veins  of  Earth ;  thence  gliding  hot 
To  some  cave's  mouth ;  or  whether  wash'd  by  stream 
From  underground ;)  the  liquid  ore  he  drain'd 
Into  fit  moulds  prepar'd ;  fiom  which  he  form'd 
first  his  own  toob;  then,   what  might  else  be 

wrought 
Fusil  or  graven  in  metaL     Ahet  these, 
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But  on  the  hither  ade,  «  diffbrent  lurt  [wBt, 

From  the  bi^  naghbourios  hiUa,  which  waa  their 
Down  to  the  plain  descended ;  by  their  guise 
Just  men  they  aeem'd,  and  all  their  study  bent 
To  worship  God  aright,  and  know  his  works 
Not  hid ;  nor  those  things  last,  whidi  might  preserve 
Freedom  and  peace  to  men :  they  on  the  plain 
Long  had  not  walk'd,  when  from  the  tents,  behold! 
A  bevy  of  fair  women,  richly  gay 
In  gems  and  wanton  dress ;  to  the  harp  they  sung 
Soft  amorous  ditties,  and  in  dance  came  on : 
The  men,  thou^  gnve,  ey*d  them ;  and  let  their 

eyes 
Rove  without  ran  ;  till,  in  the  amorous  net 
Fast  caught,  they  lik'd ;  and  each  his  liking  chose ; 
And  now  of  love  they  treat,  till  the  evening-star, 
Love's  haibinger,  appear'd ;  then,  all  in  best 
Tliey  light  the  nuptial  torch,  and  bid  invoke 
Hymen,  then  first  to  marriage  rites  invok*d : 
With  feast  and  music  all  tlie  tents  resound. 
Such  happy  interview,  and  ftdr  event 
Of  love  and  youth  not  lost,  songs,  garlands,  flowers. 
And  charming  symphonies,  attach'd  the  hrart 
Of  Adam,  soon  inclin*d  to  admit  delight. 
The  bent  of  nature ;  which  he  thus  ezpress*d. 

"  True  opener  of  mine  eyes,  prime  angel  blest ; 
Much  better  seems  this  vision,  and  more  hope 
Of  peaceful  days  portends,  than  those  two  past ; 
Hiose  were  of  hate  and  death,  or  pain  much  worse ; 
Here  Nature  seems  fulfiird  in  all  her  ends.'* 

To  whom  Aus  Michael.  "  Judge  not  what  is  best 
By  pleasure,  though  to  nature  seeming  meet ; 
Created,  as  thou  art,  to  nobler  end 
Holy  and  pure,  conformity  divine. 
Hiose  tents  thou  saw'st  so  pleasant,  were  the  tents 
Of  wickedness,  wherein  shall  dwell  his  race 
Who  slew  his  brother ;  studious  they  appear 
Of  arts  that  polish  life,  inventers  rare  ; 
Unmindful  of  their  Maker,  tliough  his  spirit 
Taught   them;    but  they  his  gifts  acknowledg'd 

none. 
Yet  tliey  a  beauteous  offspring  sliall  beget; 
For  that  fair  female  troop  thou  saw'st,  that  8ecm*d  . 
Of  goddesses,  so  blithe,  so  smooth,  so  gay. 
Yet  empty  of  all  good  wherein  consists 
Woman's  domestic  honour  and  chief  praise ; 
Bred  only  and  completed  to  the  taste 
Of  lustftil  appetence,  to  sing,  to  dance. 
To  dress,  and  troll  the  tongue,  and  roll  the  eya 
To  these  that  sober  race  of  men,  whose  lives 
Religious  titled  them  the  sons  of  God, 
Shall  yield  up  all  their  virtue,  all  their  fame 
Ignobly,  to  the  trains  and  to  the  smiles 
Of  these  fiur  atheists ;  and  now  swim  in  joy. 
Ere  long  to  swim  at  large ;  and  laugh,  for  which 
The  world  ere  long  a  world  of  tears  must  weep." 

To  whom  thus  Adam,  of  short  joy  bereft. 
''  O  pity  and  shame,  that  they,  who  to  live  well 
Enter'd  so  fair,  should  turn  aside  to  tread 
Fkths  indirect,  or  in  the  mid  way  faint ! 
But  still  I  see  the  tenour  of  man's  woe 
Holds  on  the  same,  from  woman  to  begin." 

"  From  man's  effeminate  slackness  it  b^ns," 
Said  the  angel,  "  who  should  better  hold  bis  place 
By  wisdom,  and  superior  gifts  receiv'd. 
But  now  prepare  ttuBe  for  another  soefle." 

He  look'd,  and  saw  wide  territory  spread 
Before  him,  towns,  and  rural  works  between ; 
Cities  of  men  with  lofty  gates  and  tower^ 
Concourse  in  arms,  fierce  faces  threatening  war,        | 


Giants  of  mi^ty  bone,  and  bold  emprise ; 

Pkrt  wield  their  arms,  part  curb  the  temiiig  ateed. 

Single  or  in  array  of  battle  rang'd 

Both  horse  and  fbot,  nor  idly  mustering  stood 

One  way  a  band  select  from  forage  drives 

A  herd  of  beeves,  fiur  oxen  and  ^lir  kine. 

From  a  fat  meadow  ground ;  or  fleecy  flodc. 

Ewes  and  their  bleating  lambs  over  the  plsin. 

Their  booty ;  scarce  with  life  the  shepherds  fly. 

But  call  in  aid,  which  makes  a  blcKxly  fray ; 

With  cruel  tournament  the  squadrons  join ; 

Where  cattle  pastur'd  late,  now  scatter'd  lies 

With  carcasses  and  arms  the  enaanguin'd  field. 

Deserted :  others  to  a  dty  strong 

Lay  sieffe,'  encamp'd ;  by  battery,  scale,  and  miiie, 

Assaultmg ;  others  firom  the  wall  defend 

With  dart  and  javelin,  stones,  and  sulphurous  fiie ; 

On  each  hand  slaughter,  and  gigantic  deeds. 

In  other  part  the  scepter'd  heralds  call 

To  council,  in  the  dty-gates ;  anon 

Gray-headed  men  and  grave,  with  warriours  nnix'd, 

Assemble,  and  harangues  are  heard ;  but  aooo. 

In  factious  opposition ;  till  at  last. 

Of  middle  age  one  rising,  eminent 

In  wise  deport,  spake  much  of  right  and  wnag. 

Of  justice,  of  religion,  truth,  and  peace. 

And  judgment  from  above :  him  old  and  youn^ 

Exploded,  and  had  seis'd  with  violent  hands ; 

Had  not  a  cloud  descending  snatch'd  him  tfaenoe 

Unseen  amid  the  throng :  so  violence 

Proceeded,  and  oppression,  and  sword-law. 

Through  all  the  plain,  and  refuge  none  was  fbuad. 

Adam  was  all  in  tears,  and  to  his  guide 

Lamenting  tum'd  full  sad:  *<  O !  what  are  theses 

Death's  ministers,  not  men  ?  who  thos  deal  dealfa 

Inhumanly  to  men,  and  multiply 

Ten  thousandfold  Uie  sin  of  him  who  slew 

His  brother :  for  of  whom  such  massacre 

Make  they,  but  of  their  brethren ;  men  of  men  ? 

But  who  was  that  just  man,  whom  had  not  Heftwn 

Rescued,  had  in  hu  righteousness  been  lost  ?" 

To  whom  thus  Michael.  "  Hiese  are  the  product 
Of  those  ill-mated  marriages  thou  saw'st ;       [selves 
Where  good  witli  bad  were  match'd,  who  of  tbaa- 
Abhor  to  join ;  and,  by  imprudence  mix'd. 
Produce  prodigious  births  of  body  or  mind. 
Sudi  were  these  giants,  men  of  high  renown ; 
For  in  those  days  might  only  shall  be  admii^dy 
And  valour  and  heroic  virtue  call'd ; 
To  overcome  in  battle,  and  subdue 
Nations,  and  bring  home  spoUs  with  infinite 
Man-slaughter,  siudl  be  held  the  highest  pitch 
Of  human  glory ;  and  for  glory  done 
Of  triumph,  to  be  styl'd  great  conquerors, 
Patrons  of  mankind,  gods  and  sons  of  gods ; 
Destroyers  rightlier  call'd,  and  plagues  of  meiL 
Thus  fame  shall  be  achiev'd,  renown  on  Earth  ; 
And  what  most  merits  fame,  in  silence  hid. 
But  he,  the  seventh  from  thee,  whom  thou  beheldst 
The  only  righteous  in  a  wcrld  perverse, 
And  thc^ore  hated,  therefore  so  beset 
With  foes,  for  daring  single  to  be  just. 
And  utter  odious  truth,  that  God  would  come 
To  judge  them  with  his  saints :  him  the  Most  High 
Rapt  in  a  balmy  doud  with  winged  steeds 
Did,  as  thou  saw'sr,  recdve,  to  walk  with  God 
High  in  salvation  and  the  climes  of  blias. 
Exempt  from  death ;  to  show  thee  what  reward 
Awaits  the  good :  the  rest  wliat  punishment ; 
Which  now  direct  thine  eyes  and  soon  behold." 
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He  look'd,  and  ww  the  hem  of  tlungs  quite 
cfamg'd; 
Ibe  bfucn  ilirast  of  war  had  oflas*d  to  loar 
All  oov  was  tiini*d  to  jollity  and  game^ 
To  luxuTj  and  riot,  fa«t  and  dance ; 
Sdtfiying  or  prottitiiting,  as  befell, 
Btpe  or  aduhery,  where  paaiing  fair 
Alhir'd  them ;  thcnoe  from  cups  to  dfil  broili. 
At  kagth  a  reverend  fire  among  them  came^ 
Aad  of  their  doing*  great  dislike  dedar'd 
Aal  testified  against  their  ways ;  he  oft  - 
FnefMBted  their  assemblies,  whereso  me^ 
Thamphs  or  fcstivak ;  and  to  them  preach'd 
Cooicnioo  and  repentance,  as  to  souls 
Is  pnaoo,  under  judgments  imminent : 
Bttt  all  in  Tain:  which  when  he  saw,  he  ceas*d 
Cootsodiag,  and  removM  his  tents  hr  off: 
IWn,  horn  the  mountain  hewing  timber  tall, 
Began  to  build  a  Assael  of  huge  bulk; 
Mouur'd  by  cubit,  length,  and  breadth,  and  height; 
SBMsr'd  raimd  with  pitch ;  and  in  the  side  a  door 
CoQCrit'd;  and  of  prorisions  laid  in  large. 
For  msa  and  beast :  when  lo,  a  wonder  strange  ! 
Of  r?oy  beast,  and  bird,  and  insect  small, 
Cuic  aevcns  and  pairs;  and  enter*d  \n  as  taught 
Thar  onicr :  last  the  sire  and  his  three  sons, 
V  th  dior  lour  wires ;  and  God  made  &st  the  door. 
Mcaowfaile  the  south-wind  rose,  and,  with  black 

wings 
^ide-bovcring,  all  Che  clouds  together  drove 
Frum  under  Heaven  ;  the  hills  to  their  supply 
Vi{HMr,  md  exhalation  dusk  and  moist, 
!k  t  up  smain ;  and  now  the  thicken*d  sky 
I'U  A  dtfk  ceUing  stood ;  down  rush'd  the  rain 
l34^etuous ;  and  continued,  till  the  Earth 
No  man  was  seen :  Ae  floating  vessel  swum 
lpi.rtcd,  and  secure  with  beaked  prow 
H<>le  tilting  o'er  the  waves ;  all  dwellings  else 
FVnd  ofcrwfaelm*dy  and  them  with  all  their  pomp 
D«p  onder  water  roU'd ;  sea  cover'd  sea. 
So  without  than ;  and  in  their  palaces, 
^  'jen  luxury  late  reign'd,  sea-monsters  whdp'd 
^M  itabted ;  of  mankind,  so  numerous  late, 
'^•^  left,  in  one  small  bottom  swum  imbark'd. 
He*  dukt  thou  grieve,  then,  Adam,  to  behold 
Tbrend  of  all  thy  offspring,  end  so  sad, 
Ih»poJacion !     Tliee  another  flood, 
^  Wan  and  sorrow  a  flood,  thee  also  drown'd, 
Aul  luak  thee  as  thy  sons ;  till,  gently  reer'd 
Bf  d»  aogel,  on  thy  leet  thou  stood*st  at  Ust ; 
^^Mgk  cooifortleas ;  as  when  a  firther  mourns 
H)^  dBldmi,all  in  view  destroy'd  at  once; 
Aad  nrce  to  the  ai^  utter'dst  thus  thy  pUint. 

"0  rittons  ill  foieseen !  better  bad  I 
Lf'd  ignorant  of  future!  so  had  borne 
^7  part  of  cril  only,  each  day's  lot 
inuffb  to  bear ;  those  now,  that  were  dispens'd 
IV  bofdcn  of  many  ages,  on  me  light 
A:  qdq:,  by  my  foreknowledge  gaining  birth 
'**'>«tiTt,  to  luiuieut  me  ere  their  being, 
^  '^  thongte  thst  they  must  be.     Let  no  man  seek 
Hraccfonh  to  be  foretold,  what  shaU  befiOl 
Hit.  or  fab  children  ;  evil  he  may  be  sure, 
tt'irh  ncitfaa'  bis  foreknowing  can  prevent ; 
^<1  he  the  future  evil  shall  no  less 
^'  >r-prchemiaB  tfasn  in  subrtance  feel* 
(^r^f  wi«  to  besr :  but  that  care  now  is  past, 
H.n  it  aot  whoa  to  warn :  those  few  escap*d 
^f""^  sad  anguiih  will  at  last  consume, 

dcaert:  Ihadhope 


"When  violence  was  ceas'd,  and  war  on  Earth. 
All  would  havethen  gone  well ;  peace  woola  hare 

crown  d 
"With  length  of  happy  days  the  race  of  Man ; 
But  I  was  far  deceived ;  for  now  I  s^ 
Peace  to  corrupt  no  less  than  war  to  wasta 
How  comes  it  thus?  unfold,  celestial  guide. 
And  whether  here  the  race  of  Man  will  end.* 

To  whom  thus  MichaeL     "  HKMe,  whom  last 
thou  saw*st 
In  tritunph  and  luxurious  wealth,  are  they 
First  seen  in  acts  of  prowess  eminent 
And  great  exploits,  but  of  true  virtue  void ; 
Who,  having  spilt  much  blood,  and  done  much  waste 
Subduing  nations,  and  achiev*d  thereby 
Fame  in  the  world,  high  titles,  and  ridi  prey ; 
Shall  change  their  course  to  pleasure,  case,  and  sloth^ 
Surfoit,  and  lust ;  till  wantonness  and  pride 
Raise  out  of  friendship  hostile  deeds  in  peace. 
The  conquered  also,  and  enslav'd  by  war. 
Shall,  with  their  freedom  lost,  all  virtue  lose 
And  fear  of  God ;  from 'whom  their  piety  feign*d 
In  ^larp  cont^  of  battle  found  no  sod 
Against  invaders ;  therefore,  cool'd  in  seal. 
Thenceforth  shall  practise  how  to  live  secure^ 
Worldly  or  dissolute,  on  what  tfieir  lords 
Sliall  l^ve  them  to  enjoy ;  for  the  Earth  diall  bear 
More  than  enough,  that  temperance  may  be  tried : 
So  all  shall  turn  degenerate,  all  deprav'd ; 
Justice  and  temperance,  truth  and  faith,  forgot ; 
One  man  except,  the  only  son  of  light 
In  a  dark  age,  against  example  good, 
Against  allurement,  custom,  and  a  world 
Ottended  :  fearless  of  reproach  and  scorn. 
Or  violence  he  of  Uieir  wicked  ways 
Shall  them  admonish ;  and  before  them  act 
The  paths  of  righteousness,  htfw  much  more  safb 
And  full  of  peace ;  denouncing  wrath  to  come 
On  their  impenitence ;  and  shall  return 
Of  them  derided,  but  of  God  observ'd 
The  one  just  man  alive;  by  his  command 
Shall  build  a  wondrous  ark,  as  thou  bebeldst, 
To  save  himself,  and  househcrfd,  flvm  amidst 
A  world  devote  to  universal  wrack. 
No  sooner  he,  with  them  of  man  and  beast 
Select  for  life,  shall  in  the  ark  be  lodg'd. 
And  shelter*d  round ;  but  all  the  cataracts 
Of  Heaven  set  open  on  the  Earth  shall  pour 
Rain,  day  and  night ;  all  fountains  of  the  deep, 
Broke  up,  shall  heave  the  ocean  to  usurp 
Beyond  all  bounds ;  till  inundation  rise 
Above  the  highest  hills :  then  shall  this  moimt 
Of  Psradise  by  might  of  waves  be  mov'd 
Out  of  his  place,  push*d  by  the  homed  flood. 
With  all  his  verdure  spoiled,  and  trees  adrift, 
Down  the  great  river  to  the  opening  gulf. 
And  there  take  root  an  island  salt  and  bare^ 
The  haunt  of  seals,  and  ores,  and  sea-mews*  clang  t 
To  teach  thee  that  God  attributes  to  place 
No  sanctity,  if  none  be  thither  brought 
By  men  who  there  frequent,  or  therein  dweR 
And  now,  what  further  shall  ensue,  behold.** 

He  look*d,  and  saw  the  ark  hull  on  the  flood, 
Which  now  abated ;  for  the  clouds  were  fled. 
Driven  by  a  keen  north-wind,  that,  blowing  dry. 
Wrinkled  the  face  of  deluge,  as  decay'd  ; 
And  the  clear  Sun  on  his  wide  watery  glass 
Gax*d  hot,  and  of  the  fresh  wave  hMrgely  drew, 
As  after  thirst ;  which  made  their  flowing  shrink 
From  Mending  lake  to  tripping  ebb^  that  itole 
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With  soft  foot  towards  the  deep;  who  now  had  Btopt 
His  sluioesy  as  the  Heaven  his  windows  shut. 
The  ark  no  more  now  floats,  but  seems-on  ground. 
Fast  on  the  top  of  some  high  mountain  fix*d. 
And  now  the  tops  of  hills,  as  rocks,  appear ; 
With  clamour  thence  the  rapid  currents  driven 
Towards  the  retreating  sea,  their  furious  tide. 
Forthwith  from  out  the  ark  a  raven  flie% 
And  after  him,  the  surer  messenger, 
A  dove  sent  forth  once  and  again  to  spy 
Green  tree  or  ground,  whereon  his  foot  may  light : 
The  second  time  returning,  in  his  bill 
An  olive-leaf  he  brings,  pacific  sign : 
Anon  diy  ground  appears,  and  from  his  ark 
The  ancient  sire  descends,  with  all  his  train : 
Then  with  uplifted  hands,  and  eyes  devout, 
Gn^ful  to  Heaven,  over  his  head  beholds 
A  deivy  cloud,  and  in  the  cloud  a  bow 
Conspicuous  with  three  listed  colours  gay, 
Betokening  peace  from  God,  and  covenant  new. 
Whereat  the  .heart  of  Adam,  erst  so  sad, 
Greatly  rejoic'd ;  and  thus  his  joy  broke  forth. 
"  O  thou,  who  future  things  canst  represent 
As  present,  heavenly  instructor !  I  revive 
At  this  last  sight ;  assur'd  that  Man  shall  live. 
With  aU  the  creatures,  and  their  seed  preserve. 
Far  less  I  now  lament  for  one  whole  world 
Of  wicked  sons  destroy*d,  than  I  rejoice 
For  one  man  found  so  perfect,  and  so  just. 
That  God  vouchsafes  to  raise  another  world 
Fhun  him,  and  all  his  anger  to  foi^et.        [Heaven 
But  say,  what  mean  those   coloured  streaks    in 
Distend^  as  the  brow  of  God  i^peas*d  ? 
Or  serve  they,  as  a  flowery  verge,  to  bind 
Tbe  fluid  skirts  of  that  same  watery  cloud. 
Lest  it  again  dissolve,  and  shower  the  Earth  ?'* 
To  whom  the  arch-angeL     **  Dextrously  thou 

aim*st; 
So  willingly  doth  God  remit  his  ire, 
Hiough  Ute  repenting  him  of  Man  deprav*d ; 
Griev'd  at  his  heart,  when  looking  down  he  saw 
The  whole  £arth  fill'd  with  violence,  and  all  flesh 
Corrupting  each  their  way ;  yet,  those  remov*d. 
Such  grace  shall  one  just  man  find  in  his  sight. 
That  he  relents,  not  to  blot  out  mankind ; 
And  -makes  a  covenant  never  to  destroy 
The  Earth  again  by  flood ;  nor  let  the  sea 
Surpass  his  bounds ;  nor  rain  to  drown  the  world. 
With  man  therein  or  beast ;  but,  when  he  brings 
Over  the  Earth  a  cloud,  will  therein  set 
His  triple-colour*d  bow,  whereon  to  look. 
And  call  to  mind  his  covenant :  day  and  night. 
Seed-time  and  harvest,  beat  and  hoary  frost. 
Shall  hold  their  course ;  till  fire  purge  all  things  new. 
Both  Heaven  and  Earth,  wherein  the  just  shall 
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Tiie  Argument. 

The  angel  Midiael  continues,  from  the  flood,  to 
relate  what  shall  succeed ;  then,  in  the  mention 
of  Abraham,  comes  by  degrees  to  explain,  who 
.  that  seed  of  the  woman  shall  be,  which  was  pro. 
mised  Adam  and  Eve  in  the  Fall ;  his  incarnation, 
death,  resurrection,  and  ascension ;  tbe  state  (k 
the  church  till  his  second  coming,  ^dam, 
greatly  satisfied  and  recomforted  by  these  re- 


lations and  pnmiaBa,  dweiwidii  die  faiQ 
Michael;  wsakens  Eve,  who  all  tfabwliile  had 
slept,  but  with  gentle  dreams  composed  to  quid, 
ness  of  mind  and  submission.  Mirhairi  in  eitber 
handleads  them  out  of  Paradise,  the  fiery  svoid 
waving  behind  them,  and  tbe  Chemliim  taking 
their  stations  to  guard  the  place. 

As  one  who  in  his  journey  bates  at  nooo. 
Though  bent  on  speed;  so  here  the  arcb^angd 

paus*d 
Betwixt  the  world  destroy'd  and  world  restored. 
If  Adam  aught  peibaps  might  interpose  ; 
Then,  with  transition  sweet,  new  speech  resumes. 

**  Thus  thou  hast  seen  one  world  b^jiiiy  and  end; 
And  Man,  as  from  a  second  stock,  proceed. 
Much  thou  hast  yet  to  see ;  but  I  perceive 
Thy  mortal  sight  to  fail :  objects  divine 
Must  needs  impair  and  weary  human  aenae : 
Henceforth  what  is  to  come  I  will  relate  ; 
Thou  therefore  give  due  audience,  and  attend. 

*'  This  second  source  of  men,  while  yet  hot  few. 
And  while  the  dread  of  judgment  past  remains 
Fresh  in  their  minds,  fearing  the  Deity, 
With  some  regard  to  what  is  just  and  rig^ht 
Shall  lead  their  lives,  and  mtdtiply  apace ; 
Labouring  the  soil,  and  reaping  plenteoua  crop, 
Com,  wine,  and  oil ;  and,  from  the  herd  or  flock. 
Oft  sacrificing  bullock,  laxnb^  or  kid. 
With  large  wine-offerings  pour*d,  and  sacred  feast, 
Shall  spend  their  days  in  joy  unblam*d ;  and  dwcU 
Long  time  in  peace,  by  families  and  tribes, 
Under  paternal  rule :  till  one  shall  rise 
Of  proud  ambitious  heart ;  who,  not  content 
With  fair  equality,  fraternal  state. 
Will  arrogate  dominion  undeserved 
Over  his  brethren,  and  quite  di^KMsess 
Concord  and  law  of  nature  from  the  Earth ; 
Hunting  (and  men  not  beasts  shalLbe  his  game) 
With  war,  and  hostile  snare,  such  as  refuse 
Subjection  to  his  empire  tyrannous: 
A  mighty  hunter  thence  he  hhall  be  styl'd 
Before  the  Lord ;  as  in  despite  of  Heaven, 
Or  from  Heaven,  claiming  second  sovranty; 
And  from  rebellion  shall  derive  his  name, 
"niough  of  rebellion  others  he  accuse. 
He  with  a  crew,  whom  like  ambition  joins 
.  With  him  or  under  him  to  tyrannize. 
Marching  from  Eden  towards  the  west,  shall  find 
The  plain,  wherein  a  black  bituminous  gurge 
Boils  out  from  under  ground,  the  mouth  of  Hell : 
Of  brick,  and  of  that  stuff,  they  cast  to  build 
A  dty  and  tower,  whose  top  may  reach  to  Heaven  ; 
And  get  themselves  a  name ;  lest,  far  diqpos'd 
In  foreign  lands,  their  memory  be  lost ; 
Regardless  whether  good  or  evil  fame. 
But  God,  who  oh  descends  to  visit  men 
Unseen,  and  through  their  habitations  walks 
To  mark  their  doings,  them  beholding  soon. 
Comes  down  to  see  their  dty,  ere  the  tower 
Obstruct  Heaven-towers ;  and  in  derision  sets 
Upon  Aeir  tongues  a  various  spirit,  to  rase 
Quite  out  their  native  language ;  and,  instead. 
To  sow  a  jangling  noise  of  wonh  unknown : 
Forthwith  a  hideous  gabble  rises  loud. 
Among  the  builders ;  each  to  other  calls 
Not  understood ;  till  hoarse,  and  all  in  rage. 
As  mock*d  fhey  storm:    great  laughter  was  in 

Heaven, 
And  looking  down,  to  see  the  hubbub  strange. 
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And  bear  the  din ;  tinn  was  the  bnfldiiig  left 
Ridicakim,  Mnd  the  work  Qn^ution  nam'd." 

Wbcrdo  tlnu  Adno,  fttberiy  di^leu'd. 
'^  0  ncoable  ton  !  so  to  ft^ire 
Above  hu  bteduen ;  to  himself  aflsaming 
Aothoritjr  itsurp'd,  from  God  not  given : 
He  give  us  only  orer  beast,  fish,  fowl, 
Doranion  absolate ;  that  i%ht  ^^  hold 
Bjr  his  donation ;  but  man  over  men 
Be  Bade  not  lonl ;  such  title  to  fatmaelf 
ftaanag,  human  left  ftom  human  free. 
Bbt  this  usurper  his  encroachment  proud 
StKji  not  on  man  ;  to  God  hb  tower  intends 
Se^v  and  defiance:  wretched  man!  what  food 
W31  he  eonvey  up  thither,  to  sustain 
HiiBaetf  and  his  rash  army ;  where  thin  air 
Aboie  die  clouds  will  pine  his  entrails  gross, 
Andfaniih  him  of  breath,  if  not  of  brud?** 

To  whom  dius  MichaeL     **  Justly  thou  abhorT*8t 
TW  wo,  who  on  the  quiet  state  of  men 
Soch  trouble  brought,  affecting  to  subdue 
Hadooal  liberty ;  yet  know  withal, 
Sace  thy  originid  lapse,  true  liberty 
Is  lut,  which  always  with  right  reason  dwells 
T»iaa*d,  and  from  her  hath  no  dividual  being : 
Reeion  in  man  obscur*d,  or  not  obey*d, 
InuBtdiately  inordinate  deares, 
Asd  upstart  passions,  catch  the  government 
From  reason ;  and  to  servitude  reduce 
Mm,  till  then  freei     Therefore,  since  he  permits 
Whhtn  htmsrif  unwortliy  powers  to  reign 
Oier  free  reason,  God,  in  judgment  just, 
Sohjerts  Mid  from  vrithout  to  violent  loids  ; 
^^  oft  as  undeservedly  enthrall 
Ii:«  outward  freedom :  tyranny  must  be ; 
r.ii>u^  to  the  tyrant  thereby  no  excuse. 
Y«  «omednies  nations  will  decline  so  low 
Fnxa  Tirtue,  which  is  reason,  that  no  wrongs 
Bttt  jostice,  and  some  fiital  curse  annex'd, 
I^Ts  them  of  their  outward  liberty ; 
Tbtir  immd  lost:  witness  the  irreverent  son 
()f  imn  who  boflt  the  ark ;  who,  for  the  shame 
IW  to  bb  frifaer,  heard  thb  heavy  curse, 
ffrmnt  afMerraniMf  on  lus  vicious  race. 
TVn^  will  this  latter,  as  the  former  world, 
'^'I  tend  from  bad  to  worse ;  till  God  at  last, 
V«sneii  with  their  iniquities,  withdraw 
H^  prcKooe  from  among  them,  and  avert 
^x  holy  eyes;  resolving  from  thenceforth 
7'>  leave  them  to  their  oim  polluted  ways ; 
Aad  one  peculiar  nation  to  select 
Fraa  iD  the  rot,  of  whom  to  be  invok'd, 
A  oatioa  from,  one  faithful  man  to  spring: 
Hon  oo  thb  sde  Euphrates  yet  residing, 
BndupiaidoUwar^ip:  O,  that  men 
'Cmt  thou  believe  ?)  should  be  so  stupid  grown, 
*^  yet  the  patriaicb  liv*d,  who  'scapM  the  flood, 
Astofor«ke  the  living  God,  and  fall 
To  vonhip  their  ovrn  work  in  wood  and  stone 
F«ff«b!  Yet  him  God  the  Most  High  vouchsafes 
'To  call  by  viaon,  fiom  his  faUar's  house, 
Hh  kindled,  and  frlse  gods,  into  a  land 
^^Mhevfli  show  him;  and  from  him  will  raise 
A  ru{^  oataoo ;  and  upon  him  shower 
lUbraedictioo  so,  that  in  his  seed 
Ail  Bsiiom  fhall  be  blest ;  be  straight  obeys ; 
X«  knowing  to  what  land,  yet  firm  believes : 
hT  ^  ^  thoQ  canst  not,  with  what  faith 
tu  IcBVH  bb  gods,  hb  friend^  and  native  soil» 
^' of  Qiridaa,  pawng  now  the  ford 


To  Haran ;  after  him  a  ciunfarona  train 

Of  herds  and  flocks,  and  nimierous  servitude  ; 

Not  wandering  poor,  but  trusting  all  hb  wealth 

With  God,  who  caird  hini,  in  a  land  unknown* 

Canaan  he  now  attains  ;  I  see  lus  tents 

Fitcfa'd  about  Sechem,  and  the  neighbouring  plain 

Of  Moreh  ;  there  by  promise  he  receives 

Gift  to  his  progeny  of  all  that  land. 

From  Hamath  northward  to  the  desert  south  ; 

(Things  by  their  names  I  call,  though  yet  unnamM;) 

From  Hermon  east  to  the  great  western  sea ;  < 

Mount  Hermon,  yonder  sea ;  each  place  behold 

In  prospect,  as  I  point  them  ;  on  the  shore 

Mount  Carmei ;  here,  the  double-founted  streanb 

Jordan,  true  limit  eastward  ;  but  his  sons 

Shall  dwell  to  Senir,  that  long  ridge  of  hills. 

Thb  ponder,  that  all  nations  of  the  Earth 

Shall  in  his  seed  be  blessed :  by  that  seed 

Is  meant  thy  great  Deliverer,  who  shall  bruise 

llie  serpent's  head ;  whereof  to  thee  anon 

Plainlier  shall  be  revealed.     This  patriarch  bles^ 

Whom  faithful  Abraham  due  time  shall  call, 

A  son,  and  of  hb  son  a  grand-child,  leaves  ; 

Like  him  in  faith,  in  wisdom,  and  renown : 

The  grand-child,  with  twelve  sons  increas*d,  departs 

FVom  Canaan,  to  a  land  hereafter  call'd 

Egypt,  divided  by  the  river  Nile ; 

See  where  it  flows,  disgorging  at  seven  mouths 

Into  the  sea :  to  sojourn  in  that  land 

He  comes,  invited  by  a  younger  son 

In  time  of  dearth  ;  a  son,  whose  worthy  deeds 

Raise  him  to  be  the  second  in  that  realm 

Of  Pharaoh :  there  he  dies,  and  leaves  hb  race 

Growring  into  a  nation ;  and,  now  grown. 

Suspected  to  a  sequent  king,  who  seeks 

To  stop  their  overgrovrth,  as  inmate  guests     [slavea 

Too  nimierous ;  whence  of  guests  be  makes  them 

Inhospitably,  and  kiUs  their  infant  males : 

Till  by  two  brethren,  (these  two  brethren  call 

Moses  and  Aaron,)  sent  from  God  to  claim 

His  people  from  enthralment,  they  return 

With  glory,  and  spoil,  back  to  their  promb'd  land* 

But  first,  the  lawless  tyrant,  who  denies 

To  know  their  God,  or  message  to  regard. 

Must  be  compeird  by  signs  and  judgments  dire; 

To  blood  unshed  the  rivers  must  be  tum*d ; 

Fh)gs,  lice,  and  flies,  must  all  his  palace  fill 

With  ]oath*d intrusion,  and  till  all  the  land; 

Hb  cattle  must  of  rot  and  murren  die ; 

Botches  and  blains  must  all  hb  flesh  emboss, 

And  all  his  people ;  thunder  mix'd  writh  hail. 

Hail  mix'd  with  fire,  must  rend  the  Egyptian  sky. 

And  wheel  on  the  Earth,  devouring  wliere  it  roUi; 

What  it  devours  not,  herb,  or  fruit,  or  grain, 

A  darksome  cloud  of  locusts  swarming  down 

Must  eat,  and  on  the  ground  leave  nothing  green; 

Darkness  must  overshadow  all  hb  bounds. 

Palpable  darkness,  and  blot  out  three  days ; 

Last,  vrith  one  midnight-stroke,  all  the  first-bom 

Of  Egypt  must  lie  dead.     Thus  with  ten  wounda 

The  river-dragon  tam'd  at  length  submits 

To  let  his  sojourners  depart,  and  oft 

Humbles  his  stubborn  heart ;  but  still,  as  ice 

More  harden'd  after  thaw ;  till,  in  hb  rage 

Pursuing  whom  he  late  dismiss*d,  the  sea 

Swallows  him  with  hb  host ;  but  them  lets  paas. 

As  on  dry  land,  between  two  crystal  walls; 

Aw'd  by  the  rod  of  Moses  so  to  stand 

Divided,  till  hb  rescued  gain  their  shore : 

Such  wondrous  power  God  to  his  saint  will  lend^ 


106 


MILTON. 


BookXIL 


lliough  pmnt  m  his  angtl ;  who  ahall  go 
Before  them  in  a  cloud,  and  piUar  of  fire; 
By  day  a  cloud,  by  night  a  pUlar  of  fin^ 
To  guide  them  in  their  journey,  and  remove 
Behind  them,  while  the  obdurate  king  pursues : 
All  night  he  will  pursue ;  but  h»  ^proach 
Darkness  defends  between  till  morning  watch ; 
Tlien  through  the  fiery  pillar,  and  the  cloud, 
God  looking  forth  will  trouble  all  his  host, 
And  erase  their  chariot-wheels :  when  by  command 
Moses  once  more  his  potent  rod  extends 
Over  the  sea ;  the  sea  his  rod  obeys  ; 
On  their  embattled  ranks  the  K^ves  return. 
And  overwhelm  their  war :  the  race  elect 
Safe  towards  Canaan  from  the  shore  advance 
Through  the  wild  desert,  not  the  readiest  way ; 
Lest,  entering  on  the  Canaanite  alarm'd. 
War  terrify  them  inexpert,  and  fear 
Return  them  back  to  Egypt,  choosing  rather 
Inglorious  life  with  servitude ;  for  life 
To  noble  and  ignoble  is  more  sweet 
Untrain*d  in  arms,  where  rashness  leads  not  on. 
This  also  shall  they  gain  by  their  delay 
In  the  wide  wilderness  ;  there  they  shall  found 
Hieir  government,  and  their  great  senate  dHX)se 
Through  the  twelve  tribes,  to  rule  by  laws  ordain'd: 
God  from  the  mount  of  Sinai,  whose  gray  top 
Shall  tremble,  he  descending,  will  himself 
In  thunder,  lightning,  and  loud  trumpets*  sound. 
Ordain  them  laws ;  part,  such  as  appertain 
To  civil  justice ;  part,  religious  rites 
Of  sacrifice ;  informing  them,  by  types 
And  Endows,  of  that  destined  Seed  to  bruise 
The  serpent,  by  what  means  he  shall  achieve 
Mankind's  deliverance.     But  the  voice  of  God 
To  mortal  ear  is  dreadful :  they  beseech 
Urnt  Moses  might  report  to  them  his  will. 
And  tcrrour  cease ;  he  grants  what  they  besought, 
Instructed  that  to  God  is  no  access. 
Without  mediator,  whose  high  office  now 
Moses  in  figure  bears ;  to  introduce 
One  greater,  of  whose  day  he  stiall  foretell, 
And  ail  the  prophets  in  their  age  tlic  times 
Of  great  Messiah  shall  sing.    Tlius,  laws  and  rights 
£stablish*d,  such  delight  hath  God  in  men 
Obedient  to  his  will,  that  .he  vouchsafes 
Among  them  to  set  up  his  tabernacle ; 
The  Holy  One  with  mortal  men  to  dwell : 
By  his  prescript  a  sanctuary  is  fram*d 
Of  cedar,  overlaid  with  gold ;  therein 
An  ark,  and  in  the  ark  bus  testimony, 
The  records  of  his  covenant ;  over  these 
A  mercy-seat  of  gold,  between  the  wings 
Of  two  bright  cherubim ;  before  him  bum 
Seven  lamps  as  in  a  zodiac  representing 
The  heavenly  fires ;  over  the  tent  a  cloud 
Shall  rest  by  day,  a  fiery  gleam  by  night ; 
Save  when  they  journey,  and  at  leng^  they  come, 
Conducted  by  his  angel,  to  the  land 
Promis*d  to  Abraham  and  his  seed :  —  the  rest 
Were  long  to  tell ;  how  many  battles  fought ; 
How  many  kings  destroy'd ;  and  kingdoms  won ; 
Or  how  the  Sun  shall  in  mid  Heaven  stand  still 
A  day  entire,  and  night*s  due  course  adjourn, 
Man's  voice  commanding,  *  Sun,  in  Gibeon  stand 
And  thou,  Moon,  in  the  vale  of  Aialon, 
Till  Israel  overcome!*  so  call  the  third 
Fhxm  Abraham,  son  of  Isaac;  and  firom  him 
His  whole  descent,  who  thus  shall  Canaan  win.** 
Here  Adam  interpos'd.    ^*  O  went  from  Heaven, 


Enb^hlmcr  of  my  dflrimeii^  gmcioiw  dnnga 
Thou  hast  reveal'd ;  those  d&fly,  which 
Just  Abraham  and  his  seed :  now  first  I  find 
Mine  eyes  true-opening,  and  my  heart  mticli  eaB*d  > 
Erewhile  perplex*d  wt&  thoughts,  what  wDiildba> 

oome 
Of  me  and  all  mankind :  but  now  I  see 
His  day,  in  whom  all  nations  shall  be  bleat ; 
Favour  unmerited  by  me,  who  sou^bt 
Forbidden  knowledge  by  forbidden  means. 
Tidi  yet  I  apprehend  not,  why  to  those 
Among  whom  God  will  deign  todwdl  on  Kaitfa 
So  many  and  so  various  laws  are  given 
So  many  laws  argue  so  many  sins 
Among  them ;  how  can  God  with  such 

To  whom  thus  MichaeL   **  Doubt  not  but 
Will  reign  among  tiiem,  as  of  thee  begoc  ; 
And  therefore  was  law  given  diem,  to 
Their  uatuial  pravity,  by  sttning  up 
Sin  against  law  to  fight :  that  when  they  i 
Law  can  discover  sin,  but  not  remove^ 
Save  by  those  shadowy  expiations  waJc, 
The  blood  of  bulls  and  goats,  they  may 
Some  blood  more  precious  must  be  paid  lor 
Just  for  unjust ;  that  in  sudi  righteousneaa 
To  them  l^  fiuth  imputed,  they  may  find 
Justification  towards  God,  and  peace 
Of  conscience ;  which  the  law  by  runiuiiiiiin 
Cannot  i^ipease :  nor  man  the  moral  part 
Perform ;  and,  not  performing,  cannot  li've. 
So  law  appean  imperiect ;  and  but  given 
With  purpose  to  resign  them,  in  full  time^ 
Up  to  a  better  covenant ;  disciplin*d 
F^rom  shadowy  types  to  truth  ;  from  flesh  to 
From  imposition  of  strict  laws  to  firee 
Acceptance  of  large  grace ;  from  servile  foar 
To  filial :  works  c^  law  to  works  of  faith. 
And  therefore  shall  not  Moses,  though  of  God 
Hi^y  belov*d,  being  but  the  minister 
Of  law,  his  people  into  Canaan  lead ; 
But  Joshua,  whom  the  Gentiles  Jesua  call* 
His  name  and  office  bearing,  who  shall  quidl 
The  adversary-serpent,  and  bring  back 
Ihrough  the  world's  wilderness  long.wanda^d 
Safe  to  eternal  Fkrsdise  of  rest 
Meanwhile  they,  in  their  earthly  Canaan  |»lae*d. 
Long  time  shall  dwell  and  prosper,  but  vrtien  aix 
National  interrupt  their  public  peace, 
Provoking  God  to  raise  them  enemies ; 
From  whom  as  ofi  he  saves  them  penitent 
By  judges  first,  then  under  kings ;  d  ^ifhoak 
The  second,  both  for  piety  renown'd 
And  puissant  deeds,  a  promise  shall  reoenm 
Irrevocable,  that  his  regal  throne 
For  ever  shall  endure ;  tlie  like  shall  ain^ 
All  prophecy,  that  of  the  royal  stock 
Of  David  (so  I  name  this  lung)  shall  rise 
A  sen,  the  woman's  seed  to  thee  foretold. 
Foretold  to  Abraham,  as  in  whom  shall  truat 
All  nations ;  and  to  kings  foretold,  of  kinga 
The  last;  for  of  his  reign  shall  be  no  end. 
But  first,  a  long  succession  must  ensue ; 
Anfl  his  next  son,  for  wealth  and  wisdom  fiunV^ 
The  clouded  ark  of  God,  till  then  in  tents 
Wandering,  shall  in  a  glorious  temple  enahxian. 
Such  foUow  him,  as  shidl  be  register*d 
Part  good,  part  bad ;  of  bad  the  longer  acnaU; 
Whose  foul  idolatries,  and  otiber  faults 
Heap*d  to  the  popular  sum,  vrill  so  inoepae 
God,  as  to  leave  them,  and  expose  their  laad^ 
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hot  city,  hit  toapli^  ud  hit  iMily  «k, 

Itb  ail  hi*  mend  things  a  scorn  and  prcjr 

0  tfait  prood  dtfp  whoM  high  walls  thou  saw*st 

eft  is  confiuion ;  Babylon  thence  call'd. 

herv  io  <ap6nty  he  Icte  them  dwell 

be  <pacv  of  wrenty  jears ;  then  brings  them  back, 

tfoembenng  mercy,  and  his  covenant  sworn 

0  Dbvid  stoUJsh'd  as  the  days  of  Heaven. 
Lrtin'd  from  Babylon  by  leave  of  kings  * 

i)ftir  lords  whom  God  dispoii'd,  the  house  of  God 

Hn  fint  re^ify  ;  and  fur  a  while 

tt  (Don  estate  live  moderate ;  till  grown 

n  «r«ltli  and  multitude,  factious  they  grow : 

tut  ir>t  among  the  priests  dissention  springs, 

kti  vho  attend  the  altar,  and  should  most 

ndatour  peace :  their  strife  pollution  brings 

puQ  the  temple  itself:  at  last  they  seise 

^^cvpcre,  and  regard  not  David's  sons ; 

^  Iwc  it  t»  a  stranger,  that  the  true 

i«  s'tti  iiing  Messiah  might  be  bom 

irr\i  of  his  right ;  yet  at  his  birth  a  star, 

Wen  before  in  Heaven,  procbums  him  come ; 

a!  piidn  the  eastern  sages,  who  inquire 

k  pbce,  to  ofler  incense,  myrrh,  and  gold : 

B  p\»ct  of  birth  a  solemn  angel  tells 

» ^trp!c  shepherds,  keeping  watch  by  night ; 

kn  ^adly  thither  haste,  and  by  a  quire 

1  «;jjdnm*d  angels  hear  his  carol  sung. 
«rzin  is  his  mother,  but  his  sire 

» }««ver  of  the  Moat  High :  he  shall  ascend 

a  tl.niQe  hereditary,  and  bound  his  reign 

b  Earth's  vride  bounds,    his  glory  with  the 

Heavens.** 
He  cTss'd,  diaceming  Adam  with  such  joy 
^vf'A,  as  had  like  grief  been  dew*d  in  tears, 
'ni»  jt  die  vent  of  vroids ;  whidi  these  he  breath'd. 
"  0  prophet  of  glad  tidings,  finisher 
r  Lt  MM  hope !  now  clear  I  understand       [vain ; 
^  oft  ny  steadiest  thoughts  have  searched  in 
^  x-r  p«st  Expectation  should  be  call'd 
e^cf]  of  woman  :  virgin  mother,  hail, 
T»  in  the  love  of  Heaven ;  yet  from  my  loins 
^  *  ''ah  proceed,  and  from  thy  womb  the  Son 
^M  Most  High;  so  God  with  man  unites. 
^«  tust  the  «rpent  now  his  capital  bruise 
■^t  with  movta!  pain  :  say  where  and  when 
'  -^  ^f\a^  what  stroke  shall  bruise  the  victor's 
.     ^hceL-  [fight, 

>  *  «honi  thus  l^Iidwel.     "  Dream  not  of  their 

*  f»  duA,  ortiie  local  wounds 

^  •  «>i  or  heel :  not  therefore  joins  the  Son 
•i^  to  godhead,  with  more  strength  to  foil 
n  t»iiiy  .  nor  to  is  overcome 
^.  vbove  fall  fVom  Heaven,  a  deadlier  bruise, 
(-  ni,  not  to  give  thee  tliy  death's  wound  : 

>  rt  !v,  who  comes  thy  Saviour,  shall  recure, 
"^  ''v  tiniroying  Satan,  but  his  works 

>  -  A%  tad  in  th^  seed  :  nor  can  this  be 

» 'i*  fulfilting  that  which  thou  didst  want, 
i^ '  *<v  to  the  bw  of  God,  impos'd 
^^  lilt  J  ofdeadi,  and  sulTering  death; 

*  (r.Wtj  to  thy  tiamgresiion  due, 

•i  ««e  to  thcin'which  out  of  thine  will  grow : 

>  « 't  can  high  Justice  rest  appaid. 
^  ^«  of  God  cs«t  he  shall  fulfil 

"-  '»?  obedience  and  by  love,  though  love 
«•«  ^ti'.iilthe  law;  thy  punishment 
^    -.lil  endure,  by  coming  in  die  fiesli 
^  I  r -proarhfui  life,  and  curaed  deatli ; 
* '  tiaiag  life  to  ill  Slim  sMl  believe 


Inhia  redeniptioB;  aad  that 

Imputed,  Lecfluiea  theirs  by  faith ;  his  merits 

To  save  them,  not  their  own,  though  legal,  workit 

For  this  he  shall  live  hated,  be  bhisphem'd, 

Seis'd  on  by  force,  judg'd,  and  to  dcatli  condemn*d 

A  shameful  and  accurs'd,  nail'd  to  the  cross 

By  his  own  nation  ;  slain  for  bringing  life : 

But  to  the  cross  he  nails  thy  enemies, 

The  law  that  is  against  thee,  and  the  sins 

Of  all  mankind  with  him  there  crucified. 

Never  to  hurt  them  more  who  rightly  trust 

In  this  his  satisfaction  :  so  he  dies, 

But  soon  revives ;  Death  over  him  no  power 

Shall  long  usurp :  ere  the  third  dawning  tight 

Return,  the  stars  of  mom  shall  see  him  rise 

Out  of  his  grave,  fresh  as  the  dawning  light, 

Hiy  ransom  paid,  which  man  from  death  redeem^ 

His  death  for  man,  as  many  as  oflTer'd  life 

Neglect  not,  and  the  benefit  embrace 

By  faith  not  void  of  works :  this  God-like  act 

Annuls  thy  doom,  the  death  thou  should'st  has* 

died. 
In  sin  for  ever  lost  from  life;  this  act 
Shall  bruise  the  head  of  Satan,  crush  his  strength. 
Defeating  Sin  and  Death,  his  t%vo  main  arms ; 
And  fix  far  deeper  in  his  head  their  stings 
Than  temporal  death  shall  bruise  the  victor's  heel. 
Or  theirs  whom  he  redeems ;  a  death,  like  sleeps 
A  gentle  vrafting  to  immortal  life. 
Nor  after  resurrection  shall  he  stay 
Longer  on  Earth,  than  certain  times  to  appear 
To  lus  disciples,  men  who  in  his  life 
Still  follow'd  him ;  to  them  shall  leave  in  charge 
To  teach  all  nations  what  of  him  they  learn'd 
And  his 'salvation ;  them  who  shall  believe 
Baptizing  in  the  profluent  stream,  the  sign 
Of  washing  them  from  guilt  of  sin  to  life 
Pure,  and  in  mind  prcpar'd,  if  so  befall, 
For  death,  like  tluit  which  tlie  Redeemer  died. 
All  nations  tliey  shall  teach ;  for,  from  that  day. 
Not  only  to  the  sons  of  Abraliam's  loins 
Ovation  shall  be  preach'd,  but  to  the  sons 
Of  Abraham's  faith  wherever  tlirough  tlw  worid  ; 
So  in  his  seed  all  nations  shall  be  blest 
Then  to  the  Heaven  of  Heavens  he  shall  aacend 
With  victory  triumphing  through  tlie  air 
Over  his  foes  and  tliine ;  there  shall  surprise 
The  serpent,  prince  of  air,  and  drag  in  chains 
Through  all  his  realm,  and  there  confounded  leave  ; 
Then  enter  into  glory,  and  resume 
His  seat  at  God's  right  Iwnd,  exalted  liigh 
Above  all  names  in  Heaven  ;  and  thence  shall  comc^ 
When  this  world's  dissolution  shall  be  ripe, 
Willi  glory  and  power  to  judge  botli  quick  and  dead  ; 
To  judge  tlie  unfaithful  dead,  but  to  reward 
His  faitliful,  and  receive  them  into  bliss, 
\V1ietlicr  in  Heaven  or  Earth ;  for  then  the  Earth 
Sliall  nil  be  Paradise,  far  happier  place 
Tlian  tills  of  Eden,  and  far  happier  days." 

So  spake  tlic  archangel  Michael ;  tlien  paus'd. 
As  at  tlic  world's  great  perkxl ;  and  our  sire. 
Replete  with  joy  and  wonder,  thus  replied* 

**  O  Goodness  infinite !  Goodness  immense! 
Hiat  all  this  good  of  evil  shall  produce, 
And  c^'il  turn  to  good ;  more  wonderful 
'llian  tlmt  whicli  by  creation  first  brouglit  forth 
Light  out  of  darkness !     Full  of  doubt  1  stand. 
Whether  I  sliould  rvpant  me  now  of  sin 
By  me  done,  and  occasion *d ;  or  rejoice      [spring  ; 
Much  more,  that  much  more  good  thereof  shall , 
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To  Ood'more  glory,  more  good-wiU  to  men 
From  God,  and  over  wnlfa  gnce  ■hall  •^wi"i^. 
But  say,  if  omr  Deliverer  up  to  Heaven 
Must  re-ascend,  what  vrill  betide  the  few 
His  fiuthftU,  left  among  the  unfaithful  herd. 
Hie  enemies  of  truth  ?     Who  then  shall  guide 
His  people,  who  defend  ?    Will  they  not  deal 
Worse  with  his  followers  than  with  htm  they  dealt  ?'* 
<'  Be  sure  they  wiU,"  said  the  angel ;  "  but  fitnn 
Heaven 
He  to  his  own  a  Comforter  will  send. 
The  promise  ot  the  Father,  who  shall  dwell 
His  Spirit  within  them ;  and  the  law  of  faith. 
Working  through  love,  upon  their  hearts  shall  write, 
To  guide  them  in  all  truth  :  and  also  arm 
With  spiritual  armour,  able  to  resist 
Satan's  assaults,  and  quench  his  fiery  darts; 
What  man  can  do  against  them,  not  afraid, 
Hiou^  to  the  death ;  against  such  cruelties 
With  inward  consolations  recompens'd. 
And  oft  supported  so  as  shall  amaze 
Hieir  proudest  persecutors ;  for  the  Spirit, 
Pour*d  first  on  his  Apostles,  whom  he  sends 
To  evangelize  the  nations,  then  on  all 
Baptis'd,  shall  them  with  wondrous  gifb  endue 
To  speak  all  tongues,  and  do  all  miiacles. 
As  did  their  Lord  before  them.     Thus  they  vrin 
Gt^  numbers  of  each  nation  to  receive        [lengdi 
With  joy  the  tidings  brought  frcmi   Heaven:  at 
Thar  ministry  perform'd,  and  race  well  run. 
Their  doctrine  and  their  story  written  lef^ 
Tliey  die ;  but  in  their  room,  as  they  forewarn. 
Wolves  shall  succeed  for  teachers,  grievous  wolves. 
Who  ail  the  sacred  mysteries  of  Heaven 
To  their  own  vile  advantages  shall  turn 
Of  lucre  and  ambition ;  and  the  truth 
With  superstitions  and  traditions  taint. 
Left  only  in  those  written  records  pure. 
Though  not  but  by  the  Spirit  understood. 
Then  shall  they  sc«k  to  avail  themselves  of  names. 
Places,  and  tides,  and  with  these  to  join 
Secular  power ;  dioug^  feigning  still  to  act 
By  spiritual,  to  themselves  appropriating 
The  Spirit  of  God,  promis*d  alike,  and  given 
To  all  believers ;  and,  from  that  pretence, 
Spiritual  laws  by  carnal  power  shall  force 
On  every  conscience ;  laws  whidi  none  shall  find 
Left  them  inroU'd,  or  what  the  spirit  within 
Shall  on  the  heart  engrave.     What  will  they  then 
But  force  the  Spirit  of  grace  itself,  and  bind 
His  consort  Liberty  ?  what,  but  unbuild 
His  Uving  temples,  built  by  faith  to  stand. 
Their  own  fiuth,  not  another's  ?  for,  on  Earth, 
Who  against  fiuth  and  conscience  can  be  beard 
Infallible  ?  yet  many  will  presume : 
Whence  heavy  persecution  shall  arise 
On  all,  who  in  the  worship  persevere 
Of  spirit  and  truth ;  the  rest,  £ur  greater  part, 
Will  deem  in  outwwd  rites  and  specious  forma 
Religion  satisfied;  Truth  shall  retire 
Bestuck  with  slanderous  darts,  and  worics  of  faith 
Rarely  be  found :  so  shall  the  world  go  on. 
To  good  malignant,  to  bad  men  benign ; 
Under  her  own  weight  groaning ;  till  the  day 
Appear  of  respiration  to  the  just. 
And  vengeance  to  the  wicked,  at  return 
Of  him  so  lately  promis*d  to  thy  aid. 
The  woman's  Seed ;  obscurely  then  foretold. 
Now  amplier  known  thy  Saviour  and  thy  Lord ; 
Last,  in  the  clouds,  from  Heaven  to  be  reveal'd 


In  glory  of  the  FiAer,  to  dioolve 
Satan  with  his  peiyeited  world ;  tliien  laiae 
FVom  the  oonfiagrant  mass,  purg'd  and  nefia'd. 
New  Heavens,  new  Earth,  ages  of  endBeas  date^ 
Founded  in  ri^teousneas,  and  peao^  and  love  ; 
To  bring  forth  firuits,  joy,  and  etcnal  bliss.*' 

He  ended ;  and  thus  Adam  last  replied. 
**  How  soon  hath  thy  prediction,  seer  bles^ 
Measur'd  .this  transient  worid,  the  nee  of  tim^ 
Till  time  stand  fiz'd !  Beyond  is  all  abyss. 
Eternity,  whose  eud  no  eye  can  readk 
Greatly  instructed  I  shall  hence  depart ; 
Greatly  in  peace  of  thought ;  and  hsve  my  fill 
Of  knowledge  what  this  vessel  can  ^vntiMn  ; 
Beyond  which  was  my  foUy  to  a^iire. 
Henceforth  I  learn,  that  to  obey  is  best. 
And  love  vridi  fear  the  only  God ;  to  walk 
As  in  his  presence ;  ever  to  observe 
His  providence ;  and  on  him  sole  Sepeod, 
Merciful  over  aU  his  works,  with  good 
Sdll  overcoming  evil,  and  by  small 
Accomplishing  great  things,  by  things  deem'd ' 
Subverting  worldly  strong,  and  worldly  wise 
By  simply  meek :  that  suffering  for  truth's  sake 
Is  fortitude  to  highest  victory. 
And,  to  the  faithful,  death,  the  gate  of  life  ; 
Taught  this  by  his  example,  whom  I  rxiiw 
Acknowledge  my  Redeemer  ever  blest.** 

To  whom  thus  also  the  angel  last  replied. 
'*  This  having  learn'd,  thou  hast  attain'd  the  som 
Of  wisdom ;  hope  no  higher,  though  all  tbe  son 
Thou  knew'st  by  nam^  and  all  the  ethcr^d  powen 
All  secrets  of  the  deep,  all  Nature's  wock^ 
Or  works  of  God  in  Heaven,  air,  earth,  or  aea. 
And  all  the  riches  of  this  world  enjoy'^t. 
And  all  the  rule,  one  empire ;  only  add 
Deeds  to  thy  knowledge  answerable  ;  add  fidd^ 
Add  virtue,  patience,  temperance ;  add  lore. 
By  name  to  come  call'd  charity,  the  soul 
Of  all  the  rest :  then  wilt  thou  not  be  lodi  { 

To  leave  this  Paradise,  but  shalt  poaseas  i 

A  paradise  within  thee,  happier  far.  -— 
Let  us  descend  now  therefore  from  this  top 
Of  speculation ;  for  the  hour  pred» 
Exacts  our  parting  hence ;  and  see !  the  guavd^ 
By  me  encamp'd  on  yondor  hill,  expect 
Their  motion ;  at  whose  front  a  flanung  sword,     i 
In  signal  of  remove,  waves  fiercely  round : 
We  may  no  longer  stay :  go^  waken  Eve  ; 
Her  also  I  with  gentle  drouns  have  calm*d 
Portending  good,  and  all  her  qurits  compos'd 
To  meek  submission :  thou,  at  season  fit» 
Let  her  with  thee  partake  what  thou  hast  heard  ; 
Chiefly,  what  may  concern  her  fiiith  to  know. 
The  great  deliverance  by  her  seed  to  cooke 
(For  by  the  woman's  seed)  on  all  mankind  : 
That  ye  may  live,  which  vrill  be  many  days^ 
Both  in  one  faith  unanimous,  though  sad. 
With  cause  for  evib  past ;  yet  much  more  cIslu^ 
With  meditation  on  the  happy  end.'* 

He  ended,  and  they  both  descend  die  hiU  ; 
Descended,  Adam  to  the  bower,  where  Eve 
Lay  sleeping,  ran  before :  but  found  her  WAk*d  ; 
And  thus  with  words  not  sad  she  him  receiv*d. 

"  Whence  thou  retum'st,  and  whither  wvnt.*s( 
know; 
For  God  is  also  in  sleep ;  and  dreams  advise. 
Which  he  hath  sent  propitious,  some  great  good 
Pkesaging,  since  vriUi  aorrow  and  heart's  disteea 
Wearied  I  fell  asleep :  but  now  lead  on ; 
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1  nw  B  no  deUj ;  with  tiwe  to  go^ 

( 10  ftij  here ;  witilMMt  thee  here  to  stay, 

t  to  go  hence  umnlljng ;  thou  to  me 

n  ill  ifain^  under  HesTen,  all  places  thoix» 

Pho  for  mj  wilAil  crime  art  banish'd  hence. 

^  further  contolariftn  yet  secure 

oDTt  bence ;  though  til  by  me  is  lost, 

bd  fiifoiir  I  unwordiy  am  vouchsaTd, 

h  aedie  promb'd  Seed  shall  all  restore." 

Soifske  our  mother  Eve ;  and  Adam  heard 
RTdJ  plesi'd,  but  answcr'd  not :  for  now,  too  ni^ 
[V  ireh-anKel  stood ;  and  from  the  other  hill 
r«  tbor  ix'd  station,  all  in  bright  amy 
A»  cberubim  descended ;  on  the  ground 
iSduig  cnetcoroua,  as  evening-mist 
bs'o  from  a  liTer  o*er  the  roariah  glides, 
lad  gitfaen  ground  &st  at  the  labourer's  heel 
faofwiid  retuniing.     High  in  fiont  advanced 
k  bmidiib*d  sword  of  God  before  them  blas*dy 
bcc  SB  a  oomct ;  which  with  torrid  heat, 
lad  tspour  as  the  Libyan  air  adust, 
kpa  to  perch  .that  temperate  dime ;  whereat 
B  cither  hsnd  the  hastening  angel  caught 
br  fingering  parents,  and  to  tlM  eastern  gate 
ad  tfaem  dinct,  and  down  the  diflTas  fast 
^  tfcr  nbjeded  plain ;  then  diaappear*d. 
lev,  looking  back,  all  the  eastern  side  beheld 
If  PaidiaiV  » late  their  hi^ypy  seat, 
Tsr'd  orer  by  that  flaming  brand;  the  gate 
ficb  dreadful  faces  throng'd,  and  fiery  arms : 
Imc  nstnnl  tears  they  dropt,  but  wip*d  them  soon  ; 
tW  world  was  all  bcfove  them,  where  to  choose 
tkir  place  of  rest,  and  Pkoridence  their  guide ; 
IW.  }mnd  in  band,  with  wandering  steps  and  slow^ 
lm|fa  Eden  took  their  solitary  wmy.  * 
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Tke  ArgumenL 

^  .^tJKt  proposed.  Invocation  of  the  Holy 
Spnt— T1)e  poem  opens  with  John  baptising  at 
^  mcr  Jotdu.  Jesus  coming  there  is  baptised ; 
■dnsttcaicd,  by  the  descent  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
■■d  by  a  voice  from  Heaven,  to  be  the  Son  of 
Ooi  SsiBB,  who  ia'preaent,  upon  thisimme- 
teiy  tics  up  into  the  regions  of  the  air :  where, 
*"wwing  bis  inftmal  council,  he  aoouaints 
^^  vitfi  his  apprehensions  that  Jesus  is  that 
i^of  the  Woman,  destined  to  destn^  all  their 
P""v«  sad  points  out  to  them  the  immediate 
Bttnty  of  bringing  the  matter  to  proof,  and  of 
*'*"V^i  by  snares  and  fraud,  to  counteract 
"^  dcAat  the  person,  from  whom  they  have  so 
y'to  <hcB4.  This  office  he  offers  himself  to 
">datikc;  sod,  hb  offer  being  accepted,  sets  out 
^^  cB*aprise.«-  In  the  meantime  Goid,  in  the 
■a  luUy  of  holy  angels,  declares  that  he  has  given 
^hit  Son  to  be  tempted  by  Satan ;  but  foretela 
y  ^  tn^ncr  dull  be  completely  deffntpH  by 
■|B<->npon  which  the  angels  sing  a  hymn  of 
''IJB^  Jcstts  is  led  up  1^  the  Spirit  into  the 
^deracsi,  wide  he  is  meditating  on  the  com- 
'  of  hii  gmt  offioe  of  Sftrionr  of 


kind.  Pursuing  his  meditations  be  nairates,  in 
a  soliloquy,  what  divine  and  philanthropic  im- 
pulses he  had  felt  fh>m  his  early  youth,  and  how 
his  mother  Mary,  on  percdring  these  dispositions 
in  him,  had  acquainted  him  with  the  circumstances 
of  his  birth,  and  informed  him  that  he  was  no 
less  a  person  than  the  Son  of  God ;  to  which  he 
adds  what  his  own  inquiries  and  reflections  had 
supplied  in  confirmation  of  this  great  truth,  and 
particularly  dwells  on  the  recent  attestation  of  it 
at  the  river  Jordan.  Our  Lord  passes  forty  days, 
fasting,  in  the  wilderness,  where  the  wild  besiste 
become  mild  and  harmless  in  his  presence.  Satan 
now  appears  under  the  form  of  an  old  peasant ; 
and  enters  into  discourse  with  our  Lord,  wonder* 
ing  what  could  have  brought  him  alone  into  so 
dangerous  a  place,  and  at  the  same  time  professing 
to  recognise  him  for  the  person  lately  acknow- 
ledged by  John,  at  the  river  Jordan,  to  be  tlie  Son 
of  God.  Jesus  briefly  replies.  Satan  rejoins 
with  a  description  of  the  difficulty  of  supporting 
life  in  the  wilderness ;  and  entreats  Jesus,  if  he 
be  really  the  Son  of  God,  to  manifest  his  divine 
power,  by  changing  some  of  the  stones  into  bread. 
Jesus  reproves  him,  and  at  the  some  time  tella 
him  that  he  knows  who  he  is.  Saten  instantly 
avows  himself,  and  offers  an  artful  apology  for 
himself  and  his  conduct.  Our  blessed  Lord 
severelj^reprimands  him,  and  refutes  every  part 
of  his  justification.  Satan,  with  much  semblance 
of  humility,  still  endeavours  to  justify  himself; 
and.  professing  his  admiration  of  Jesus  and  his 
regard  for  virtue,  requests  to  be  permitted  at  a 
future  time  to  hear  more  of  his  conversation ;  but 
is  answered,  that  this  must  be  as  he  shall  find  per- 
mission from  above.  Satan  then  disappears,  and 
the  book  closes  with  a  short  description  of  night 
coming  on  in  the  desert. 

I,  WHO  ere  while  the  ha[J^y  garden  sung 
By  one  man^s  disobedience  lost,  now  sing 
Recover'd  Paradise  to  all  mankind, 
By  one  man*s  firm  obedience  fully  tried 
Through  all  temptation,  and  4he  tempter  foil'd 
In  all  his  iWles,  defeated  and  repuls*d. 
And  Eden  rais*d  in  the  waste  wilderness. 

Ibou  Spirit,  who  ledst  this  glorious  eremite    ^ 
Into  the  desert,  his  rictorious  field. 
Against  the  spiritual  foe,  and  brought'st  him  thence 
By  proof  the  undoubted  Son  of  God,  inspire. 
As  thou  art  wont,  my  prompted  son^  else  mute. 
And  bear  through   height   or  depth  of  Nature's 

bounds. 
With  prosperous  wing  fiill  summ*d,  to  tell  of  deeds 
Above  heroic,  though  in  secret  done. 
And  unrecorded  left  through  many  an  age ; 
Worthy  to  have  not  remain'd  so  long  unsung. 

Now  had  the  great  prodaimer,  with  a  voice 
More  awful  than  the  sound  of  trumpet,  cried 
Repentance,  and  Heaven's  kingdom  nigh  at  hand 
To  all  baptiz*d :  to  his  great  baptism  flock*d 
With  awe  the  regions  round,  and  with  them  cam* 
FWim  Nazareth  the  son  of  Joseph  deem'd 
To  the  flood  Jordan ;  came,  as  then  obscure, 
Unmark*d,  unknown ;  but  bun  tlie  Baptist  soon 
Descried,  dirindy  wam*d,  and  witness  bore 
As  to  his  worthier,  and  would  have  resign'd 
To  him  his  heavenly  oflSce ;  nor  was  long 
His  witness  unconfirm'd :  on  him  baptis'd. 
Heaven  ope&'d,  and  in  likenen  of  a  dovt 
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The  Sfisii  descended,  wUle  die  Father's  yoice 
¥Vom  Heaven  pronounc'd  him  his  bdoyed  Son. 
Tint  heard  the  adrenary,  who,  roving  sdll 
About  the  world,  at  that  assembly  fam*d 
Would  not  be  last,  and,  with  the  voice  divine 
Kigh  thunder-struck,  the  exalted  man,  to  whom 
Sudi  high  attest  was  given,  a  while  survey'd 
With  wonder ;  then,  with  envy  fraught  and  rage. 
Flies  to  his  place,  nor  rests,  but  in  mid  air 
To  council  summons  all  his  mighty  peers, 
Witiiin  thick  clouds  and  dark  ten-fold  involv'd, 
A  gloomy  consistory  ;  and  then  aniidst. 
With  looks  aghast  and  sad,  he  thus  bespake. 

«  O  ancient  powers  of  air,  and  this  wide  worid, 
(For  much  more  willingly  I  mention  air. 
This  our  old  conquest,  than  remember  Hell, 
Our  hated  habitation,)  well  ye  know 
How  inany  ages,  as  the  years  of  men, 
Tliis  universe  we  have  possess*d,  and  ruFd, 
In  manner  at  our  will,  the  affairs  of  Earth, 
Since  Adam  and  his  facile  consort  Eve 
liost  Paradise,  deceiv*d  by  me ;  though  since 
With  dread  attending  when  that  fatal  wound 
Shall  be  inflicted  by  the  seed  of  Eve 
Upon  my  head.     Long  the  decrees  of  Heaven 
Delay,  for  longest  time  to  him  is  short ; 
And  now,  too  so<m  for  us,  the  circling  hours 
TUs  dreaded  time  have  compass'd,  wherein  we 
Must  bide  the  stroke  of  that  long-threatAi*d  wound, 
(At  letst  if  so  we  can,  and  by  the  head 
Broken  be  not  intended  all  our  power 
To  be  infring'd,  our  freedom  and  our  being 
In  this  £ur  empire  won  of  Earth  and  air,) 
For  this  ill  news  I  bring,  the  woman's  seed 
Destin'd  to  this,  i^  late  of  woman  bom. 
His  birth  to  our  just  fear  gave  no  small  cause : 
But  his  growth  now  to  youth's  full  (lower  displaying 
All  virtue,  grace,  and  wisdom  to  achieve 
Things  highest,  greatest  multiplies  my  fear 
Before  him  a  great  prophet,  to  proclaim 
His  coming,  is  sent  harbinger,  who  all 
Invites,  and  in  the  consecrated  stream 
iVetends  to  wash  off  sin,  and  fit  them,  so 
Purified,  to  receive  him  pure,  or  rather 
To  do  him  honour  as  their  king :  all  come, 
And  he  himself  among  them  was  baptia'd ; 
Not  thence  to  be  more  pure,  but  to  receive 
The  testimony  of  Heaven,  that  who  he  is 
Thenceforth  the  nations  may  not  doubt ;  I  saw 
Hie  prophet  do  him  reverence ;  on  him,  rising 
Out  of  the  water.  Heaven  above  the  clouds 
Unfold  her  crystal  doors :  thence  on  his  head 
A  perfect  dove  descend,  (whate*er  it  meant,) 
And  out  of  Heaven  the  sovran  voice  I  heard, 
'  This  is  my  Son  belov*d,  in  him  am  pleas'd.' 
His  mother  then  is  mortal,  but  his  Sire 
He  who  obtains  the  monarchy  of  Heaven : 
And  what  will  he  not  do  to  advance  his  Son  ? 
His  first-begot  we  know,  and  sore  have  felt. 
When  his  fierce  thunder  drove  us  to  the  deep : 
Who  this  is  we  must  learn,  for  Man  he  seems 
In  all  his  lineaments,  though  in  his  face 
Hie  glimpses  of  his  father's  glory  shine. 
Te  see  our  danger  on  the  utmost  edge 
Of  hazard,  whidi  admits  no  long  debate. 
But  must  with  something  sudden  be  oppos'd, 
(Not  force,  but  well-couch'd  fraud,  well-woven 

.snares,) 
Ere  in  the  head  of  nations  he  appear, 
Hidr  king,  tfieir  leader,  and  supreme  on  EmUl 


I,  when  no  other  duM^  sole  undenDok 

The  dismal  expedition  to  find  oat 

And  ruin  Adam ;  and  the  exploit  perfinaM 

Successfully :  a  nlmer  voyage  now 

Will  waft  me ;  and  the  way,  found  prospenms  eM 

Induces  best  to  hope  of  like  success. " 

He  ended,  and  his  words  imprcasion  left 
Of  much  amasement  to  the  infernal  crew. 
Distracted,  and  surpris'd  with  deep  <fiamay 
At  tfiese  sad  tidings ;  but  no  time 
For  long  indulgence  to  their  fears  oi 
I  Unanimous  they  all  commit  the  care 
I  And  management  of  this  main  cnterpriae 
'  To  him,  their  great  dictator,  whose  attem|A 
At  first  against  mankind  so  well  had  tliriT*d 
In  Adam  s  overthrow,  and  led  their  march 
From  Hell's  deep-vaulted  den  to  dvrell  in  figlc, 
Regents,  and  potentates,  and  kings,  yea  gods, 
Of  many  a  pleasant  realm  and  )>roviiioe  wide. 
So  to  the  coast  of  Jordan  he  directs 
His  easy  steps,  girded  with  snaky  wilcs^ 
Where  he  might  likeliest  find  this  new-dfsdai'd^ 
This  Man  of  men,  attested  Son  of  God, 
Temptation  and  all  guile  on  him  to  try ; 
So  to  subvert  whom  he  suspected  rais'd 
To  end  his  reign  on  Earth,  so  long  enjoy'd : 
But,  contrary,  ubweeting  be  fulfill'd 
Hie  purpos'd  council,  pnMirdain'd  and  fix'd. 
Of  the  Most  High ;  who,  in  full  frequence  bi^ 
Of  angels,  thus  to  Gabriel  smiling  spiak^ 

«  Gabriel,  this  day  by  proof  thou  shak  beiioU, 
Thou  and  all  angrls  conversant  on  Earth 
With  man  or  men's  affairs,  how  I  begin 
To  verify  that  solemn  message,  late 
On  whidi  I  sent  thee  to  the  virgin  pare 
In  Galilee,  that  she  should  bear  a  son. 
Great  in  renown,  and  call'd  the  Son  of  God ; 
Then  told'st  her,  doubting  how  these  things  couU 
To  her  a  virgin,  that  on  her  should  come 
Hie  Holy  Ghost,  and  the  power  of  the  Highest  I 
O'ersliadow  her.     This  man,  bom  and  now  \ 

grown. 
To  show  him  worthy  of  his  birth  divine 
And  high  prediction,  henceforth  I  expose 
To  Satan ;  let  him  tempt,  and  now  aaaay 
His  utmost  subtlety,  because  he  boasts 
And  vaunts  of  his  great  cunning  to  the  tfanx^ 
Of  his  apostacy :  he  might  have  learnt 
Less  overweening,  since  he  fail*d*in  Job^ 
Whose  constant  perseverance  overcame 
Whate'er  his  cruel  malice  could  invent. 
He  now  shall  know  I  can  produce  a  nmup 
Of  female  seed,  far  abler  to  resbt 
All  his  solicitations,  and  at  lengtii 
All  his  vast  force,  and  drive  him  back  to  Hell ; 
Winning,  by  conquest,  wliat  the  first  man  los^ 
By  fUlacy  surpris'd.     But  first  I  mean 
To  exercise  him  in  the  wilderness ; 
There  he  shall  first  lay  down  the  rudinkents 
Of  his  great  warfare,  ere  I  send  him  forth 
To  conquer  Sin  and  Death,  the  two  grand  foes, 
By  humiliation  and  strong  sufiferance : 
His  weakness  shall  o'ercome  Satanic  strength 
And  all  the  world,  and  mass  of  sinful  flesh. 
That  all  the  angels  and  ethereal  powers. 
They  now,  and  men  hereafter,  may  discern. 
From  what  consummate  virtue  I  have  choBe 
This  perfect  man,  by  merit  call'd  my  Son, 
To  earn  salvation  for  the  ^los  of  men.** 
So  spake  the  Btcmal  FiAhcr,  and  ril  Hewreo 


boOKl. 


PARADISE  REGAINED. 


Ill 


idminai^  iCood  a  ip^c^  thm  into  hymns 
Sum  forth,  and  m  cdotial  momires  mor'd, 
Ttn^og  the  throne  and  aingnig,  while  the  hand 
mg  with  the  voice,  and  this  the  argument. 

"  \  wtory  and  triumph  to  the  Son  of  God, 
Sov  entering  his  great  duel,  not  of  anna, 
Bvt  ID  Tsoqiush  by  wisdom  hellish  wiles ! 
The  Ficfaer  knows  the  Son  ;  therefore  secure 
VntuRs  his  filial  virtue,  though  untried, 
ksam  whate*er  may  tempt,  whate'er  seduce, 
Aflun,  or  terriiy,  or  undermine. 
Be  frntfrste,  all  ye  stratagems  of  HeU, 
AaA,  dcriliih  machinations,  come  to  naught  !*' 

S)  tbej  in  Heaven  their  odes  and  vigils  tun'd : 
Keuwlule  the  Son  of  God,  who  yet  some  days 
Lodit'd  m  Bcthsbara,  where  John  baptu'd, 
ICiiso^  snd  much  revolving  in  his  breast, 
floK  best  the  mighty  work  be  might  b^n 
df  Sinoiir  to  mankind,  and  which  way  first 
NJKh  his  God-like  office  now  mature, 
One  dsT  forth  walk*d  alone,  the  Spirit  leading 
had  hi  deep  thoughts,  the  better  to  converse 
Vith  vJitude,  till,  far  fiom  track  of  men, 
tboufht  following  thought,  and  step  by  step  led  on. 
Be  enter'd  now  the  boraering  desert  wild, 
Ini  with  dark  shades  and  rocks  environ*d  round, 
Ba  boly  meditaticms  thus  pursued. 

**  0,  whst  a  multitude  of  thoughts  at  once 
Ivikesed  In  me  swarm,  while  I  consider 
^in  from  within  I  feel  myself,  and  hear 
IHai  fram  without  comes  often  to  my  ears, 
Dl  vfting  with  my  present  state  compared  ! 
Wn  I  wu  yet  a  child,  no  childish  play 
To  mt  vas  pleasing ;  all  my  mind  was  set 
kr-MM  to  lesni  and  know,  and  thence  to  do 
Viat  mi^  be  public  good  ;  myself  I  thought 
^  to  tfast  end,  bom  to  promote  all  truth, 
Al'  njfaicous  things :  therefore,  above  my  years, 

IV  ^w  of  God  I  read,  and  found  it  sweet. 
Made  it  my  wMe  delight,  and  in  it  grew 
T**  vxii  perfection,  that,  ere  yet  my  age 

hxi  ocHor'd  twice  six  years,  at  our  great  feast 

I  «nt  into  the  temple,  there  to  hear 

TV  tncfaeri  of  our  law,  and  to  propose 

^  might  improve  my  knowledge  or  their  own ; 

isd  VM  admir'd  by  all :  yet  this  not  all 

^  vladi  my  spirit  aspir'd ;  victorious  deeds 

^'4  in  my  heart,  heroic  acts ;  one  while 

^•niaie  laid  from  the  Roman  yoke, 

^  to  «ubdoe  and  quell,  o*er  all  the  Earth, 

""itr  fiolcaoe  and  proud  tynnnic  power, 

^  •  truth  were  freed,  and  equity  restor*d : 

Tr  (<1<1  it  more  humane,  more  heavenly,  first 

^  vioniag  words  to  conquer  willing  hearts, 

^'^  aake  pcnuasion  do  the  work  of  fear ; 

^  •«■«  to  try,  and  teach  the  erring  soul, 

V  vilfoiiy  misdoing,  but  unaware 
jl^ ;  the  stubborn  only  to  subdue. 

^'^  powing  thoughts  my  mother  soon  perceiving, 
^'  »ordt  m,  nmes  cHt  forth,  inly  rejoicM, 
^>i  md  to  mc  apart,  <  High  are  thy  thoughts, 
*'  ««i.  but  nourish  them,  and  let  them  soar 
j '  «^  hdgfai  sscred  virtue  and  true  worth 
*»  nim  then,  though  above  example  high ; 
»' -iMdilcm  deeds  express  thy  matchleaa  aire, 
^^I^^Mv.Dma  ait  no  son  of  mortal  man; 
'wwfh  an  eitauu  thee  low  of  parentage, 
«;  ^  is  the  Etwial  King  who  rules 
y»HcswnftMidggih,  angeb  and  sons  of  men; 
froB  God  Ibrtlotd  thy  tHrth 


Concelv*dinmeavii]gfai;  he  foretold. 
Thou  should*8t  be  great,  and  sit  on  David*s  throne, 
And  of  thy  kingdom  there  should  be  no  end. 
At  thy  nativity,  a  glorious  quire 
Of  angels,  in  the  fields  of  Bethlehem,  sung 
To  shepherds,  watching  at  their  folds  by  night. 
And  told  them  the  Messiah  now  was  bom, 
Where  they  might  see  him,  and  to  thee  they  came^ 
Directed  to  the  manger  where  thou  lay*st. 
For  in  the  inn  was  left  no  better  room  : 
A  star,  not  seen  before,  in  Heaven  appearin|^ 
Guided  the  wise  men  thither  from  the  east. 
To  honour  thee  with  incense^  myrrh,  and  gold ; 
By  whose  bright  course  led  on  they  found  the  place, 
Aflirming  it  diy  star,  new-graven  in  Heaven, 
By  which  they  knew  the  king  of  Israel  bom. 
Just  Simeon  and  prophetic  Anna,  wam*d 
By  vision,  found  thee  in  the  temple,  and  ^lake^ 
Before  the  altar  and  the  vested  priest. 
Like  things  of  thee  to  all  that  present  stood. '^ 
This  having  heard,  straight  I  again  revolv'd 
The  law  and  prophets,  searching  what  was  writ 
Concerning  the  Messiah,  to  our  scribes 
Knhwn.  partly,  and  soon  found,  of  whom  they  spake 
I  am  ;  this  chiefly,  that  my  way  must  lie 
Through  many  a  hard  assay,  even  to  the  death. 
Ere  I  the  promis*d  kingdom  can  attain. 
Or  work  redemption  for  mankind,  ^riiose  sins 
Full  weight  must  be  translerr*d  upon  my  bead. 
Yet,  neither  thus  dishearten'd  or  dismay'd. 
The  time  prefix*d  I  waited ;  when  behold 
The  Baiftist,  (of  whose  birth  I  oft  had  heard; 
Not  knew  by  sight,)  now  come,  who  was  to  come 
Before  Messiah,  and  his  way  prepare ! 
I,  as  all  others,  to  his  baptism  came. 
Which  I  believ*d  was  from  above ;  but  he 
Straight  knew  me,  and  with  loudest  voice  proclaim*d 
Me  him,  (for  it  was  shown  him  so  from  Heaven,) 
Me  him,  whose  harbinger  he  was;  and  first 
Refus'd  on  me  his  baptism  to  confer. 
As  much  his  greater,  and  was  hardly  won : 
But,  as  I  rose  out  of  the  laving  stream, 
Heaven  opened  her  eternal  doors,  from  whence 
The  Spirit  descended  on  me  like  a  dove ; 
And  last,  the  sum  of  all,  my  Father's  voice. 
Audibly  heard  frtnn  Heaven,  pronounc*d  me  his, 
*  Me  his  beloved  Son,  in  whom  alone 
He  was  well  pleas*d ;'  by  which  I  knew  the  time 
Now  full,  that  I  no  more  should  live  obscure. 
But  openly  begin,  as  best  becomes. 
The  authority  which  I  deriv'd  from  Heaven. 
And  now  by  some  strong  motion  I  am  led 
Into  this  wUderaess,  to  what  intent 
I  learn  not  yet ;  perhaps  I  need  not  know. 
For  what  concerns  my  knowledge  God  reveals.' 
So  spake  our  Morning-star,  then  in  his  rise. 
And,  looking  round,  on  every  side  beheld 
A  pathless  desert,  dusk  with  horrid  shades ; 
Hie  way  he  came  not  having  mark*d,  return 
Was  difficult,  by  human  steps  untrod ; 
And  he  still  on  was  led,  but  with  such  thoughts 
Accompanied  of  things  past  and  to  come 
Lodg*d  in  his  breast,  as  well  might  recommend 
Such  solitude  before  choicest  soaety. 
Full  forty  days  he  pass*d,  whether  on  hill 
Sometimes,  anon  on  shady  vale,  eadi  night 
Under  the  covert  of  some  ancient  oak. 
Or  cedar,  to  defend  him  from  the  dew, 
Or  harbour'd  in  one  cave,  is  not  reveal*d ; 
Nor  tailed  human  food,  nor  hunger  f^lt 
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TQltfaoie  days  ended;  hoBger*d  then  allest 
Among  wild  beests :  tbey  at  his  sight  grew  mild. 
Nor  ileefMng  him  nor  waking  hann'd ;  his  walk 
Tlie  fiery  serpent  fled  and  noxious  wonn. 
Hie  lion  and  fierce  tiger  glar*d  aloof. 
But  now  an  aged  man  in  rural  weeds. 
Following,  as  seem*d,  the  quest  of  some  stray  ewe, 
Or  wither'd  sticks  to  gather,  which  might  serve 
Against  a  winter's  day,  when  winds  blow  keen. 
To  warm  him  wet  returned  from  field  at  ere. 
He  saw  approach,  who  first  with  curious  eye 
Ferus*d  him,  then  with  words  thus  utter*d  spake. 

«  Sir,  what  m  ctanoe  hth  brought  tbee  to  this 
place 
So  far  from  padi  or  road  of  men,  who  pass 
In  troop  or  caravan?  for  single  none 
Durst  ever,  who  retum*d,  and  dropt  not  here 
His  carcase,  pin*d  with  hunger  and  with  drought. 
I  ask  the  rather,  and  the  more  admire, 
For  that  to  me  thou  seem'st  the  Man,  whom  late 
Our  new  baptizing  prophet  at  the  ford 
Of  Jordan  lK>nour*d  so,  and  call'd  thee  Son 
Of  God :   I  saw  and  heard,  for  we  sometimes 
Who  dwell  this  wild,  oonstxain*d  by  want,  come 

forth 
To  town  or  villaire  nigh,  ^nighest  is  far,) 
Where  aught  we  hear,  ana  curious  are  to  hear, 
What  happens  new ;  fame  also  finds  us  out" 

To  whom  the  Son  of  God.     **  Who  brought  me 

hither. 

Will  bring  me  hence ;  no  other  guide  I  seek.** 

"  By  miracle  he  may,**  replied  the  swain ; 
'*  What  other  way  I  see  not ;  for  we  here 
Live  on  tough  roots  and  stubs,  to  thirst  inur*d 
More  than  the  camel,  and  to  drink  go  far. 
Men  to  much  misery  and  hardship  bom  : 
But,  if  thou  be  the  Son  of  God,  comnumd 
That  out  of  these  hard  stones  be  made  thee  bread. 
So  shalt  tliou  save  thyself,  and  us  relieve 
With  food,  whereof  we  wretched  seldom  taste.*' 

He  ended,  and  the  Son  of  God  replied. 
'*  Think*st  thou  such  force  in  bread?     Is  it  not 

written, 
(For  I  discern  thee  other  than  thou  seem'st) 
'  Man  lives  not  by  bread  only,  but  each  word 
Proceeding  from  the  mouth  of  God,  who  fed 
Our  fathers  here  with  manna  ?*  in  the  mount 
Moses  was  forty  days,  nor  eat,  nor  drank ; 
And  forty  days  Elijah,  without  food, 
Wancter'd  this  barren  waste  :  the  same  I  now : 
Why  dost  thou  then  suggest  to  me  distrust. 
Knowing  who  I  am,  as  I  know  who  thou  art  ?** 

Whom  thus  answer'd  the  arch-fiend,  now  undis- 
guis'd. 
"  'Tis  true  I  am  that  Spirit  unfortunate, 
Who,  leagu'd  with  millions  more  in  rash  revolt, 
Kept  not  my  happy  station,  but  was  driven 
With  them  from  bliss  to  the  bottomless  deep. 
Yet  to  that  hideous  place  not  so  oonfin'd 
By  rigour  unconniring,  but  that  oft. 
Leaving  my  dolorous  prison,  I  enjoy 
Large  liberty  to  round  this  globe  of  earth, 
Or  range  in  the  air;  nor  from  the   Heaven  of 

Heavens 
Hath  he  excluded  my  resort  sometimes. 
I  came  among  the  sons  of  God,  when  he 
Gave  up  into  my  hands  Unean  Job 
To  prove  him,  and  illustrate  his  high  worth ; 
And,  when  to  all  his  angels  he  pTopos*d 
To  ^w  the  proud  king  Ahab  into  fr«ud 


Tliat  he  miglit  &U  in  Bamotli,  fihtj  demnin^ 

I  undettook  that  oflice,  and  the  tongue* 

Of  all  his  flattering  prophets  glibb'd  with  lies 

To  his  destruction,  as  I  had  in  chaige ; 

For  what  he  bids  I  do.     Though  I  have  lost 

Much  lustre  of  my  native  brightness,  loat 

To  be  belov'd  of  God,  I  have  not  lost 

To  love,  at  least  contemplate  and  admire^ 

What  I  see  excellent  in  good,  or  fiur. 

Or  virtuous ;  I  should  so  have  lost  all  sense : 

What  can  then  be  less  in  me  than  desire 

To  see  thee  and  approach  thee,  whom  I  know 

Declar*d  the  Son  of  God,  to  hear  attent 

Thy  wisdom,  and  behold  thy  God-like  deeds  ? 

Men  generally  think  me  much  a  foe 

To  all  mankind :  why  should  I  ?  thcj  to  me 

Never  did  wrong  or  violence ;  by  them 

I  lost  not  what  I  lost,  rather  by  tficm 

I  gain*d  what  I  have  gain*d,  and  with  them  dwri^ 

Copartner  in  these  regions  of  the  world, 

If  not  disposer ;  lend  them  oft  my  aid. 

Oft  my  advice  by  presages  and  signs, 

And  answers,  oracles,  portdts,  and  dreama^ 

Wherd>y  they  may  direct  their  future  life. 

Envy  they  say  excites  me,  thus  to  gain 

Companions  of  my  misery  and  woe. 

At  first  it  may  be ;  but,  long  since  with  woe 

Nearer  Acquainted,  now  I  feel,  by  proof^ 

Thai  fellowship  in  pain  divides  not  smart. 

Nor  lightens  aught  each  man's  peculiar  load. 

Small  consolation  then,  were  man  adjoin'd  :   [Mm 

This  wounds  me  most,  fwhat  can  it   less  ?)   tU 

Man  fidl*n  shall  be  restor  d,  I  never  more." 

To  whom  our  Saviour  sternly  thus  replied.         | 
"  Deservedly  thou  griev*st,  compos'd  of  lies 
From  the  banning,  and  in  lies  wilt  end ; 
Who  boast*st  release  from  Hell,  and  leave  to  come 
Into  the  Heaven  of  Heavens :  thou  cocn'st  indeed 
As  a  poor  miserable  captive  thrall 
Comes  to  the  place  where  he  before  had  sat 
Among  the  prime  in  splendour,  now  depos'd. 
Ejected,  emptied,  gaz*d,  unpitied,  shunn'd, 
A  spectacle  of  ruin,  or  of  scorn. 
To  all  the  host  of  Heaven :  the  happy  place 
Imparts  to  thee  no  happiness,  no  joy, 
Rather  inflames  thy  torment :  representing 
Lost  bliss,  to  thee 'no  more  communicable. 
So  never  more  in  Hell  than  when  in  Heaven. 
But  thou  art  serviceable  to  Heaven's  King. 
Wilt  thou  impute  to  obedience  what  thy  fear 
Extorts,  or  pleasure  to  do  ill  excites  ? 
What  but  thy  malice  mov'd  thee  to  misdeem 
Of  righteous  Job,  then  cruelly  to  aflUct  him 
With  all  inflictions  ?  but  his  patience  won. 
The  other  service  was  thy  chosen  task. 
To  be  a  liar  in  four  hundred  mouths 
For  lying  is  thy  sustenance,  thy  food. 
Yet  thou  pretend*st  to  truth ;  all  oracles 
By  thee  are  given,  and  what  confess'd  more  true 
Among  the  nations  ?  that  hath  been  thy  craft. 
By  mixing  somewhat  true  to  vent  more  lies. 
But  what  have  been  thy  answers,  what  but  dark^ 
Ambiguous,  and  with  double  sense  deluding. 
Which  they  who  ask'd  have  seldom  understood. 
And  not  well  understood  as  good  not  known  ? 
Who  ever  by  consulting  at  thy  shrine 
Retum'd  the  wiser,  or  the  more  instruct. 
To  fly  or  follow  what  concem*d  him  most. 
And  ran  not  sooner  to  his  fatal  snare  ? 
For  God  hadi  justly  given  the  nations  up 
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To  thy  dehttioiM ;  jusUj,  since  they  fell 

Idfteous:  but,  wiicn  his  purpose  is 

Among  them  to  declare  his  pnmdeoce 

To  the«  not  known,  whence  hast  thou  then  thy  truth, 

But  fram  liini,  or  his  angels  president 

b  every  pnmnce,  who^  themselves  disdaining 

To  ifiproadi  thy  temples,  give  thee  in  command 

^^Mt,  to  the  smallest  tittle,  thou  shalt  say 

To  ikf  sdoiefs  ?     Thou,  with  trembling  fear, 

Or  fike  t  fiiwning  parasite,  obey'st : 

Tte  to  thyself  ascrib'st  the  truth  foretold. 

fiat  this  thy  glory  shall  be  soon  retrench*d; 

No  more  shalt  thou  by  oracling  abuse 

The  Gntiles ;  henceforth  oracles  are  ceaa'd. 

And  tbou  no  more  with  pomp  and  sacrifice 

Sah  be  inquir'd  at  Delpbos,  or  elsewhere ; 

At  icist  in  vain,  for  they  shall  find  thee  mute. 

God  baih  DOW  sent  his  living  oracle 

loto  the  world  to  teach  his  final  will. 

And  ieods  his  Spirit  of  Truth  henceforth  to  dwell 

in  pious  hearts,  an  inward  oracle 

Id  lU  truth  requisite  for  men  to  know.** 

So  (pake  our  Saviour,  but  the  subtle  fiend, 
TV>u|iHi  inly  stung  with  anger  and  disdain, 
I^t^mbled,  and  this  answer  smooth  retum*d. 
~  S!iarpjy  thou  hast  insisted  on  rebuke, 
Aod  urg'd  me  with  hard  doings,  which  not  will 
Bat  uisery  hath  wrested  firom  me.     Where 
^iv  canst  thou  find  one  miserable, 
Asd  iM  ta£orc*d  oft-times  to  part  from  truth. 
If  it  may  stand  him  more  in  stead  to  lie, 
kf  lod  nnaay,  feign,  flatter,  or  aljure  ? 
&kt  thou  art  plac'd  above  me,  thou  art  Lord ; 
^f^m  thee  I  can,  and  must  submiss,  endure, 
C^^  or  reproof,  and  glad  to  'scape  so  quit. 
Hard  are  the  way*  of  Truth,  and  rou£^  to  walk, 
&BK>th  on  the  tongue  diacours'd,  pleasing  to  the  ear, 
•^^  tuneable  as  ^Ivan  pipe  or  song  ; 
VW  nooder  then  if  I  delight  to  hear 
Her  dictates  from  thy  mouth?     Most  men  admire 
^mut,  who  follow  not  her  lore :  permit  me 
To  bear  thee  when  I  come,  (since  no  man  comes,) 
Aad  talk  at  least,  though  I  despair  to  attain. 
IV  Father,  who  is  holy,  wise,  and  pure, 
^Sm  the  hypocrite  or  atheous  priest 
Ti  titad  his  ncred  courts,  and  minister 
^nA  faia  altar,  Ittndling  holy  things, 
'^jog  or  vowing :  and  voucbsaTd  his  voice 
To  Oiiaam  reprobOe,  a  prophet  yet 
a-XKi'i:  disdain  not  such  access  to  me.** 

r<>  whom  our  Saviour,  with  unalter*d  brow  : 
*  Titj  coming  hither,  though  I  know  thy  scope, 
I  ^«i  not.  or  fisrhid  ;  do  as  thou  find*st 
1'  nuHioo  finn  above ;  tbou  canst  not  more.' 

He  added  not ;  and  Satan,  bowing  low 
pty  Sadmn\ttmn,  disappear*d 
thin  air  diflusM :  for  now  began 

fti  villi  her  suUcn  wings  to  double-shade 
^  deicn ;  fowls  in  tbeir  day-nests  were  couch'd ; 
^  ao»  wild  beasts  came  forth  the  woods  to  roam. 
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Book  II. 

TV  Argumtni* 

V  diidpletof  Jcims,  uneasy  at  his  long  absence, 
'***(>»  snongit  themselves  concerning  it.  Mary 
^«>  gives  vent  to  her  maternal  anxiety :  in  the 
•iprvwioo  of  wUcb  the  recapitulates  many  cir- 


cumstances respecting  the  birth  and  early  life  of 
lier  son.  *-*  Satan  again  meets  his  infernal  coundJ, 
reports  the  bad  success  of  his  first  temptation  of 
our  blessed  Lord,  and  calls  upon  them  for 
counsel  and  assistance.  Belial  proposes  the 
tempting  of  Jesus  with  women.  Satan  rebukes 
Belial  for  his  dissoluteness,  charging  on  him  all 
the  profligacy  of  that  kind  ascribed  by  tbe  poets 
to  the  heathen  gods,  and  rejects  his  proposal  as 
in  no  respect  likely  to  succeed.  Satan  then 
suggests  other  modes  of  temptation,  particu- 
larly proposing  to  avail  himself  of  the  circtun- 
stance  of  our  Lord's  hungering;  and,  taking 
a  baqd  of  chosen  spirits  with  him,  returns  to 
resume  his  enterprise.  —Jesus  hungers  in  the 
desert.  ~—  Night  copies  on  ;  the  manner  in  which 
our  Saviour  passes  the  night  is  described.  -» 
Morning  advances.  — •  Satan  again  appears  to 
Jesus,  and,  after  expressing  wonder  that  he 
should  be  so  entirely  neglected  in  the  wilderness, 
where  others  had  been  miraculously  fed,  tempts 
him  with  a  sumptuous  banquet  of  the  most  luxu^ 
rious  kind.  This  be  rejects,  and  the  banquet 
vanishes.  —  Satan,  finding  our  Lord  not  to  be 
assailed  on  tlie  ground  of  appetite,  tempts  him 
again  by  oflTuring  him  riches,  as  the  means  of 
acquiring  power:  tliis  Jesus  also  rejects,  pro- 
ducing many  instances  of  great  actions  per- 
formed by  persons  under  virtuous  poverty,,  and 
specifying  the  danger  of  riches,  and  the  cares  and 
pains  inseparable  from  power  and  greatness. 

MiAMWHiLx  the  new-baptix*d,  who  yet  remain'd 
At  Jordan  vrith  the  Baptist,  and  had  seen 
Him  whom  they  heard  so  late  expressly  call'd 
Jesus  Messiah,  Son  of  God  declared. 
And  on  that  high  authority  had  believ'd. 
And  with  him  talk'd,  and  with  him  lodg'd ;  I  mean 
Andrew  and  Simon,  famous  afVer  known, 
With  others,  though  in  Holy  Writ  not  nam'd ; 
Now  missing  him,  tlieir  joy  so  lately  found, 
(So  lately  found,  and  so  abruptly  gone,) 
Began  to  doubt,  and  doubted  many  days, 
And,  as  tlie  days  increas'd,  increas'd  their  doubL 
Sometimes  they  thought  be  might  be  only  shown. 
And  for  a  time  caught  up  to  God,  as  once 
Moses  was  in  the  mount  and  missing  long. 
And  the  great  Thisbite,  who  on  fiery  wheels 
Rode  up  to  Heaven,  yet  onc&  again  to  como^' 
Therefore,  as  those  young  prophets  then  with  care 
Sought  lost  Elijah,  so  in  each  place  tliese 
Nigh  to  Bethabara ;  in  Jericho 
The  dty  of  palms,  ^non,  and  Salem  old, 
Machamis,  and  each  town  or  city  wall'd 
On  this  side  the  broad  lake  Genezaret, 
Or  in  Peraa ;  but  retum'd  in  vain. 
Then  on  the  bank  of  Jordan,  by  a  creek 
Where  winds  with  reeds  and  osiers  whispering  play. 
Plain  fishermen,  (no  greater  men  them  call,) 
Close  in  a  cottage  low  together  got. 
Their  unexpected  loss  and  plaints  outbreath'd. 
"  Alas,  frx>m  what  high  hope  to  what  relapse 
Unlook*d  for  are  we  fall'n !  our  eyes  beheld 
Messiah  certainly  now  come,  so  long 
Expected  of  our  fathers :  we  l)ave  heard 
His  words,  his  wisdom  full  of  grace  and  truth ; 
Now,  now,  for  sure,  deliverance  is  at  hand. 
The  kingdom  shall  to  Israel  be  restor'd ; 
Thus  we  rejoic'd,  but  soon  our  joy  is  tum'd 
Into  perplexity  and  new  amaie ; 
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For  wUtfaer  is  he  gone,  what  aeddent 

Hath  nfit  him  fimn  us  ?  will  he  now  redre 

After  appeanmce,  and  again  prolong 

Our  expectation?  God  of  Israel, 

Send  tl^  Meaiiah  ibrtfa,  the  time  is  come ; 

Behcdd  the  kings  of  the  Earth,  how  they  opprBas 

Thy  chosen ;  to  what  hdght  their  power  unjust 

Hiey  have  exalted,  and  behind  than  cast 

All  fear  of  thee ;  arise,  and  vindicate 

Thy  glory ;  free  thy  people  from  their  yoke. 

But  let  us  wait ;  thus  far  he  hath  perform'd. 

Sent  his  anointed,  and  to  us  reveal'd  him. 

By  his  gnat  prof^iet,  pointed  at  and  shown 

In  pubU(^  and  with  hnn  we  have  conveis'd ; 

Let  us  be  glad  of  this,  and  all  our  fears 

Lay  on  his  providence ;  he  will  not  fail. 

Nor  wiU  withdraw  him  now,  nor  will  recall. 

Mock  us  with  his  blest  sight,  then  snatch  him  hence ; 

Soon  we  shall  see  our  hope^  our  joy,  return.** 

Tims  they,  out  of  their  plaints,  new  hope  resume 
To  find  whom  at  the  first  they  found  unsought : 
But,  to  his  mother  Maiy,  when  she  saw 
Others  retum'd  from  baptism,  not  her  son, 
Nor  left  at  Jordan,  tidii^  of  him  none,         [pure. 
Within  her  breast  thou^  calm,   her  breast  though 
Motherly  cares  and  fears  got  bead,  and  rais*d 
Some  troubled  thoughts,  which  she  in  sighs  thus  clad. 

**  O,  what  avails  me  now  that  honour  hi  j^ 
To  have  conceiv'd  of  God,  or  that  salute, 
*  Hail  highly  favour*d  among  women  blest!* 
While  I  to  sorrows  am  no  less  advanc'd. 
And  fears  as  eminent,  above  the  lot 
Of  other  women,  by  die  birth  I  bore ; 
In  such  a  season  bom,  when  scarce  a  shed 
Could  be  obtain'd  to  shelter  him  or  me 
From  the  bleak  air ;  a  stable  was  our  warmth, 
A  manger  his ;  yet  soon  enforc*d  to  fly, 
Hience  into  Egypt,  till  the  murderous  king 
Were  dead,  who  sought  his  life,  and  missing  fiU'd 
With  infant  blood  the  streets  of  Bethlehem ; 
From  Egypt  home  retum'd,  in  Nazareth 
Hath  been  our  dwelling  many  years ;  his  life 
Private,  unactive,  calm,  contemplative, 
Little  suspicious  jto  any  king ;  but  now 
Full  grown  to  man,  acknowledg*d,  as  I  hear, 
By  John  the  Baptist,  and  in  public  shown. 
Son  own*d  from  Heaven  by  his  Father's  voice, 
I  look*d  for  some  great  change ;  to  honour  ?  no. 
But  trouble,  as  old  ^meon  plain  foretold, 
That  to  the  fidl  and  rising  he  should  be 
Of  many  in  Israel,  and  to  a  sign 
Spoken  against,  that  through  my  very  soul 
A  sword  shall  pierce :  this  is  my  favour*d  lot, 
My  exaltation  to  afflictions  high ; 
Afflicted  I  may  be,  it  seems,  and  blest ; 
I  will  not  argue  that,  nor  wUl  repine. 
But  where  delays  he  now  ?  some  great  intent 
Conceals  him:   when  twelve  years  he  scarce  had 
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I  lost  him,  but  so  found,  as  well  I  saw 
He  could  not  lose  himself,  but  went  about 
His  Father's  business ;  what  he  meant  I  mus'd. 
Since  understand ;  much  jnore  his  absence  now 
Thus  long  to  some  great  purpose  he  obscures. 
But  I  to  wait  with  patience  am  inur*d ; 
My  heart  hath  been  a  store-house  long  c£  things 
And  sayings  laid  up,  portending  strange  c\'ents. 

Hius  Mary,  pondering  oft,  and  oft  to  mind 
Recalling  what  remarkably  had  pass'd 
Since  first  her  salutation  heard,  with  thoughts 
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Meekly  compoa'd  awMtod  the  flilfiaiiig : 

The  while  her  son,  tndng  the  desert  wild. 

Sole,  but  with  holiest  meditations  led, 

Into  himself  descended,  and  at  once 

All  his  great  work  to  come  before  him  set; 

How  to  b^in,  how  to  accomplish  best 

His  end  of  being  on  Earth,  and  misiaon  high : 

For  Satan,  vrith  sly  pre&ce  to  return. 

Had  left  laim  vacant,  and  with  speed  wag 

Up  to  the  middle  region  of  thick  air. 

Where  all  his  potentates  in  council  sat ; 

There,  without  sign  of  boast,  or  sign  of  joy. 

Solicitous  and  bhmk,  he  thus  begaiL  [thraaa; 

*<  Princes,    Heaven's    ancient   toaa^ 
Demonian  spirits  now,  from  the  element 
Each  of  his  reign  allotted,  rif^itlier  cali'd 
Powers  of  fire,  air,  water,  and  earth 
(So  may  we  hold  our  place  and  these  miid! 
Without  new  trouble,)  such  an  enemy 
Is  risen  to  invade  us,  who  no  less 
Tlireatens  than  our  expulsion  down  to  Hdl ; 
I,  as  I  undertook,  and  with  the  vote 
Consenting  in  full  frequence  was  impowcr*d. 
Have  found  him,  view'd  him,  tasted  him  ;  but  fin^ 
Far  other  labour  to  be  undergone 
Than  when  I  dealt  with  Adam,  first  of  men. 
Though  Adam  by  his  wife's  allurement  feU» 
However  to  this  man  inferiour  finr ; 
If  he  be  man  by  mother's  side,  at  least 
With  more  than  human  gifts  finxn  Heaven  adom'^ 
Perfections  absolute,  graces  divine. 
And  amplitude  of  mind  to  greatest  deeds. 
Therefore  I  am  retum'd,  lest  confidence 
Of  my  success  with  Eve  in  Paradise 
Decdve  ye  to  persuasion  over-sure 
Of  like  succeeding  here :   I  summon  all 
Rather  to  be  in  rodiness,  with  hand 
Or  counsel  to  assist ;  lest  I,  who  erst 
Thought  none  my  equal,  now  be  over^matcli'd.*' 

So  spake  the  old  serpent,  doubting ;  and  from  a| 
With  clamour  was  assured  their  utmost  aid 
At  his  command :  when  from  amidst  tfaem  roae 
Belial,  the  dissolutest  spirit  that  fell. 
The  sensuallest,  and,  after  Asmodai, 
The  fleshliest  incubus ;  and  thus  advis'd. 

"  Set  women  in  his  eye,  and  in  his  vralk. 
Among  daughters  of  men  the  fiurest  found : 
Many  are  in  each  r^on  passing  fiur 
As  the  noon  sky :  more  like  to  goddesses 
Than  mortal  creatures,  graceful  and  di&ucm. 
Expert  in  amorous  arts,  enchanting  tonguea 
Persuasive,  virgin  majesty  with  mild 
And  sweet  allay'd,  yet  terrible  to  approach, 
Skill'd  to  retire,  and,  in  retiring,  draw 
Hearts  afler  them,  tangled  in  amorous 
Such  object  hath  the  power  to  soften  and 
Severest  temper,  smooth  the  rugged'st  biow 
Enerve,  and  with  voluptuous  hope  disaolve. 
Draw  out  with  credulous  desire,  and  lead 
At  will  the  manliest,  resolutest  breast. 
As  the  magnetic  hardest  iron  draws. 
Women,  when  nothing  else,  beguil'd  the  heart 
Of  wisest  Solomon,  and  made  him  buHd, 
And  made  him  bow,  to  the  gods  of  his  wives.** 

To  whom  quick  answer  Satan  thus  retum'd. 
"  Belial,  in  much  uneven  scale  thou  weigh'st 
All  others  by  thyself;  because  of  old 
Iliou  thyself  doat'dst  cm  womankind,  adminii^ 
Their  shape,  their  c(^our,  and  attracdve  grace^ 
None  are,  thou  think'st,  but  taken  with  such  ttrv^ 
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BeTorr  the  flood  thou  wMi  thy  lottj  crew, 
>'ike  thicd  aoM  of  God,  romfaig  the  Earth, 
Cast  wanton  cyw  oo  the  dmgfaien  of  men, 
Aad  coupled  with  them,  and  begot  a  race. 
Hsfc  w«  not  seen,  or  by  rehtion  heard. 
Id  conns  and  regal  diamben  how  thou  Inrk'st, 
Id  wood  or  groive,  by  moasy  fountain  side, 
la  TiUcy  or  green  meadow,  to  way-ky 
Sonebcaoty  rare,  Calisto,  Clymene, 
I>Vf>Mi  or  Semele,  Antiopa, 
Or  Amymooe^  Syrinx,  many  more 
Too  loi^  then  Jay'st  thy  scapes  on  names  ador'd, 
Apdlo^  Neptune,  Jupiter,  or  Pan, 
&tjT,  or  Faun,  or  Sylfan?     But  these  haunts 
Detiglit  not  all ;  among  the  sons  of  men. 
Bow  many  ha?e  with  a  smile  made  small  account 
Of  Benity  and  her  lures,  easily  scom*d 
All  htfaMolts,  on  worthier  things  intent ! 
Bauttober  that  Pelican  conqueror, 
A  Twtfa,  how  all  the  beauties  of  the  East 
He  iligfady  new'd,  and  slightly  overpassM ; 
How  be,  suraamM  of  Afnca,  dismiss'd, 
lo  fan  prime  youth,  the  fair  Iberian  maid. 
For  Sokmon,  be  liVd  at  ease,  and  full 
OThoooar,  wealth,  fai^  fare,  aim'd  not  beyoud 
HVcfaer  design  dian  to  enjoy  hu  state ; 
T^tnn  to  the  bait  of  women  lay  exposM : 
Btttbe,wliomwe  attempt,  is  wiser  far 
T^  Solomon,  of  more  exalted  mind, 
Ibde  and  set  wfaoUj  on  the  accomplisJmient 
OjTgTwlest  things.      What  woman  will  you  find, 
^^Mgh  of  dns  age  the  wonder  and  the  fame, 
Ob  vbom  his  leisure  will  vouchsafe  an  eye 
Offooddcsire?     Or  should  she,  confident, 
^jj«wag  <|ueen  ador'd  on  Beauty's  throne, 
I**oead  wtth  all  her  winning  charms  begirt 
To  easmour,  as  the  xone  of  Venus  once 
wnogbt  that  etTect  on  Jove,  so  fables  tell ; 
Btm  would  one  look  from  his  majestic  brow, 
«dM«i  the  top  of  Virtue's  hill, 
"**"»to»ance  her  de^ns'd,  and  put  to  rout 
Afi  ha  arrsy ;  her  female  pride  d^ect, 
Jftara  to  re?crent  awe !  for  Beauty  stands 
IB  the  admintion  only  of  weak  minds 
^  apdvc ;  cease  to  admire,  and  all  her  plumes 
M  fltt,  and  shrink  into  a  tririal  toy, 
At  cmy  sudden  slighting  quite  abash'd. 
jVif&re  with  manlier  ejects  we  must  try 
Hj»  cooitancy  j  with  such  as  have  more  show 
Of  worth,  of  honour,  glory,  and  popular  praise, 
]^V  vfacreon  greatest  men  hare  oflest  wreck'd ; 
Or  t^wlKfaon^  seems  to  satisfy  * 

I**<uldBiieo  of  nature,  not  beyond ; 
^vml  know  he  hungers,  where  no  food 
^u) be  found,  in  the  wide  wilderness  : 
^r  rc«  emanit  to  me ;  I  shall  let  pass 
Ho  idnsim,  and  Ins  strength  as  oft  aasav. " 
.^1^  <tat*d^  and  heard  their  grant  in  loud  acclaim ; 
^n  fbrdiwith  to  him  takes  a  duMen  band 
Of  tpims,  likcst  to  himself  in  guile, 
lu  bt  M  hand,  and  at  hu  beck  appear, 
^Me  were  to  unfold  some  active  scene 
OJ^""**  ?•»>«•»  eadi  to  know  his  part': 
^»  the  desert  takes  with  these  his  flight; 
^^  rtin  fhim  shade  to  shade,  the  Son  of  God 
After  Cony  dsys  teting  had  remain'd, 
.Vow  boagtrittff  fint,  and  to  himself  thus  said. 
•*  Where  wiU  dns  enf  ?  four  times  ten  days  Tvt 
p«s*d 
wiiiiij_j —  lUi  woody  naae,  and  human  food 


Nor  tasted^  nor  had  appetite;  that  fast 
To  virtue  I  impute  not,  or  count  part 
Of  what  I  sufflnr  here ;  if  nature  need  not, 
Or  God  support  nature  without  repast 
Though  needing,  what  praise  is  it  to  endure  ? 
But  now  I  feel  I  hunger,  which  declares 
Nature  hath  need  of  what  she  asks ;  yet  God 
Can  satisfy  that  need  some  other  way, 
Hxmgh  hunger  still  remain  :  so  it  remain 
Without  this  body's  wasting,  I  content  me. 
And  from  the  sting  of  famine  fear  no  harm ; 
Nor  mind  it,  fed  witii  better  thoughts,  that  feed 
Me  hungering  more  to  do  my  Firther's  will." 

It  was  the  hour  of  night,  when  thus  the  Son 
Conunun'd  in  silent  walk,  then  laid  him  down 
Under  the  hospitable  covert  nigh 
Of  trees  thick  interwoven ;  tfaoe  he  slept,  . 
And  dream'd,  as  ajqpetite  Is  wont  to  dream, 
Of  meats  and  drinks,  nature's  refreshment  sweet: 
Him  thought,  he  by  the  brook  of  Cherith  stood. 
And  saw  the  ravens  with  their  homy  beaks 
Food  to  Elijah  bringing,  even  and  mom,    [brought ; 
Though  ravenous,  tau^  to  abstain  from  what  they 
He  saw  the  prophet  also,  how  be  fled 
Into  the  desert,  and  how  ther4  be  slept 
Under  a  juniper ;  then  how  awak'd 
He  found  his  supper  on  the  coals  prepor'd. 
And  by  the  angel  was  bid  rise  and  eat. 
And  eat  the  second  time  after  repose. 
The  strengdi  whereof  suflic'd  him  forty  days : 
Sometimes  that  with  Elijah  he  partook. 
Or  as  a  guest  with  Daniel  at  his  pulse. 
Thus  wore  out  nig^t ;  and  now  die  herald  lark 
Left  his  ground-nest,  high  towering  to  descry 
Hie  Mom's  approach,  and  greet  h^  with  his  song : 
As  lightly  from  his  grassy  couch  up  rose 
Our  Saviour,  and  found  all  was  but  a  dream ; 
Fasting  Ke  went  to  sleep,  and  fasting  wak'd. 
Up  to  a  hill  anon  Ins  steps  he  rear'd. 
From  whose  high  top  to  ken  the  prospect  round. 
If  cottage  were  in  riew,  sheep-cote,  or  herd ; 
Biit  cottage,  hot],  or  sheep-cote,  none  he  saw ; 
Only  in  a  bottom  saw  a  pleasant  grove. 
With  chant  of  tuneful  birds  resounding  loud  : 
Thither  he  bent  his  way,  determin'd  thiere 
To  rest  at  noon,  and  enter'd  soon  the  shade 
I^gh-roof 'd,  and  walks  beneath,  and  alleys  browiiy 
That  opened  in  the  midst  a  woody  scene ; 
Nature's  own  work  it  seem'd  (Nature  taught  Art) 
And,  to  a  superstitious  eye,  the  haunt  [round. 

Of  wood-gods  and  wood-nymphs:    he  riew'd  it 
When  suddenly  a  man  before  him  stood ; 
Not  rustic  as  before,  but  seemlier  clad. 
As  one  in  dty,  or  court,  or  palace  bred. 
And  with  fair  speech  these  words  to  him  addren'd. 

"  With  granted  leave  oflidous  I  return. 
But  much  more  wonder  that  the  Son  of  God 
In  this  wild  solitude  so  long  should  bide, 
Of  all  things  destitute ;  and,  well  I  know 
Not  without  hunger.     Others  of  some  note. 
As  story  tells,  have  trod  this  wilderness ; 
The  fugitive  bond-woman,  with  her  son 
Out-cast  Nebaioth,  yet  found  here  relief 
By  a  proriding  angel ;  all  the  race 
Of  Israel  here  had  fanu'sh'd,  had  not  God 
Rain'd  from  Heaven  manna  ;  and  that  prophet  boMy 
Native  of  Thebes,  wandering  here  was  fed 
Twice  by  a  voice  inviting  him  to  eat : 
Of  thee  these  forty  days  none  hath  regod. 
Forty  and  more  deMrtad  here  indeed.' 
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To  whom  Urns  Jttua.     "  What ;  coiiclud*«t  thou 
hence? 
ThBj  all  had  need  ;  I>  as  thou  seest,  have  none." 

«  How  hast  thou  hunger  then  ?"     Satan  replied. 
*'  Tell  me,  if  food  were  now  before  thee  set, 
Would*8t  thou  not  eat  ?" — "  ThereafWr  as  I  like 
The  giver,'*  answered  Jesus.     "  IVhy  should  that 
Cause  thy  refusal  ?**  said  the  subtle  fiend. 
"  Hast  thou  not  right  to  all  created  things  ? 
Owe  not  all  creatvres  by  just  right  to  thee 
Duty  and  service,  nor  to  stay  till  bid. 
But  tendo"  all  their  power  ?  Nor  mention  I 
Meats  by  the  law  unclean,  or  ofier'd  first 
To  idols,  those  young  Daniel  could  refuse ; 
Nor  profier*d  by  an  enemy,  though  who 
Would  scruple  that,  with  want  oppress'd  ?  Behold, 
Nature  asham'd,  or,  better  to  express, 
''Voubled,  that  thou  should*st  hunger,  hath  purvey*d 
From  all  the  elements  her  choicest  store. 
To  treat  thee^  as  beseems,  and  as  her  Lord, 
Wth  honour :  only  deign  to  sit  and  eat.** 

He  spake  no  dream ;  for,  as  his  words  had  end. 
Our  Saviour  lifting  up  his  eyes  beheld, 
In  ample  space  under  the  broadest  shade, 
A  table  richly  spread,  in  regal  mode. 
With  dishes  pil*d,  and  meats  of  noblest  sort 
And  savour ;  beasts  of  chase,  or  fowl  of  game, 
In  pastry  built,  or  from  the  spit,  or  boil'd, 
Gris-amber-steam*d ;  all  fish,  from  sea  or  shore, 
FVeshet  or  purling  brook,  of  shell  or  fin. 
And  ezquisitest  name,  for  which  was  drain*d 
Pbntus,  and  Lucrine  bay,  and  Afric  coast. 
(Alas,  how  simply,  to  these  cates  compar'd. 
Was  that  crude  apple  that  diverted.  Eve !) 
And  at  a  stately  side-board,  by  the  wine 
Tliat  fragrant  smell  difius*d,  in  order  stood 
Tall  stripling  youths  rich  clad,  of  fairer  hue 
Than  Ganymed  or  Hylas ;  distant  more 
Under  the  trees  now  tripp'd,  now  solemn  stood. 
Nymphs  of  Diana*s  train,  and  Naiades 
With  fruits  and  flowers  firom  Amalthea's  horn. 
And  ladies  of  the  Hesperides,  that  seem'd 
Fairer  than  feign*d  of  old,  or  fabled  since 
Of  faery  damsels,  met  in  forest  wide 
By  knights  of  Logres,  or  of  Lyones, 
Lancelot,  or  Pelleas,  or  Pellenore. 
And  all  the  while  harmonious  airs  were  heard 
Of  chiming  strings,  or  charming  pipes;  and  winds 
Of  gentlest  gale  Arabian  odours  fann*d 
From  their  soft  wings,  and  Flora's  earliest  smells. 
Sudi  was  the  splendour ;  and  the  tempter  now 
His  invitation  earnestly  renew'd. 

'<  What  doubts  the  Son  of  God  to  sit  and  eat  ? 
Tliese  are  not  fruits  forbidd'n  ;  no  interdict 
Defends  the  touching  of  these  viands  pure ; 
Tlieir  taste  no  knowledge  works,  at  least  of  evil. 
But  life  preserves,  destroys  life's  enemy. 
Hunger,  vrith  sweet  restorative  delight. 
All  these  are  spirits  of  air,  and  woods,  and  springs, 
Thy  gentle  ministers,  who  come  to  pay 
Thee  homage,  and  acknowledge  thee  Uieir  Lord : 
What  dottbt'st  thou.  Son  of  God  ?  Sit  down  and  eat** 

To  whom  thus  Jesus  temperately  replied. 
"  Said'st  thou  not  that  to  all  things  I  had  right  ? 
And  who  withholds  my  power  that  right  to  use  ? 
Shall  I  receive  by  gift  what  of  my  own. 
When  and  where  likes  me  best,  I  can  command  ? 
I  can  at  vrill,  doubt  not,  as  soon  as  thou, 
Command  a  table  in  this  wilderness. 
And  can  swift  flights  of  aogtla  ministrant 


Amy'd  in  gkiry  on  ray  cup  to  attend : 

Why  should'st  thou  then  obtrude  this  diligenoe^ 

In  vain,  whrae  no  acceptance  it  can  find  ? 

And  with  my  hunger  what  hast  thou  to  do  ? 

Hiy  pompous  delicacies  I  contemn. 

And  count  thy  specious  gifb  no  gifts,  but  gnilri  * 

To  whom  thus  answer'd  Satan  maleoooleDt. 
"  That  I  have  also  power  to  give,  thou  aeest ; 
If  of  that  power  I  bring  thee  voluntary 
What  I  might  have  bestow'd  on  whom  I  pleas*d. 
And  rather  opportunely  in  this,  place 
Chose  to  impart  to  thy  i^iparent  need. 
Why  should'st  thou  not  accept  it?  but  I  see 
What  I  can  do  or  offer  is  suspect : 
Of  these  things  others  quickly  will  di^wae,        [that 
Whose  pains  have  eam'd  the  far-fet  spolL'*     Wuh 
Both  table  and  provision  vanished  quite 
With  sound  of  harpies*  wings  and  talons  heaid : 
Only  the  imp6rtune  tempter  still  remain'd. 
And  with  these  words  his  temptation  pursued. 

"  By  hunger,  that  each  oth^  creature  tames, 
Thau  art  not  to  be  harm'd,  therefore  not  mor*d ; 
Thy  temperance  invincible  besides, 
For  no  allurement  yields  to  appetite ; 
And  all  thy  heart  is  set  on  high  designs. 
High  actions :  but  wherewith  to  be  achiev'd  ? 
Great  acts  require  great  means  of  enterprise  ; 
Thou  art  unknown,  unfriended,  low  of  birth, 
A  carpenter  thy  fadier  known,  thyself 
Bred  up  in  poverty  and  straits  at  home. 
Lost  in  a  desert  here  and  hunger-bit : 
Which  way,  or  from  what  hope,  dost  thou  aspire 
To  greatness?  whence  authority  deriv'st  ? 
What  followers,  what  retinue  canst  thou  gain. 
Or  at  thy  heels  the  dizzy  multitude. 
Longer  than  thou  canst  feed  them  on  ihy  cost? 
Money  brings  honour,  friends,  conquest,  and  realms 
What  rais'd  Antipater  the  Edomite, 
And  his  son  Herod  plac'd  on  Judah's  tfarooe^ 
Thy  throne,  but  gold  that  got  him  puissant  firiends  ? 
Therefore,  if  at  great  things  thou  would'st  arrive. 
Get  riches  first,  get  wealth,  and  treasure  bea^ 
Not  difficult,  if  thou  hearken  to  me : 
Riches  are  mine,  fortune  is  in  my  hand  ; 
They  whom  I  favour  thrive  in  wealth  amaii^ 
While  virtue,  valour,  wisdom,  sit  in  want.' 

To  whom  thus  Jesus  patiently  replied. 
**  Yet  wealth,  without  these  three,  is  impotent 
To  gain  dominion,  <»*  to  keep  it  gain'd. 
Witness  those  ancient  empires  of  the  Karth, 
In  height  of  all  their  flovring  wealdi  dissf^T'd  s 
But  men  endued  with  these  have  oft  attain*d 
In  lowest  poverty  to  highest  deeds ; 
Gideon,  and  Jephtha,  and  the  shepherd  lad. 
Whose  offspring  on  die  throne  of  Judah  sat 
So  many  ages,  and  shall  yet  regain 
That  seat,  and  reign  in  Israel  without  end. 
Among  the  Heathen,  (for  throughput  the  world 
To  me  is  not  unknown  what  hath  been  done 
Worthy  of  memorial,)  canst  thou  not  remember 
Quintius,  Fabricius,  Curius,  B^ulus? 
For  I  esteem  those  names  of  men  so  poor. 
Who  could  do  mighty  things,  and  could  contema 
Riches,  though  offer'd  from  the  hand  of  kings. 
And  what  in  me  seems  wanting,  but  that  I 
May  also  in  this  pover^  as  soon 
Accomplish  what  they  did,  perhaps  and  more  ? 
Extol  not  riches  then,  the  toil  of  fools. 
The  vrise  man's  cumbrance,  if  not  snare ;  more  a| 
To  slacken  Virtue,  and  abate  her  edge. 
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llitti  prompt  ber  to  do  aqglit  may  merit  pmise. 

Wbit  if  frith  like  avenaoo  I  reject 

Riches  ind  mlms  )  yet  not  for  that  a  crown, 

QcMea  in  show,  is  but  a  wreath  of  thorns, 

firings  <ia^ger^  truubies,  cares,  and  sleeplen  nights, 

To  bun  win  wears  the  regal  diadem, 

When  on  his  shoulders  each  man*s  burden  lies ; 

For  therein  rtands  the  office  of  a  king, 

His  luD0ur,  virtue,  merit,  and  chief  praise, 

Ba  for  the  public  all  this  weight  he  bears. 

Vet  he,  who  reigns  within  himself,  and  rules 

Aswns,  desires,  and  fears,  is  more  a  king ; 

WUch  rrery  wise  and  virtuous  man  attains ; 

And  who  attains  not,  ill  aspires  to  rule 

Gna  cf  men,  or  headstrong  multitudes. 

Subject  hiimclf  to  anarchy  within. 

Or  In  less  passions  in  him,  which  he  serves. 

But  to  fipiide  nations  in  the  way  of  truth 

Bj  satii^  doctrine,  and  from  errour  lead 

To  know,  and  knowing  worship  God  aright, 

U  Td  more  kingly  ;  this  attracts  the  soul, 

Ommb  the  inner  man,  the  nobler  part ; 

Tlat  other  o'er  the  body  only  reigns, 

Aoii  oft  by  force,  which,  to  a  generous  mind. 

So  nngning,  can  be  no  sincere  delight 

Besides  to  give  a  kingdom  hatli  been  thought 

G'cater  snd  nobler  done,  and  to  lay  down 

itt  more  magnanimous,  than  to  assume. 

Bidtn  are  needless  then,  both  for  themselves, 

\rA  for  thj  reason  why  they  should  be  sought, 

Tu  pin  a  sceptre^  uftest  better  iniss'd.'* 


Book  III. 

Tke  Argument, 

Sitm,  in  a  speech  of  much  flattering  commenda- 
tion, endeavours  to  awaken  in  Jesus  a  passion  for 
(rkiTT,  \rf  particularising  various  instances  of  con- 
9M-3t$  achieved,  and  great  actions  performed,  by 
p«r>oi»  at  an  early  period  of  life.     Our  Lord 
rrplitf,  by  shovring  the  vanity  of  worldly  fame, 
md  the  improper  means  by  which  it  is  generally 
attained ;  and  contrasts  with  it  the  true  glory  of 
r^pous  patience  and  virtuous  wisdom,  as  exem- 
'/^eA  m  the  character  of  Job.     Satan  justifies 
ihe  love  of  gkivy  from  the  example  of  God  him- 
*lf,  who  requirea  it  from'  all  his  creatures.  Jesus 
^ctecti  the  fidlacy  €/f  this  argument,  by  stiowing 
^  as  goodness  is  the  true  ground  on  which 
j^lorj  is  (hie  to  the  great  Creator  of  all  things, 
^sAil  man  can  have  no  right  whatever  to  it  — 
Sttu  then  urges  our  Lord  respecting  his  claim 
to  the  throne  of  0avid ;    he  tells  him  that  the 
kincdom  of  Jodea,  being  at  that  time  a  province 
^  Rome,  cannot  be  got  possession  of  without 
B^odi  penooal  exertion  on  his  part,  and  presses 
^  to  kne  no  time  in  beginning  to  reign.   Jesus 
r«fcn  him  to  the  time  allotted  for  this,  as  for  all 
<*her  dnags ;  and,  after  intimating  somewhat  re- 
^^ecting  fau  own  previous  suiferings,  asks  Satan, 
vhj  he  ihould  be  so  solicitous  tor  the  exaltation 
^  oac,  whose  risng  w^i  destined  to  be  his  fall, 
^Man  replica,  that  fan  own  desperate  state,  by  ex- 
doding  aU  hope,  leaves  little  room  for  fear ;  and 
that,  a»  fab  own  punishment  was  equally  doomed, 
kc  i»  oot  iotereiMd  m  preventing  the  reign  of 
aac«  from  whov  apparent  benevolence  he  mi^^t 
fsihcr  hope  for  some  intaferenct  in  his  favour. 


—  Satan  BtJll  pursiies  fail  fonner  incitements ;  and, 
supposing  that  the  seeming  rductance  of  Jesits  to 
be  thus  nivanced  might  arise  from  his  being  ixn- 
acquainted  vrith  the  world  and  its  glories,  conveys 
him  to  the  summit  of  a  high  moimtain,  and  fhnn 
thence  shows  him  most  of  the  kingdoms  of  Asia, 
particuliirly  pointing  out  to  his  notice  some  extra- 
ordinary inilitary  preparations  ctf  the  Farthiana  to 
resist  the  incursions  of  the  Scythians.  He  then 
informs  our  Lord,  that  he  showed  him  this  pur- 
posely that  he  might  see  how  necessary  military 
exertions  are  to  retain  the  pooocsaion  of  kingdoms, 
as  well  as  to  subdue  them  at  first,  and  advises  him 
to  consider  how  impossible  it  was  to  maintain 
Judea  against  two  such  powerful  neighbours  as 
the  Romans  and  Farthians,  and  how  necessary  it 
would  be  to  form  an  alliance  vrith  one  or  other  of 
them.  At  the  same  time  he  recommends,  and 
engages  to  secure  to  him,  that  of  the  Farthians ; 
and  tells  him  that  by  this  means  his  power  vrill  be 
defended  from  any  thing  that  Rome  or  Cesar 
might  attempt  against  it,  and  that  he  will  be  able 
to  extoid  his  glory  vride,  and  especially  to  accmn^ 
plish,  what  was  particularly  necessary  to  make  the 
throne  (rf*  Judea  really  the  throne  oi  David,  the 
deliverance  and  restoration  of  the  ten  tribes,  still 
in  a  state  of  captirity.  Jesus,  having  briefly 
noticed  the  vanity  of  military  eflTorts  and  the 
weaknesa  of  the  arm  of  flesh,  says,  that  when  the 
time  comes  for  his  ascending  his  allotted  throne 
he  shall  not  be  slack :  he  remarks  on  Satan's  extra-' 
ordinary  seal  for  the  deliverance  of  the  Israelites, 
'  to  whom  he  had  always  showed  himself  an  enemy, 
and  declares  their  servitude  to  be  the  consequence 
of  tlieir  idolatry ;  but  adds,  that  at  a  future  time 
'  it  nuiy  perh^M  please  God  to  recall  them,  and 
restore  them  to  their  liberty  and  native  land. 

So  spake  the  Son  of  God ;  and  Satan  stood 
A  while,  as  mute,  confounded  what  to  say 
What  to  reply,  confuted,  and  oonvinc'd 
Of  his  weak  arguing  and  fallacious  drift ; 
At  length,  collecting  all  his  serpent  wiles. 
With  soothing  words  renew'd,  him  thus  accosts. 
"  I  see  thou  know*st  what  is  of  use  to  know. 
What  best  to  say  canst  say,  to  do  canst  do ; 
Thy  actions  to  Uiy  words  accord,  thy  words 
To  thy  large  heart  give  utterance  due,  thy  heart 
Contains  erf*  good,  wise,  just,  the  perfect  shape. 
Should  kings  and  nations  from  thy  mouth  consult* 
Thy  counsel  would  be  as  the  oracle 
Urim  and  Thummim,  those  oraculous  gems 
On  Aaron's  breast ;  or  tongue  of  seers  old. 
Infallible :  or  wert  thou  sought  to  deeds 
That  might  require  the  array  of  war,  thy  skill 
Of  conduct  would  be  such,  tha|  all  the  world 
Could  not  sustain  thy  prowess,  or  subsist 
In  battle,  though  against  thy  few  in  arms. 
These  God-like  virtues,  wherefore  dost  thou  Udc^ 
AflTecting  private  life,  or  more  obscure 
In  savage  vrildemess?  wherefore  deprive 
All  Earth  her  wonder  at  thy  acts,  thyself 
Tlie  fame  and  glory,  glory  the  reward 
That  sole  excites  to  high  attempts,  the  flame 
Of  most  erected  spirits,  most  temper'd  pure 
Ethereal,  who  all  pleasures  else  despise. 
All  treasures  and  all  gain  esteem  as  dross. 
And  dignities  and  powers  all  but  the  highest  ? 
Thy  years  are  ripe,  and  over-ripe ;  the  son 
Of  Macedonian  Philip  had  ere  these 
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Won  AnSy  81111  Ifae  llifiNM  oi  Cyvui  bdd 
At  his  dispose ;  young  Sdpio  had  brougbt  down 
The  Gutfaaginian  pride ;  young  Ponpcy  queQ'd 
The  Pontic  king,  and  in  triihn^  had  rade. 
Tec  yean,  and  to  ripe  yeats  judgment  mature^ 
Qutech  not  the  thirst  of  glory,  but  augmenL 
Gtcat  Julius,  whom  now  all  the  world  admires. 
The  more  he  grew  in  years,  tiie  more  inflam'd 
With  glory,  wept  that  he  had  liv'd  so  long 
Inglonous :  but  thou  yet  art  not  too  late." 

To  whom  our  Saviour  calmly  thus  replied. 
**  Tliou  neither  dost  persuade  me  to  seek  wealth 
For  empire's  sake,  nor  em^re  to  affect 
For  glory*s  sake,  by  all  thy  argument. 
For  what  is  glory  but  the  blase  of  fame. 
Hie  people's  praise,  if  always  praise  unmix'd  ? 
And  what  the  people  but  a  heni  confus'd, 
A  miscellaneous  rabble,  who  extol 
Things  Tulgar,  and  wdl  weigh'd,  scarce  worth  the 

praise? 
Hiey  praise,  and  they  admire,  they  know  not  what. 
And  know  not  whom,  but  as  one  leads  the  other ; 
And  what  delight  to  be  by  such  extoU'd, 
To  live  upon  their  tongues,  and  be  tibeir  talk. 
Of  whom  to  be  disprais'd  were  no  small  praise  ? 
His  lot  who  dares  be  angularly  good. 
The  intelligent  among  them  and  the  wise 
Are  lew,  and  glory  scarce  of  few  is  rais'd. 
This  is  true  glory  and  renown,  when  God, 
Looking  on  the  Earth,  with  approbation  marks 
The  just  man,  and  divulges  him  through  Heaven 
To  sll  his  angels,  ^riio  with  true  applause 
Recount  his  praises :  thus  he  did  to  Job, 
When  to  extend  his  fame  through  Heaven  and  Earth, 
As  thou  to  thy  reproach  may'st  well  remember,^ 
He  ask'd  thee,  <  Hast  thou  seen  my  servant  Job  ?* 
Famous  he  was  in  Heaven,  on  Earth  less  known ; 
Where  glory  is  false  glory,  attributed 
To  things  not  glorious,  men  not  worthy  cf  fame. 
They  err,  who  count  it  glorious  to  subdue 
By  conquest  far  and  wide,  to  over-run 
^lATge  countries,  and  in  field  great  battles  win, 
Great  cities  by  assault :  what  do  these  worthies. 
But  rob  and  spoil,  bum,  slaughter,  and  enslave 
Peaceable  rutions,  neighbouring,  or  remote. 
Made  captive,  yet  desoving  freedom  more 
llian  those  their  conquerors,  who  leave  behind 
Nothing  but  ruin  wfaeresoe'er  they  rove, 
And  all  the  flourishing  works  of  peace  destroy ; 
TTien  swell  with  pride,  and  must  be  titled  Gods, 
Great  Benefactors  of  mankind.  Deliverers, 
Worshipt  with  temple,  priest,  and  sacrifice  ? 
One  is  the  son  of  Jove,  of  Mars  the  other ; 
Till  conqueror  Death  discover  them  scarce  men. 
Rolling  in  brutish  vices,  and  deform'd, 
Violent  or  shameful  death  their  due  reward. 
But  if  there  be  in  glory  aught  of  good. 
It  may  by  means  fiu*  different  be  attain'd. 
Without  ambition,  war,  or  violence ; 
By  deeds  of  peace,  by  wisdom  eminent, 
By  patience,  temperance :  I  mention  still 
Him,  whom  thy  wrongs,  with  saintly  patience  borne. 
Made  famous  in  a  land  and  times  obscure ; 
Who  names  not  now  with  honour  patient  Job  ? 
Poor  Socrates,  (who  next  more  memorable?) 
By  what  he  taught,  and  suffer'd  for  so  doing. 
For  truth's  sake  suffering  deaths  unjust,  lives  now 
Equal  in  iame  to  proud^  conquerors. 
Yet  if  for  fitme  a^id  glory  aught  be  done, 
Aught  suffer'd  ;  if  young  African  for  fame 
His  wasted  country  freed  from  Punic  rage ; 


The  deed  becwnea  unprais*d,  the  wnmn  «> 
And  loses,  tliou^  but  veibaly  his  reward. 
Shall  I  seek  glory  then,  as  vain  men  se^ 
Oti  not  d^serv'd  ?  I  seek  not  mine,  but  Us 
Who  sent  me ;  and  thereby  witness  whence  I 

To  whom  the  tempter  murmuring  tfans  re|died. 
'<  Think  not  so  slight  of  glory  ;  therein  least 
Resembling  thy  great  Father :  he  veeks  gknyt 
And  for  his  glory  all  things  made,  all  things 
Orders  and  governs ;  nor  content  in  Heaven 
By  all  his  ai^ls  glorified,  requires 
Gtory  from  men,  from  aU  men,  good  or  bad. 
Wise  or  unwise,  no  difference,  no  exempdcm  ; 
Above  all  sacrifice,  or  hallow'd  gift. 
Glory  he  requires,  and  ^ory  he  receives, 
Promiscuous  from  all  nations,  Jew  or  Greek, 
Or  barbarous,  nor  exception  hath  dednr'd  ; 
From  us,  his  foes  pronounc'd,  glory  he  exacts.* 

To  whom  our  Saviour  fervently  relied. 
"  And  reason  ;  since  hb  word  all  things  prodnc*d 
Though  chiefly  not  for  glory  as  prime  end. 
But  to  show  forth  his  goodness,  and  impart 
His  good  communicable  to  every  soul 
Freely ;  of  whom  what  could  he  less  expect 
Than  glory  and  benediction,  that  is,  •*»«"fc^ 
The  slightest,  easiest,  readiest  recompense 
From  them  who  could  return  him  nothing  dae^ 
And,  not  returning  that,  would  likeliest 
Contempt  instead,  dishonour,  obloquy  ? 
Hard  recompense,  unsuitable  return 
For  so  much  good,  so  much  beneficence! 
But  why  should  man  seek  glory,  who  of  his 
Hath  nothings  and  to  whom  nothing  briongs^ 
But  condenmation,  ignominy,  and  shame? 
Who  for  so  many  benefits  recdv'd, 
Tum'd  recreant  to  God,  ingrate  and  fiJae^ 
And  so  of  all  true  good  himself  despotl*d  ; 
Yet,  sacril^ous,  to  himself  would  take 
Hiat  which  to  God  alone  of  right  belongs  z 
Yet  so  much  bounty  is  in  God,  such  gmce^ 
Tliat  who  advance  his  glory,  not  thdr  own. 
Them  he  himself  to  glory  will  advance.*' 

So  spake  the  Son  of  God ;  and  here  agua 
Satan  had  not  to  answer,  but  stood  struck 
With  guilt  of  his  own  sin ;  for  he  himadf^ 
Insatiable  of  glory,  had  lost  all ; 
Yet  of  another  plea  bethought  Um  soon. 

"  Of  glory,  as  thou  wilt,"  said  he,  ^  so  deem  ; 
Worth  or  not  worth  the  seeking,  let  it  paasi. 
But  to  a  kingdom  thou  art  bom,  ordain'd 
To  sit  upon  thy  father  David's  throne. 
By  mother's  side  thy  father;  thou^  thy  rigitt 
Be  now  in  powerful  hands,  that  wUl  not  part 
Easily  from  possession  won  with  arms : 
Judiea  now  and  all  the  Promis'd  Landv 
Reduc'd  a  province  under  Roman  yok^ 
Obeys  Tiberius ;  nor  is  always  rul'd 
With  temperate  sway ;  oH  have  thqr  violated 
The  temple,  oft  the  law,  with  foul  afl^nts^ 
Abominations  rather,  as  did  once 
Antiochus :  and  think'st  thou  to  regain 
Thy  right,  by  sitting  still,  or  thus  reKiiiiig? 
So  did  not  Maccabeus :  he  indeed 
Uetir'd  unto  the  desert,  but  with  arms  ; 
And  o'er  a  mighty  king  so  oft  prevail'd. 
That  by  strong  hand  his  family  obtain'd,    [usarp% 
Though  priests,  the  crown,  and  David's  iliroa 
With  Modin  and  her  suburbs  once  content. 
If  kingdom  move  thee  not,  let  move  thee  zeal 
And  duty  ;  and  seal  and  duty  arc  not  slow. 
But  on  occasion's  forelock  watchful  wait : 
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Thej  tfaemaelfci  ndier  ire  oocnion  best ; 

Zo)  </%  hAier'i  house,  duty  to  five 

T)tf  etnvirf  from  ber  heathen  aervitude. 

So  ihdt  thoQ  best  fulfil,  best  verify  • 

Tht  prophets  oM,  who  sung  thy  endless  reign ; 

TWhaf){)ier  reign,  the  sooner  it  begins  : 

Ba^  then ;  what  canst  thou  better  do  the  while  ?*' 

To  iHiom  our  Saviour  answvr  dius  retum*d. 
*"  AH  tfabgs  are  best  fulfillM  in  their  due  time ; 

And  dme  there  is  for  all  things,  IVnth  hath  said. 
Jfdmj  reign  prophetic  writ  hath  told, 
Tbi  it  ihall  never  end,  so,  when  begin, 
IW  Ptdier  in  his  purpose  hath  decreed ; 
He  in  whose  hand  all  times  and  seasons  roll. 
Wha  ifbe  hath  decreed  that  I  shall  first 
Be  tried  in  humble  state,  and  things  advene, 
Br  tribdatioDs,  injuries,  insiilts, 
Cootenipto,  and  aooma,  and  snares,  and  violence 
Suferiog,  abstaining,  quietly  expecting, 
VidKwt  distrust  or  doubt,  that  he  may  know 
Vhn  I  csa  suflfer,  how  obey  ?  Who  best 
CiB  suflv,  best  can  do;  best  reign,  who  first 
Veil  hith  obey'd ;  just  trial,  ere  I  merit 
Mj  aaltslion  without  change  or  end. 
Bat  vbst  concerns  it  thee,  when  I  begin 
Mv  cvfristting  kingdom  ?  l¥hy  art  thou 
&>iiciioos?  What  moves  thy  inquisition  ? 
Koow^st  dam  not  that  my  rising  is  thy  fall, 
Aad  ov  promotion  will  be  t^  destruction  ?** 

To  whom  the  tempter,  inly  rack*d,  replied. 
*  Let  dot  cmne  when  it  comes ;  all  hope  is  lost 
Wnj  reception  into  grsce  :  wl»t  worse? 
FW  where  no  hope  n  left,  is  left  no  fear : 
If  dw«  be  worse,  the  expectation  more 
Otwcne  tonnents  me  than  the  feeling  can. 
I  vould  be  at  the  worst :  worst  is  my  port, 
^J  brtwor,  and  my  ultimate  repose ; 
1^  nd  I  would  attain,  my  final  good. 
»J  emmr  waa  my  erroor,  and  my  crime 
Mt  craw ;  whatcfei,  for  itself  condemn'd ; 
And  wiU  alike  be  pumsh'd,  whether  thou 
^PW  or  reign  not ;  though  to  Ht^  gentle  brow 
^iiiingly  could  I  fly,  and  hope  thy  reign, 
Frem  ihst  placid  asp^  and  meek  regard, 
™^  daai  aggravate  my  evil  state, 
J^  *»nd  between  me  and  thy  Father's  ire, 
f^fne  ire  I  dread  more  than  the  fire  of  Hell,) 
^J^diCT,  and  a  kind  of  shading  cool 
}""?*>"twn,  as  a  sommer's  cloud.  ' 
ul  then  to  the  worst  that  can  be  haste, 
J^  more  thy  f^  so  slow  to  what  is  best, 
n«P1>i«t,  both  to  thysdf  and  all  the  wori^ 

^^H^ou,  who  worthiest  art,  sbould'st  be  their  king? 
^jW»  Jhoo  fingcr'st,  in  deep  thoughts  detain*d 
^  ^  enlerprise  so  haaardoua  and  high ; 
J?7'*de«;  for,  though  in  thee  be  united 
y^  ^  peifection  can  In  man  be  found, 
wr  ^mn  nature  can  receive,  consider, 
%  fife  hath  yet  been  private,  most  part  qpent 
«  koiae,  scares  view*d  the  Galilean  towns, 
;^OQce  a  year  Jerusalem,  few  days'  [serre? 

Tv^  *9<>*^:  •Bd  ^riiat  thence  could'st  thou  ob- 
rhe  world  dno  hadat  not  seen,  much  less  her  gkry, 
^«|m«»iod  idbiiarciis»  and  their  radiant  courts, 

I    ii"*"^  ^  ***  experience,  quickest  insight 
lasU  tftingi  1^  10  greatest  actions  lead 

»•  *!«,  mexperienc'd,  wiU  be  ever 
™«»Mdkith;  with  novice  modesty, 
^l^fc"l»,  seekng  aawa,  found  a  kingdom,) 
nrnobae^  nahvdy.  mMdveittnroua : 


But  I  will  bring  thee  where  thou  tfoon  shalt  qtih 

lliose  rudiments,  and  see  before  Chine  eyes 

Tlie  monarchies  of  the  Earth,  their  pomp  and  state ; 

Sufficient  introduction  to  inform 

Thee,  of  thyself  so  apt,  in  regal  arts, 

And  regal  mysteries ;  that  thou  may'st  know 

How  their  hesi  opposition  to  withstand.  '*         [took 

With  that,  (such  power  was  given  him  then,)  he 
T%e  Son  of  God  up  to  a  mountain  high. 
It  was  a  mountain  at  whose  verdant  feet 
A  sptaom  plain,  outstretch'd  in  circuit  wide. 
Lay  pleasant ;  fimn  his  side  two  rivers  flow'd. 
Hie  one  winding,  the  other  straight,  and  left  between 
Fair  diampaign  with  less  rivers  interven'd, 
Then  meeting  join'd  their  tribute  to  the  sea : 
Fertile  of  com  the  gldie,  of  oil,  and  wine ;   pdUa ; 
With  herds  the  pastures  throng*d,  with  flocks  the 
Huge  cities  and  higb-tower'd,  that  well  might  seem 
The  seats  of  mightiest  .monarehs ;  and  so  large 
The  prospect  was,  that  here  and  there  was  room 
For  barren  desert,  fbuntainless  and  dry. 
To  diis  high  mountain-top  the  tempter  brought 
Our  Socriour,  and  new  train  of  wonls  began. 

"  Well  have  we  speeded,  and  o'er  hill  and  dale^ 
Forest  and  field  and  flood,  temples  and  towen^ 
Cut  shorter  many  a  league ;  here  thou  behold'st 
Assyria,  and  her  empire's  ancient  bounds^ 
Araxes  and  the  Caspian  lake ;  thence  on 
As  fin*  as  Indus  east,  Euphrates  west. 
And  oft  beyond :  to  soudi  the  Persian  btjp 
And,  inaccessible,  the  Arabinn  drought : 
Here  Nineveh,  of  length  within  her  wall 
Several  days'  journey,  built  by  Ninua  Mf 
Of  that  first  golden  monarehy  the  seat. 
And  seat  of  Salmanassar,  whose  success 
Israel  in  long  captivity  still  mouma ; 
Tliere  Babylon,  the  wonder  of  all  tongue^ 
As  ancient,  but  rebuilt  by  him  uriw  twice 
Judah  and  all  thy  father  David's  house 
Led  captive,  and  Jerusalem  laid  wastes 
Till  Cyrus  set  them  free ;  Fersepolin^ 
His  city,  there  thou  seest,  and  Bactre  ^btni  ' 

Ecbatana  ber  structure  vast  there  shows. 
And  Hecatompylos  her  hundred  gates ; 
Hiere  Susa  by  Choa^pes,  amber  stream. 
The  drink  of  none  but  kings:  of  later  hofB, 
Built  by  Emathian  or  by  Parthian  hands, 
Hie  great  Seleucia,  Nis3>is,  and  there 
Artaxota,  Teredon,  Ctestphon, 
Turning  with  easy  eye,  thou  may'st  bdiold. 
All  these  the  l^rthian  (now  some  ages  past 
By  great  Arsaces  led,  who  founded  first 
That  empire)  under  his  dominion  holds, 
From  the  luxurious  kings  of  Antioch  won. 
And  iust  m  time  thou  com'st  to  have  a  view 
Of  his  great  power ;  for  now  the  Parthian  king 
In  Ctesiphon  hath  gadier'd  all  his  host 
Against  the  Scythian,  whose  incursions  wild 
Have  wasted  Sogdiana ;  to  her  sid 
He  marches  now  in  hairte ;  see,  though  from  &r. 
His  thousands,  in  what  martial  equipage 
Tliey  issue  forth,  steel  bows  and  shafts  their  arm% 
Of  equal  dread  in  flight,  or  in  punaut ; 
All  horsemen,  in  which  fight  they  most  excel ; 
See  how  in  warlike  muster  they  appear. 
In  rhombs,  and  wedges,  and  half-moons,  and  wings. 

He  look'd,  and  saw  what  numbers  numberiess 
The  dty  gates  out-pour'd,  light-armed  troops, 
In  coats  ^  mail  and  military  pride ; 
In  mail  their  horses  clad,  yet  fleet  and  strong, 

I  4 


•t 


120 


MILTON. 


BookHL 


PrandDg  their  riders  bora,  the  flower  and  cboioe 

Of  many  provinces  firom  bound  to  bound ; 

From  Aracbosia,  from  Candaor  east. 

And  Margiana  to  the  Hyicanian  dUSBs 

Of  Caucasus,  and  dark  Iberian  dales ; 

From  Atropatia  and  the  neighbouring  plains 

Of  Adiabene,  Media,  and  the  south 

Of  Susiana,  to  Balaara*s  haven. 

He  saw  than  in  their  forms  of  battle  rang'd,    [shot 

How  quick  they  wheel*d,  and  flying  bdbind  them 

Sharp  sleet  of  arrowy  showers  against  the  face 

Of  their  pursuers,  and  overcame  by  flight ; 

The  field  all  iron  cast  a  gleaming  brown : 

Nor  wanted  clouds  of  foot,  nor  on  each  bom 

Cuirassiers  all  in  steel  for  standing  fight. 

Chariots,  or  elephants  indors'd  with  towers 

Of  archers ;  n<H'  of  labouring  pioneers 

A  multitude,  with  spades  and  axes  arm*d 

To  lay  hills  plain,  fell  woods,  or  valleys  fill. 

Or  where  plain  was  raise  hill,  or  overlay 

With  bridges  rivers  proud,  as  with  a  yoke ; 

Mules  after  these,  camels  and  dromedaries. 

And  waggons,  fraught  with  uten^s  of  war. 

Such  forces  met  not,  nor  so  wide  a  camp,  t 

When  Agrican  with  all  his  northern  powers 

Besieg*d  Allnracca,  as  romances  tell,  \ 

The  city  of  Gallaphrone,  from  whence  to  win 

The  fairest  of  her  sex  Angelica, 

His  daughter,  sought  by  many  prowest  knights. 

Both  Paynim,  and  the  peers  of  Charlemain. 

Such  aiid  so  numerous  was  their  chivalry  : 

At  sight  whereof  the  fiend  yet  more  presum'd. 

And  to  our  Saviour  thus  his  words  renew'd. 

**  That  thou  may'st  know  I  seek  not  to  engage 
Thy  virtue,  and  not  every  way  secure 
On  no  slight  grounds  thy  safety ;  hear  and  mark. 
To  what  end  I  have  brought  thee  hither,  and  shown 
All  this  Ifair  sight :  thy  kingdom,  though  foretold 
By  prophet  or  by  angel,  unless  thou 
Endeavour,  as  thy  father  David  did, 
Tliou  never  shalt  obtain  ;  prediction  still 
I  In  all  things,  and  all  men,  supposes  means ; 
Without  means  us*d,  what  it  predicts  revokes. 
But,  say  thou  wert  possess'd  of  David's  throne. 
By  free  consent  of  all,  none  opposite, 
Samaritan  or  Jew ;  how  could  st  thou  hope 
Long  to  enjoy  it,  quiet  and  secure, 
Between  two  such  enclosing  enemies, 
Roman  and  Parthian  ?     Therefore  one  of  these 
Hiou  must  make  sure  thy  own ;  the  Partliian  first 
By  my  advice,  as  nearer,  and  of  late 
Found  able  by  invasion  to  annoy 
Thy  country,  and  captive  lead  away  her  kings, 
Antigonus  and  old  Hyrcanus,  bound, 
Maugre  the  Roman :  it  shall  be  my  task 
To  render  thee  the  Parthian  at  dispose. 
Choose  which  thou  wilt,  by  conquest  or  by  league : 
By  him  thou  shalt  r^ain,  without  him  not. 
That  which  alone  can  truly  re-install  thee 
In  David's  royal  seat,  his  true  successor, 
Deliverance  of  thy  brethren,  those  ten  tribes. 
Whose  ofispring  in  his  territory  yet  serve, 
In  Habor,  and  among  the  Medes  dispersM : 
Ten  sons  of  Jacob,  two  of  Joseph,  lost 
Hius  long  from  Israel,  serving,  as  of  old 
Their  fathers  in  the  land  of  Egypt  serv'd. 
This  offer  sets  before  thee  to  deliver. 
'Diesc  if  from  servitude  thou  shalt  restore 
To  their  inheritance,  then,  nor  till  then, 
Thou  on  the  throne  of  David  in  full  glory, 


From  Egypt  to  Eupiiiitfty  and  beyond, 
Shalt  reign,  and  Rome  or  Cesar  not  need  fiear." 

To  whcmi  our  Saviour  answered  thus,  unmor'i 
".  Mudi  ostentation  vain  of  fleshy  arm 
And  fiagOe  arms,  much  instnuneiU  of  wir, 
Long  in  preparing,  socm  to  nothing  brought, 
Before  mine  eyes  thou  hast  set;  and  in  my  ev, 
Vented  much  policy,  and  projects  deep 
Of  enemies,  of  aids,  battles  and  leagues, 
Plauable  to  the  world,  to  me  wonli  nought. 
Means  I  must  use,  thou  say'st,  prediction 
Will  unpredict,  and  fail  me  of  the  thraoe : 
My  time,  I  told  thee,  (and  that  time  for  thee 
Were  better  farthest  off,)  is  not  yet  come : 
When  that  comes,  think  not  thou  to  find  me  slid 
On  my  part  aught  endeavouring,  or  to  need 
"Diy  politic  maxims,  or  that  cumbersome 
liUggage  of  war  there  shown  me,  argument 
Of  human  weakness  rather  than  of  strengdk 
My  brethren,  as  thou  call*st  them,  those  ten  tzibes 
I  must  deliver,  if  I  mean  to  reign 
David's  true  heir,  and  his  full  sceptre  sway 
To  just  extent  over  all  Israel's  sonSi 
But  whence  to  thee  this  seal  ?     Where  was  it  dvi 
For  Israel,  or  for  David,  or  his' throng 
When  thou  stood'st  up  his  tempter  to  the  pride 
Of  numbering  Israel,  which  cost  the  lives 
Of  threescore  and  ten  thousand  Israelites 
By  three  days*  pestilence?     Such  vras  thy  ml 
To  Israel  then ;  the  same  that  now  to  me ! 
As  for  those  captive  tribes,  themselves  were  ifaey 
Who  wrought  dieir  own  captivity,  fell  off 
From  God  to  worship  calves,  the  deities 
Of  Egypt,  Baal  next  and  Ashtaroth, 
And  sdl  the  idolatries  of  heathen  round. 
Besides  their  other  worse  than  heathenish  crimis; 
Nor  in  the  land  of  their  ci^tivi^ 
Humbled  themselves,  or  penitent  beaou^t 
The  God  of  their  fore&thers ;  but  so  died 
Impenitent,  and  left  a  race  behind 
Like  to  themselves,  distinguishable  scarce 
From  Gentiles,  but  by  circumcision  vain ; 
And  God  with  idols  in  their  worship  join'd. 
Should  I  of  these  the  liberty  regard. 
Who,  freed,  as  to  tlieir  ancient  patrimony, 
Unhumbled,  unrepentant,  unreform'd, 
Headlong  would  follow ;  and  to  their  gods  paia^ 
Of  Bethel  and  of  Dan?     No;  let  them  senre 
Their  enemies,  who  serve  idols  with  God. 
Yet  he  at  length,  (time  to  himself  best  knovn,) 
Remembering  Abraham,  by  some  wonderous  call 
May  bring  them  back,  repentant  and  sincere, 
And  at  their  passing  cleave  the  Assyrian  fiood, 
While  to  their  native  land  with  joy  they  htste ; 
As  the  Red  Sea  and  Jordan  once  he  deft. 
When  to  the  Promis'd  Land  their  fathers  pass.'d; 
To  his  due  time  and  providence  I  leave  them." 

So  spake  Israel's  true  king,  and  to  the  fiend 
Made  answer  meet,  that  made  vend  his  wiles. 
So  fares  it,  when  with  truth  falsehood  contends 
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telk  him  that  he  might  with  the  greatest  ease 

expel  TSberius,    restore   the    Romans  to  their 

libiertj,  and  make  himself  master  not  only  of' 

^  Roman  Empire,    but  by  so  doing   of  the 

vhule  world*  and  inclusively  of   the  throne  of' 

Divid.     Our  Lord,  in  reply,  expresses  his  con- 

ttDfH  of  grandeur  and  worldly  power,  notices 

the  luxury,    Tanity,  and  profligacy  o£  the   Ro- 

mns,  declaring  how  little   they  merited  to  be 

mttted   to    that   liberty,    which   they  had  lost 

bf  thdr  misconduct,    and  briefly  refers  to  the 

irertnes  of  his  own  future  kingdom.     Satan, 

Dom  despctate,  to  enhance  the  value  of  his  prof- 

knd  gifts,  professes  that   the  only  terms,    on 

vhich  he  wUl  bestow  them,   are  our  Saviour's 

filing  down  and  wonhipping  him.      Our  Lord 

cxpmaes  a  firm  but  tnnperste  indignation    at 

uch  s  prapositioo,    and    r^ukes  the  tempter 

br  the  title  of  "  Satan  for  ever  damned.'*     Sa. 

tan,  shadicd,  attempts    to   justify  himself:    he 

ttn  assumes   a    new  ground    of  temptation, 

trd  proposing  to  Jesus  the  intellectual  gratifi- 

cstions  of  wisdom  and  knowledge,    points  out 

to  him  the  celebrated  seat  of  ancient  learning, 

Athens  its  schools,  and   other   various  resorts 

of  lesnied    teachers    and  their    disciples;    ac- 

af/panjing    the    vi<*w  with    a    highly-finished 

par4tr>'nc   on    the    Grecian    musicians,    poets, 

<ra!on  and  philosophers  of  die  different  sects. 

^m  replies,  by  Showing    the  vanity  and  in- 

v.:taency  of  the  boasted  heathen  philosophy; 

rjd   refers    to    the    rouMC,    poetry,    eloquence 

■i-i  didactic    policy    of  the  Greeks    those    of 

c«  iospired   Hebrew  writers.     Satan,   irritated 

c  tb«  failure  of  all  his  attempts,  upbraids  the 

1-id.ica-tion  of  our    Saviour    in    rejecting    his 

•^•ri;  and,  having  in  ridicule  of  his  expected 

"  !i.'Jfini,  foretold  the  sufferings   that  our  Lord 

*»  to   undergo,    carries    him    back  into    the 

•i.dcmess,  and  leaves  him  there.     Night  comes 

bi:    Satan    raises    a    tremendous    storm,    and 

'tnpcs  further  to  alarm  Jesus  with  frightful 

^^'Ti\  and  terrific  threatening  spectres ;   which, 

'••trrer,  have  no  effect  upon   him.     A  calm, 

*^:'yi,  beautiful   morning  succeeds  to  the  hor- 

'^^n  of  the  night.     Satan  again  presents  him- 

*  f  to  our  bleued  Lord,  and,  from  noticing  the 

^v-n  of  the  preceding  night  as  pointed  chicHy  a| 

t'X  takes  occasion  once  more  to  insult    him 

*^»n  account  of  the  sufferings  which  he  was 

r^ainljr  to  undergo^     This  only  draws  from  our 

l^'-ii  brief  rebuke.      Satan,  now  at  the  heiglit 

■'  •'-'^  dc^wrstioo,  confesses  that    he    had  fre- 

'  *  '*iT  watched  Jesus  firom  his  birth,   purposely 

t '  ifKofrr  if  be  was  the  true  Messiah  ;  and,  coU 

^og  from  what  passed  at  the  river  Jordan  that 

^  'nuK  probably  was  so,  he  had  from  that  time 

ss*t  ■■idiMMisly  foUosred  him,  in  hopes  of  gain- 

ttf  ^oow  advantage  over  him,  which  would  most 

•'^i^.tuaily  prow  that  be  was  not    really  that 

^^ne  Vtrm  destined  to  be  his  "  fatal  enemy." 

tc  ttoft  he  acknowledges  that  he  has  hitherto 

'^'^t'lrtely  failed;  but  still ' determines  to  make 

'•3c  more  trial  of  him.     Accordingly  he  conveys 

f*x  to  the  Temple  at  Jerusalem,   and,  placing 

-•m  on  a  pointed  eminence,  requires  him  to  prove 

^  "fivinity  other  by  standing  there,  or  casting 

t^nstif  down  with  sdety.    Our  Lord  reproves  the 

•'wpter,  and  at  the  same  time  manifests  his  own 

"Sv-wy  by  landing  on  this  dangerous  point 


Satan,  amaied  and  terrified,  instantly  fiUla ;  and 
repairs  to  his  infenUd  compeers  to  relate  the  bad 
success  of  his  enterprise.  Angels  in  the  mean 
time  convey  our  blessed  Lord  to  a  beautiful  val- 
ley, and,  while  they  minister  to  him  a  repast  of 
celestial  food,  celebrate  his  victory  in  a  triumph- 
ant hynm« 

PaarLBx'D  and  troubled  at  his  bad  success 
Tlie  tempter  stood,  nor  had  what  to  reply. 
Discovered  in  his  fraud,  thrown  from  his  hope 
So  oft,  and  the  persuasive  rhetoric 
That  sleeked  his  tongue,  and  won  so  much  on  Eve : 
So  little  here,  nay  lost ;  but  Eve  was  Eve  : 
lliis  far  his  over-match,  who,  self-deceiv*d 
And  rash,  before-hand  had  no  better  weigh*d 
The  strength  he  was  to  cope  with,  or  his  own  : 
But  as  a  man,  who  had  been  matchless  held 
In  cunning,  over.reach*d  where  least  he  thought. 
To  salve  his  credit,  and  for  every  spite, 
Still  Mrill  be  tempting  him  who  foils  him  still, 
And  never  cease,  though  to  his  shame  the  more ; 
Or  as  a  swarm  of  flies  in  vintage  time. 
About  the  wine-press  where  sweet  must  is  pour'd, 
Beat  off,  returns  as  od  with  humming  sound  ; 
Or  surging  waves  against  a  solid  rock, 
Hiough  all  to  shivers  dash'd,  the  assault  renew 
(Vaii> battery  !)  and  in  froth  or  bubbles  end; 
So  Satan,  whom  repulse  upon  repulse 
Met  ever,  and  to  sltaroeful  silence  brought. 
Yet  gives  not  o*er,  though  desperate  of  success, 
And  his  vain  importunity  pursues. 
He  brought  our  Saviour  to  the  western  side 
Of  that  high  mountain,  whence  he  might  behold 
Another  plain,  long,  but  in  breadth  not  wide, 
Wash'd  by  the  southern  sea,  and,  on  the  north. 
To  equal  length  back'd  with  a  ridge  of  hills   [men. 
That  screen  *d  tlie  fruits  of  the  earth,  and  seats  of 
From  cold  Sept^trion  blast ;  thence  in  the  midst 
Dirided  by  a  river,  of  whose  banks 
On  each  side  an  imperial  city  stood. 
With  towers  and  temples  proudly  elevate 
On  seven  small  hills,  with  palaces  adom*d, 
Porches,  and  theatres,  baths,  aqueducts. 
Statues,  and  trophies,  and  triumphal  arcs. 
Gardens,  and  groves,  presented  to  his  eyes. 
Above  the  height  of  mountains  interpos'd : 
( By  what  strange  parallax,  or  optic  ^ill 
Of  vision,  multiplied  through  air,  or  glass 
Of  telescope,  were  curious  to  inquire  : ) 
And  now  tlie  tempter  thus  his  silence  broke. 
"  The  city  wliich  thou  seest,  no  other  deem 
Hum  great  and  glorious  Rome,  queen  of  the  Eartl^ 
So  far  renown'd,  and  with  the  spoils  enrich'd 
Of  nations ;  there  the  Capitol  thou  seest, 
Above  the  rest  lifting  his  stately  head 
On  the  Tarpeian  rock,  her  citadel 
Impregnable ;  and  there  mount  Palatine 
The  imperial  palace,  compass  huge  and  high 
The  structure,  skill  of  noblest  architects, 
With  gilded  battlements  conspicuous  far. 
Turrets,  and  terraces,  and  glittering  spires : 
Many  a  fair  edifice  besides,  more  like 
Houses  of  gods,  (so  well  I  have  disposed 
My  aery  microscope,)  thou  may*st  behold. 
Outside  and  inside  both,  pillars  and  roofs, 
Carv'd  work,  the  hand  of  fam*d  artificers, 
In  cedar,  marble,  ivory,  or  gold, 
llwnce  to  the  gales  cast  round  thine  eye,  and  sec 
Wliat  conflux  issuing  forth,  or  entering  in  ; 


122 


MILTON. 


Book  IT. 


xVetoiVy  pnuiMuls  to  tiwir  frfOvinew 
Hasting,  or  on  return,  in  robes  of  state, 
lictors  and  rods,  the  ensigns  of  their  power. 
Legions  and  cohorts,  turms  of  hone  and  wings : 
.  Or  embassies  fivm  regions  far  remote, 
In  various  habits,  on  tiie  Appian  road. 
Or  on  the  Emilian ;  some  fitnn  fitftheft  soutl^ 
Syene,  and  where  the  shadow  both  way  falls, 
Meroe,  Nilotic  isle ;  and,  more  to  west. 
The  realm  of  Boccfaus  to  the  Blackamoor  sea; 
From  the  Asian  kings,  and  Parthian  among  these ; 
From  India  and  the  golden  Chersonese^ 
And  utmost  Indian  isle  Taprobane, 
Dnsk  faces  with  white  silken  turbuis  wreath*d ; 
From  Gallia,  Gades,  and  the  British  west ; 
Germans,  and  Scythians,  and  Sarmatians,  north 
Beyond  Danubius  to  the  Tauric  pool. 
All  nations  now  to  Rome  obedience  pay ; 
To  Rome's  great  emperor,  whose  wide  domain. 
In  ample  territory,  wealth,  and  power. 
Civility  of  manners,  arts  and  arms, 
And  long  renown,  thou  justly  inayst  prefer 
Before  the  Parthian.     These  two  thrones  except. 
The  rest  are  barbarous,  and  scarce  wortli  the  sight, 
Shar*d  among  petty  kings  too  far  remov*d ; 
Tliese  having  iliown  thee,  I  have  shown  thee  all 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world,  and  all  their  glory. 
This  emperor  hath  no  son,  and  now  is  old. 
Old  and  lascivious,  and  from  Rome  retir'd 
To  C^reae,  an  island  small,  but  strong. 
On  the  Campanian  shore,  with  purpose  there 
His  horrid  lusts  in  private  to  enjoy ; 
Committing  to  a  wicked  favourite 
All  public  cares,  and  yet  of  him  suspicious ; 
Hated  of  all,  and  hating.     With  what  ease. 
Endued  with  regal  virtues,  as  thou  art. 
Appearing,  and  banning  noble  deeds, 
Might*st  diou  expel  this  monster  from  his  throne. 
Now  made  a  stye,  and,  in  his  place  ascending, 
A  victor  people  ^ree  firom  serrile  yoke  ! 
And  with  my  help  thou  may'st ;  to  me  the  power 
Is  given,  and  by  that  right  I  give  it  thee. 
Aim  therefore  at  no  less  than  all  the  world ; 
Aim  at  the  highest :  without  the  highest  attained. 
Will  be  for  thee  no  sitting,  or  not  long,  « 

On  David's  tluone,  be  prophesied  what  will." 

To  whom  tiie  Son  of  God,  unmov'd,  replied. 
"  Nor  doth  this  grandeur  and  majestic  show 
Of  luxury,  though  call'd  magnificence. 
More  than  of  arms  before,  allure  mine  eye. 
Much  less  my  mind  ;  though  thou  should'st  add  to 

tell 
Their  sumptuous  gluttonies,  and  gorgeous  feasts 
On  citron  tables  or  Atlantic  stone, 
(For  I  have  also  heard,  perhaps  lia>'e  read,) 
Their  wines  of  Setia,  Cales,  and  Falerne, 
Chios,  and  Crete,  and  how  they  quaff  in  gold. 
Crystal,  and  myrrhine  cups,  emboss'd  wiSi  gems 
And  studs  of  pearl ;   to  me  should'st  tell,  who 

thirst 
And  hunger  still.     Then  embassies  thou  show'st 
From  nations  far  and  nigh  :  what  honour  that. 
But  tedious  waste  of  time,  to  sit  and  hear 
So  many  hollow  compliments  and  lies. 
Outlandish  flatteries?     Then  proceed'st  to  Ulk 
Of  the  emperor,  how  easily  subdued. 
How  gloriously :  I  shall,  thou  say'st,  expel 
A  brutish  monster ;  what  if  I  withal 
Expel  a  devil  who  first  made  him  such? 
Let  his  tormentcr  conscience  find  him  out ; 


For  him  I  was  not  scnl;  nor  ytt  to  free 
That  people,  victor  once,  now  vile  and 
DeseiWdly  made  vassal ;  who^  once  just, 
FVugal,  and  mild,  and  temperate^  conquered  w«U, 
But  govern  ill  the  nations  under  yoke^ 
Peeling  their  provinces,  exhausted  all 
By  lust  and  nqiine  ;  first  ambitious  grown 
Of  triumph,  tint  insulting  vanity  ; 
I  ITien  cruel,  by  their  sports  to  blood  inur*d 
Of  fightiiig  beasts,  and  men  to  beasts  expos'd ; 
Luxurious  by  their  wealth,  and  greedier  adU, 
And  from  the  daily  scene  effeminate. 
What  wise  aiul  valunt  man  vrould  seek  to  five 
These,  thus  degenerate,  by  themselves  enslav'd  ? 
Or  could  of  inward  slaves  make  outward  five  ? 
Know  therefore,  when  my  season  oomesto  sit 
On  David's  throne,  it  shall  be  like  is  tree 
Spreadhig  and  oversliadowing  all  the  Earth ; 
Or  as  a  stone,  that  shall  to  pieces  dash 
All  monarehies  besides  throughout  the  world  ; 
And  of  my  kingdom  there  shall  be  no  end : 
Means  there  shall  lie  to  this ;  but  what  the  n^ui^ 
Is  not  for  thee  to  know,  nor  me  to  tell.** 

To  whom  the  tempter,  impudent,  replsetL 
'<  I  see  all  offers  made  by  me  how  slij^ 
Thou  valuest,  because  ofier'd,  and  reject'st : 
Nothing  will  please  the  difficult  and  nice. 
Or  notliing  more  than  still  to  contndict : ' 
On  the  other  side  know  also  thou,,  that  I 
On  wliat  I  offer  set  as  high  esteem. 
Nor  what  I  part  with  mean  to  give  for  nought ; 
All  these,  which  in  a  moment  thou  bchold^iat. 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world,  to  thee  I  give, 
(For,  given  to  me,  I  give  to  whom  I  please,)        ! 
No  trifle ;  yet  writh  tins  reserve,  not  elsie. 
On  this  condition,  if  thou  wilt  fidl  down. 
And  worship  me  as  tliy  superior  lord, 
(Easily  done,)  and  hold  them  all  of  nie ; 
For  what  can  less  so  great  a  gift  deserve  ?** 

Whom  thus  our  Sariour  answer'd  viitfa  disdasik 
**  I  never  lik'd  thy  talk,  tiiy  offers  less  ; 
Now  both  abhor,  since  thou  hast  dar*d  to  utter 
Tlie  abominable  terms,  impious  condition : 
But  I  endure  tlie  time,  till  which  expir'd 
Tliou  liast  permission  on  me.     It  is  written,    [iH 
The  first  of  all  conunandment^  *  TIkni  shait  «a( 
Tlie  Lord  tliy  God,  and  only  him  shall  ser»e ;' 
And  dar'st  thou  to  the  Son  of  God  propound 
To  worsliip  thee  aixurs'd  ?  now  more  aocurs'd 
For  this  attempt,  bolder  than  that  on  £ve. 
And  more  blai^hemous ;  whidi  expect  to  rue. 
Hie  kingdoms  of  tlie  worid  to  thee  were  given  ? 
Permitted  ratlier,  and  by  thee  usurp'd  ; 
Other  donation  none  thou  canst  prxxluce. 
If  given,  by  whom  but  by  the  King  of  kings, 
God  over  all  supreme*?     If  given  to  thee. 
By  thee  how  fairly  is  the  giver  now 
Repaid  !    But  gratitude  in  thee  is  lost 
Long  since.     Wert  thou  so  void  of  fear  or  shame 
As  offer  them  to  me,  the  Son  of  God  ? 
To  me  my  own,  on  such  aUiorred  pact. 
That  I  f^  down  and  worsliip  thee  as  God  ? 
Get  tliee  behind  me ;  plain  thou  now  appear'st 
Tliat  Evil-one,  Satan  for  ever  damn *d.*'  * 

To  whom  the  fiend,  witli  fear  abash'd,  replic<L 
**  Be  not  so  sore  offended.  Son  of  God, 
Though  sons  of  God  both  angels  are  arid  men. 
If  I,  to  try  whether  in  Iiigher  sort 
Than  these  thou  bear'st  that  title,  ha^-e  proposed 
What  both  from  men  and  angels  1  receive. 
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liiiou  bcBdc  flm  ill  tfac  <|WMtwr*d  wiodiy 

«d  of  tfab  worid  invok'd,  and  world  bcoMtfa : 

n»UKQ  tboo  art,  wliote  eomiiig  is  foretold 

'o  ne  mott  firtd,  me  it  moat  ooncema ; 

Vetrial  badi  tndam^'d  thee  no  maj, 

Uikr  BMre  bonour  Wft  and  more  eilcem ; 

ic  Bougfat  advantag'd,  miHing  what  I  aim'd. 

l^tnhn  let  paai»  as  tiiey  are  tiansitoty, 

Hv  kingdoms  of  this  world ;  Ishallnomore 

Utiae  thee ;  gain  them  as  thou  canst,  or  not. 

(d  tfaoD  tl^f  seem*st  otherwise  inclin'd 

lb  to  s  worldly  crown ;  addicted  more 

rocnoicmplatioa  and  profound  dispute, 

isW  thrt  esrly  action  may  be  judg'd, 

(In,  slipping  from  thy  moCher*s  eye,  thou  went*st 

Jow  mto  the  tcmpl^  there  wast  found 

mao^  the  gravest  rabbies,  disputant 

hi  pooui  ami  questions  iitting  Moses'  chair,  [man, 

'adnK,  not  taught.     The  childhood  shows  the 

«  monui^  fhows  the  day :  be  famous  then 

\f  visdom ;  as  thy  empire  must  extend, 

•  Itt  cxtoid  thy  mind  o*er  all  the  world 

I  kfiowledge,  all  things  in  it  comprehend. 

Jl  kooirlad^  is  not  couch'd  in  Moses*  law, 

Ve  Pentateuch,  or  what  the  prophets  wrote ; 

W  Gentiles  slso  know,  and  write,  and  teach 

badmiratioo,  led  by  Nature's  light, 

aJ  «ith  the  Gentiles  much  thou  must  converse^ 

'oi  q;;  tbcm  by  persuasion,  as  thou  mean'st ; 

(niuit  tlieir  learning,  how  wilt  thou  with  them, 

^taey  with  thee,  hold  conversation  meet? 

in  vih  thou  reason  with  them,  how  refute 

lW:r  idotisns,  tmditioiis,  J^sradozes  ? 

'^w  by  ftos  own  arms  is  best  evinc'd. 

^  onoe  more,  ere  we  leave  this  specular  mount. 

Fe^vvd,  much  nearer  by  south-west,  behold 

Hicre  OQ  the  J£gean  shore  a  dty  stands, 

^  Mbly,  pure  the  air,  and  light  the  soil ; 

Uhas  the  eye  of  Greece,  mother  of  arte 

isd  (Joqaenoe,  native  to  lamous  wits 

^  iMpitable,  in  her  sweet  receis, 

^c  wbwban,  studioits  walks  and  ihades. 

I*  (here  the  otive  grove  of  Academe, 

^'i  retiiemem,  where  the  Attic  bird 

tfuli  bcr  tfaick-waibied  tunes  the  summer  long ; 

^  ^cry  hill  Hymettus,  vrith  the  sound 

y  t»rt'  tadastrious  murmur,  oft  invites 

N  ^-jaiout  muang ;  there  lUssus  rolls 

»  vfakpciing  rtresm :  within  the  walls,  then  view 

m  Khook  of  aadent  sages ;  his  who  bred 

'f*9t  .Ueundcr  to  subdue  the  world, 

|^^<"D  there,  and  painted  Stoa  next : 

P«'«  ifailt  tJiou  hear  and  learn  the  secret  power 

I^WmoDy,  in  tones  and  numbera  hit 

^  *oioe  or  hand ;  and  various-measur'd  vene^ 

>^^dianassiMi  Dorian  lyric  odes 

^)!  tift,  who  gave  them  breath,  but  higher  sung, 

^^  HdcMgenes  thence  Homer  call'd, 

^j^poem  i^oebns  cfaalleng*d  for  his  own : 

|«cr  what  the  lofty  grsre  tragedians  taught 

» ()>orai  m  Iambic,  teachers  best 

^  ■'»ni  pnalenoe^  with  delight  receiv'd 

^^' «iu«s  praoepta,  while  they  treat 

?  *^  *"d  chance,  and  change  in  himian  life, 

ji'?:.  vtiom  and  Ugh  paaeaons  beat  describing : 

•*rKe  to  the  bowaa  orators  repair, 

•••  ^  Mcient  whoee  icsistlcas  eloquence 

**' 'M  It  «m  that  fierce  democratie, 

J^ '*  the  anenal,  and  fbbninM  over  Greece 


To  Macedon  and  Artazerses*  throne : 
To  sage  Rdlosophy  next  lend  thine  ear. 
From  Heaven  descended  to  the  low-Jtwf  *d  hooae 
Of  Socratea ;  see  there  hb  tenement. 
Whom  well  inspir'd  the  oracle  pronounc'd 
Wisest  of  men;  ftom  whose  mouth  issued  forth 
Mellifluous  streams,  that  water'd  all  the  schools 
Of  academics  old  and  new,  with  those 
Surnamed  Peripatetics,  and  the  sect 
Epicurean,  and  the  Stoic  severe ; 
These  here  revolre,  or,  as  thou  lik'st,  at  homa^ 
Till  time  mature  thee  to  a  kingdom's  weight ; 
These  rules  will  render  thee  a  king  complete 
Within  thyself,  mudi  more  with  empire  join'd.** 

To  whom  our  Saviour  sagely  thus  replied. 
*<  Think  not  but  that  I  know  these  things,  or  think 
I  know  them  not ;   not  therefore  am  I  short 
Of  knowing  what  I  ought :  he,  who  receives 
Light  from  above^  from  the  fountain  of  light. 
No  odier  doctrine  needs,  though  granted  true  ; 
But  these  are  folse,  or  little  else  but  dreamt. 
Conjectures,  fancies,  built  on  nothing  firm. 
The  first  and  wisest  cvf  them  all  prafosa'd 
To  know  this  only,  that  he  nothing  knew  ; 
The  next  to  fabling  fell,  and  smooth  conceits; 
A  third  sort  doubted  all  things,  though  plain  sense; 
Others  in  virtue  plac'd  felicity. 
But  virtue  joined  with  riches  and  long  life ; 
In  corporal  pleasure  he,  and  careless  ease ; 
Tlie  Stoic  Isst  in  philosophic  pride. 
By  him  call'd  virtue ;  and  his  virtuous  man,  • 

Wise,  perfect  in  himself,  and  all  posaessing 
Equal  to  God,  oft  shames  not  to  prefer. 
As  fesring  God  nor  man,  contemning  all 
Wealth,  pleasure,  pain  or  torment,  death  and  lifc^ 
Which,  when  he  lists,  he  leaves,  or  boasts  he  can^ 
For  all  his  tedious  talk  is  but  vain  boast. 
Or  subtle  shifts  oonriction  to  evade. 
Alas  I  what  can  they  teach  and  not  mislead. 
Ignorant  of  themselves,  of  God  much  more. 
And  how  the  world  began,  and  how  man  fell 
Degraded  by  himself,  on  grace  depending  ? 
Much  of  the  soul  they  talk,  but  all  awry. 
And  in  themselves  seek  virtue ;  and  to  themselvca 
All  glory  arrogate,  to  God  give  none ; 
Rather  accuse  him  under  usual  names. 
Fortune  and  Fate,  as  one  regardless  quite 
Of  mortal  things.     Who  therefore  seeks  in  these 
True  wisdom,  finds  her  not ;  or,  by  delusion. 
Far  worse,  her  false  resemblance  only  meets. 
An  emp^  doud.     However,  many  books. 
Wise  men  have  said,  are  wearisome ;  who  reads 
Incessantly,  and  to  his  reading  brings  not 
A  spirit  and  judgment  equal  or  superior, 
(  Aiid  what  he  brings  what  needs  lie  elsewhere  seek?) 
Uncertain  and  unsettled  still  remains, 
Deep  vers'd  in  books,  and  shallow  in  himidf, 
Crude  or  intoxicate,  collecting  toys 
And  trifles  for  choice  matters,  worth  a  sponge ; 
As  children  gathering  pebbles  on  the  shore. 
Or,  if  I  would  delight  my  private  hours 
With  music  or  with  poem,  where  so  soon 
As  in  our  native  language,  can  I  find 
That  solace?  *  All  our  law  and  story  strew'd 
With  hymns,  our  Psalms  with  artfol  terms  injoib'dy 
Our  Hebrew  songs  and  harps,  in  Babylon 
Tliat  pleas'd  so  well  our  victor's  ear,  declare 
That  rather  Greece  ftom  us  these  arts  deriv'd  ; 
ni  imitated,  while  tliey  loudest  sing 
The  vices  of  their  deities,  and  their  own. 
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In  ftble,  hymn,  or  wng,  sopenonating 

Tlieir  gods. ridiculous,  and  themselves  peat  shame. 

RcmOTe  their  swelling  epithets,  thick  laid 

As  Tarnish  on  a  harlot's  cheek,  the  rest. 

Thin  sown  with  aught  of  profit  or  delight. 

Will  far  be  found  unworthy  to  compare 

With  Sion*s  songs,  to  all  true  tastes  excelling, 

Where  God  is  pnis*d  aright,  and  God-like  men. 

The  HoUest  of  Holies,  and  his  saints, 

(Such  are  from  God  inspir*d,  not  sudi.firom  thee,) 

Unless  where  moral  virtue  is  express*d 

By  light  of  Nature,  not  in  all  quite  lost 

Their  orators  thou  then  extoU'st,  as  those 

Tlie  top  of  eloquence ;  statists  indeed. 

And  lovers  of  their  country,  as  may  seem ; 

But  herein  to  our  prophets  far  beneath. 

As  men  divinely  taught,  and  better  teaching 

The  sc^d  rules  of  civil  government. 

In  their  majestic  unaffected  style, 

Than  all  the  oratory  of  Greece  and  Rome. 

In  them  is  plainest  taught,  and  easiest  learnt. 

What  makes  a  nation  happy,  and  keeps  it  so, 

What  ruins  kingdoms,  and  lays  cities  flat ; 

These  only  with  our  law  best  form  a  king." 

So  spake  the  Son  of  God ;  but  Satan,  now 
Quite  at  a  lo^s  (for  all  his  darts  were  spent,) 
Tlius  to  our  Saviour  with  stem  brow  replied. 

"  Since  neither  wealth  nor  honour,  anns  nor  arts, 
Kingdom  nor  empire  pleases  thee,  nor  aught 
By  me  proposed  in  life  contemplative 
Or  active,  tended  on  by  glory  or  fame, 
What  dost  thou  in  this  world  ?     The  wilderness 
For  thee  is  fittest  place ;  I  found  thee  there. 
And  thither  will  return  thee ;  yet  remember 
Wliat  I  foretel  thee,  soon  thou  shalt  have  cause 
To  wish  thou  never  hadst  rejected,  thus 
Nicely  or  cautiously,  my  ofier*d  aid, 
Wliich  would  have  set  thee  in  short  time  wiA  ease 
On  ^David's  throne,  or  throne  of  all  the  world. 
Now  at  full  age,  fulness  of  time,  thy  season 
When  prophecies  of  diee  are  beat  fulfilPd. 
Now  contrary,  if  I  read  aught  in  Heaven, 
Or  Heaven  write  aught  of  fate,  by  what  the  stars 
Voluminous,  or  single  characters. 
In  their  conjunction  met,  give  me  to  spell, 
Sont>ws,  and  labours,  opposition,  hate 
Attend  thee,  scorns,  reproaches,  injuries. 
Violence  and  stripes,  and  lastly  cruel  death ; 
A  kingdom  they  portend  thee,  but  what  kingdom. 
Real  or  allegoric,  I  discern  not ; 
Nor  when ;  eternal  siure,  as  without  end. 
Without  beginning ;  for  no  date  prefix'd 
Directs  me  in  the  starry  rubric  seL" 

So  saying  he  took,  (for  still  he  knew  his  power 
^fot  yet  expir'd,)  and  to  tlie  wilderness 
Brought  back  the  Son  of  God,  and  left  him  there. 
Feigning  to  disappear.     Darkness  now  rose, 
As  day-light  sunk,  and  brought  in  lowering  night. 
Her  shadowy  dffspring ;  unsubstantial  both. 
Privation  mere  of  light  and  absent  day. 
Our  Saviour  meek,  and  with  untroubled  mind 
After  his  aery  jaunt,  though  hurried  sore. 
Hungry  and  cold,  betook  him  to  his  rest. 
Wherever,  under  some  concourse  of  shades,  [shield 
Whose  branching  arms   thick    intertwin*d  might 
From  dews  and  damps  of  night  his  shelter*d  heul ; 
But,  shelter'd,  slept  in  vain ;  for  at  his  head 
The  tempter  watch'd,  and  soon  with  ugly  dreams 
Disturb'd  his  sleep.     And  either  tropic  now 
*  Gan  thunder,  and  both  ends  of  Heaven :  the  clouds, 


From  many  a  hotnd  rift,  abortive  pour  d 
Fierce  rain  with  lightning  mix*d,  water  vitfa  fire 
In  ruin  recondl'd :  nor  dept  the  winds 
^tfain  their  stony  caves,  but  nish'd  abroad 
FVom  the  four  hinges  at  the  world,  and  fieU 
On  the  vex*d  wilderness,  whose  tallest  pines, 
Ihoui^  rooted  deep  as  high,  and  sturdiest  oaks, 
Bow'd  their  stiff  necks,  loadien  widi  stormy  blasts 
Or  torn  up  sheer.     Ill  wast  tiwu  shrouded  then, 
O  patient  son  of  God,  yet  only  stood'st 
Unshaken !     Nor  yet  staid  the  terrour  tibere  ; 
Infernal  ^losts  and  hellish  ftuies  round     [sbriek'i, 
Environ*d  thee,  some  howPd,  some  ycll'd,  soaa 
Some  bent  at  thee  their  fiery  daits,  while  thou 
Sat*st  unappaird  in  calm  and  sinless  peace ! 
Thus  pasa'd  the  night  so  foul,  till  M<iming  £ur 
Came  forth,  with  pilgrim  steps,  in  amice  gimy ; 
Who  with  her  radiant  finger  still*d  the  roar 
Of  thunder,  chas'd  the  clouds,  and  laid  tfae  wiad% 
And  grisly  spectres,  which  the  fiend  had  rais'd 
To  tempt  the  Son  of  God  with  terrxNus  dire. 
And  now  the  Sun  with  more  effectual  bc»n» 
Had  cheer*d  the  face  of  Earth,  and  dried  the  wk  i 
From  drooping  plant,  or  dropping  tree ;  the  bini^ 
Who  all  things  now  behold  more  fresh  and  grvoi. 
After  a  ni^  of  storm  so  ruinous, 
Cleared  up  their  choicest  notes  in  bush  and  sfvay,  i 
To  gratulate  the  sweet  return  of  mom.  j 

Nor  yet,  amidst  this  joy  and  brightest  mom. 
Was  absent,  after  all  bis  mischid^  done. 
The  prince  of  daricness  ;*glad  would  also  seem 
Of  this  fair  change,  and  to  our  Saviour  came ; 
Yet  with  no  new  device,  (they  all  were  ipent,) 
Rather  by  this  his  last  affront  res(4v*d. 
Desperate  of  better  course,  to  vent  his  rage 
And  mad  despite  to  be  so  oft  repell'd. 
Him  walking  on  a  sunny  hill  he  found, 
Baok'd  on  the  north  and  west  by  a  thick  'wood ; 
Out  of  the  wood  he  starts  in  wonted  shape. 
And  in  a  careless  mood  thus  to  liim  said. 

*<  Fair  morning  yet  betides  thee.  Son  of  God, 
After  a  dismal  night :    I  heard  the  wrsck. 
As  earth  and  sky  would  mingle ;  but  myself  [tba 
Was  distant ;  and  these  flaws,  though  mortals  hi 
As  dangerous  to  the  pillar*d  frame  of  Heavmi, 
Or  to  the  Earth's  dark  basis  underneath. 
Are  to  the  main  as  inconsiderable 
And  harmless,  if  not  wholesome,  as  a  sneese 
To  man's  less  universe,  and  soon  are  gone ; 
Yet,  as  being  oft-times  noxious  whero  tbey  light 
On  man,  b«!ist,  plant,  wasteftil  and  turbuleit. 
Like  turbulencies  in  the  affairs  of  men. 
Over  whose  heads  they  roar,  and  seem  to  poiirt. 
They  oft  fore^signify  and  threaten  Ul : 
"niis  tempest  at  this  desert  most  was  bent  ; 
Of  men  at  thee,  for  only  thou  liere  dweU'st. 
Did  I  not  tell  thee,  if  thou  didst  reject 
TTie  perfect  season  offered  widi  my  aid 
To  win  thy  destin'd  seat,  but  wilt  prolong 
All  to  the  push  of  fate,  pursue  thy  way 
Of  gaining  David's  dirone,  no  man  knows  when. 
For  both  Uie  when  and  how  is  no  where  told  ? 
'Diou  shalt  be  what  thou  art  ordain'd,  no  doubt ; 
For  angels  have  proclaim'd  it,  but  concealing 
The  time  and  means.     Each  act  is  rigfatliest  don 
Not  when  it  must,  but  when  it  may  be  best : 
If  thou  observe  not  this,  be  sure  to  find. 
What  I  foretold  thee,  many  a  hard  assay 
Of  dangers,  and  adversities,  and  pains. 
Ere  thou  of  Israel's  sceptre  get  fiist  hold; 
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Vbcrcof  tfais  ominoiis  night,  tliit  clos*d  theenmiid» 

b  nan  J  terroun,  Toioes,  prodigies^ 

fiy  wun,  ihte,  as  •  sure  tore-igauig  sign." 

So  tilk*d  he,  while  the  Soft  of  God  went  on 
bd  staid  not,  but  in  brief  him  answered  thus : 

**  Me  wone  than  wet  thou  find'stnot;  other  hann 
Dioie  tcmnin,  which  thou  speak 'st  of,  did  me  none ; 
[  sever  fear'd  they  could,  though  ncHsing  loud 
^aA  thnalcning  high :  what  they  can  do  as  signs 
Bdokraing,  or  tll.£)ding,  I  contemn 
i« &1«  poiienta,  not  sent  from  God,  but  thee; 
(Tin,  kaowing  I  shall  reign  past  thy  preventing, 
^tanKTst  thy  offer'd  aid,  that  I,  accepting, 
it  lost  might  seem  to  hold  all  power  of  thee, 
bibibous  spirit !  and  wouldst  be  thought  my  God; 
^  tfonn'st  refus*d,  thinking  to  terrify 
leiodiyinU!  dcaist,  (thou  art  discem'd 
in)  tofl'st  in  tain,)  nor  roe  in  vain  moIcsL'* 
To  whom  the  fiend,  now  swoln  with  rage,  replied. 
Then  hesr,  O  son  of  David,  virgin-bom, 
w  vn  of  God  to  me  u  yet  in  doubt ; 
Vtitt  Mesaah  I  had  heard  foretold 
M  the  prophets;  of  thy  birth  at  length, 
■noune'd  by  Gabriel,  with  the  first  I  knew, 
Ad  of  Che  angelic  song  in  Bethlehem  field, 
b  dit  Urth-night  that  sung  thee  Saviour  bom. 
^  thst  time  seldom  have  I  ceas'd  to  eye 

V  inlaiicy,  thy  childhood,  and  thy  youth, 

V  nanfaood  last,  though  yet  in  private  bred ; 
'•£  It  the  ford  of  Jordan,  whither  all 

J^to  the  B^st,  I,  among  the  rest, 

tt«r*i  not  to  be  baptiz*d,)  by  voice  from  Heaven 

m  thee  pronounc*d  the  Son  of  God  belov'd. 

™«aforth  I  thought  thee  worth  my  nearer  view 

W  itfTowcr  scrutiny,  that  I  might  learn 

■»*"«  degree  or  meaning  thou  art  call'd 

J«  Stm  of  God ;  which  bars  no  single  sense. 

w  ♦'%»  of  God  I  also  am,  or  was ; 

l^  <f  I  was,  I  am ;  relation  stands; 

'i'  Jvn  are  tons  of  God ;  yA  thee  J  thought 

>  low  rv«pect  far  higher  so  declar*d  : 

^rtfon  I  watcfa'd  tl^  footsteps  from  that  hour, 

^oilow'd  thee  still  on  to  this  waste  wild ; 

•^  by  all  best  conjectures,  I  collect 

*w  lit  to  be  my  fttal  enemy : 

«wd  rewm  dien,  if  I  before4iand  seek 

[^'^.•'■derstand  my  advervuy,  who 

ud  «h>t  he  b ;  his  wisdom,  power,  intent : 

7  pari  or  composition,  truce  or  league, 

>  *  Tj  him,  or  win  from  him  what  I  can  : 
W  onMtunity  I  here  have  had 

'Jn  thee,  aft  thee,  and  confess  have  found  thee 
^'^  V^iMt  all  temptation,  as  a  rock 
s  *Lmint,  and,  as  a  centre,  firm  : 
« -*  utmost  of  mere  man  both  wise  and  good, 
I*  "i*** ;  for  honours,  riches,  kingdoms,  glory, 
**»t  been  before  contemn 'd,  and  may  again. 
^Mijre.  Id  know  what  more  thou  art  than  man, 
•»rii  nsramg  Son  of  God  by  voice  from  Heaven, 
'^Jfcer  mrthod  I  must  now  begin.'* 
'*  ^y»f  h»  canght  him  up,  and,  without  wing 
^PPogrif,  bore  through  the  air  sublime, 
bw  tlK  vildcmcsB  and  o'er  the  plain, 
JU  oadfrneaih  them  ikir  Jerusalem, 
*  Wy  city,  fiftcd  high  her  towers, 
r?  '55**'  y«  A«  glorious  temple  rcar'd 
ITJZL^  «ff  «PPMring  like  a  mount 
*|™*«.  topt  with  golden  spires : 
i^e  OQ  the  highest  pinnacle,  he  set 
^•hnof  God:  ind  added  thus  in  scorn. 


"  There  stand,  if  thou  wilt  stand ;  to  stand  upright 
Will  ask  thee  skill ;  I  to  thy  Father's  house  [best : 
Have  brought  thee,  and  highest  plac*d :  highest  is 
Now  show  thy  progeny ;  if  not  to  stand. 
Cast  thyself  down;  safely,  if  Son  of  God  : 
For  it  is  written,  *  He  will  give  command 
Concerning  thee  to  his  angeb,  in  their  handa 
Hiey  shall  up-lift  thee,  lest  at  any  time 
Thou  chance  to  dash  thy  foot  against  a  stone.** 

To  whom  thus  Jesus :   "  Also  it  is  written, 
*  Tempt  not  the  Lord  thy  God.*  **  He  said,  and 

stood: 
But  Satan,  smitten  with  amazement, fell. 
As  when  Earth's  son  Antanis,  (to  compare 
Small  things  with  greatest,)  in  Irassa  strove 
With  Jove's  Alddes,  and,  oft  foil'd,  still  rase, 
Receiving  from  his  mother  Earth  new  strength^ 
Fresh  from  his  fall,  and  fiercer  grapple  join'd, 
Throttled  at  length  in  the  air,  expir'd  and  fell ; 
So»  after  many  a  foil,  tlie  tempter  proud. 
Renewing  fresh  assaults,  amidst  his  pride, 
Fell  whence  he  stood  to  see  his  victor  fall : 
And  as  that  Theban  monster,  that  propos'd 
Her  riddle,  and  him  who  solv'd  it  not  devour'd. 
Hut  once  found  out  and  solv'd,  for  grief  and  spits 
Cast  herself  headlong  from  the  Ismenian  steep ; 
So,  struck  with  dread  and  anguish,  fell  the  fiend. 
And  to  his  crew,  that  sat  consulting,  brought 
(Joyless  triumphals  of  his  hop'd  success,) 
Ruin,  and  desperation,  and  dismay. 
Who  durst  so  proudly  tempt  the  Son  of  God 
So  Satan  fell ;  and  straight  a  fiery  globe 
Of  angels  on  frill  sail  of  wing  flew  nigh. 
Who  on  their  plumy  vans  receiv'd  him  soft 
From  his  uneasy  sta^on,  and  upbore. 
As  on  a  floating  couch,  through  the  blithe  air  ; 
Then,  in  a  flowery  valley,  set  liim  down 
On  a  green  bank,  and  set  before  him  spread 
A  table  of  celestial  food,  divine 
Ambrosial  frnits,  fetch'd  from  the  tree  of  lifc^ 
And,  from  the  fount  of  life,  ambrosial  drink, 
'Hmt  soon  refresh'd  him  wearied,  and  repair'd 
What  hunger,  if  aught  hunger,  had  irapair'i^ 
Or  thirst ;  and,  as  he  fed,  angelic  quires 
Sung  heavenly  anthems  of  his  victory 
Over  temptation  and  the  tempter  proud. 

"  TVue  image  of  the  Father ;  whctiier  thron'd 
In  the  bosom  of  bliss,  and  light  of  light 
Conceiving,  or,  remote  from  Heaven,  enshrin*d 
In  fleshly  tabernacle,  and  human  form. 
Wandering  the  wilderness ;  wliatever  place. 
Habit,  or  state,  or  motion,  still  expressing 
The  Son  of  God,  vrith  GocUlike  force  endued 
Against  the  attemptcr  of  thy  Father's  throne, 
And  thief  of  Paradise  !  him  long  of  old 
Tliou  didst  debel,  and  down  from  Heaven  cast 
With  all  his  army  ;  now  thou  hast  aveng'd 
Supplanted  Adam,  and,  by  vanquishing 
Temptation,  hast  regain'd  lost  Paradise, 
And  frustrated  the  conquest  fraudulent.  , 
He  never  more  henceforth  will  dare  set  foot 
In  Paradise  to  tempt ;  his  snares  ore  broke : 
For,  though  that  seat  of  eartlily  bliss  be  fail'd, 
A  fairer  Paradise  is  founded  now 
For  Adam  and  his  chosen  sons,  whom  thou, 
A  Saviour,  art  come  down  to  re-install. 
Where  they  sliall  dwell  secure,  when  time  shall  bc« 
Of  tempter  and  temptation  without  fear. 
But  thou,  infernal  serpent !  slialt  not  long 
Rule  in  the  clouds  like  an  autumnal  itar^ 
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Or  ugntnin^,  thon  triislt  fidl  fttm  Hcsvcny  trad  doipii 
Under  liia  fteC :  for  proof,  ere  this  thou  feelVt 
Tliy  wound,  (yet  not  th^  last  and  deadliest  woiind,} 
By  this  repulse  reoeiT'd,  and  hold*st  in  Hell 
No  triumph :  in  all  her  gates  Abaddon  rues 
Thy  bold  attempt.     Hereafter  learn  with  awe 
To  dreftd  the  Son  of  God :  he,  all  unarm'd. 
Shall  chase  thee,  with  the  terrour  of  his  voice, 
From  thy  demoniac  hold%  possession  foul, 
Thee  and  thy  legions :  yelling  they  shall  fly. 
And  b^  to  hide  them  in  a  hcaitl  of  swine. 
Lest  he  command  them  down  into  the  deep, 
Bound,  and  to  torment  sent  before  their  time.  •— 
Hail,  Son  of  the  Most  High,  heir  of  bodx  worlds, 
Queller  of  Satan !  on  thy  glorious  work 
Now  enter ;  and  begin  to  save  mankind.** 

Urns  they  the  Son  of  God,  our  Saviour  medc, 
Sbng  victor,  and,  from  heavenly  feast  refreshed. 
Brought  on  his  way  with  joy ;  he,  unobserv'd. 
Home  to  his  mother's  house  private  retum'd. 


SAMSON  AGONISTES^ 
A  DmjLMATic  Pone 

AaitTOT.  FaO.    cap.  6. 
Tfmyfita  fufimwit  trfdj^u/f  fwnimimtf  »•  r.  A. 

IVagoedia  est  imitatio  actionis  seriae,  &c  per  miseri- 
cordiam  et  metum  pcrfidens  talium  affectuum 
lustrationem« 

Of  that  sort  of  Dramatic  Poem  which  U  caUed 

Tragedy, 

X  TRAGEDY,  as  it  was  anciently  composed,  hath 
been  ever  held  the  gravest,  moralest,  and  most 
profitable  of  all  other  poems:  therefore  said  by 
Aristotle  to  be  of  power  by  raising  pity  and  fear, 
or  terrour,  to  purge  the  mind  of  tluMe  and  such 
like  passions,  that  is,  to  temper  and  reduce 
them  to  just  measure  with  a  kind  of  delight, 
stirred  up  by  reading  or  seeing  those  passions 
well  imitated.  Nor  is  Nature  wanting  in  her 
own  effects  to  make  good  liis  assertion :  for  so,  in 
physic>  things  of  melancholic  hue  and  quality  are 
used  against  melancholy,  sour  against  sour,  salt 
to  remove  salt  humours.  Hence  pliilosophers 
and  other  gravest  writo^  as  Cicero,  Plutardi, 
and  others,  frequendy  cite  out  of  tragic  poets, 
both  to  adorn  and  illustrate  their  discourse.  The 
Apostle  Paul  himself  thought  it  not  unworthy 
to  insert  a  vase  of  Euripides  into  the  text  oif 
Holy  Scripture,  1  Cor.  xv.  33.  ;  and  Parapus, 
commenting  on  the  Bevelation,  divides  the  whole 
book  as  a  tragedy,  into  acts  distinguished  eacli 
by  a  chorus  of  heavenly  harpings  and  song  be- 
tween.  Heretofore  men  in  Mghest  dignity  have 
laboured  not  a  little  to  .be  thought  able  to  conw 
pose  a  tragedy.  Of  that  honour  Dionysius  the 
elder  was  no  less  ambitious,  than  before  of  his 
attaining  to  the  tyranny.  Augustus  Caesar  also 
had  begun  his  Ajax,  but  unable  to  please  his 
own  judgment  with  what  he  had  begun,  left  it 
unfinisbed.     Seneca,  the  philosopher,  is  by  some 


tiMughi  tfaemhorof 
best  of  diem)  that  go  mider  Aaft 
Naziansen,  a  firthcr  of  the  cfaorcfa,  tfaonghi  k 
not  unbeseeming  tfa#  aam^ty  of  lis  pcnoo  » 
write  a  tragedy,  which  ia  entitled  Cfariik  wilBrim|. 
This  is  mentioned  to  vindicate  tiifeily  firam  the 
small  esteem,  or  rather  infimy,  wlaclk  in  the 
account  of  many  it  undergoes  at  this  day  wA 
Q^bKt  common  interiudca  ;  happfwing,  througli 
the  poet's  errour  of  intemnzu^  conic  staff  irid 
tragic  sadness  and  gravity ;  or  introdoring  tririd 
and  vulgar  persons,  which  by  all  jiidiriom  \aA 
been  counted  absurd;  and  brought  in  wiihoal 
discretion,  corruptly  to  gratify  the  people.  Aad 
though  ancient  tragedy  use  no  prologue,  yet 
sometimes,  in  case  of  self^efence,  or  cx] 
that  which  Martial  calls  an  epistle ;  in  bdal 
cS  diis  tragedy  coming  forth  after  die  andeai 
manner,  much  different  fnmk  what  among  c 
passes  for  best,  thus  mudi  before-hand  tm 
be  epistled ;  that  Chorus  is  here  introduced  sfte 
the  Greek  manner,  not  andent  only  but  modn 
and  still  in  use  among  the  Italians.  In  the  raodd 
ling  therefore  of  thu  poem,  with  good  reasoa 
the  andents  and  Italians  are  rather  loilovfd 
as  of  much  more  authority  and  ftme.  TV 
measure  of  verse  used  in  the  Chorus  is  of  al 
sorts,  called  by  the  Greeks  Monostrophic,  or  laik 
Apolelymenon,  without  regard  had  to  Strofite 
Antistrophe,  or  Epode,  which  were  a  kind  t 
stanzas  framed  only  for  the  music,  then  use 
with  the  Chorus  that  sung;  not  rrwnlisl  to  tk 
poem,  and  therefore  not  material  ;  or,  bdoj 
divided  into  stanzas  or  pause%  tfaey  may  be  calta 
Allseostropha.  Division  into  act  and  scene  r 
ferring  chiefly  to  the  stage  (to  which  this  wd 
never  was  intended)  is  here  omitted.  | 

It  suffices  if  the  whole  drsma  be  fionnd  J 
produced  beyond  the  fifth  act.  Of  the  style  « 
uniformity,  and  that-  commonly  called  the  pli 
whether  intricate  or  explldt,  which  ia  nodp 
indeed  but  such  economy,  or  dispositaon  of  ll 
fable  as  may  stand  best  with  veisimilitnde  at 
decorum ;  they  only  will  best  judge  wtw  are  ■< 
unacquainted  with  .£schylus,  Sophocles  and  £il 
ripides,  the  three  tragic  poets  unequalled  yet  t 
any,  and  the  best  rule  to  all  who  endeavour 
write  tragedy.  llie  circumscription  of 
wherein  the  whole  drama  b^ns  and  ends,  isfl 
cording  to  andent  rule,  and  best  example,  wiil^ 
the  space  of  twen^-four  hours. 
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The  ArgitmtrU. 

Samson,  made  captive,  blind,  and  novr  in  I 
prison  at  Gaza,  there  to  labour  as  in  a  on 
mon  workhouse,  on  a  festival  day,  in  the  | 
neral  cessation  fttmi  labour,  comes  Ibrtfa  ii 
the  open  air,  to  a  place  nigh,  somewhat  refill 
there  to  sit  a  while  and  bemoan  his  ccmditMl 
Where  he  hi^ppens  at  length  to  be  ▼isted 
certain  fiiends  and  equals  of  his  tribe,  wa 
makes  the  Chorus,  who  seek  to  conilbrt  ■ 
what  they  can ;  then  by  his  old  father 
who  endeavours  the  like,  and  withal  tells 
his  purpose  to  procure  his  liberty  by 
lastly,  that  this  feast  was  proclaimed  by  the  F 
lUtines  as  a  day  of  dmnksgivtng  for  tbdr  ^ 
Uverapce  from  the  hands  of  Samson,  wfaidi  j 
more  troubles  him.    Manoah  then  depaiti 
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pwcmgpis  emmvowr  wno  tne  miiimng  lonii 
lar  Shmm's  redonptiaD  ;  who  in  the  meui 
wlifle  it  tinted  by  otlMr  pcnoM ;  and  lastly  hy  a 
public  dBoer  to  require  his  coining  to  the  feast 
bcfare  the  lords  and  people,  to  play  or  thow  his 
•tKogdi  in  their  pweence;  he  at  first  refuses, 
iftwiwing  the  public  officer  with  absolute  de- 
aid  10  come;  at  length,  persuaded  inwardly 
ibt  this  was  linn  God,  he  yields  to  go  along 
viib  IssB,  who  came  now  the  second  time  wi£ 
p«il  tfaiestcningt  to  fetch  him :  the  Chorus 
vet  mnsining  on  the  plaoe,  Manoah  returns  fiill 
afjojfol  iK^e,  to  procure  ere  long  his  son's 
MiTtnnee :  in  the  midst  of  which  discourse  an 
HffaRw  comes  in  haste,  confusedly  at  fint,  and 
lAvward  more  distinctly,  relating  the  catastrophe, 
^hm.  SsBsoo  had  done  to  the  Philistines,  and 
lijr  scddent  to  himself;  wherewith  the  tragedy 
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UwuB,  the  fetfaer  of  Samson. 
liuUfhismfe. 
UtAPHA  of  Goth. 
Uriic  Officer. 


Vru  of  Dwutes. 

The  Scene  before  the  FHson  in  Gaxa. 


Sajcsov,  [Attendant  leading  him.] 

i  unu  onward  lend  thy  guiding  hand 

^ttoc  dsrk  steps,  a  litde  further  on ; 

br^oDder  bank  hath  choice  of  sun  or  shade: 

^  I  an  wont  Co  sit,  when  any  chance 

Idinei  ae  from  my  task  of  serrile  toil, 

y.^  tnifae  inanmoii  prison  else  enjoin'd  me^ 

fVn  I,  a  prisoner  chain'd,  scarce  freely  draw 

Is  ur  inniiisuM*d  also»  doie  and  damp, 

bvinlcMne  dimigfat :  hut  here  I  feel  amends, 

k  bnsthof  Hnsven  fkesh  blowing,  pure  and  sweet 

Vb  ds^.4|ving  bom ;  here  leave  me  to  respire.  — 

^  'lay  s  alcmn  least  the  people  hold 

•fi^oD  Hwir  se*4dol,  and  forbid 

^*ioui  works ;  unwillingly  this  rest 

^7  aiyeinitiun  yields  me ;  hence  with  leave 

'ceriii^  from  tiie  popiilar  noise,  I  tedc 

^  opfreynted  place  to  find  some  ease, 

*•  toihe  body  sooie,  none  to  the  mind 

W  Kfldcsi  tfaongfats,  that,  like  a  deadly  swarm 

V(v«cts  snn'd,  no  sooner  found  alone, 

te  nth  upon  me  thronging,  and  preaent 

^^  pMt,  whai  once  I  was,  and  what  am  now. 

I  v^emferc  was  my  birth  from  Heaven  foretold 

'  ^•cfe  by  sn  angel,  who  at  last  in  sight 

y  ^tsh  ay  psrenti  all  in  flames  ascSnded 

^  off  ^  altar,  where  an  ofTcring  bura'd, 

^  a  m  fiery  column  charioting 

U  GodJike  pnaimi,  and  from  some  great  act 

^'imfit  rescalM  to  Abraham's  race? 

'V  WW  any  breeding  ordcr'd  and  presorib'd 

h  ^a  person  sepaafes  to  God, 

^P»'d  for  great  ciplotts ;  if  I  must  die 

letny'd,  cspCh^d,  md  both  my  eyes  put  out, 

l^'deolmy  oBames  the  scorn  and  gaie; 


To  grind  in  bnaen  fetters  under  tmk       [8trel^tf^ 

With  this  Heaven-gifred  strength  ?     O  glorious 

Put  to  the  labour  of  a  beast,  debas*d 

Lower  than  bond-slave  !     Phimise  was  that  I 

Should  Israel  from  Philisrian  yoke  deliver ; 

Ask  for  this  great  delivoRr  now,  and  find  Um 

Eyeless  in  Gaiaat  the  mill  with  slaves. 

Himself  in  bonds  under  Philisrian  yoke  : 

Yet  stay,  let  me  not  rashly  call  in  doubt 

Divine  prediction ;  what  if  all  foretold 

Had  b^n  fulfill*d  but  through  mine  own  ^efenlt^ 

Whom  have  I  to  complain  of  but  myself? 

Who  this  high  gift  of  strength  committed  to  me^ 

In  what  part  lodg'd,  how  essily  berefi  me^ 

Under  the  seal  of  silence  could  not  keep^ 

But  weakly  to  a  woman  must  reveal  k, 

O'ercome  with  importunity  and  tears. 

O  impotence  of  mind,  in  body  strong ! 

But  what  is  strength  without  a  double  share 

Of  wisdom?  vast,  unwieldy,  burdensome, 

Proudly  secure,  yet  liable  to  fiUl 

By  weakest  subtleties,  not  made  to  rule^ 

But  to  subserve  where  wisdom  bears  command ! 

God,  when  he  gave  me  strength,  to  show  withal 

How  sli{^  the  gift  was,  hung  it  in  my  hair. 

But  peao^  I  must  not  quarrel  with  the  will 

Of  highest  dispensation,  which  herein 

Haply  had  ends  above  my  reach  to  know : 

Suffices  that  to  me  strength  is  my  bane. 

And  proves  the  source  of  all  my  miseries ; 

So  many,  and  so  liuge,  that  each  apart 

Would  sysk  a  life  to  wail ;  but  chief  of  all, 

O  loss  of  sight,  of  thee  I  most  complain  ! 

Blind  among  enemies,  O  worse  than  chains. 

Dungeon,  or  beggary,  or  decrepit  age  ! 

Light,  the  prime  work  of  God,  to  me  is  extinct. 

And  all  her  various  objects  of  delight 

AnnuU'd,  which  might  in  part  my  grief  have  eas*d^ 

Infericnr  to  the  vilest  now  become 

Of  man  or  worm ;  the  vilest  here  excel  me ; 

Tliey  creep,  yet  see  ;  I,  dark  in  Ught,  expos*d 

To  daily  fraud,  contempt,  abuse,  and  wrong. 

Within  doors,  or  without,  still  as  a  fool. 

In  power  of  others,  never  in  my  own ; 

Scarce  half  I  seem  to  live,  dead  n^iore  than  half. 

O  dark,  dark,  dark,  amid  the  blase  of  noon, 

Irrecoversbly  dark,  total  eclipse 

Without  all  hope  of  day ! 

O  iirst>created  Beam,  and  thou  great  Word, 

"  Let  there  be  light,  and  light  was  over  all  ;** 

Why  am  I  thus  bereav'd  thy  prime  decree ! 

The  Sun  to  me  is  dark 

And  silent  as  the  Moon, 

When  she  deserts  the  night. 

Hid  in  her  vacant  interlunar  cave. 

Since  light  so  necessary  is  to  life, 

And  almost  life  itself,  if  it  be  true 

That  light  is  in  the  soul. 

She  all  in  every  part ;  why  was  the  sight 

To  such  a  tender  ball  as  the  eye  confin*d. 

So  obvious  and  so  easy  to  be  quench*d  ? 

And  not,  as  feeling,  through  idl  parts  difius'd, 

lliat  she  might  look  at  will  through  every  pore  V 

Then  had  I  not  been  thus  exil'd  from  light. 

As  in  the  land  of  dariiness,  yet  in  light. 

To  live  a  life  half  dead,  a  living  dei^ 

And  buried ;  but,  O  yet  more  miserable ! 

Myself  my  sepulchre,  a  moving  grave ; 

Buried,  yet  not  exempt. 

By  privilege  of  death  and  burial 
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Ftom  worst  of  other  erils,  pains  and  wroDgt ; 

But  made  hereby  obnoxious  more 

To  all  the  miseries  of  life. 

Life  in  captitrity 

Among  inhuman  foes. 

But  who  are  these  ?  for  with  joint  pace  I  hear 

Tfye  tread  of  many  feet  steering  this  way ; 

Perhaps  my  enemies,  who  come  to  stare 

At  my  aflliction,  and  perhaps  to  insult, 

Their  daily  practice  to  afBict  me  more. 

[Enter  Cuoaus.] 

Ckor.  Tliis,  this  is  he ;  softly  a  while. 
Let  us  not  break  in  upon  him  : 
O  change  beyond  report,  thought,  or  belief! 
See  how  he  lies  at  random,  carelessly  diffus*d. 
With  languished  head  unpropt. 
As  one  past  hope,  abandon'd, 
And  by  himself  given  over  ; 
In  slarisli  habit,  ill-fitted  weeds 
0*er-wom  and  soiPd ; 

Or  do  my  eyes  misrepresent  ?     Can  this  be  he, 
Tliat  heroic,  that  renowned. 

Irresistible  Sjamson  ?  whom  unarm*d      [withstand ; 
No  strength  of  man,  or  fiercest  wild  beast,  could 
Who  tore  the  lion,  as  the  lion  tears  the  kid : 
Ban  on  embattled  annies  clad  in  iron  ; 
And,  weaponless  himself, 
Made  aims  ridiculous,  useless  the  forgery 
Of  brazen  shield  and  spear,  the  hammerM  cuirass, 
Chalybean  temper'd  steel,  and  frock  of  mail 
Adamantean  proof? 
But  safest  he  who  stood  aloof, 
When  insupportably  his  foot  advanced. 
In  scorn  of  their  proud  arms  and  warlike  tools, 
l^um'd  them  to  death  by  troops.      The  bold  As-' 

calonite 
Fled  from  his  lion  ramp ;  old  warriours  tum*d 
Tlieir  plated  backs  under  his  heel ; 
Or,  grovding,  soil'd  their  crested  helmets  in  the  dust. 
Tlien  with  what  trivial  weapon  came  to  liand, 
Tlie  jaw  of  a  dead  ass,  his  sword  of  bone, 
A  thousand  fore-skins  fell,  the  flower  of  Palestine, 
In  Ramath-lechi,  famous  to  this  day.  [bore 

Then  by  main  force  puU'd  up,  and  on  his  shoulders 
The  gates  of  Azza,  post,  and  mabsy  bar, 
Up  to  the  hill  by  Hebron,  seat  of  giants  old, 
No  journey  of  a  sabbath-day,  and  loaded  so ; 
Like  whom  the  Gentiles  feign  to  bear  up  Heaven. 
Which  shall  I  fint  bewail, 
Thy  bondage  or  lost  sight. 
Prison  within  prison 
Inseparably  dark  ? 

Thou  art  become  (O  worst  imprisonment !) 
The  dungeon  of  thyself ;  thy  soul,  [plain) 

(Which  men  enjoying  sight  oft  without  cause  com- 
ImprisonM  now  ind^d. 
In  real  darkness  of  the  body  dwells, 
Shut  up  from  outward  light 
To  incorporate  with  gloomy  night ; 
For  inward  light,  alas ! 
Puts  forth  no  visual  beam. 
O  mirror  of  our  fickle  state. 
Since  man  on  Earth  unparallerd ! 
The  rarer  thy  example  stands. 
By  how  much  from  the  t(^  of  wonderous  glory, 
Sd'ongest  of  mortal  men. 

To  lowest  pitch  of  abject  fortune  thou  art  fallen. 
For  him  I  reckon  not  in  high  estate 
Whom  long  descent  of  birth. 
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Or  the  sphere  of  fiDitune, 
But  thee  whose  strength,  while  virtue 
Might  have  subdued  the  Earth, 
Universally  crown*d  with  highest 

Sams,   I  hear  the  sound  of  words ;  their 
Dissolves  unjointed  ere  it  reach  my  ear. 

Chor.  He  speaks,  let  us  draw  nigh.  —  Maui^ 
less  in  might. 
The  glory  late  of  Israel,  now  the  grief; 
We  come,  thy  friends  and  neighbours  not  unksovn 
From  Eshtaol  and  Zora's  fruitful  vale, 
To  risit  or  bewail  thee ;  or,  if  better. 
Counsel  or  consolation  we  may  bring. 
Salve  to  thy  sores ;  apt  wtvds  have  power  to  svs^ 
The  tumours  of  a  troubled  mind. 
And  are  as  balm  to  fester'd  wouiods.  [Usn 

Sams,   Your  coming,  friends,  revives  me ;  hi  \ 
Now  of  my  own  experience,  not  by  talk. 
How  counterfeit  a  coin  they  are  who 
Bear  in  their  superscription,  (of  die  most 
I  would  be  understood ;)  in  prosperous  days 
Tliey  swarm,  but  in  adverse  withdraw  their  bead 
Not  to  be  found,  though  sought.   Ye  see,  O  tneaii 
How  many  evils  have  endos'd  me  round : 
Yet  that  which  was  the  worst  now  least  afflicts  me^ 
Blindness ;  for  had  I  si^t,  confus*d  with  sham^ 
How  could  I  once  look  up  or  heave  the  head. 
Who,  like  a  foolish  pilot,  have  shipwreck*d 
My  vessel  trusted  to  me  from  above. 
Gloriously  rjgg'd ;  and  for  a  word,  a  tear. 
Fool !  have  divulg'd.the  secret  gift  of  God 
To  a  deceitful  woman  ?  tell  me,  friends, 
Am  I  not  sung  and  proverb'd  for  a  fool 
In  every  street  ?  do  they  not  say,  how  well 
Are  come  upon  him  his  deserts  ?  yet  why  ? 
Immeasurable  strength  they  might  behold 
In  me,  of  wisdom  nothing  more  than  mean  ; 
This  witli  the  other  should,  at  least,  have  pair'd. 
These  two,  proportion'd  ill,  drove  me 

Chor.  Tax  not  divine  disposal ; 
Have  err'd,  and  by  bad  women  been  deceiv*d ; 
And  shall  again,  pretend  they  ne*er  so  wise. 
Deject  not  then  so  overmuch  thyself. 
Who  hast  of  sorrow  thy  full  load  besides  : 
Yet  truth  to  sn^ ,  I  oft  have  heard  men  wonder 
Why  thou  shouldst  wed  Philistian  women  rather 
Than  of  tliine  own  tribe  fairer,  or  as  fair. 
At  least  of  thy  own  nation,  and  as  noble. 

Sams.  The  first  I  saw  at  Timna,  and  Am  pleasi 
Me,  not  my  parents,  that  I  sought  to  wed 
The  daughter  of  an  infidel :  they  knew  not 
That  wliat  I  mction'd  was  of  God ;  I  knew 
From  intimate  impiilse,  and  therefore  m^'d 
The  marriage  on ;  that  by  occasion  hence 
I  might  begin  Israel's  deliverance, 
The  work  to  which  I  was  divinely  call'd. 
She  proring  false,  the  next  I  took  to  wife 
(O  that  I  never  had !  fond  wish  too  late,) 
Was  in  the  vale  of  Sorec,  Dalila, 
Hiat  specious  monster,  my  accomplish'd  snare. 
I  thought  it  lawful  from  my  former  act, 
And  the  same  end ;  still  watching  to  oppress 
IsraePs  oppressors :  of  what  now  I  su£ftr 
She  was  not  the  prime  cause,  but  I  myself,    [nea 
Who,  vanquish*d  with  a  peal  of  woids,  (O  we^ 
Gave  up  my  fort  of  silence  to  a  woman. 

Chor.  In  seeking  just  occasion  to  provoke 
The  Philistine,  thy  country*s  oaeroy, 
Hiou  never  wast  amiss,  I  bear  thee  witness  ; 
Yet  Israel  still  serves  with  all  his  sons. 
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^nt,  Thtit  fiiiilt  I  take  not  on  me,  but  tnuufer 

*B  isnel's  gwcrutfw  and  heads  of  tribes, 

1)0,  seeing  those  great  acts  which  God  had  done 

iglf  hf  me  ajpunst  their  conquerors 

ritnowiedg*d  not,  or  not  at  all  consider*dy 

^liTwance  oflTerM :  I  on  the  other  side 

«'d  no  ambitioa  to  commend  my  deeds ;       [doer : 

^  (Ms  themselves,  though  mute,  spoke  loud  the 

('it  thrr  persisted  deaf,  and  would  not  seem 

'<<  roam  them  things  worth  notice,  till  at  length 

^  *r  lords  ^h:  Philistines,  with  gather'd  powers 

'Mer'd  Judea  seeking  me,  who  then 

1^  a>  the  rock  of  Etham  was  retir*d ; 

ktf  iljring,  but  fore-casdng  in  what  pUce 

(>  «t  upon  thesn,  what  adrantag'd  best : 

Ittawhile  the  men  of  Judah,  to  prevent 

k  harass  of  their  land,  beset  me  round ; 

nlliB^lj  on  some  conditions  came 

to  cfafeir  hands,  and  they  as  gladly  yield  me 

>  t!»  unoircumds*d  a  welcome  prey,         [threads 
»id  with  two  cords;   but  cordi  to  me  were 
Bcb'd  with  the  Bame :  on  their  whole  host  I  flew 
ftann  d,  and  with  a  trivial  weapon  felPd 

lor  cboecest  youth;  they  only  liv*d  who  fled. 

id  Jadah  that  day  join'd,  or  one  whole  tribe, 

■7  had  by  this  possess'd  the  towers  of  Gath, 

id  Lvded  tmr  them  whom  they  now  serve : 

K  vint  more  oft,  in  nations  grown  corrupt^ 

d  \r\  diear  vices  brought  to  servitude, 

K  to  love  bondage  more  than  liberty, 

**iiSf  with  ease  than  strenuous  liberty; 

fcJ  to  de«piae,  or  envy,  or  suspect 

Wq:  God  bath  of  his  qiecial  favour  rais*d 

I  tW  deliverer  ?  if  he  aught  begin, 

■«  fa^ueiBt  to  desert  him,  and  at  last 

i  bap  ingratitude  on  worthiest  deeds ! 

CLw.  Thy  words  to  my  remembrance  bring 

^  Socooch  and  the  fort  of  Benuel 

9v  gmt  deliverer  contemn*d, 

e  xiicfaless  Gideon,  in  pursuit 

'  M  idiin  and  her  vanquuii*d  kings : 

d  trw  ingiateful  Ephraim 

d  <^nJt  with  Jephtha,  who  by  argument, 

K  vcrne  than  by  his  shield  and  spear 

&ided  Israel  from  the  Ammonite, 

d'^bis  prowess  quell'd  their  pride 

1^^  sore  faattley  when  bo  many  died 

'^^c  reprieve,  adjudged  to  death, 

9  w«a  of  well  pffonouncing  Shibboleth. 

••v.  Of  socfa  examples  add  me  to  the  roll; 

f  tmih  indeed  nine  may  neglect, 

K  God's  propo«*d  deliverance  not  aa, 

CVv.  Just  mrc  the  ways  of  God, 

i^jBttfiablc  to  men; 

^  diere  be,  who  think  noi  God  at  all : 

iBvbc;  they  walk  obscure; 

'  ^  tucfa  doctrine  never  was  there  school, 

■  t^bovtortfaelbot. 

Id  lo  man  tfierein  doctor  but  himself. 

Tfft  man  tiiere  be,  who  doubt  his  ways  not  just, 

>te  li%  emu  edicts  found  contradicting, 

n  r^e  the  reins  to  wandering  thought, 

|pu>ijrw  of  hi«  glory's  diminution ; 

U  ifj  their  own  perplexities  involv*d, 

vy  r«Tcl  more,  sdU  less  resolv'd, 

>  «««r  find  wlf  ■■lirfying  solution. 

\>  >f  they  would  confine  the  Interminable, 
d  x»»  him  to  las  own  prescript 
^  1-wide  our  laws  lo  bind  us,  not  hhnself, 
id  tiMDi  full  right  lo  exempt 


Whom  90  it  pleases  him  by  choice 
From  national  obstriction,  without  taint 
Of  sin,  or  legal  debt ; 
For  with  his  own  laws  he  can  best  dispense. 

He  would  not  else,  who  never  wanted  means, 
Nor,  in  respect  of  the  enemy,  just  cause, 
To  set  his  people  free. 
Have  prompted  this  heroic  Nazarite, 
Against  his  vow  of  strictest  purity. 
To  seek  in  marriage  that  fallacious  bride^ 
Unclean,  unchaste.  [down; 

Down,  reason,  then;   at  least  vain  rattoaiBgi^ 
Tlwu^  reason  here  aver. 
Hurt  moral  verdict  quits  her  of  unclean : 
Unchaste  was  subsequent,  her  stain  not  his.        v 

But  see,  here  comes  thy  reverend  sire 
With  careful  step,  locks  white  as  down, 
Old  Manoah :  advise 
Forthwith  how  thou  ougfat*st  to  receive  him. 

Samt.  Ay  me  !  another  inward  grief,  awak'd 
With  mentiOki  of  that  name,  renews  the  ananlt. 

[EfUer  Manoas.] 

Man,  Brethren  and  men  of  Dan,  for  tudi  ye 
seem. 
Though  in  this  uncouth  place;  if  old  respect. 
As  I  suppose,  towards  your  once  gloried  fiiend, 
My  son,  now  captive,  hither  hadi  inform*d 
Your  younger  feet,  while  mine  cast  back  with  age 
Came  lagging  after ;  say  if  he  be  here. 

Ckor,  As  signal  now  in  low  dejected  state, 
As  erst  in  highest,  behold  him  where  he  lies. 

Man,  O  miserable  change !  is  this  the  man, 
That  inrincible  Samson,  far  renown'd, 
Tlie  dread  of  Israel's  foes,  who  with  a  strength 
Equivalent  to  angels  walk'd  their  streets, 
None  offering  fight ;  who  single  combatant 
Duell'd  tiieir  armies  rank'd  in  proud  array, 
Himself  an  army,  now  unequal  match 
To  save  himself  against  a  coward  arm'd 
At  one  spear's  length.     O  ever-failing  trust    - 
In  mortal  strength !  and  oh  !  what  not  in  man 
Decdvable  and  vain  ?     Nay,  what  thing  good 
Phiy'd  for,  but  often  proves  our  bane? 
I  pray'd  for  children,  and  tliought  barrenness 
In  wedlock  a  reproach ;  I  gain'd  a  son, 
And  such  a  son  as  all  men  hail'd  me  happy;  — 
Who  would  be  now  a  father  in  my  stead  ? 
O  wherefore  did  God  grant  me  my  request. 
And  as  a  blessing  with  such  pomp  adom'd  ? 
Why  are  his  gifts  desirable,  to  tempt 
Our  earnest  prayers,  then,  given  with  solemn  hand 
As  graces,  draw  a  scorpion's  tail  behind  ? 
For  this  did  the  angel  twice  descend  ?  f  jr  this 
Ordain'd  thy  nurture  holy,  as  of  a  plant 
Select,  and  sacred,  glorious  for  a  while, 
llie  miracle  of  men ;  then  in  an  liour 
Ensnar'd,  assaulted,  overcome,  led  bound. 
Thy  foe's  derision,  captive,  poor,  and  blind. 
Into  a  dungeon  thru^  to  work  with  slaves? 
Alas !  methinks  whom  God  hath  chosen  once 
To  worthiest  deeds,  if  he  through  fiailty  err, 
He  should  not  so  o'erwhelm,  and  as  a  thrall 
Subject  hun  to  so  foul  indignities, 
Be  it  but  for  honour's  sake  of  former  deeds. 

Samu  Appoint  not  heavenly  disposition,  father; 
Notlilng  of  all  these  evils  hath  befall'n  me 
But  justly ;  I  myself  have  brouglit  them  on, 
Sole  autlMr  I,  sole  cause  :  if  aught  seem  rile. 
As  vile  hath  been  my  folly,  who  have  proplian'd 
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The  mystery  ci  God  giten  me  under  pledge 

Of  yowy  and  have  betray'd  it  to  a  woman, 

A  Canaanite,  my  fiuthleas  enemy. 

TTiis  well  I  knew,  nor  was  at  all  surpria'd, 

But  wam*d  by  oft  experience:  did  not  she 

Of  Timna  first  betray  me,  and  reveal 

Hie  secret  wrested  from  me  in  ber  height 

Of  nuptial  love  profess'd,  carrying  it  straight 

To  them  who  had  corrupted  her,  my  spies. 

And  rivals  ?     In  this  other  was  there  found 

More  faith,  who  also  in  her  prime  of  love, 

Spousal  embraces,  vitiated  with  gold, 

"niough  offered  only,  by  the  scent  conceived 

Her  spurious  first-bom,  treason  against  me  ? 

Hirice  she  assay'd  widi  flattering  prayers  and  sighs, 

And  amorous  reproaches,  to  win  from  me 

My  capital  secret,  in  what  part  my  strengtli 

Lay  stored,  in  what  part  summ*d»  that  she  might  know ; 

Tlirice  I  deluded  her,  and  tum'd  to  sport 

Her  importunity,  each  time  perceiving 

How  openly,  and  with  what  impudence 

She  purpos*d  to  betray  me,  and  (which  was  worse 

Hian  undissembled  hate)  with  what  contempt 

She  sought  to  make  me  traitor  to  myself; 

Yet  the  fourth  time,  when,  mustering  all  her  wiles, 

With  blandish'd  parlies,  feminine  assaults, 

Tongue-batteries,  she  surceas*d  not,  day  nor  night, 

To  storm  me  over-watch*d,  and  wearied  out. 

At  times  when  men  seek  most  repose  and  rest, 

I  yielded,  and  unlocked  her  all  my  heart, 

>Vbo,  with  a  grain  of  manhood  well  resolv'd, 

Might  easily  have  shook  off  all  her  snares : 

But  foul  effeminacy  held  me  yok*d 

Her  bond-slave ;  O  indignity,  O  blot 

To  honour  and  religion  !  servile  mind 

Rewarded  well  with  servile  punishment ! 

The  base  degree  to  which  I  now  am  falFn, 

These  rags,  this  grinding  is  not  yet  so  base 

As  was  my  former  servitude,  ignoble^ 

Unmanly,  ignominious,  infamous, 

TVue  slavery,  and  that  blindness  worse  than  this 

That  saw  not  how  degenerately  I  serv*d. 

Matu  I  cannot  praise  thy  mairiageH^hoices,  sou. 
Rather  approv*d  them  not ;  but  thou  didst  plead 
Divine  impulsion  prompting  how  thou  might'st 
Find  some  occasion  to  infest  our  foes. 
I  state  not  that ;  this  I  am  sure,  our  foes 
Found  soon  occasion  thereby  to  make  thee 
Their  captive,  and  their  triumph ;  thou  the  sooner 
Temptation  found*st,  or  over-potent  charms, 
To  violate  the  sacred  trust  of  silence 
Depo&ited  within  thee ;  which  to  have  kept 
Tacit  was  in  thy  power :  true ;  and  thou  bear*st 
Enough,  and  more  the  burthen  of  that  fault ; 
Bitterly  hast  thou  paid,  and  still  art  paying, 
Tliat  rigid  score.     A  worse  thing  yet  remains ; 
Tins  day  the  Philistines  a  popular  feast 
Here  celebrate  in  Gaza ;  and  proclaim 
Great  pomp,  and  sacrifices  and  praises  loud. 
To  Dagon,  as  their  god  who  hath  dellver'd 
Thee,  Samson,  bound  and  blind  into  their  hands, 
lliem  out  of  thine,  who  slew'st  them  many  a  slain. 
So  Dagon  shall  be  magnified,  and  God, 
Besides  whom  is  no  Cfod,  compar*d  with  idols, 
Disglorified,  blaspbem'd,  and  had  in  scorn 
By  the  idoUtrous  rout  amidst  their  wine ; 
Which  to  have  come  to  pass  by  means  of  thee, 
Scunson,  of  all  thy  sufferings  think  the  heaviest. 
Of  all  reproach  the  most  with  shame  that  ever 
Could  have  befall'n  thee  and  thy  father^  bouse. 


&UIU.  Fadkor,  I  do  admowledgp  and  cmCesi 
Hiat  I  this  honour,  I  this  pomp,  have  brou^ 
To  Dagon,  and  advanc*d  his  praises  high 
Among  tlie  heathen  round  :  to  G(k1  have  bfoa| 
Dishonour,  obloquy,  and  op*d  the  mowths 
Of  idolists,  and  atheists ;  have  brought  scandal 
To  Israel,  diffidence  of  God,  and  doubi 
In  feeble  hearts,  propense  enough  before 
To  waver,  or  fall  off  and  join  with  idob  ; 
Which  is  my  chief  afiliction,  shame  and  mrw, 
The  anguish  of  my  soul,  that  suffers  not 
Mine  eye  to  harbour  sleep,  or  tlioughts  to  rat. 
Tliis  only  hope  relieves  me,  that  the  strife 
With  me  luth  end :  all  the  contest  is  now 
'Twixt  God  and  Dagon ;  Dagon  bath  prasom*! 
Me  overthrown,  to  enter  lists  with  God, 
His  deity  comparing  and  preferring 
Before  the  God  of  Abraham.     He,  be  sure, 
Will  not  connive,  or  linger,  thus  provoked. 
But  will  arise,  and  his  great  name  assert: 
Dagon  must  stoop,  and  shall  ere  long  recove 
Such  a  discomfit,  as  shall  quite  despoil  him 
Of  all  these  boasted  trophies  won  on  me. 
And  with  confusion  blank  his  worsliippcrs. 
Maiu  With  cause  this  hope  relieves  thee, 
these  words 
I  as  a  prophecy  receive ;  for  God, 
Nothing  more  certain,  will  not  I<mg  defier 
To  vindicate  the  glory  of  Iiis  name 
Against  all  competition,  nor  will  loaf; 
Endure  it  doubtTul  whether  God  be  Lord, 
Or  Dagon.     But  for  thee  what  shall  be  done? 
Hiou  must  not,  in  the  meanwhile  here  fbtgot* 
Lie  in  tliis  miserable  loathsome  plight. 
Neglected.     I  already  have  made  way 
To  some  Fhilistian  lords,  with  whom  to  treat  i 
About  thy  ransom :  well  they  may  by  this 
Have  satisfied  their  utmost  of  revenge 
By  pains  and  slaveries,  worse  than  death,  infoi 
On  thee,  who  now  no  more  canst  do  them  hani 
SaTM.    Spare  that  proposal,   father;  sparq 
trouble 
Of  that  solicitation ;  let  me  here. 
As  I  deserve,  pay  on  my  punishment ; 
And  expiate,  if  possible,  my  crime,  I 

Shameful  garrulity.     To  Iiave  rcveal*d  | 

Secrets  of  men,  tlie  secrets  of  a  friend,  | 

How  heinous  had  tlie  fact  been,  how  dcaerriJ 
Contempt  and  scorn  of  all,  to  be  excluded  | 
All  friendship,  and  avoided  as  a  blab,  I 

The  mark  of  fool  set  on  his  front  ?     But  1    I 
God's  counsel  liave  not  kept,  liis  holy  sccrel 
Presumptuously  have  published,  impiously. 
Weakly  at  least,  and  sluunefully  ;  a  sin 
That  Gentiles  in  their  parables  condemn 
To  tlieir  abyss  and  horrid  pains  confin'd. 

Man.  Be  penitent,  and  for  thy  fault 
But  act  not  in  thy  own  affliction,  son  : 
Repent  the  sin ;  but,  if  the  punishment 
Thou  canst  avoid,  self-preservation  bids; 
Or  the  execution  leave  to  high  disposal* 
And  let  anotlier  hand,  not  thine,  exact 
Thy  penal  forfeit  from  thyself :  perhaps 
God  will  relent,  and  quit  thee  all  his  debt ; 
Who  ever  more  approves,  and  nx»e  accepts. 
(Best  pleas'd  witli  humble  and  filial  submi 
Him,  wIk),  Imploring  mercy,  sues  for  life. 
Than  who,  self.rigorous,  chooses  death  as 
Which  argues  over-just,  and  self-displeased 
For  8elf.(^ence,  more  than  for  God  ofi 
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gfct  not  dm  whrt  onr*d  latum ;  who  kaow 

A  God  iMthiet  bdbue  U9»  to  return  thee 

me  to  thy  ooiintry  and  his  sacred  house^ 

hoc  thou  iiiaj*st  bring  thy  offerings,  to  avert 

a  further  ire,  with  prayers  and  tows  renew*d  ? 

Sow.  His  pardon  I  implore ;  but  as  for  life, 

)  wfait  end  should  I  seek  it  ?  ^i^ien  in  strength 

n  mofisls  I  eiodl'd,  and  great  in  hopes 

rsbTOQtfafiil  courage,  and  magBanimous  thoughts, 

f  Ml  from  Heaven  foretold,  and  high  exploits, 

oQof  diTine  instinct,  after  some  proof 

facts  indeed  heroic,  hx  beyond 

hf  wn  of  Anak,  fiunous  now  and  blas*d, 

■rlw  of  danger,  like  a  petty  god 

■A'd  shout  admir'd  of  all,  and  dreaded 

i  bortile  ground,  none  daring  my  affironL 

KB  fwoU'n  with  pride  into  the  snare  I  fell 

f  Ur  frOscious  looks,  renereal  trains, 

f^'d  with  pleasure  and  voluptuous  life. 

!  kngth  to  lay  my  head  and  hallow'd  pledge 

fiU  my  rtrength  in  the  lasdrious  lap 

ft  decrhfid  concubine,  who  shore  me 

b  « tsroe  wether,  all  my  predous  fleece^ 

n  tuni'd  me  out  ridiculous,  deq>oil*d, 

MB,  and  dissnn'd  among  mine  enemies. 

Ckw.  Utm  of  wine  and  all  delicious  drinks, 

^  msny  a  &mous  warrior  overturns, 

M  cooidst  fepress ;  nor  did  the  <l«n^ng  nibf 

■Uing,  out-pour'd,  the  flavour,  or  the  smell, 

rtete  thtf  dwers  the  heart  of  gods  or  men, 

hovthce  from  the  oool  crystalline  stream. 

Ini.  Wbeicver  fountain  or  firesh  current  flow*d 

pM  the  eastern  ray,  tnmslucent,  pure 

m  tooth  ethereal  of  Heaven*s  fiery  rod, 

^nk,  from  the  clear  mUky  juice  allaying 

^  tad  fcfircsh*d :  nor  enried  them  the  grape 

W  hesds  that  turbulent  liquor  fills  with  fumes. 

^^'  0  madness,  to  think  use  of  strongest  wines 

^  toonscst  drinks  our  chief  support  of  health, 

Wa  God  widi  these  forbidd*n  made  choice  to  rear 

*nii(fa(y  champion,  strong  above  compare^ 

■tt  drink  was  only  from  the  liquid  brook. 

^L  Bot  what  avaird  this  temperance,  not 

eomplete 
P^  saathcr  object  more  enticing? 

■>  booto  it  at  one  gate  to  make  defence^ 

J««Wher  to  let  in  the  foe^ 

■■isMely  vsaquish'd  ?  by  which  mcan^ 

*  btiod,   diihtautHi'd,    sham'd,    dishonour*d, 
qwU'd, 

'  *^  eta  I  be  useful,  wherein  serve 

!  nitMB,  and  the  work  i^om  Heaven  impos'd, 

»^«»dl<  oa  the  houadwld  hearth, 

'^'AnMn  draoe ;  to  visitants  a  gase, 

1**^  ob)Mt,  these  redundant  lodes 

to  no  puipuwe  clustering  down, 
'">«MiBicnt  of  strength;  till  length  of  yean 
***^ntvj  nnabneas  erase  mj  limba 

|S(  natsapdkle  old  age  obscure? 
Idler  let  me  drudge,  and  earn  my  bread ; 

^yvm,  ortfae  drsff  of.  senrfle  food, 

"t«c  nc,  sad  elt4nvocated  death 

die  welcome  end  of  all  my  pains. 

^IH  ihDtt  then  serve  the  Philistines  with 
tfaitgift 

*at  esprcflsly  given  thee  to  annoy  them  ? 
it  home  fie  belrid,  not  ofdy  idle, 
■acmpk^'d,  with  age  outworn. 
«fao  csos'd  a  fountain  at  thy  prayer 
^  ^  gniuad  to  spring,  thy  thirst  to  sllay 


After  the  brunt  of  battle^  ctti  as  easy 
Cause  light  again  within  thy  eyes  to  spring, 
Wherewith  to  serve  him  better  than  thou  hart ; 
And  I  persuade  me  so ;  vrhy  else  this  strength 
Miraculous  yet  remaining  in  dioae  locks  ? 
His  might  continues  in  thee  not  for  nought. 
Nor  shall  his  wonderous  gifls  be  fhistrste  thus. 

Samt»  All  otherwise  to  me  my  thoughts  portend, 
Ibat  these  dark  orbs  no  more  shall  treat  with  light. 
Nor  the  other  light  of  life  continue  long. 
But  yield  to  double  darkness  nigh  at  hand : 
So  much  I  feel  my  genial  spirits  droop. 
My  hopes  all  flat.  Nature  within  me  seems 
In  all  her  functions  weary  of  herself; 
My  race  of  glory  run,  and  race  of  shame. 
And  I  shall  shortly  be  with  them  that  rest.      fceed 

Man.  Bdieve  not  these  suggestions,  whidi  pn^ 
From  anguish  of  the  mind  and  humours  black, 
Tliat  mingle  vrith  thy  fimcy.    f,  however 
Must  not  omit  a  father's  timdy  care 
To  prosecute  the  means  of  thy  deliverance 
By  Fuisom,  or  how  else :  meanwhile  be  calm. 
And  healing  words  from  these  thy  fiiends  admit 

[JErir.] 
Samu  O  that  torment  should  not  be  oonfin'd 

To  the  body's  wounds  and  sorsi^ 

With  maladies  innumersble 

In  heart,  head,  breast,  and  rdns; 

But  must  secret  passage  find 

^o  the  inmost  mind, 

Tliere  exercise  all  his  fierce  accidents, 

And  on  her  purest  spirits  prey. 

As  on  entrails,  joints,  and  limbs. 

With  answerable  pains,  but  more  intense 

Hiough  void  of  oorponl  sense. 
My  griefs  not  only  pain  me 

As  a  lingering  disease. 

But,  finding  no  redress,  ferment  and  n^  ; 

Nor  less  than  wounds  immedicable 

Rankle,  and  fester,  and  gangrene^ 

To  black  mortification. 

Hioughts,  my  tormenton,  arm*d  with  deadly  stings^ 

Mangle  my  apprehensive  tenderest  partly 

Exasperate,  exulcerate,  and  rsise 

Dire  inflammation,  which  no  cooling  heib 

Or  med'dnal  liquor  can  assuage. 

Nor  breath  of  vernal  air  from  snowy  Alpi 

Sleep  hath  forsook  and  given  me  o'er 

To  death's  benumbing  opium  as  my  only  cure : 

Thence  faintings,  swoonings  of  deqwir. 

And  sense  of  Heaven's  desertion. 
I  was  his  nurseling  onoe,  and  choice  delight, 

His  destin'd  from  the  womb, 

Promis'd  by  heavenly  message  twice  descending. 

Under  his  special  eye 

Abstemious  I  grew  up,  and  thriv'd  amain ; 

He  led  me  on  to  mightiest  deeds. 

Above  the  nerve  of  mortal  arm. 

Against  the  undrcumcis'd,  our  enemies : 

But  now  hath  cast  me  off  as  never  known. 

And  to  those  crud  enemies. 

Whom  I  by  his  iq>pointment  had  provok'd. 

Left  me  all  helpless,  with  the  irrqursble  loss 

Of  sight,  reserv'd  alive  to  be  repeated 

The  subject  of  their  crudty  or  scorn. 

Nor  am  I  in  the  list  of  them  that  hope ; 

Hopeless  are  all  my  erils,  all  remediless : 

Tliis  one  prayer  yet  remains,  might  I  be  heard. 

No  long  petition,  vpeeAj  death. 

The  close  of  all  my  miseries,  and  the  balm. 
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Ckor*  Many  are  tlie  flyings  of  the  wise. 
In  ancient  and  in  modem  books  inroU'd, 
Extolling  patience  as  the  truest  fortitude ; 
And  to  tihe  bearing  well  of  all  calamities, 
All  dumces  incidents  to  man's  fndl  life, 
Consolatories  writ 

With  studied  argument,  and  much  persuasion  sought 
Lenient  of  grief  and  anxious  thought : 
But  widi  the  afflicted  in  his  pangs  Uieir  sound 
Little  prerails,  or  rather  seems  a  tune 
Harsh,  and  of  dissonant  mood  ftom  his  complaint ; 
Unless  lie  feel  within 
Some  source  of  consolation  from  above. 
Secret  refreshings,  that  repair  his  strength. 
And  fainting  spirits  ufrfiold. 

God  of  our  fathers,  what  is  man ! 
That  thou  towards  him  with  hand  so  various, 
Or  might  I  say  contrarious, 
Temper*st  thy  providence  through  his  short  course. 
Not  evenly,  as  thou  rurst 
Hie  angelic  orders,  and  inferior  creatures  mute^ ' 
Irrational  and  brute. 

Nor  do  I  name  of  men  the  common  rout, 
Hiat,  wandering  loose  about. 
Grow  up  and  perish,  as  the  summer-fly, 
Heads  without  name  no  more  remember'd ; 
But  such  as  thou  hast  solemnly  elected. 
With  gifts  and  graces  eminently  adom'd. 
To  some  great  work,  thy  glory, 
And  people's  safety,  wluch  in  part  they  eflect : 
Yet  toward  these  thus  dignified,  thou  oft. 
Amidst  their  height  of  noon, 
Changest  thy  countenance,  and  thy  hand,  with  no 

regard 
Of  highest  favours  past 
From  thee  on  them,  or  them  to  thee  of  service. 

Nor  only  dost  degrade  them,  or  remit 
To  life  obscur'd,  wluch  were  a  fair  dismission. 
But  throw*st  them  lower  than  thou  didst  exalt  them 

high. 
Unseemly  falls  in  human  eye, 
Too  grievous  for  the  trespass  or  omission ; 
Oft  leav*st  them  to  the  hostile  sword 
Of  heathen  and  profane,  their  carcasses 
To  dogs  and  fowls  a  prey,  or  else  captlv*d ; 
Or  to  the  unjust  tribunals,  under  change  of  times, 
And  condemnation  of  the  ingratefiil  multitude. 
If  these  they  *scape,  perhaps  in  pover^ 
Witii  sickness  and  disease  thou  bow*st  them  down. 
Painful  diseases  and  deform'd 
In  crude  old  age ; 

Though  not  disordinate,  yet  causeless  suflTering 
llie  punishment  of  dissolute  days:  in  fine. 
Just,  or  unjust,  alike  seem  miserable, 
For  oft  alike  both  come  to  evil  end. 

So  deal  not  with  this  once  thy  glorious  champion. 
The  image  of  thy  strength,  and  mighty  minister. 
What  do  I  beg  ?  how  hast  thou  dealt  already? 
Bdiold  him  in  this  state  calamitous,  and  turn 
His  labours,  for  thou  canst,  to  peaceful  end.  — - 

But  who  is  this,  what  thing  of  sea  or  land  ? 
Female  of  sex  it  seems, 
That  so  bedeck*d,  ornate,  and  gay. 
Comes  thb  way  sailing 
Like  a  stately  ship 
Of  Tarsus,  bound  for  the  isles 
Of  Javan  or  Gadire 

With  all  her  bravery  on,  and  tackle  trim, 
Sails  fiU'd,  and  streamers  waving, 
Courted  by  all  the  vrinds  that  lx>kl  tbem  play,  | 


An  amber  aoent  of  odorous  perfume 
Her  harbinger,  a  damsel  train  behind ; 
Some  rich  Fhilistian  matroa  she  may 
And  now  at  nearer  view,  no  other  certain 
Than  DaUla  thy  wife.  [i 

Sams.  My  wife !  my  traitress:  let  her  not  cob 
Char,   Yet  on  she  moves,  now  alanda  and  17 
thee  fix*d. 
About  to  have  spolbe;  but  now,  with  head  dediB' 
Like  a  fair  flower  surcharg'd  vrith  dew,  she  wecpi 
And  words  addres8*d  seem  into  tears  disBobr'd, 
Wetting  the  borders  of  her  silken  veil : 
But  now  again  she  makes  address  to  speak. 

\^EnUT  Daula.] 

DaL  With  doubtful  feet  and  wavering  icsofanif 
I  came,  still  dreading  thy  di^leasur^  fi«an«n«^ 
Which  to  have  merited,  vritfaout  excuai^ 
I  cannot  but  acknowledge ;  yet,  if  tears 
May  expiate,  (though  dM  fact  more  evU  drew 
In  the  perverse  event  than  I  foresaw,) 
My  penance  hath  not  slacken'd,  though  my  panfa 
No  way  assur'd.     But  conjugal  afllectiao, 
PrevaiUng  over  fear  and  timorous  doubt. 
Hath  led  me  on,  desirous  to  behold 
Once  more  thy  face,  and  know  of  thy  estate. 
If  aught  in  my  ability  may  serve 
To  lighten  what  thou  suffer'st,  and  ai^>ease 
Thy  mind  with  what  amends  is  in  my  power, 
Tliough  late,  yet  in  some  part  to  recompense 
My  rash,  but  more  unfortunate,  misdeed. 

Sana.  Out,  out,  hyiena !  these  are  thy  wonted  sft 
And  arts  of  every  woman  fidse  like  thee. 
To  break  all  faith,  all  vows,  deceive,  betray, 
llien  as  repentant  to  submit,  beseech. 
And  reconcilement  move  with  feign*d  remonc^ 
Confess,  and  promise  wonders  in  her  diange; 
Not  truly  penitent,  but  chief  to  try 
Her  hui^Kuid,  how  far  uig*d  his  patience  bean^   I 
His  virtue  or  weakness  which  vray  to  wauSX  -. 
llien  with  more  cautious  and  instructed  «M1       ' 
Again  transgresses,  and  again  submits ;  | 

lliat  wisest  and  best  men,  full  oft  bcguU'd, 
With  goodness  principled  not  to  reject 
The  penitent,  but  ever  to  forgive. 
Are  drawn  to  wear  out  miserable  d^s, 
Entangled  vrith  a  poisonous  bosom  snakc^ 
If  not  by  quick  destruction  soon  cut  off^ 
A9  I  by  thee,  to  ages  an  example. 

Dal,  Yet  hear  me,  Samson ;  not  that  I  endead 
To  lessen  or  extenuate  my  oflTence,  ] 

But  that  on  the  other  side,  if  it  be  weighed 
By  itself,  with  aggravations  not  surdiaig'd. 
Or  else  with  just  allowance  counterpab*d, 
I  may,  if  possible,  thy  pardon  find 
'Die  easier  towards  me,  or  thy  hatred  lesb 
First,  granting,  as  I  do,  it  was  a  weaknes 
In  me,  but  incident  to  all  our  sex. 
Curiosity,  inquisitive,  imp6rtune. 
Of  secrets,  then  with  like  infirmity 
To  publish  them,  both  common  fiemale  fimlls : 
Was  it  not  weakness  also  to  make  known 
For  importunity,  that  is,  for  nought. 
Wherein  consisted  all  thy  strength  "vj  safety? 
To  what  I  did  thou  i^w*d*st  me  first  the  way. 
But  I  to  enemies  revealed,  and  should  not : 
Nor  should'st  thou  have  truslBd  that  to  wool 
ftaUty:  I 

Ere  I  to  thee,  thou  to  thyself  vrast  cnid.  I 

Lei  weakness  then  vriA  weakness  cooie  to  park 
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b  nor  rriitid,  or  the  mne  of  kind. 
Vnc  forgive  mine ;  that  men  may  censure  diine 
[1»  jjicntter,  if  severely  thou  eiact  not 
•lore  strength  from  me,  tfann  in  thyself  was  found. 
Vad  wfaat  tf  love,  vrhich  thou  interprat*at  hate, 
nejoloosy  of  love,  powerful  of  sway 
lo  baman  hearts,  nor  less  in  mind  towards  thee, 
ran'd  what  1  did  ?  I  saw  thee  mutable 
Of  &BCT,  fear*d  lest  one  day  thou  vrould*st  leave  me 
As  ber  St  llmna,  sought  by  all  means  therefor^   • 
Ki^  to  endear,  and  hold  ttiee  to  me  firmest : 
Ka  bttcr  way  I  saw  than  by  imp6rtuning 
Fo  Icsm  thy  secrets,  get  into  my  power 
n?  key  of  strength  and  safety :  thou  wilt  say, 
^ then  reveal*d?     I  was  aasur'd  by  those 
R1k>  tempted  me,  that  nothing  was  dnign'd 
^pioA  thee  but  safe  custody,  and  hold : 
Ch«  made  for  me ;  I  knew  that  libnty 
Fould  draw  thee  forth  to  perilous  enterprises, 
'Hnie  I  at  home  sat  full  of  cares  and  fears, 
baling  thy  absence  in  my  widow'd  bed ; 
30«  I  dmild  still  enjoy  thee,  day  and  night, 
fiac  and  love's  prisoner,  not  the  Philistines*, 
Kitole  to  myirlf,  unhaxarded  abroad, 
viTiw  at  home  of  partners  in  my  love. 
bnc  reasont  in  love's  law  have  past  for  good, 
tWuf^  food  and  reasonless  to  some  perhaps : 
bd  lore  hath  oft,  vrell  meaning,  wrought  much  woe, 
fct  always  pity  or  pardon  hath  obtain'd. 
h  not  unlike  all  others,  not  austere 
&•  tbra  art  strong,  inflexible  as  steel. 
tf  tini  in  strength  all  mortak  dost  exceed, 
JtMcoapawonate  anger  do  not  so. 
Semi.  How  cunningly  the  sorceress  displays 
Bcr  own  transgressions,  to  upbraid  me  mine ! 
IW  Bialice,  not  repentance^  brought  thee  hither. 
By  ttas  appears :  I  gave,  thou  say'st,  tlie  example, 
iiad  the  way:  bitter  reproach,  but  true;  • 

t to DD^idf  was  false  ere  thou  tome; 
^  psrdoo  therefore  as  I  give  my  folly, 
[^<»o  thy  wicked  deed ;  which  when  thou  seest 
■P'tisl,  wtf-seieie,  inexorable, 
m  wih  renounce  tiiy  seeking,  and  much  rather 
^^^  it  feign*d:  vmkness  is  thy  excuse^ 
^  I  beUcve  it;  weakness  to  resist 
^^^"^  gold :  if  weakness  may  excuse, 
vW  Burdacr,  wfaat  traitor,  parricide, 
''I'^'Mn,  sacrilegious,  but  may  plead  it  ? 
^vidkedbcaiii  weakness:  that  plea  therefore 
^  God  or  man  will  gain  thee  no  remission. 
^  love  coostrsin'd  thee  ;  call  it  furious  rage 
To  laosij  thy  Imt :  love  seeks  to  have  love ; 
*!  '^  how  coold'sttfaou  hope,  who  took'st  the  way 
^«  rnae  ia  me  inexpiable  hate, 
p^^n^  as  needs  I  must,  by  thee  betray*d? 
u  TBa  thou  atriv'st  to  cover  shame  vrith  shame, 
w  by  evaaoDs  thy  crime  uncover'st  more. 


IhL  Sbcr  thoa  detcrmin*st  weakness  for  no  plea 
JJ  'aaa  or  woman,  though  to  thy  own  condemning, 
H«ir  whitaaiaolia  I  had,  what  snares  besides, 

*«t  aqgvs  prt  me  round,  ere  I  consented ; 
•^  naght  have  »w*d  the  best  rx>solv'd  of  men, 
Rk  cocManteat,  id  have  yielded  without  blame 
J**ooi  gaU,  as  to  my  charge  thou  lay'st, 
j^  «i]wighi  with  me :  thou  know'st  the  magistrates 
^ .  VVKtt  of  my  country  came  in  person, 
^*f««d,  commanded,  threatened,  urg*c^ 
*5wjl  by  an  the  bonds  of  dvil  duty 
ivlf.!*^^  prem'd  how  just  it  was, 
**•  MaomaWe^  ho^  gljjriotts,  to  entrap 


A  common  enemy,  who  had  destroy'd 

Such  numben  of  our  nation :  and  die  priest 

Was  not  behind,  but  ever  at  my  ear, 

Preaching  how  meritorious  with  the  gods 

It  would  be  to  ensnare  an  irrdigious 

Dishonourer  of  Dagon  :  what  had  I 

To  oppose  against  such  powerful  arguments  ? 

Only  my  love  of  thee  held  long  debate. 

And  combated  in  silence  all  these  reasons 

With  hard  cont^ :  at  length  that  grounded  maxim, 

So  rife  and  celebrated  in  the  mouths 

Of  wisest  men,  that  to  the  public  good 

Private  respects  must  yield,  with  grave  authority 

Took  full  possession  of  me,  and  prevaU*d ; 

Virtue,  as  I  thought,  trutli,  duty,  so  enjoining. 

Samt*  I  thought  where  all  thy  circling  wiles 
would  end ; 
In  feign'd  religion,  smooth  hypocrisy ! 
But  had  thy  love,  still  odiously  pretended,       [thee 
Been,  as  it  ought,  anoerc,  it  would  have  taught 
Far  other  reasonings,  brought  forth  other  deeds. 
I,  before  all  the  d«ighters  of  my  tribe 
And  of  my  nation,  chose  thee  from  among 
My  enemies,  lov'd  thee,  as  too  well  thou  knew'st; 
Too  well ;  unbosom'd  all  my  secrets  to  thee. 
Not  out  of  levity,  but  overpower'd 
By  thy  request,  who  could  deny  thee  nothing: 
Yet  now  am  judg*d  an  enemy.     Why  then 
Did*st  thou  at  finit  receive  me  for  thy  husband, 
llien,  as  since  then,  thy  country's  foe  profess'd  ? 
Being  once  a  wife,  for  me  thou  wast  to  leave 
Parents  and  country ;  nor  was  I  their  subject. 
Nor  under  their  protection  but  my  own, 
Tliou  mine,  not  theirs ;  if  aught  against  my  life 
Tby  country  sought  of  thee,  it  sought  unjustly, 
Against  the  law  oif  nature,  law  of  nations ; 
No  more  thy  country,  but  an  impious  crew 
Of  men  conspiring  to  uphold  tlieir  state 
By  worse  than  hostile  deeds,  violating  the  ends 
For  which  our  country  is  a  name  so  dear ; 
Not  therefore  to  be  obey*d.     But  zeal  moved  thee; 
To  please  tliy  gods  thou  didst  it ;  gods,  unable 
To  acquit  tliemselves  and  prosecute  their  foes 
But  by  ungodly  deeds,  the  contradiction 
Of  their  own  deity,  gods  cannot  be ; 
Less  therefore  to  be  pleas'd,  obey'd  or  fear'd. 
These  &lse  pretexts,  and  vamish'd  colours  fiuUnf^ 
Bare  in  thy  guilt,  how  foul  must  thou  appear  ? 

Dal,  In  argument  with  men  a  woman  ever 
Goes  by  the  worse  whatever  be  her  cause,  [breath ; 

Sams.  For  wont  d  words  no  doubt,  or  lack  of 
\^tncss  when  I  was  worried  with  thy  peals. 

Dal,  I  was  a  fool,  too  rash,  and  quite  mistaken 
In  wliat  I  thought  would  have  succeeded  best. 
Let  me  obtain  forgiveness  of  thee,  Samson ; 
Afford  me  place  to  show  what  recompense 
Towards  tliee  I  intend  for  what  I  have  misdon^ 
Misguided ;  only  what  remains  past  cure 
Bear  not  too  sensibly,  nor  still  insist 
To  afflict  thyself  in  vain  :  though  sight  be  lost. 
Life  yet  hath  many  solaces,  enjoy'd 
Where  other  senses  want  not  their  delights 
At  home  in  leisure  and  domestic  case. 
Exempt  from  many  a  core  and  chance,  to  which 
Eye-sight  cxpo&es  daily  men  abroad. 
I  to  the  lords  will  intercede,  not  doubting 
Their  favourable  ear,  that  I  may  fetch  thee 
From  forth  tliis  loathsome  prison-house  to  abide 
With  me,  where  my  redoubled  love  and  care 
With  nursing  diligence,  to  me  glad  office, 
K  S 
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Mtf  ever  tend  about  thee  to  old  age, 

Widi  all  things  grateful  cheer'd,  and  so  snpplied, 

Tliat,  what  by  me  thou  hast  lost,  thou  least  shalt 

miss. 
Sarnt*  Ko,  no ;  of  my  condition  take  no  care ; 
It  fits  not;  thou  and  I  long  since  are  twain; 
Nor  think  me  so  unwary  or  aocurs'd. 
To  bring  my  feet  again  into  the  snare  [trains, 

IVhere  once  I  have  been  caught:  I  know  thy 
Though  dearly  to  my  cost,  thy  gins,  and  toils ; 
Thy  fair  fnrhantfd  cup,  and  waibling  charms. 
No  more  on  me  have  power ;  their  force  is  null*d ; 
So  much  of  adder's  wisdom  I  have  leam'd. 
To  fence  my  ear  against  thy  sorceries. 
If  in  my  flower  of  youth  and  strength,  when  all  men 
Lov'd,  honour*d,  fear*d  me,  thmi  alone  could*st 

hate  me 
Thy  husband,  slight  me^  sell  me,  and  forego  me ; 
How  wouldst  thou  use  me  now,  blind,  and  thereby 
Decdvable,  in  most  things  as  a  child 
Helpless,  thence  easily  contenm'd  and  scom'd. 
And  last  neglected  ?  How  would*st  thou  insult, 
When  I  must  live  uxurious  to  thy  will 
In  perfect  thraldom,  how  again  betray  me^ 
Bearing  my  words  and  doings  to  the  lords 
To  gloss  upon,  and,  censuring,  frown  or  smile  ? 
Ibis  jail  I  count  the  house  of  liberty 
To  tMne,  whose  doors  my  feet  shall  never  enter. 
DaL  Let  me  approach  at  least,  and  touch  thy 

hand.  [wake 

Samt*  Not  for  thy  life,  lest  fierce  remembrance 
My  sudden  rage  to  tear  thee  joint  by  joint 
At  distance  I  forgive  thee ;  go  with  that ; 
Bewail  thy  fidsehood,  and  the  pious  works 
It  hath  brou^t  forth  to  make  thee  memorable 
Among  illustrious  women,  faithful  wives ! 
Cherish  thy  hasten'd  widowhood  with  the  gold 
Of  matrimonial  treason  !  so  farewell. 

JkU.  I  see  thou  art  implacable,  more  deaf 
To  prayers,  than  winds  and  seas ;  yet  winds  to  seas 
Are  recondl*d  at  length,  and  sea  to  shore : 
Thy  anger,  unappeasable,  still  rages, 
Ktemal  tempest,  never  to  be  calm'd. 
Why  do  I  humble  thus  myself,  and,  suing 
For  peace,  reap  nothing  but  repulse  and  hate  ? 
Bid  go  with  evil  omen,  and  the  brand 
Of  imamy  upon  my  name  denounc*d? 
To  mix  with  thy  concernments  I  desist 
Henceforth,  nor  too  much  disapprove  my  own. 
Fame,  if  not  double-fac*d,  is  double-mouth'd. 
And  with  contrary  blast  proclaims  most  deeds ; 
On  both  his  wings,  one  black,  the  other  white. 
Bears  greatest  names  in  his  wild  aery  flight. 
My  name  perhaps  among  the  drcumds'd 
In  Dan,  in  Judah,  and  Uie  bordering  tribes, 
To  all  posterity  may  stand  defam*d, 
Wldi  xnalediction  mention*d,  and  the  blot 
Of  fidadiood  most  unconjugal  traduc*d. 
But  in  my  country,  where  I  most  desire. 
In  Ecron,  Gaaa,  Asdod,  and  in  Gath, 
I  shall  be  nam'd  among  the  famousest 
Of  women,  sung  at  solemn  festivals, 
living  and  dead  recorded,  who,  to  save 
Her  country  from  a  fierce  destroyer,  chose 
Above  the  fiuth  of  wedlock-bands ;  my  tomb 
With  odoun  visited  and  annual  flowen ; 
Not  less  renown*d  than  in  mount  Ephraim 
Jael,  who  with  hospitable  guile 
Smote  Sisera  sleeping,  through  the  tismples  nail'd. 
Nor  shall  I  count  it  heinous  to  enjoy 


Tlie  public  marks  of  honour  and  tewmd, 

Coni^'d  upon  me^  for  the  piety 

Which  to  my  country  I  was  jud^*d  to  have  dio«& 

At  this  whoever  envies  or  repines, 

I  leave  him  to  his  lot,  and  like  my  ow&        [EaL] 

Ckor,  She's  gone,  a  manifest  sefpent  by  hvatiBg 
Disoover'd  in  &e  end,  till  now  oonoeal'd. 

Samt.  So  let  her  go;  God  sent  her  to  debase  ncj 
And  aggravate  my  folly,  who  conmutted 
To  such  a  viper  his  most  sacred  trust 
Of  secresy,  my  safety,  and  my  life.  [po»«^ 

(^or.  Yet  beauty,  though  injurious,  hath  stni^ 
After  offence  returning,  to  regain 
Love  once  possess'd,  nor  can  be  easfly 
Repuls'd,  without  much  inward  passion  feh        { 
And  secret  sting  of  amorous  remorse. 

Sams.  Love-quarrels  oft  in  pleasing  oonoordcMi 
Not  wedlock-trnchery  endangering  life. 

Chor,  It  is  not  virtue,  wisdom,  valour,  wit. 
Strength,  comeliness  of  shape,  or  amplfat  merit, 
Hiat  wooian's  love  can  win,  or  long  inherit ; 
But  what  it  is,  hard  is  to  say, 
Harder  to  hit,  { 

(Which  way  soever  men  refer  it,)  | 

Much  like  thy  riddle,  Samson,  in  one  ds^ 
Or  seven,  though  one  should  musing  sit. 

If  any  of  these,  or  all,  the  Timnian  bride 
Had  not  so  soon  preferr'd 
Tliy  paranymph,  worthless  to  thee  compar*^ 
Successor  in  thy  bed. 
Nor  both  so  loosely  disallied 
Their  nuptials,  nor  this  last  so  treacherous 
Had  shorn  the  fiital  harvest  of  thy  bead. 
Is  it  for  that  such  outward  ornament 
Was  lavish'd  on  their  sex,  that  inward  ^fta 
Were  left  for  haste  unfinish'd,  judgment  scant. 
Capacity  not  rais*d  to  apprehend 
Or  value  what  is  best 
In  choice,  but  oftest  to  afiect  the  wrong  ? 
Or  was  too  much  of  self-love  mix'd. 
Of  constancy  no  root  infix'd, 
That  either  they  love  nothing,  or  not  long? 

Whate'er  it  be,  to  wisest  men  and  best 
Seeming  at  first  all  heavenly  under  virgin  veil, 
Soft,  modest,  meek,  demure. 
Once  join'd,  the  contrary  she  proves,  a  thorn 
Intestine,  far  within  defensive  arms 
A  cleaving  mischief,  in  his  way  to  virtue 
Adverse  and  turbulent,  or  by  her  charms 
Draws  him  awry  enslaved 
With  dotage,  and  his  sense  deprav'd 
To  folly  and  shameful  deeds  which  ruin  ends. 
WJiat  pilot  so  expert  but  needs  must  wreck 
Imbark'd  with  such  a  steen-mate  at  the  hehn? 

Favour*d  of  Heaven,  who  finds 
One  virtuous,  rarely  found. 
That  in  domestic  good  comlunes : 
H^py  that  house !  his  way  to  peace  is  smoodi : 
But  virtue,  which  breaks  through  all  c^vpoaitias^ 
And  all  temptation  can  remove. 
Most  shines,  and  most  is  accceptable  above. 

Therefore  God's  universal  law 
Gave  to  the  man  despotic  power 
Over  his  female  in  due  awe,  ^ 

Nor  from  that  right  to  part  an  hour. 
Smile  she  or  lour : 
So  shall  he  least  confusion  draw 
On  his  whole  life,  not  sway'd 
By  female  usuzimtion,  or  dismay'd. 
But  had  we  best  retire?  I  see  a  storm. 
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ftMi.  Fur  dtcft  hii?e  oft  contncted  wind  and 


Clar.  But  tUs  aDotber  kind  of  tempest  brings. 

StmtL    Be  lev  abstruse,  my  riddling  days  are 
past. 

Om.  Look  notr  for  no  enchanting  voice,  nor  fear 
TW  but  of  honied  words ;  a  rougher  tongue 
I>a*ilstfaerward ;  I  know  him  by  his  stride, 
T^pmt  Harapha  of  Gatfa,  his  look 
H<B^,  as  is  his  pile  high-built  and  proud. 
Cooks  be  in  peace  ?  what  wind  hath  bldwn  him 

hither 
I  la  conjecture  tban  when  first  I  saw 
IVninpcuous  DaliU  floating  this  way  : 
Bs  bdiit  carries  peaces  his  brow  defiance. 

Sua.  Or  peace,  or  not,  alike  to  me  he  comes. 

Cbr.  His  finmi^  we  soon  shall  know,  he  now 


{Enter  Habafba.] 

IKv.  Icome  not,  Samson,  to  condole  thy  chanee, 
^ibne  pctfaaps,  yet  wish  it  had  not  been, 
Rm^  ^  no  firiendly  intent     lamofGath; 
Mn  oil  me  Harapha,  of  stock  renown'd 
^  Oki  or  Anak,  and  the  Emims  old 
tkt  Kiristfasim  held ;  thou  know*st  me  now 
if  (hou  II  sll  art  known.     Much  I  hare  heard 
Df  tfar  prodigious  might  and  feats  perform*d, 
(■cnriible  to  me,  in  this  displeas'd, 
An  I  WIS  never  present  cm  the  place 
Vtfaoie  encounters,  where  we  might  have  tried 
udi  other's  force  in  camp  or  listed  field ; 
Aad  oov  am  come  to  see  of  whom  such  noise 
B<b  wtlk*d  sbout,  and  each  limb  to  survey, 
"  ^  ■ppcaranoe  answer  loud  reporL 
^ou.  The  way  to  know  were  not  to  see  but  taste, 
^v.  Doit  thou  already  single  me  ?  I  thought 
Gr<»  iad  the  mill  had  tamed  thee.  O  that  fortune 
Bal  brought  me  to  the  field,  where  thou  art  fam*d 
*o  Hive  wrought  such  wonders  with  an  ass*s  jaw ! 
I  ^ruld  hate  fon;*d  thee  soon  with  other  arms, 
C^  1<^  thy  cBTcsss  wliere  the  ass  lay  thrown : 
bbd  the  gkwy  of  prowess  been  recovered 
lb  Pklestina,  won  l^  a  Philistine, 
^'r\  the  onfbreskinn'd  race,  of  whom  thou  bear*st 
^  *BgHeA  nsme  for  valiant  acts ;  that  honour, 
C^'Ua  to  have  won  by  mortal  duel  iitHn  thee, 
'  '"p.  piVTeoted  by  thy  eyes  put  out 
^'"w.  Boast  not  of  what  thou  would*st  have  done, 

butdo 
*W  then  thou  would*st ;  thou  seest  it  in  thy  hand. 

tf«r.  To  oocnbat  with  a  blind  man  I  disdain, 
•^  dh)a  hast  need  much  washing  to  be  touch*d. 

^^'v.  Such  usage  as  your  honourable  lords 
!^*^  me,  sssMinated  and  betray 'd, 
*ta  dont  not  with  tbear  whole  united  powers 
1^  i^  witfartand  me  single  and  unarmM, 
V  in  the  home  with  dunnber-ambushes 
♦  'v-huded  durst  attack  me,  no,  not  sleeping, 
Uthey  had  Ur^d  a  woman  with  their  gold 
°'^ng  her  marriage-fiuth  to  circumvent  me. 
TWqee,  without  fcign*d  shifts,  let  be  assigned 
«^  Qirrow  place  enclosed,  where  sight  may  give 
thee, 

|^[^*^  ^^  BO  great  advantage  on  me ; 
^3n  imt  OB  ill  thy  gorgeous  arms,  thy  helmet 
Jad  Iwignfiiic  of  hnas,  tliy  broad  habergeon, 
"**»*«  wid  grtvei,  and  gauntlet,  add  thy  spear, 
A  wtm's  beam,  and  leven-timcs-folded  shield ; 
1  only  widi  aa  oaken  staff  wiU  meet  thee, 


And  raise  such  outcries  on  thy  clatter*d  iron. 
Which  long  shall  not  withhold  me  from  tliy  head. 
That  in  a  little  time,  while  breath  remains  thee. 
Thou  oft  Shalt  wish  thyself  at  Gath  to  boast 
Again  in  safety  what  thou  would'st  have  done 
To  Samson,  but  shalt  never  see  Gath  more. 
Har.  Hiou  durst  not  thus  di^Mvage  glorious 
arms, 
Which  greatest  heroes  have  in  battle  worn, 
Th&T  ornament  and  safety,  had  not  spelk 
And  black  enchantments,  some  magician's  art, 
Arm'd  thee  or  charm*d  thee  strong,  which  thou 

from  Heaven 
Feign*dst  at  thy  birth,  was  given  thee  in  thy  hair. 
Where  strength  can  least  idiide,  though  all  thy  hairs 
Were  bristles  rang'd  like  those  that  ridge  the  back 
Of  diaTd  wild  boars,  or  ruffled  porcupines. 

Sams,  I  know  no  spells,  use  no  forbidden  arts ; 
My  trust  is  in  the  living  God,  who  gave  me 
At  my  natirity  this  strength,  diffus'd 
No  less  through  all  my  sinews,  joints,  and  bones. 
Than  thine^  while  I  preserv*d  these  lodes  unsliorn. 
The  pledge  of  my  unriolated  vow. 
For  proof  hereof,  if  Dagon  be  thy  god. 
Go  to  his  temple,  invocate  his  aid 
With  scdemnest  devotion,  spread  before  him 
How  highly  it  concerns  his  glory  now 
To  frustrate  and  dissolve  these  magic  spells, 
Which  I  to  be  the  power  of  Israers  God 
Avow,  and  challenge  Dagon  to  the  test. 
Offering  to  combat  thee  his  champion  bold. 
With  the  utmost  of  Iiis  Godhead  seconded : 
Then  thou  shalt  see,  or  rather,  to  thy  sorrow. 
Soon  feel,  whose  God  is  strongest,  thine  or  mine. 

Har,  Presume  not  on  thy  God,  whate*er  he  be ; 
Tliee  he  regards  not,  owns  not,  haXh  cut  off 
"Quite  from  his  people,  and  deliver*d  up 
Into  thy  enemies*  hand,  permitted  them 
To  put  out  both  thine  eyes,  and  fetter'd  send  thee 
Into  the  common  prison,  there  to  grind 
Among  the  slaves  and  asses  thy  comrfides. 
As  good  for  nothing  else ;  no  better  service  . 
With  those  thy  boisterous  locks,  no  worthy  match 
For  valour  to  assail,  nor  by  the  sword 
Of  noble  warrior,  so  to  stain  his  honour, 
But  by  the  barber's  razor  best  subdued. 

Sams,  All  these  indignities,  for  such  tliey  are 
Fnsn  thine,  tliese  evils  I  deserve,  and  more. 
Acknowledge  them  from  God  inflicted  on  me 
Justly,  yet  despair  not  of  his  final  pardon. 
Whose  ear  is  ever  open,  and  his  eye 
Gracious  to  re-admit  the  suppliant : 
In  confidence  whereof  I  once  again 
Defy  thee  to  the  trial  of  mortal  fight. 
By  combat  to  dedde  whose  God  is  God, 
Hiine,  or  whom  I  with  Israel's  sons  adore. 

Har.  Fair  honour  that  thou  dost  thy  God,  in 
trusting 
He  will  accept  thee  to  defend  this  cause, 
A  murderer,  a  revolter,  and  a  robber ! 

Sams,  Tongueudoughty  giant,    how   dost  thou 
prove  me  these  ? 

Har,  Is  not  thy  nation  subject  to  our  lords? 
Their  magistrates  confe&s'd  it  when  they  took  thee 
As  a  league-breaker,  and  deliver'd  bound 
Into  our  liands :  for  badst  thou  not  committed 
Notorious  murder  on  those  thirty  men 
At  Ascalon,  who  never  did  thee  harm, 
Then  like  a  robber  slrippMst  them  of  tlieir  robes? 
llie  Philistines,  when  tiiou  liadst  broke  the  league, 
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Went  up  with  anned  powan  thee  only  loekii^ 
To  odien  did  no  Tiolence  nor  ^wiL 

Sams,  Among  the  dau(^iten  of  the  Fhilistiiies 
I  dxMe  a  wife,  which  aigued  me  no  foe ; 
And  in  your  city  held  my  nuptial  feast : 
But  your  ill-meaning  politician  lords, 
Under  pretence  of  bridal  friends  and  guests, 
Appointed  to  await  me  thirty  spies, 
Who,  threatening  cruel  death,  oonstrain'd  the  bride 
To  wring  from  me,  and  tell  to  them,  my  secret. 
That  soWd  the  riddle  which.  I  had  proposU 
When  I  perceiT*d  all  set  on  enmity, 
As  on  my  enemies,  wherever  chanc'd, 
I  us*d  hostility,  and  took  their  spoil, 
To  pay  my  underminers  in  their  coin. 
My  nation  was  suljected  to  your  lords ; 
It  was  the  force  of  conquest :  force  with  force 
Is  well  ejected  when  the  conquer*d  can. 
But  I  a  private  person,  whom  my  country 
As  a  league-breaker  gave  up  bound,  presum*d 
Single  rebellion,  and  did  hostile  acts. 
I  was  no  private,  but  a  penon  rais*d  [Heaven, 

With    strength    sufficient,    and    command    from 
To  free  my  country ;  if  their  serrile  minds 
Me,  their  deliverer  sent,  would  not  receive. 
But  to  their  masters  gave  me  up  for  nought, 
Tbe  unworthier  they ;  whence  to  this  day  they  serve. 
I  was  to  do  my  part  from  Heaven  assign 'd. 
And  had  perform*d  it,  if  my  known  offence 
Had  not  disabled  me,  not  all  your  force : 
Hiese  shifts  refuted,  answer  thy  appellant,  [tempts, 
Though  by  his   blindness  maim*d  for    high  at- 
Who  now  defies  thee  thrice  to  single  fight. 
As  a  petty  enterprise  of  small  enforce.  [roll'd, 

Mar.  With  thee !  a  man  condem*d,  a  slave  en- 
Due  by  the  law  to  capiud  punishment ! 
To  fight  with  thee  no  niali  of  arms  will  deign. 

Sams.  Cam'st    thou  for   this,   vain  boaster,  to 
survey  me. 
To  descant  on  my  strength,  and  give  thy  verdict  ? 
Come  nearer ;'  part  not  hence  so  slight  informed; 
But  take  good  heed  my  hand  survey  not  thee. 

ITdr.  O  Baal-zebub !  can  my  ears  unus*d 
Hear  these  dishonours,  and  not  render  death? 

Sams.  No.  man  withholds  thee,  nothing  from  thy 
hand 
Fear  I  incurable ;  bring  up  thy  van. 
My  heels  are  fetter'd,  but  my  fist  is  free. 

Har.  This  insolence  otiier  kind  of  answer  fits. 

Sams,  Go,  bafiled  coward  !  lest  I  run  upon  thee, 
Though  in  these  chains,  bulk  without  spirit  vast. 
And  with  one  buffet  lay  thy  structure  low. 
Or  swing  thee  in  tbe  nir,  then  dash  thee  down 
To  the  hazard  of  thy  brains  and  shatter'd  sides. 

San  By  Astaroth,  ere  long  thou  shalt  lament 
These  braveries,  in  irons  loaden  on  thee.       [Exit.] 

Char,  His  giantship  is  gone  somewhat  crestfallen. 
Stalking  with  leas  unconscionable  strides. 
And  lower  looks,  but  in  a  sultry  chafe. 

jtams.  I  dread  him  not,  nor  all  his  giant-brood, 
Tliough  iame  divulge  him  fi^er  of  five  sons, 
All  of  gigantic  siae,  Goliah  chief. 

Ckor.  He  will  directly  to  the  lords,  I  lear, 
And  with  malkioas  counsel  stir  them  up 
Some  way  or  other  yet  further  to  aflUct  thee,    [fight 

5ksai>  He  must  allege  some  cause,  and  offered 
Will  not  dare  mention,  lest  a  question  rise 
Whether  he  durst  accept  the  offWr  or  not ; 
And,  that  he  durst  not,  plain  enough  appeared. 
Much  mare  attiction  than  already  felt 


Hiey  cannot  well  impoie,  nor  I  watnn; 
,  If  they  intend  advantage  of  my  labours, 
Tlie  work  of  many  hands,  which  earns  my  keepii^ 
With  no  small  profit  daily  to  my  owners. 
But  come  what  will,  my  deadliest  foe  will  prove 
My  speediest  friend,  by  death  to  rid  me  heiioe  \ 
The  worst  that  be  can  give  to  roc  the  beat. 
Yet  so  it  may  fall  out,  because  their  end 
Is  hate,  noi  help  to  me,  it  may  with  mine 
Draw  their  own  ruin  who  attempt  the  deed. 

Chor.  Oh  how  comely  it  is,  and  how  revitirg 
To  the  spirits  of  just  men  long  oppressed  ! 
When  God  into  the  hands  of  their  deliverer 
Puts  invincible  might 

To  quell  the  mighty  of  the  Earth,  the  oppresses; 
Tbe  brute  and  boisterous  force  of  violent  men, 
Hardy  and  industrious  to  suppwt 
Tyrannic  power,  but  raging  to  pursue 
llie  righteous  and  all  such  as  honour  truth ; 
He  all  their  ammunition 
And  feats  of  war  defeats. 
With  plain  heroic  magnitude  of  mind 
And  celestial  vigour  arm'd ; 
Their  armouries  and  magazines  contenms 
Renders  them  useless ;  while 
With  winged  expedition, 
Swifl  as  tlie  lightning  glance,  he  executes 
His  errand  on  the  wicked,  who,  surprisM, 
Lose  their  defence,  distracted  and  amaa'd. 

But  patience  is  mwe  oft  the  exercise 
Of  saints,  the  trial  of  their  fortitude. 
Making  them  each  his  own  deliverer  , 

And  victory  over  all 
That  tyranny  or  fortune  can  inflict. 
Either  of  these  is  in  thy  lot, 
Samson,  with  might  endued 
Above  the  sons  ^men ;  but  sight  bereav'd 
May  chance  to  number  thee  with  thoae 
Whom  patience  finally  must  crown. 

This  idoPs  day  hath  been  tp  thee  no  day  of  rest. 
Labouring  thy  mind 
More  than  the  working  day  thy  hands. 
And  yet  periiaps  more  trouble  is  behind. 
For  I  descry  this  way 
Some  other  tending ;  in  his  hand 
A  sceptre  or  quaint  staff  he  bears, 
Comes  on  amain,  speed  in  his  looL 
By  his  habit  I  discern  him  now 
A  public  officer,  and  now  at  hand ; 
His  message  will  be  short  and  voluble. 

[Enter  Omcnu] 

Of.  Hebrews,  the  prisoner  Samson  here  I  sevl 

Chor.  His  manacles  remark  him,  there  he  sits. 

Off.  Samson,  to  thee  our  lords  thus  bid  me  saj 
This  day  to  Dagon  is  a  solemn  feast, 
With  sacrifices,  triumph,  pomp,  and  games  : 
Thy  strength  diey  know  surpassing  human  rate. 
And  now  some  public  proof  thereof  require 
To  honour  this  great  feast,  and  great  assembly  *. 
Rise  therefore  with  all  speed,  and  come  along, 
Where  I  will  see  thee  hearten'd,  and  fresh  clad. 
To  appear  as  fits  before  the  illustrious  lords. 

Amu.  Thou  know'st  I  am  an  Hebrew,  tberefo: 
tell  them, 
Our  law  forbids  at  their  religious  ritea 
My  presence ;  for  that  cause  I  cannot  come. 

Off.  Hiis  answer,  be  assur'd,  will  not  cootei 
them. 

Ssxmu  Have  they  not  sword-players,  aiKl  every  so 
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Otgpamc  w^att,  wratlfln,  ridcn,  tuiiiMts» 
Jogglcni  tad  danccn,  antia,  muimiMn,  mimic^ 
Bat  diTf  must  pick  me  cmt,  with  shacklet  tir'd. 
And  ow-Iabour'd  at  their  public  mill, 
TooMketbem  ipovt  with  btind  actiTity  ? 
I>>tbc7  not  seek  occaaioo  of  newquarrek 
Ob  mr  refun]  to  distress  me  more, 
Or  mikt  s  game  of  my  calamities  ? 
Bcdn  the  way  thou  cam*B^  I  will  not  come. 

Of.  Rcgaid  thyself;  this  wiU  offend  them  highly. 

iau.  Myarif?  my  conscience,  and  internal  peace. 
Cm  they  think  me  so  broken,  so  debas'd 
Vitfa  coffpoffa]  serritude,  that  my  mind  ever 
WjU  fondrwend  to  such  absurd  commands  ? 
Although  thnr  drudge,  to  be  their  fool  or  jester, 
Asd  in  my  midst  of  sorrow  and  heart-grief 
To  iha«r  them  leats,  and  play  before  their  god, 
1W  vom  of  all  indignities,  yet  on  me 
Join'd  with  cxtRme  contempt  ?  I  will  not  come. 

'f'  My  mesMge  was  imposed  on  me  with  speed, 
fr»iu  no  delay:  is  this  thy  resolution ? 
Sams.  So  tske  h  with  what  speed  thy  message 


^.  I  sm  sony  what  this  stoutness  will  produce. 

[ExU.] 
tms.  I^rimps  thou  shalt  have  cause  to  sorrow 


C%ir.  Consider,  Samaon ;  matters  now  are  strain'd 
Cp  to  the  height,  whether  to  hold  or  break  : 
Br'i  jpoe,  and  who  knows  how  he  may  report 
IV  *ords  by  adding  fuel  to  the  flame? 
Expect  another  message  mora  imperious, 
Harv  lordly  thtmdering  than  thou  well  wilt  bear. 

Sim.  Shell  I  abuse  this  consecrsted  gift 
Of  ttrmgth,  sf^n  returning  with  my  hair 
A&tr  my  ipncat  transgression,  so  requite 
Froor  rvnew'd,  and  add  a  greater  sin 
Bf  pDMiitttting  holy  things  to  idols  ? 
A  S'uarite  in  place  abominable 
Taaatjni^  my  strength  in  honour  to  their  Dsgon ! 
Boadn,  how  vile,  contemptible^  ridiculous, 
^^  let  moR  ezecrsbly  unclean,  prophane? 

djr.  Yet  with   this  strength  thou  serr'st  the 
RttUstines, 
■o^acoos,  uttdrcumcis'd,  unclean. 

Snu.  Not  in  their  idol-wordiip,  but  by  labour 
^^^et  sad  lawful  to  dcsenre  my  food 
Of  thow  who  have  me  in  their  civil  power. 

C^.  Where  the  faesrt  joins  not,  outward  acts 
defile  not.  [tencc  holds. 

S«iv.  Where  outward  force  constrains,  the  o 
Be:  who  cooftndns  me  to  the  temple  of  Dagon, 
S,t  dnggittg  ?  the  Fhilistian  lords  command. 
CiVBnods  an  no  constraints.     If  I  obey  them, 
I  do  ft  freely,  venturing  to  displease 
M  for  the  fesr  of  man,  and  man  prefer, 
in  God  behind ;  which  in  his  jealousy 
^^  aevcr,  naiepcnted,  find  ibrgiTeness. 
T«  tfaM  he  may  diqiense  with  me,  or  thee, 
h^vt,  IB  temples  at  idolatrous  rites 
fv  «ne  important  cause,  thou  need'st  not  doubt. 

£W.  How  dMM  wilt  here  come  off*  sunnounts  my 


^nii.  Be  of  good  coursge  ;  I  begin  to  feel 
S<"M  fottsii^  motionft  in  me,  which  dispose 
To  tomcilnig  eitmoedinary  my  thoughts. 
1  with  this  meassnger  will  go  along, 
"^'hiag  to  do,  be  sure,  that  may  cosbonour 
Ow  Uw,  or  stsin  my  vow  of  Naiarite. 
I>  Uhs  be  sughl  of  prcMgt  in  the 
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is  day  will  be  rematkable  In  my  life 
By  some  great  act,  or  of  my  days  the  last 

Ckor*  In  time  thou  hast  resolv'd,  the  man  returns. 

Offl  Samson,  this  second  messsge  from  our  lords 
To  thee  I  am  bid  say.     Art  thou  our  slave, 
Our  c^itive  at  the  public  mill,  our  drudge. 
And  dar*st  thou  at  our  sending  and  command 
Dispute  thy  coming  ?  come  witliout  delay ; 
Or  we  shall  find  such  engines  to  assail 
And  hamper  thee,  as  thou  shalt  come  of  force, 
Though  thou  wert  firmlier  fasten'd  than  a  rock. 

Samt>  I  could  be  well  content  to  try  their  art. 
Which  to  no  few  of  them  would  prove  pernicious. 
Yet,  knowing  their  advantages  too  many, 
Be^Mise  they  shall  not  trail  me  through  their  streeta 
Like  a  wild  beast,  I  am  content  to  go. 
Masters*  commands  come  with  s  power  resistless 
To  such  as  owe  them  absolute  subjection  ; 
And  for  a  life  who  will  not  change  his  purpose  ? 
(So  mutable  are  all  the  ways  of  men  ;) 
Yet  this  be  8iu«,  in  nothing  to  comply 
Scandalous  or  forbidden  in  our  law. 

Offl  I  prsise  thy  resolution :  doff" these  links: 
By  this  compliance  thou  wilt  win  the  lords 
To  favour,  and  periiaps  to  set  thee  free. 

Sams,  Brethren,  fiirewell ;  your  company  along 
I  will  not  wish,  lest  it  perhaps  offend  them 
To  see  me  girt  vrith  friends;  and  how  the  sight 
Of  me,  as  of  a  common  enemy. 
So  dreaded  onoe^  may  now  ezaqierate  them, 
I  know  not :  lords  are  lordliest  in  their  wine; 
And  the  welUfeasted  priest  then  soonest  fir*d 
With  seal,  if  aught  religion  seem  concem'd  ; 
No  less  the  people^  on  their  holy-days. 
Impetuous,  insolent,  unquenchable : 
Happen  what  may,  of  me  expect  to  hear 
Nothing  oishonoursble,  impure,  unworthy 
Our  God,  our  law,  my  nation,  or  myself, 
Hie  last  of  me  or  no  I  cannot  warrant. 

Chor,  Go,  and  the  Holy  One 
Of  Israel  be  thy  guide  [name 

To  what  may  serve  his  glory  best,  and  spread  hia 
Great  among  the  Heathen  round ; 
Send  thee  the  angel  of  thy  birth,  to  stand 
Fast  by  thy  side,  who  from  thy  father's  field 
Kode  up  in  flames  after  his  message  told 
Of  thy  conception,  and  be  now  a  shield 
Of  fire ;  that  spirit,  that  first  rush*d  on  thee 
In  the  camp  <^  Dan, 
Be  eflicacious  in  thee  now  at  need. 
For  never  was  from  Heaven  imparted 
Measure  of  strength  so  great  to  mortal  seed. 
As  in  thy  wondrous  actions  hath  been  seen.  — 
But  wherefore  comes  old  Manoah  in  such  liastc 
With  youthful  steps  ?  much  livelier  than  ere  while 
He  seems ;  supposing  here  to  find  his  &on, 
Or  of  him  bringing  to  us  some  glad  news  ? 

lEnter  Manoah.] 

Jfim.  Peace  vrith  you,  brethren ;  my  inducement 
hither 
Was  not  at  present  here  to  find  my  son. 
By  order  of  the  lords  now  parted  hence 
To  come  and  play  before  them  at  their  feasL 
I  heard  all-'as  I  came,  the  city  rings, 
A^d  numbers  thither  flock  :   I  had  no  vrill. 
Lest  I  should  see  him  forc'd  to  things  unseemly. 
But  that,  which  mor'd  my  coming  now,  was  chiefly 
To  give  ye  part  vrith  me  what  hope  X  have 
With  good  fuocces  to  work  hia  libetty. 
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Chor,  Hut  hope  ffOdld  much  rejoice  us  to  paitdce 
With  diee;  say,  retArend  sire,  we  thirst  to  hesir. 

Man,  I  have  attempted  one  by  one  the  lords 
Either  at  home,  or  through  the  high  st/eet  passing, 
With  supplication  prone  and  fadier's  tears, 
To  accept  of  ransom  for  my  son  their  prisoner. 
Some  mudi  averse  I  found  and  wondrous  harsh. 
Contemptuous,  proud,  set  on  fevenge  and  spite ; 
That  part  most  reverenc'd  Dagon  and  his  priests : 
Others  more  moderate  seeming,  but  their  aim 
IMvate  reward,  for  which  both  God  and  state 
They  easily  would  set  to  sale :  a  third 
More  generous  far  and  civil,  who  confess'd 
They  had  enou^  reveng*d ;  having  reduc'd 
Tlieir  foe  to  misery  beneath  thei^  fearsy 
The  rest  was  magnanimity  to  remit. 
If  some  convenient  ransom  were  propoa'd. 
What  noise  or  shout  was  that?  it  tore  the  sky. 

dor.  Doubtless  the  people  shouting  to  behold 
Their  once  great  dread,  captive,  and  blind  before 

them. 
Or  at  some  proof  of  strength  before  them  shownl 

Man*  His  ransom,  if  my  whole  inheritance 
May  compass  it,  shall  willingly  be  paid 
And  number*d  down :  much  rather  I  shall  choose 
To  live  the  poorest  in  my  tribe,  than  richest, 
And  he  in  that  calamitous  prison  left. 
No,  I  am  fix*d  not  to  part  hence  without  him. 
For  his  redemption  all  my  patrimony, 
If  need  be,  I  am  ready  to  forego 
And 'quit :  not  wanting  him,  I  sliall  want  nothing. 

Oior.  Fathers  are  wont  to  lay  up  for  their  sons, 
Thou  for  thy  son  art  bent  to  lay  out  all ; 
Sons  wont  to  nurse  their  parents  in  old  age, 
Thou  in  old  age  car*st  how  to  nurse  thy  son, 
Made  older  than  thy  age  through  eye-sight  lost 

Man,  It  shall  be  my  delight  to  tend  liis  eyes. 
And  view  him  sitting  in  the  house,  ennobled 
With  all  those  high  exploits  by  him  achiev'd. 
And  on  his  shoulders  waving  down  those  locks 
That  of  a  nation  arm'd  the  strength  contain*d  : 
And  I  persuade  me,  God  had  not  permitted 
His  strength  again  to  grow  up  witli  his  hair, 
Garrison'd  round  about  him  like  a  camp 
Of  faithful  soldiery,  were  not  his  purpose 
To  use  him  furtlier  yet  in  some  great  service ; 
Not  to  sit  idle  with  so  great  a  gift 
Useless,  and  thence  ridiculous  about  him. 
And  since  his  strengtli  with  eye-sight  was  not  lost, 
God  will  restore  him  eye-sight  to  hw  strength,  [vain 

Chrrr,  Tliy  hopes  are  not  ill-founded,  nor  seem 
Of  his  delivery,  and  tlie  joy  thereon 
Conceived,  agreeable  to  a  father's  love. 
In  both  which  we,  as  next,  participate,     [noise !  — 

Man.  I  know  your  friendly  minds  and-—  O  what 
Mercy  of  Heaven,  wliat  hideous  noise  was  that 
Horribly  loud,  unlike  the  former  shout 

ChoTn  Noise  call  you  it,  or  universal  groan, 
As  if  the  whole  inhabitation  perish'd ! 
Blood,  death,  and  deathful  deeds,  are  in  that  poise. 
Ruin,  destruction  at  the  utmost  point. 

Man.  Of  ruin  indeed  methought  I  heard  the  noise : 
Oh !  it  continues,  they  have  slain  my  son. 

Chor,  Thy  son  is  ratlier  slaying  them :  that  outcry 
Vroax  slaughter  of  one  foe  could  not  ascend. 

Man.  Some  dismal  accident  it  needs  must  be ; 
What  shall  we  do,  stay  here  or  run  and  see  ? 

Ourr.   Best  k^p    together  here^  lest,  nmnmg 
thither. 
We  unawares  nin  into  danger's  mouth. 


This  eiril  on  the  RnUstfaMs  is  iall*n : 
Vtosn.  whom  could  else  a  general  cry  be  hsaid  ? 
The  suflRaers  then  will  scarce  molest  us  here ; 
From  other  hands  we  need  not  much  to  fear. 
What  if,  his  eye^ght  (for  to  Israel's  God 
Nothing  is  hard)  by  miracle  restor'd. 
He  now  be  dealing  dole  among  his  foes. 
And  over  heaps  of  slaugfater'd  walk  lus  wqr? 

Man.  That  were  a  joy  presumptuous  to  be  thou^ 
•  Ckor,  Yet  God  hath  wrought  things  as  incrafihlc 
For  his  people  of  old ;  what  lunders  now  ? 

Man.  He  can,  I  know,  but  doubt  to  tliiok  bewiU, 
Yet  hope  would  fain  subscribe^  and  tempts  belief. 
A  little  stay  will  bring  some  notice  hither. 

Chor.  Of  good  or  bad  so  great,  of  bad  the  BooDcr; 
For  evil  news  rides  post,  vHule  good  news  faate& 
And  to  our  wish  I  see  one  hither  speeding, 
An  Hebrew,  as  I  guess,  and  of  our  tribe. 

[Enter  MsssnroKE.] 

Meu*  O  whither  shall  I  run,  or  which  wayfiy 
The  sight  of  this  so  horrid  spectacle. 
Which  erst  my  eyes  beheld,  and  yet  behold 
For  dire  imagination  still  pursues  me. 
But  providence  or  instinct  of  nature  seems. 
Or  reason  though  disturb'd,  and  scarce  ooBBultB^ 
To  Iiave  guided  me  aright,  I  know  not  how. 
To  thee  first,  reverend  Manoah,  and  to  these 
My  countrymen,  whom  here  I  knew  rconining. 
As  at  some  distance  from  the  place  of  horrour, 
So  in  the  sad  event  too  much  conccm*d.  [thrt 

Man.  The  accident  vras  loud,  and  here  lMfar« 
With  rueful  cry,  yet  what  it  was  we  bear  not; 
No  preface  needs,  thou  seest  we  long  to  know. 

Mess,  It  would  burst  forth,  but  I  recover  breaitk 
And  sense  distract,  to  know  well  what  I  utter. 

Man.  Tell  us  tlic  sum,  the  circumstance  deftn-. 

Mess.   Gaza  yet  stands,  but  all  her  sons  are  fall'r^ 
All  in  a  moment  overwl)clm*d  and  fall'n.     [satkid 

Man.   Sad,   but  thou  know*st  to  Israelite*  nfli 
Tlie  desolation  of  a  hostile  city.  [suifol 

Mess.   leeeA.  on  that  first:  there  may  in  grief  b 

Man.  Relate  by  whom. 

Mess.  By  Samson. 

Man.  That  still  lessens 

The  sorrow,  and  converts  it  ni^  to  joy. 

Mess.  Ah  !  Manoah,  I  refrain  too  Middenly 
To  utter  what  will  come  at  last  too  soon ; 
Lest  evil  tidings  wiUi  too  rude  irruption 
Hitting  tliy  aged  ear  sitould  pierce  too  deep,     [oul 

Man,  ^spense  in  news  is  torture,   speak  tfad 

Mess,  Take  then  the  worst  in  brief,  Samson  \ 
dead.  [ft.*ata 

Man.  The  worst  indeed,    O  all  my  hopes  d« 
To  free  him  hence  !  but  death,  who  sets  all  free. 
Hath  paid  his  ransom  now  and  full  discharge. 
^Vhat  windy  joy  this  day  had  I  conceiv'd 
Hopeful  of  his  delivery,  which  now  proves 
Abortive  as  the  first-bOTn  bloom  of  spring 
Nipt  witli  the  lagging  rear  of  winter's  frost ! 
Yet  ere  I  give  the  reins  to  grief,  say  first. 
How  died  he  ;  death  to  life  is  crown  or  shame 
All  by  him  fell,  thou  say'st :  by  wliom  fell  he  ? 
What  glorious  hand  save  Samson  his  deatli's  woun^ 

Mess.  Unwounded  of  his  enemies  be  fell,   [plai] 

Man.  Wearied  with  slaughter  then,  or  liow  ?  ei 
,  Mess.  By  his  own  hands. 

Man.  Self-violence?  what  cause 

Brought  Iiim  so  soon  at  variance  with  himself 
Among  his  foes  ' 
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Mm.  Ineiritible  guim. 

At  (Act  bocfa  to  destroy,  •Did  be  destroj'd  ; 
TV  alHIcCy  where  all  were  metto  eee  him, 
rpoo  tiicir  heidt  and  oo  Us  own  he  puQ*(L 

Uau  O  lesdy  orer-etraog  against  thyself  i 
A  Avadful  w^  thou  took*st  to  thy  revenge. 
yUn  than  enough  we  know ;  but  while  things  yet 
An  in  confusion,  give  us,  if  thou  canst, 
£?B>«itiieBS  of  what  first  or  last  was  done, 
ficinwa  more  particular  and  distinct 

Mett.  Occaskina  drew  me  early  to  this  dty ; 
And,  IS  the  gates  I  enter'd  with  sun-rise, 
Tht  nmung  trumpets  icstiYal  prodaim'd 
Through  each  high  street :  litde  I  had  despatch'd, 
Wbm  all  abroad  was  rumour'd  that  this  day 
SuMoB  should  be  brought  forth,  to  show  the  people 
IVraf  of  his  mighty  strength  in  feats  and  games ; 
I  nnaw'd  at  his  captive  state,  but  minded 
Not  10  be  absent  at  that  spectacle. 
71»  bttOding  was  a  spadcnis  theatre 
HdC^Pond,  on  two  main  pillars  vaulted  high, 
Witfa  seats  where  all  the  lords,  and  each  degree 
Of  tort,  night  ait  in  order  to  behold! 
IV  other  ode  was  open,  where  the  throng 
Ob  baaks  and  scalSblda  under  sky  might  stand ; 
I  noBg  these  aloof  obacurely  stood. 
TV  feak  and  nooo  grew  high,  and  sacrifice  [wine. 
Hid  iiUM  their  bearta  with  mirth,  high  cheer,  and 
VVn  to  tbdr  sports  they  tuin*d.     Immediately 
Vas  SnnaoD  aa  a  public  servant  brou^^t, 
I*  dKir  state  Uvcry  clad ;  before  him  pipes, 
ifld  dmfarels,  on  each  side  went  anned  guards, 
Bod)  horse  and  foot,  befbre  him  and  belund 
Athns,  and  slingers,  cat^ihracts  and  qiears. 
Ai  light  of  him  the  people  with  a  shout 
RiftBd  the  air,  clamouring  tfidr  God  with  praise, 
VV  bad  made  their  dreadful  enemy  their  thralU 
H«  piDcDt,  but  undaunted,  where  they  led  him, 
Cone  to  the  place ;  and  what  was  set  before  him, 
^^  without  help  of  eye  might  be  a8aay*d. 
To  betve,  poll,  dnw,  or  break,  he  still  perfonn*d 
AU  with  incredible,  stupemlous  force ; 
K»e  daring  to  appear  antagonist. 
A:  Irnjf^  far  int«inission's  sake  they  led  him 
Btfween  the  pillars ;  he  his  guide  requested 
'Ftr  fo  from  such  aa  nearer  stood  we  heard) 
At  <Tver.ii7^d  to  let  him  lean  a  while 
^  -th  b(xh  his  anns  <m  those  two  massy  pillars, 
T'^sa  to  the  arched  roof  gave  main  support. 
^  aanspidous,  led  him ;  whidi  when  Samson 
M  IB  fan  anns,  with  head  a  while  inclin'd, 
^  cys  fiHt  fiz*d  be  stood,  as  one  who  pray*d, 
^  woe  great  matter  in  his  mind  revolv*d : 
Ai  lart  vHh  head  erect  thus  cried  aloud, 
*  llnhcno,  lords,  what  your  commands  impos'd 
I  ^veperfenn*d,  as  reason  was,  obeying, 
Kx  wiifaoiit  wonder  or  delight  beheld : 
^^  of  nsy  own  aecovd  sudi  other  trial 
i  aew  to  tbom  you  of  my  strength,  yet  greater, 
5<  vitfa  naae  shaU  strike  aU  who  behold." 
*^ « ottered,  straining  all  his  nerves  be  bqw'd, 
\\  vith  the  tone  of  winds  and  waters  pent, 
^  in  aioiuiiaiBs  tremble,  those  two  massy  pillars 
|K  itfa  borriUe  ooovulaon  to  and  fro 
He  togg'd,  be  ihook,  till  down  they  came  and  drew 
T^«  whole  roof  after  diem,  witfa  bunt  of  thunder 
[  pn  the  beads  of  all  who  sat  beneath, 
M^,  ladin,  ciptaioa,  counsellors,  or  priests, 
ii«r  choiee nobility  and  flower,  not  only 
'  K  liu.  bat  each  Phfligtian  dty  round. 


Met  from  all  parts  to  solenmlxo  this  fSeast 
Samson,  with  these  immix*d,  ineritably 
Pull'd  down  the  same  destruction  on  himself; 
The  vulgar  only  *8cap*d  who  stood  without. 

Chor.  O  dearly.bought  revenge,  yet  glorious! 
Living  or  dying  thou  hast  fulfiird 
The  work  for  which  thou  wast  foretold 
To  Israel,  and  now  ly*st  victorious 
Among  thy  slain  self.kill*d. 
Not  willingly,  but  tangled  in  the  fold 
Of  dire  necessity,  whose  law  in  death  conjmn'd 
Hiee  with  thy  slaugkter*d  foes,  in  number  more 
Than  all  thy  Ufe  hath  slain  before.  [sublime, 

1.  Semkhar.  While  their  hearts  were  jocund  and 
Drunk  with  idolatry,  drunk  with  wine. 

And  fat  regorg'd  of  bulls  and  goats. 

Chanting  their  idol,  and  preferring 

Before  our  living  Dread  who  dwells 

In  Silo^  his  bright  sanctuary : 

Among  them  he  a  spirit  of  phrenzy  sent. 

Who  hurt  their  minds. 

And  ure'd  them  on  with  mad  desire 

To  call  m  haste  for  their  destroyer; 

They,  only  set  on  sport  and  play, 

Unweetingly  imp6rtun*d 

ITieir  own  destruction  to  come  speedy  upon  them. 

So  fond  are  mortal  men, 

Fall*n  into  wrath  divine. 

As  their  own  ruin  on  tlicmselves  to  invite. 

Insensate  left,  or  to  sense  reprobate. 

And  with  blindness  internal  struck. 

2.  Semkhor.  But  he,  though  blind  of  sight, 
Despis*d  and  thought  extinguished  quite^ 
With  inward  eyes  illuminated, 

His  fiery  virtue  rous'd 

From  under  ashes  into  sudden  flame. 

And  as  an  evening  dragon  came. 

Assailant  on  the  perched  roosts 

And  nests  in  order  rang'd 

Of  tame  villatic  fowl ;  but  as  an  eagle 

His  cloudless  thunder  bolted  on  tlieir  heads. 

So  virtue,  given  for  lost, 

Depress'd,  and  overthrown,  as  8cem*d, 

Like  that  self.begotten  bird 

In  the  Arabian  woods  einbost,  ^ 

Tliat  no  second  knows  nor  tliird, 

And  lay  ere  while  a  holocaust. 

From  out  her  ashy  womb  now  tccm'd. 

Revives,  refiourisbes,  then  vigorous  most 

When  most  unactive  dcem'd ; 

And,  though  her  body  die,  her  fame  surrives 

A  secular  bird  ages  of  lives. 

Man.  Come,  come ;  no  time  for  lamentation  now 
Nor  much  more  cause ;  Samson  hath  quit  liimself 
lake  Samson,  and  heroicly  hath  fini&h*d 
A  life  heroic,  on  his  enemies 
Fully  reveng'd,  hath  left  them  years  of  mourning, 
And  lamentation  to  the  sons  of  Caphtor 
Through  all  Fhilistian  bounds,  to  Israel 
Honour  hath  left,  and  freedom,  let  but  them 
Find  courage  to  lay  liold  on  this  occasion ; 
To  himself  and  &ther's  house  eternal  fame; 
And,  which  is  best  and  happiest  yet,  all  this 
With  God  not  parted  from  him,  as  was  fear'd. 
But  favouring  and  assisting  to  the  end. 
Nothing  is  here  for  tears,  nothing  to  wail 
Or  knock  the  breast ;  no  weakness,  no  contempt. 
Dispraise,  or  blame ;  nothing  but  well  and  fair. 
And  what  may  quiet  us  in  a  death  so  noble, 
iiet  us  go  find  the  body  where  it  lies 
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SoakM  in  his  enemies*  blood ;  and  from  the  stream 

With  lavers  pure,  and  cleansing  herbs,  wash  off 

The  dotted  gore.     I,  with  what  speed  the  while, 

(Gaza  is  not  in  plight  to  say  us  nay,) 

Will  send  for  all  my  kindred,  all  my  friendsi 

To  fetch  him  hence,  and  solemnly  attend 

With  silent  obsequy,  and  funeral  train, 

Aome  to  his  father's  house :  there  will  I  build  him 

A  monument,  and  plant  it  round  with  shade 

Of  laurel  erer  green,  and  branching  palm, 

With  all  his  tn^ihies  hung,  and  acts  inroU'd 

In  c(^ious  l^end,  or  sweet  lyric  song. 

Hiither  shall  all  the  valiant  youth  resort. 

And  from  his  memory  inflame  their  breasts 

To  matchless  valour,  and  adventures  high : 

The  virgins  also  shall,  on  feastful  days, 

"Visit  his  tomb  with  flowers ;  only  bewailing 

His  lot  unfortunate  in  nuptial  choice. 

From  whence  captivity  and  loss  of  eyes. 

Chor.  All  is  best,  though  we  oft  doubt. 
What  the  unsearchaAile  dispose 
Of  highest  Wisdom  brings  about. 
And  ever  best  found  in  the  closer 
Oft  he  seems  to  hide  his  face. 
But  unexpectedly  returns, 
And  to  his  faithl\il  champion  hath  in  place 
Bore  witness  gloriously ;  whence  Gaza  mourns, 
And  all  that  band  them  to  resist 
His  uncontrollable  intent ; 
His  servants  he,  with  new  acquist 
Of  true  experience,  from  this  great  event 
With  peace  and  consolation  hath  i!ismi&t. 
And  calm  of  mind,  all  passion  spent. 
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It  was  the  winter  wild. 
While  the  tieavcn-bom  child . 

All  meanly  wrapt  in  the  rude  manger  lies ; 
Nature  in  awe  to  him, 
Had  doff  *d  her  gaudy  trim, 

With  her  great  Master  so  to  sympathize ; 
It  was  no  season  then  for  her 
To  wanton  with  the  Sun,  her  lusty  paramour. 

Only  with  speeches  fair 
She  wooes  the  gentle  air 

To  hide  her  guilty  frcmt  with  innocent  snow ; 
And  on  her  naked  shame. 
Pollute  with  sinful  blame, 

Tlic  saintly  veil  of  maiden  white  to  throw  ; 
Confounded,  tliat  her  Maker's  eyes 
Should  look  so  near  upon  her  foul  deformities. 

But  he,  her  fears  to  cease. 

Sent  down  the  meek-ey'd  Peace  ; 

She,  crown*d  with  oUve  green,  came  softly  sliding 
Down  through  the  turning  sphere, 
His  ready  harbinger, 

Witli  turtle  wing  the  amorous  clouds  dividing ; 
And,  waving  wide  her  myrtle  wand. 
She  strikes  an  universal  peace  through  sea  and  land. 

No  war,  or  battle's  sdlmd. 
Was  heard  the  woiid  around: 


The  idk  speu*  and  ihidd  were  high  op  hm^. 
Hie  hooked  chariot  stood 
Unstain'd  with  hostile  blood ; 

The  trumpet  spake  not  to  the  anned  thraog ; 
And  kings  sat  still  with  awcAil  eye. 
As  if  they  surely  knew  their  sovran  Lord  was  by 


But  peaceful  was  tlie  night. 
Wherein  the  IVince  of  Ught 

His  reign  of  peace  upon  the  Eaitfa  began : 
The  winds,  with  wonder  whist. 
Smoothly  the  waters  kist. 

Whispering  new  joys  to  the  mild  ooeaiiy 
Who  now  hath  quite  forgot  to  rave,  [ 

While  birds  of  calm  sit  brooding  on  the 


The  stars,  with  deep  amaxe. 
Stand  fix*d  in  stedfast  gaze. 

Bending  one  way  their  precious  infloence ; 
And  will  not  take  their  flight. 
For  all  the  morning  light, 

Or  Lucifer  that  often  wam'd  them  tfaenoe ; 
But  in  their  glimmering  oribs  dlid  glow. 
Until  theu-  Lord  himself  beqiake,  and  bid  them  gk 

And,  though  the  shady  gloom 
Had  given  day  ho*  room. 

The  Sun  himself  withheld  his  wonted  iprrd. 
And  hid  his  head  for  shame, 
As  his  inferior  flame 

The  new^nlighten'd  wortd  no  more  dKmld  need' 
He  saw  a  greater  Sun  ^pear  [besr. 

Than  his  bright  throne,  or  burning  axletree^  oouli^ 


The  sliepherds  on  the  lawn. 
Or  e'er  the  point  of  dawn. 

Sat  simply  chatting  in  a  rustic  row  ; 
Full  little  thought  tliey  then, 
'lliat  the  mighty  Pan 

Was  kindly  come  to  live  with  them  below ; 
Perhaps  their  loves,  or  else  their  sfaeefi, 
Was  all  that  did  their  silly  thoughts  so  busy 


When  such  music  sweet 
Their  hearts  and  ears  did  greet. 

As  never  was  by  mortal  finger  strook ; 
Divinely-warbled  voi<» 
Answering  the  stringed  noise. 

As  all  tlieir  souls  in  blissful  n^iture  took : 
The  air,  such  pleasure  loth  to  lose,  [closi 

Witli  tliousand  echoes  still  prolongs  each  heaven] 

Nature  that  heard  such  sound, 
Beneath  tlie  hollow  round 

Of  Cyntliia's  seat,  the  aery  regi<m  Ihiilliiig, 
Now  was  almost  won 
To  tliink  her  part  was  done. 

And  that  her  reign  had  here  its  last  fulfilling ; 
She  knew  such  harmony  alone 
Could  hold  all  Heaven  and  Earth  in  happier  unia 

At  last  surrounds  their  sight 

A  globe  of  circular  llj^t,  [arrayV 

Tliat   with   long   beams  die    ahamefac'd   nig 
The  helmed  Cherubim, 
Andsworded  Seraphim, 

Are  seen  in  glittering  tanks  with  wings  dS^ay' 
Harping  in  loud  and  solemn  quire.  [Hci 

With  uneipreaBtve  notes,  to  Heaven's  new-bo 
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Such  sniflc  (m  'tis  said) 
Before  was  oarer  mad^ 

But  irhen  of  old  the  sons  of  monung  sung, 
Whfle  the  Cmtor  great 
Hb  comtdlatioiis  set, 

And  tbe  velUbalanc'd  world  on  hinges  hung ; 
And  cast  the  ^k  foundacions  deep,  [keep. 

And  bid  tbe  weltering  wiYes  their  oosy  channel 

RiBg  oot,  ye  crystal  qthcres, 
(ha  bless  our  human  ears, 

If  je  have  power  to  touch  our  senses  so ; 
Asd  let  jour  siWer  chime 
Xoiv  in  melodious  time ; 

And  let  the  base  of  Heaven's  deep  organ  blow ; 
And  whfa  your  ninefold  harmony, 
Kike  ap  full  consort  to  the  angelic  symphony. 

For.  if  such  holy  song 
Esvnp  our  &ncy  long. 

Time  will  run  back,  sind  fetch  the  age  of  gold ; 
Aid  speckled  Vanity 
Vin  Qcken  soon  and  die. 

And  leprous  Sin  mH  melt  from  earthly  mould ; 
And  Hell  itself  will  pass  away, 
And  lesve  her  dolorous  mansions  to  the  peering  day. 

Tfs,  Thitfa  and  Justice  then 
^  down  return  to  men, 

Orb'd  in  a  rainbow ;  and,  like  glories  wearing^ 
X<7CT  ir31  at  between, 
TVin'd  in  celestial  sheen, 

^rtii  radiant  feet  the  tissued  clouds  down  steering; 
And  Heaven,  as  at  some  festxral, 
Vul  open  wide  the  gales  of  her  high  palace  halL 

Bet  vivst  Fate  says  no, 

Tka  xtut  not  yet  be  so, 

IVf  babe  yet  lies  in  smiling  infancy, 
TW  on  the  bitter  cross 
Mut  rrdeem  our  loss ; 

So  both  himself  and  us  to  glorify : 
T«  int,  to  those  ychain'd  in  sleep,  [the  deep ; 

TW  vakcAil  tramp  of  doom  must  thunder  through 

^lA  sDch  a  horrid  clang 

As  00  mount  Sinni  rang,  [brake : 

^liile  the  red  lire  imd  smouldering  clouds  out- 
1^  V^  Esith  aghast     ' 
Vth  t«>TTOQr  of  tbit  blast, 

^Qill  from  the  surface  to  the  centre  shake ; 
^^  at  the  worid's  last  session,  [throne. 

Tjt  ditadful  Judge  in  middle  air  shall  spread  his 

Aed  then  at  last  our  bliss 
^  '1  ^  perfect  is, 

B^t  DOW  begins ;  for,  from  this  happy  day, 
TV  Old  Dngoo,  under  ground 
b  unitcr  limits  bound, 

Not  half  so  lar  casts  his  usurped  sway ; 
And,  wruih  to  see  his  kingdom  fail, 
S*ind^  the  ai:aly  bonxnir  of  his  folded  taiL 

^  ondes  are  dmnl^ 
Xo  voice  or  hideous  hum 

Ram  dtfoQ^  the  ardied  roof  in  words  deceiring. 
A^/lo  from  Us  ihrine 
'  4->  no  more  divine, 

\ri'h  holknr  thrick  the  steep  of  Delphos  Icsring. 
^4  oigfatly  trance,  or  breathed  spdl, 
l^^ir.re*  the  psksey'd  priests  firom  the  prophetic  cdL 


Tie  lonely  mountains  o'er. 
And  the  resounding  shore, 

A  voice  of  weeping  heud  and  loud  lament ; 
FVom  haunted  spring  and  dale, 
Edg'd  with  popUr  i»le, 

"nie  parting  genius  is  with  sighing  sent; 
With  flower-inworen  tresses  torn  •   [mourn. 

Tlie  nymphs  in  twilight  shade  of  tangled  thickets 

In  consecrated  earth, 

And  on  the  holy  heuth,  [plaint ; 

ITie  Lars,  and  Lemures,  moan  with  midnig^ 
In  urns,  and  altars  round, 
A  drear  and  dying  somnd 

Affrights  the  ^mens  at  their  serrice  quaint ; 
And  the  chill  marble  seems  to  sweat. 
While  each  peculiar  Power  foregoes  his  wonted  sari. 

Peorand  BaiiUm 
Forsake  their  temples  dim. 

With  that  twice-batter'd  god  of  Fklestine; 
And  mooned  Aslitaroth, 
Heaven's  queen  and  mother  both. 

Now  sits  not  girt  with  Uper's  holy  shine ; 
The  Libyc  Hammon  shrinlu  hb  horn,        [mourn. 
In  vain  tb»  l^rian  maids  their  wounded  Thammnz 

Ahd  sullen  Moloch,  fled. 
Hath  left  in  shadovra  dread 

His  burning  idol  all  of  blackest  hue ; 
In  vain  with  cymbals*  ring 
They  call  the  grisly  king. 

In  dismal  (hmce  about  the  furnace  blue: 
Hie  brutish  gods  of  Nile  as  fast, 
Isis,  and  Orus,  and  the  dog  Anubis,  haste. 

Nor  is  Qsiris  seen 

In  Memphian  grove  or  green,  [loud : 

Trampling  the  unshower'd  grass  with  lowings 
Nor  can  he  be  at  rest 
Within  his  sacred  chest ; 

Nought  but  profoundest  Hell  can  be  his  shroud ; 
In  vain  vrith  timbrell'd  anthems  dark 
The  sable-stoled  sorcerers  bear  his  worshipt  ark. 

He  feels  from  Judah's  land 
The  dreaded  infant's  hand, 

The  rays  of  Bethlehem  blind  his  dusky  cyn ; 
Nor  all  the  gods  beside 
Longer  dare  abide. 

Not  TVphon  huge  ending  in  snaky  twine: 
Our  babe,  to  show  his  Godhead  trae,  [crew. 

Can  in  his  swaddling  bands  oontroU  the  danmed 

So,  when  the  Sun  in  bed, 
Curtain'd  with  clbudy  red. 

Pillows  his  chin  upon  an  onent  wava, 
The  flocking  shadows  pale 
Tk'oop  to  the  infernal  jail, 

Each  fetter'd  ghost  slips  to  his  several  grave ; 
And  the  yellow-skirted  Fayes  [maze. 

Fly  after  the  ni^it-steeds,  leaving  their  moon-lov'd 

But  see,  the  Virgin  blest 
Hath  laid  her  babe  to  rest ; 

Time  is,  our  tedious  song  should  here  have  ending: 
Heaven's  youngest-teemed  star 
Hath  fix'd  her  polish'd  car. 

Her  sleeping  Lord  vrith  handmaid  lamp  atttndn^. 
And  all  about  the  courtly  stable 
Bili^baniest'd  angels  sit  in  order  serricMbl*. 
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EDMUND  WALLER. 


JliDXDHD  Wallkr,  bom  at  Ccdeshill,  Hertfordahire, 
in  March,  1605,  was  the  son  of  Robert  Waller,  Esq. 
a  gentleman  of  an  ancient  family  and  good  fortune, 
who  married  a  sister  of  the  celebrated  Jolm  Hamp- 
den. Ilie  death  of  his  father  during  his  infancy 
lefl  him  heir  to  an  estate  of  35001.  a  year,  at  that 
period  an  ample  fortune.  He  was  educated  first  at 
Eton,  whence  he  was  removed  to  King's  College  in 
Cambridge.  His  election  to  parliament  was  as 
early  as  between  his  sixteenth  or  seventeenth  year ; 
and  it  was  not  much  later  that  he  made  hb  appear- 
ance as  a  poet :  and  it  is  remarkable  that  a  copy  of 
verses  which  he  addressed  to  Prince  Cliarles,  in  his 
eighteenth  year,  exhibits  a  style  and  character  of 
versification  as  perfectly  formed  as  those  of  his 
maturest  productions.  He  again  served  in  par- 
liament before  he  was  of  age ;  and  he  continued  liis 
services  to  a  later  period.  Not  insensible  of  the 
value  of  wealth,  he  augmented  his  paternal  fortune 
by  marriage  with  a  rich  city  heiress.  In  the  long 
intermissions  of  parliament  which  occurred  after 
1628,  he  retired  to  his  mansion  of  Beaconsfield, 
where  he  continued  his  classical  studies,  under  the 
direction  of  his  kinsman  Morley,  afterwards  bishop 
of  Winchester ;  and  he  obtained  admission  to  a 
society  of  able  men  and  polite  scholars,  of  whom 
Lord  Falkland  was  the  connectiiu;  medium. 

Waller  became  a  vridower  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
five;  he  did  not,  however,  spend  much  time  in 
mourning,  but  declared  himself  the  suitor  of 
Lady  Dorothea  Sydney,  eldest  daughter  of  the 
Earl  of  Leicester,  whom  he  has  immortalized  under 
the  poetical  name  of  Seccharissa.  She  is  described 
by  him  as  a  majestic  and  scornful  beauty ;  and  he 
seems  to  delight  more  in  her  contrast,  the  gentler 
Amoret,  who  is  supposed  to  have  been  a  Lady  Sd- 
phia  Murray.  Neither  of  these  ladies,  however, 
was  won  by  his  poetic  strains ;  and,  like  another 
man,  he  consoled  himself  in  a  second  marriage. 

When  the  king's  necessities  compelled  him,  in 
1640^  once  more  to  apply  to  the  representatives  of 
the  people.  Waller,  who  was  returned  for  Ag- 
mondesham,  decidedly  took  part  with  the  members 
who  thought  that  the  redress  of  grievances  should 
precede  a  vote  for  supplies ;  and  he  made  an  ener- 
getic qieech  on  the  occasion.  He  continued  during 
three  years  to  vote  in  general  with  the  Opposition 
in  the  Long  Fisrliament,  but  did  not  enter  into  all 
their  measures.  In  particular,  he  employed  much 
cool  argument  against  the  proposal  for  the  abolition 
of  Episcopacy ;  and  he  spoke  with  freedom  and 
severity  against  some  other  plans  of  the  House. 
In  fact,  he  was  at  length  become  a  zealous  loyalist 
in  his  inclinations ;  and  his  conduct  under  the  dif- 
ficulties into  which  this  attachment  involved  him 
became  a  source  of  his  indelible  disgrace.  A  short 
narrative  will  suffice  for  the  elucidation  of  this 
matter. 


Waller  had  a  broCfaer-in-law,  named  Tonkyn^ 
who  was  clerk  of  the  queen's  council,  and  pos- 
sessed great  influence  in  the  city  among  the  vrsna 
loyalists.     On  consulting  together,   they  tfaoogfat  it 
would  be  possible  to  raise  a  powerful  party,  whidb 
might  oblige  the  parliament  to  adopt  pacific  iDe». 
sures,  by  resisting  the  payment  of  the  taxes  levied 
for  the  support  of  the  war.      About  dus   time 
Sir  Nicholas   Crii^  farmed   a  design  of  man 
dangerous  import,  which  was  that  of  exciting  tkr 
king's  friends  in  the  dty  to  an  open  leadstsnoe  «f 
the  authority  of  parliament ;  and  for  that  purpose 
he  obtained  ft  commission  of  amy  from  his  ina> 
jesty.     Tills  plan  appears  to  have  been  ariginall; 
unconnected  with  the  other ;  yet  the  commissMD 
was  made  known  to  Waller  and  Tonokyna,  and  the 
whole  was  compounded  into  a  horrid  and  dreadful 
plot.      Waller  and  Tomkyns  were  BppnbeoAtd^ 
when  the  pusillanimity  of  the  former  disclosed  die 
whole  secret.     "  He  was  so  confounded  vdth  fear," 
(says  Lord  Clarendon,)  "  that  he  confeaaed  wfatf> 
ever  he  had  heard,  said,  thought,  or  seen,  ail  thst 
he  knew  of  himself,  and  all  that  he  suspected  of 
others,  vrithout  concealing  any  person,  of  what  d»> 
gree  or  quality  soever,   or  any  discourse  whicfa  be 
had  ever  upon  any  occasion  entertained  with  them.** 
Tlie  conclusion  of  this  business  was>  that  Tamkym» 
and  Chaloner,   another  conspirator,  were  hax^edi 
and  that  Waller  was  expelled  the  House,  tried,  and 
condemned ;  but  after  a  year's  imprisonment,  and  a 
fine  of  ten  thousand  pounds,   was  suffered  to  go 
into  exile.     He  chose  Rouen  for  his  first  place  d 
foreign  exile,  where  he  lived  with  his  wife  till  his 
removal  to  Paris.     In  that  capital  he  maintained 
the  appearance  of  a  man  of  fortune,  and  cfiter- 
tained  hospitably,   supporting  this  style  of  living 
chiefly  by  the  sale  of  his  wife's  jewels.     At  length* 
after  the  lapse  of  ten  years,  being  reduced  to  vbsl 
he  called  his  rump  jewel,  he  thought  it  time  to  ap- 
ply for  permission  to  return  to  his  own  country, 
He  obtained  this  licence,  and  was  also  restoved  to 
liis  estate,  though  now  diminished  to  half  its  fbrma 
rental.     Here  be  fixed  his  abode,  at  a  house  buiU 
by  himself,  at  Beaconsfield ;  and  he  renewed  Hi 
courtly   strains  by  adulation  to   Cromvrell,    nam 
Protector,  to  whom  his  mother  was  reLated.     Td 
tliis  usurper  the  noblest  tribute  of  his  musewsi 
paid. 

When  Charles  II.  was  restored  to  the  crown, 
and  past  character  was  lightly  r^arded,  the  stum 
of  that  of  Waller  were  forgotten,  and  his  wit  and 
poetry  procured  him  notice  at  court,  and  admiwio* 
to  the  liighest  circles.  He  had  also  sufficient  isK 
terest  to  obtain  a  seat  in  the  House  of  Common^ 
in  all  the  parliaments  of  that  reign.  The  king^ 
gracious  manners  emboldened  him  to  ask  for  tbi 
vacant  place  of  provost  of  Eton  college^  vrfaicfa  wn 
granted  him;  but  Lord  Qarendooy  then  Voti 
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icAaed  to  set  tht  ted  to  tbe  grant, 
•Uedgingtfaat  b]r  the  statutes  Uymen  were  excluded 
fitrn  that  pronistBhip.  This  was  thought  the  raa- 
mi  why  Waller  joined  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
m  Uf  hostilify  against  Clarendon. 

On  the  aocessioa  of  James  II.,  Waller,  then  in 
Ilk  80tfa  year,  was  chosen  representatiTe  for  Saltash. 
Hning  now  considerably  passed  the  usual  limit  of 
bnan  life,  he  turned  his  thoughts  to  devotion,  and 
eonpoicd  som*  divine  poems,  the  usual  task  in 


which  men  of  gaiety  tenninate  their  career.  He 
died  at  Beaconsfield  in  October,  1687,  the  8Sd  year 
of  his  age.  He  left  several  diildren  by  his  second 
wife^  of  whom,  the  inheritor  of  his  estate^  Edmund, 
after  representing  Agmondesham  in  parliament, 
became  a  convert  to  quakerism. 

Waller  was  one  of  the  earliest  poets  who  ob- 
tained reputation  by  the  sweetness  and  sonorousness 
of  his  strains ;  and  there  are  perhaps  few  masten  at 
the  present  day  who  surpass  him  in  this  particular. 


TO  AMORET. 

r  An !  that  you  may  truly  know, 
^^  ]mi  unto  Thyrsis  owe  ; 
I«ni  tell  you  bow  I  do 
^KJarisM  love,  and  you. 

%  salutes  me^  when  I  set 
Mj  bleast  eyes  on  Amoret : 
Rit  with  wonder  I  am  strook, 
^liik  I  on  the  other  look. 

(f  sweet  Amoret  complains, 
Ihstescnseofall  her  pains: 
B«  for  Sscharissa  I 
Ife  not  only  grieve,  but  die 

All  diBt  of  myself  is  mine, 
Lmdj  Amoret !  is  thine, 
^K^maa's  captive  fain 
^(nU  untie  his  iron  diain ; 
^^  those  scorching  beams  to  shun 
To  dij  gentle  shadow  run. 

If  the  sonl  hod  free  election 
To  dhpose  of  her  affection ; 
I  vodd  not  thus  long  have  borne 
B>Bg^  Sacharian's  soom : 
Bat  *iii  wie  some  power  above, 
V^sdb  controls  our  wills  in  love ! 

If  sot  a  love,  a  strong  desire 
To  otste  and  spread  that  fire 
Is  m?  hrvast,  solidto  me, 
Boutoouii  Amoret !  for  thee. 

Tu  saascment  more  than  lovc^ 
VUdk  her  radiant  eyes  do  move : 
Ifimt^cndonrwaitoo  thine, 
Ttt  diey  to  benignly  shine, 
I  *TCld  turn  my  daasled  sight 
To  bdioia  their  milder  light. 
Bat  M  hsrd  *tis  to  destroy 
That  ltt|^  iame,  as  to  enjoy : 
*^«*  how  essiy  I  may  do, 
Hatcn  («  cas*ly  acal'd)  does  know ! 

AsBORt!  as  sweet  and  good 
A«  the  most  delicious  food, 
^"[^  hot  tasted,  does  impart 
^  sod  gladness  to  the  heart. 

SsAsris»*s  beauty's  wine, 
^^^  to  msHnpw  doth  incline : 
Suh  a  licjoor,  as  no  brain 
Thst  n  mortal  csn  sustain. 

Scsroe  can  I  to  I^ven  excuse 
1W  devotioB,  which  I  use 


Unto  that  adored  dame : 
'For  'tis  not  unlike  the  same. 
Which  I  thither  ought  to  send. 
So  that  if  it  could  take  end, 
'Twould  to  Heaven  itself  be  due^ 
To  succeed  her,  and  not  you : 
Who  already  have  of  me 
All  that's  not  idolatry : 
Which,  though  not  so  fierce  a  fiami^ 
Is  longer  like  to  be  the  same. 

llien  smile  on  me,  and  I  wOl  piofe 
Wonder  is  shorter-liv'd  than  love. 


TO  AMORET. 

Amorft,  the  Milky  Way, 

Fnun*d  of  nuny  nameless  stan  I 

The  smooth  stream,  where  none  caD  say^ 
He  thin  drop  to  that  prefers ! 

Amoret,  my  lovely  foe ! 

.   Tell  me  where  thy  strength  does  lie? 

Where  the  power  that  charms  us  so  ? 
In  thy  soul,  or  in  thy  eye  ? 

By  that  snowy  neck  alone^ 
Or  thy  grace  in  motion  seen. 

No  such  wonders  could  be  done ; 
Yet  thy  waist  is  straight,  and  deu^ 

As  Cupid's  shaft,  or  Hermes*  rods 

And  powerful  too^  as  cither  god. 


OF  LOVE. 

Avoia,  in  hasty  words,  or  blows^ 
Itwlf  discharges  on  our  foes ; 
And  sorrow  too  finds  some  relief 
In  tears,  which  wait  upon  our  grief  t 
So  every  passion  but  fond  love. 
Unto  its  own  redress  does  move : 
But  that  alone  the  wretch  inclines 
To  what  prevents  his  own  designs ; 
Makes  him  lament,  and  sigh,  and  weqi^ 
Disorder'd,  tremble,  fawn,  and  creep  ; 
Postures  which  render  him  dcipis'd, 
Where  he  endeavoun  to  be  pris'd : 
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For  women,  bom  to  be  contrord* 

Stoop  to  the  forward  and  the  bold ; 

Affect  the  haughty  and  the  proud, 

1^6  g^y*  ^c  frolic,  and  the  loud. 

Who  first  the  generous  steed  oppresC ; 

Not  kneeling  did  salute  the  beast ; 

But  with  high  courage,  life,  and  force, 

Approadiing,  tam*d  th*  unruly  horse. 

Unwisely  we  the  wiser  East 

Pity,  supposing  them  opprest, 

With  tyrants'  force,  whose  law  is  will, 

By  which  they  govern,  spoil,  and  kill : 

Each  nymph,  but  moderately  fiur. 

Commands  with  no  less  rigour  here. 

Should  some  brave  Turk,  that  walks  among 

His  twenty  lasses,  bright  and  young. 

And  beckons  to  the  willing  diune, 

F^err'd  to  quench  his  present  flame^ 

Behold  as  many  gallants  here. 

With  modest  guise,  and  silent  fear. 

All  to  one  female  idol  bend. 

While  her  high  pride  does  scarce  descend 

To  mark  their  follies,  he  would  swear, 

Hiat  these  her  guard  of  eunuchs  were ; 

And  that  a  more  majestic  queen. 

Or  humbler  slaveS)  he  had  not  seen. 

All  this  with  indignation  spoke. 
In  vain  I  struggled  with  the  yoke 
Of  mighty  love :  that  conquering  look. 
When  next  beheld,  like  lightning  strook 
My  blasted  soul,  and  made  me  bow 
Lower  than  those  I  pity*d  now. 

So  the  tall  stag,>upon  the  brink 
Of  some  smooth  stream,  about  to  drink, 
Surveying  there  his  armed  head. 
With  shame  remembers  that  he  fled 
The  scorned  dogs,  resolves  to  try 
Tlie  combat  next :  but,  if  their  cry 
Invades  again  his  trembling  ear, 
He  strait  resumes  liis  wonted  care ; 
Leaves  tbe  untasted  spring  behind* 
And,  wing*d  with  fear,  outflies  the  wind. 


WALLER. 


OF  THX 

MARRIAGE  OF  THE  DWARF& 

DcsiGir  or  Chance  make  others  wive. 

But  Nature  did  this  match  contrive : 

Eve  might  as  well  have  Adam  fled. 

As  she  deny*d  her  little  bed 

To  him,  for  whom  Heav'n  seem*d  to  frame. 

And  measure  out  tliis  only  dame. 

Tliricc  happy  is  that  humble  pair, 
Beneatli  the  level  of  all  care ! 
Over  whose  heads  those  arrows  fly 
Of  sad  distrust  and  jealousy : 
Secured  in  as  high  extreme. 
As  if  the  world  held  none  but  them. 

To  him  the  fairest  nymphs  do  show 
Like  moving  mountains  topped  with  snow ; 
And  every  man  a  Polypheme 
Does  to  his  Galatea  seem  : 
None  may  presume  her  fiuth  to  prove ; 
He  proffers  death,  that  proffers  have. 

Ah !  Chloris !  that  kind  Nature  tbui 
From  all  the  world  liad  sever'd  us : 
Creating  for  ourselves  us  two, 
Ak  Love  has  me  for  only  you ! 


A  PANXflTAIC 

TO  MY  LORD  PROTECTOR, 

Of  the  Present  GreatnesM,  and  Johti  Interest  of  hit 
Highness  and  this  Nation. 

While  with  a  strong,  and  yet  a  gentle,  hand. 
You  bridle  faction,  and  our  hearts  command, 
IVotect  us  fit»m  ourselves,  and  from  the  Soe, 
Make  us  unite,  and  make  us  conquer  too : 

Let  partial  spirits  still  aloud  complain, 
Hiink  themselves  injur*d  that  they  cannot  rrigiv 
And  own  no  liberty,  but  where  tfaey  may 
ITflthout  control  upon  their  fellows  prey. 

Above  the  waves  as  Neptune  show'd  his  fiwe, 
To  chide  the  winds,  and  save  the  Thjan  nee ; 
So  has  your  highness,  rais*d  above  die  res^ 
Stonns  of  ambition,  tossing  us,  represt. 

Your  drooping  country,  torn  with  dvil  hate, 
Restor*d  by  you,  is  made  a  glorious  state ; 
Hie  seat  of  empire,  where  the  Irish  come, 
And  the  unwilling  Scots,  to  fetch  their  doom. 

Hie  sea's  our  own :  and  now,  all  nations  gree^ 
With  bending  sails,  each  vessel  of  our  fleet : 
Your  power  extends  as  far  as  winds  can  blow. 
Or  swelling  sails  upon  the  globe  may  go. 

Heaven  (that  hath  plac*d  this  island  to  give  law, 
To  balance  Europe,  and  her  states  to  awe,) 
In  this  conjunction  doth  on  Britain  smile, 
Tlie  greatest  leader,  and  the  greatest  isle ! 

Whether  this  portion  of  the  world  were  rent, 
By  the  rude  ocean,  from  the  <^tinent. 
Or  thus  created ;  it  was  sure  design'd 
To  be  the  sacred  refuge  of  mankind. 

Hitfier  th*  oppreas*d  shall  henceforth  resort. 
Justice  to  crave,  and  succour,  at  your  court ; 
And  then  your  highness,  not  for  our's  alone^ 
But  for  the  world's  protector  shall  be  known. 

Fame,  swifter  than  your  winged  navy,  flics 
Through  every  land,  that  near  the  ocean  lies; 
Soundmg  your  name,  and  telling  dreadfiil  news 
To  all  that  piracy  and  rapine  use. 

With  such  a  chief  the  meanest  nation  Uesl^ 
Might  hope  to  lift  her  head  above  the  rest: 
What  may  be  thought  impossible  to  do 
By  us,  embraced  by  the  sea  and  you  ? 

Lords  of  the  world's  great  waste,  the  ocean,  we 
Whole  forests  send  to  reign  upon  the  sea ; 
And  every  coast  may  trouble,  or  relieve : 
But  none  can  visit  us  without  your  leave. 

Angels  and  we  have  this  prerogative, 
Hiat  none  can  at  our  happy  seats  arrive : 
While  we  descend  at  pleasure,  to  invade 
Hie  bad  with  vengeance,  and  the  good  to  aid. 

Our  little  world,  the  image  of  the  greats 
Like  that,  amidst  the  boundless  ocean  set. 
Of  her  own  growth  hath  all  tbA  nature  cntei, 
And  all  that's  rare,  as  tribute  flrom  die  wtves. 


A  PANEGYRIC  TO  MY  LORD  PROTECTOR. 
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As  EgTpl  does  not  on  the  clouds  rely, 

But  to  tiie  Nile  owes  more  than  to  the  sky  | 

Soy  what  our  Earth,  and  what  our  Hearen,  denies, 

Our  ever-coostant  ftiend,  the  sea,  supplies. 

Hie  taste  of  hot  Arabia's  spice  we  know. 
Free  from  the  scorching  sun  that  makes  it  grow : 
Without  Ibe  worm,  in  Persian  silks  we  shine ; 
And,  without  planting,  drink  of  every  vine. 

To  dig  for  wealth,  we  weary  not  our  limbs ; 
Gold,  though  the  heaviest  metal,  hither  swims. 
Ours  is  the  harvest  where  the  Indians  mow. 
We  plough  the  deep,  and  reap  what  others  sow. 

Tbings  of  the  noblest  kind  our  own  soil  breeds ; 
Stout  are  our  men,  and  warlike  are  our  steeds : 
£«ne,  though  her  eagle  through  the  world  had  flown. 
Could  never  make  this  island  all  her  own. 

Here  the  third  Edward,  and  the  Black  Prince  too, 
FRau»<onquering  Henry  flourish'd,  and  now  you ; 
For  whom  we  atay'd,  as  did  the  Grecian  state^ 
Till  Alexander  came  to  urge  their  fate. 

Wben  fin>  more  worlds  the  Macedonian  cry'd, 
He  wist  not  Thetis  in  her  lap  did  hide 
Aoodier  yet :  a  world  reserved  for  you, 
To  make  more  great  than  that  he  did  subdue. 

He  afely  might  old  troops  to  battle  lead. 
Against  th*  unwarlike  Persian  and  the  Mede, 
WiMMe  httty  flight  did,  from  a  bloodless  field. 
More  spoils  than  honour  to  the  victor  yield. 

A  race  unconquer'd,  by  their  clime  made  bold, 
TW  Caledonians,  arm'd  with  want  and  cold, 
Have,  by  a  &te  indulgent  to  your  fame, 
Been  from  all  ages  kept  for  you  to  tame. 

^hesa  the  old  Raman  wall,  so  ill  confined, 
Witii  a  new  diain  of  ganisons  you  bind: 
Here  foreign  gold  no  more  shall  make  them  come ; 
Osr  Eo^sh  Lnm  holds  them  fast  at  home. 

^^t  that  henceforth  must  be  content  to  know 
Ao  warmer  r^on  than  their  hills  of  snow, 
^y  blame  the  sun ;  but  must  extol  your  grace, 
^^locb  in  our  senate  hath  allow'd  them  place. 

P^er*d  by  conquest,  happily  o'erthrown. 
Filling  they  rise,  to  be  with  us  made  one : 
So  kind  dictators  made,  when  they  came  home^ 
IWir  vanquish'd  foes  free  citizens  of  Rome. 

like  favour  find  the  Irish,  with  like  fate 
Adwic'd  to  be  a  portion  of  our  state ; 
Wfafle  by  your  valour,  and  your  bounteous  mind, 
^'itioDs  divided  by  the  sea  are  joiu*d. 

HoQand,  to  gain  your  friendship,  is  content 
To  be  our  out-guard  on  the  continent : 
w  from  her  fellow-provinces  would  go, 
&*fl>er  than  hazard  to  have  you  her  foe. 

In  our  bite  fi^it,  when  cannons  did  diffuse, 
^vventing  posts,  the  terrour  and  the  news 
^  ndgfabonr  princes  ivembled  at  their  roar : 
Bttt  oar  conjunction  makes  them  tremble  more. 


Your  never-f[^ling  swofd  made  war  to  cease, 
And  now  you  heal  us  witli  the  acts  of  peace  ; 
Our  minds  with  bounty  and  with  awe  engage, 
Invite  affection,  and  restrain  our  rage. 

Less  pleasure  take  brave  minds  in  battles  won, 
Than  in  restoring  such  as  are  undone : 
Tigers  have  courage,  and  the  rugged  bear, 
But  man  alone  can,  whom  he  conquers,  spare. 

To  pardon,  willing,  and  to  punish,  loth. 
You  strike  witli  one  hand,  but  you  heal  with  both; 
Lifting  up  all  tliat  prostrate  lie,  you  grieve 
You  cannot  make  the  dead  again  to  live. 

When  Fate  or  orrour  had  our  age  misled. 
And  o*er  this  nation  such  confusion  spread ; 
The  only  cure,  which  could  from  Heaven  come  dowiw 
Was  so  mftch  power  and  piety  in  one. 

One !  whose  extraction  from  an  ancient  line 
Gives  hope  again,  that  well-bom  men  may  shine  t 
Hie  meanest  in  your  nature,  mild  and  good  s 
The  noblest  rest  secured  in  your  blood. 

Oft  have  we  wonder'd,  how  you  hid  in  peace 
A  mind  proportion'd  to  such  things  as  these ; 
How  such  a  ruling  sp*rit  you  could  restrain. 
And  practise  first  over  yourself  to  reign. 

Your  private  life  did  a  just  pattern  give, 
How  fiithers,  husbands,  pious  sons,  should  live ; 
Bom  to  command,  your  princely  virtues  slept, 
Like  humble  David's,  while  the  flock  he  kept. 

But  when  your  troubled  country  call'd  you  fortli, 
Your  flaming  courage  and  your  matchless  worth. 
Dazzling  the  eyes  of  all  that  did  pretend, 
To  fierce  contention  gave  a  prosperous  end. 

Still,  as  you  rise,  the  state,  exalted  too. 
Finds  no  distemper  while  *tU  chang*d  by  you ; 
Changed  like  the  world's  great  scene !  when  without 

noite. 
The  rising  sun  night's  vulgar  lights  destroys. 

Had  you,  some  ages  past,  this  race  of  glory 
Run,  widi  amazement  we  should  read  your  story : 
But  living  virtue,  all  achievements  past. 
Meets  envy  still,  to  grapple  with  at  last. 

This  Caesar  found ;  and  that  ungrateful  age, 
With  losing  him,  went  back  to  blood  and  rage ; 
Mistaken  Brutus  thought  to  break  their  yoke. 
But  cut  the  bond  of  union  with  that  stroke. 

That  sun  once  set,  a  thousand  meaner  stars 
Gave  a  dim  light  to  violence  and  wars ; 
To  such  a  tempest  as  now  threatens  all. 
Did  not  your  mighty  arm  prevent  the  fall. 

If  Rome's  great  senate  could  not  wield  that  sword. 
Which  of  the  conquer'd  world  had  made  them  lord; 
What  hope  had  ours,  while  yet  their  power  was  new. 
To  mle  victorious  armies,  but  by  you  ? 

You !  that  had  taught  them  to  subdue  their  foes. 
Could  order  teach,  and  their  high  spirits  compose : 
To  every  duty  could  their  minds  engage. 
Provoke  their  courage,  and  command  their  rage. 

L 
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So,  when  a  Hon  thaket  bb  dmdftil  mftie. 
And  aogry  gnmiy  if  be  that  fint  ttiok  pain 
To  tame  hu  yootli,  approach  the  haughty  beast, 
He  bends  to  him,  bat  firights  awaj  the  rest 

As  the  fex'd  world,  to  find  Rpose,  at  last 
Itself  into  Augustus*  arms  did  csst ; 
So  England  now  does,  with  like  toil  opprest, 
Her  weary  head  upon  your  bosom  rest. 

Then  let  the  Muses,  with  such  notes  as  these^ 
Instruct  us  what  belongs  unto  our  peace  I 
Tour  battles  they  heresfter  shsll  indite, 
And  draw  the  image  of  our  Maisin  fight; 

Tell  of  towns  storm'd,  of  armies  ofer-run. 
And  mighty  kingdoms  by  your  conduct  won ; 
How,  while  you  thunder*d,  clouds  of  dust  did  dioke 
Contending  troops,  and  seas  lay  hid  in  smoke. 

Illustrious  acts  high  raptures  do  inftise. 
And  every  conqueror  creates  a  Muse : 
Here  in  low  strains  your  milder  deeds  we  sing : 
But  there,  my  lord !  we*U  bays  and  olite  bring 

To  crown  your  head,  while  you  in  triumph  ride 
0*er  Tanquish*d  nations,  and  the  sea  beside ; 
While  all  your  neighbour  princes  unto  yon, 
Like  Joseph's  sheaves,  pay  reverence  and  bow. 


OF  ENGLISH  VERSE. 

Poets  may  boast,  as  safely  vain, 
Tlieir  works  shall  with  the  world  remain 
Both  bound  together,  live  or  die. 
The  verses  and  the  prophecy. 

But  who  can  hope  his  line  should  long 
Last,  in  a  daily-changing  tongue? 
While  they  are  new,  envy  prevails ; 
And  as  that  dies,  our  language  faib. 

When  architects  have  done  their  part. 
The  matter  may  betray  their  art : 
Time,  if  we  use  ill-chosen  stone. 
Soon  brings  a  well-built  palace  down. 

Poets,  that  lasting  maible  seek, 
Must  carve  in  Latin  or  in  Greek : 
We  write  in  sand,  our  language  grows. 
And,  like  the  tide,  our  work  o*erflows. 

Chaucer  his  sense  can  only  boast. 
The  glory  of  his  numbers  lost ! 
Tears  have  defaced  his  matchless  stnin. 
And  yet  he  did  not  sing  in  vain. 

The  beauties,  which  adom*d  that  age, 
The  shining  subjects  of  his  rage. 
Hoping  th^  should  immortal  prove^ 
Rewarded  with  success  his  love. 

TUs  was  the  gen*rous  poet's  scope ; 
And  all  sn  English  pen  can  hope ; 
To  make  the  fair  igpprove  his  flame, 
Tint  can  10  far  citaod  their  fiune. 


Verse^  thus  design'd,  has  no  ill  fii% 
If  it  arrive  but  at  the  date 
Of  fialiqg  beauty,  if  it  prove 
But  as  long-liv'd  as  present  loecw 


ram  sroaror 


PHCEBUS  AND  DAFHNS 


I 


Tmsis,  a  youth  of  the  inqiired  tnin. 
Fair  Sarharissa  lov'd,  but  lov'd  in  vain : 
Like  Phcebus  sung  the  no  less  amowiut  bo>f ; 
like  Dqihne  she,  as  lovdy,  and  as  coy ! 
With  numbers  he  the  flying  nymph  porsaea: 

With  numbers,  such  as  Fhcsbus*  adf  might 

Such  is  the  chase,  when  Love  and  Fancy  lead% 
O'er  craggy  mountains,  and  throu^  flowery 
Invok'd  to  testify  the  lover's  care, 
Or  form  some  image  of  his  cruel  ftir. 
Urg'd  with  his  fuiy,  like  a  vrounded  i    _ 
O'er  these  he  fled ;  and  now  approaching 
Had  reach'd  the  nymph  with  hu  haraMMUoiis  Isj, 
Whom  all  his  darms  could  not  incline  to  alay. 
Tet,  what  he  sung  in  his  immortal  strsin. 
Though  unsuccessful,  was  not  sung  in  vain : 
All,  but  the  nymph  that  should  redress  fab  wrai^ 
Attend  his  passion,  and  approve  his  song. 
Like  Phcebus  thus,  acquiring  unsought  praise. 
He  catch'd  atlove,  and  fill'd  his  arms  widi  bays. 


SONG. 

Go,  lovely  Rose ! 
Tell  her,  that  wastes  her  time  and  me^ 

That  now  she  knows, 
When  I  resemble  her  to  thee, 
How  sweet,  and  fair,  she  seems  to  be. 

Tell  her  that's  young. 
And  shuns  to  have  her  gracea  spy*^ 

That  hadst  thou  ^rung 
In  deserts,  where  no  men  abidc^ 
Thou  must  have  uncommended  dy*dL 

Small  is  the  worth 
Of  beauty,  from  the  light  retired : 

Bid  her  come  forth. 
Suffer  herself  to  be  desir'd, 
And  not  blush  so  to  be  admired. 

Then  die!  that  she 
The  common  fiite  of  all  things  Fare 

May  read  in  thee : 
How  small  a  part  of  time  they  shares 
That  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  fiur ! 


TO  PHTLLISL 

Phyllis  !  why  should  we  delay 
Pleasures  shorter  than  the  day  7 
Could  we  (which  we  never  em !) 
Stretch  our  lives  beyond  theb  span. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 
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Bontj  like  a  iluidovr  flifli, 
And  our  jfooth  bdora  us  dicfc 
Or,  would  yootfa  and  beauty  flayt 
liOfcbaih  wingBy  and  will  swaj. 
Loie halfa  iwmcr  wingiUian  Time; 
Cbage  to  love  to  HeaTen  does  climb 
Gotkythtt  nafef  cbance  their  ital^ 
V«y  oft  their  love  and  hate. 

Vky^ !  to  this  truth  we  owe 
AD  the  lofe  betwixt  us  two : 
Lttsot  joa  and  1  inquire, 
VIm  has  been  our  past  desire ; 
(k  what  jliepbefd  you  have  smil'dy 
Or  wbat  nymphs  I  have  beguil*d : 
Lave  it  to  the  planets  too^ 
Vbt  we  diaU  hereafter  do : 
For  the  joys  we  now  may  prorc^ 
Tdbs  advice  of  pvetent  love. 


Tbat, 
flbfl 
Ko 
His 


ON  A  GIRDLE. 

her . slender  vraist  confin'd, 
my  joyivl  temples  bind : 

but  would  give  his  crown, 
miglit  do  what  thb  has  done. 


It  was  my 
DidaU 


Davk  sO  tfaafa 

GiwnebBt 

Tsktslltfae 


s  extremcst  sphere, 
bddthat  lovely  deer  : 
griel^  my  hops^  my  love, 
tfda  aide  move ! 


!  and  yet  there 
^ood.  and  all  that's  fitf  r : 

tins  ribbon  bound, 
the  Sun  goes  iDiind. 


TO  ZELINDA. 

of  wdl4brm*d  earth ! 
thus  yonr  haughty  birth : 
wbacfa  yott  have  o*er  us^  Ues 
but  in  your  eyes. 
/  — Alaa!  thatveioa 


to 

haveplac*d 
eeUs»  how  small 
vrould&U! 


Nor  all  appear,  among  thoae  few, 

Worthy  the  stocJ^  from  whence  they  grew : 

The  8^  which  at  the  root  is  bred. 

In  trees^  through  all  the  boughs  is  spread : 

But  virtues^  iWiich  in  parent  shine, 

Make  not  like  j^rogress  through  the  line. 

'Tis  not  from  whom,  but  whore,  we  live : 

The  place  does  oft  those  graces  give. 

Great  Julius,  on  the  mountains  bred, 

A  flock  perhaps,  or  herd,  had  led : 

He  *,  Uiat  the  world  subdued,  had  been 

But  die  best  vnrestler  on  the  green. 

'Tis  art,  and  knowledge,  which  draw  forth 

The  hidden  seeds  of  native  worth : 

They  blow  those  flparks,  and  make  them  rise 

Into  such  flames  as  touch  the  skies. 

To  the  old  heroes  henoe  vras  given 

A  pedigree,  which  reach*d  to  heaven : 

Of  mortal  seed  they  were  not  held. 

Which  other  mortals  so  ezcell'd. 

And  beauty  too,  in  such  ezcess 

As  yours,  Zelinda !  claims  no  less. 

Smile  but  on  me,  and  you  shall  scorn, 

Henceforth,  to  be  of  princes  bom. 

I  can  describe  the  shady  grove. 

Where  your  lov*d  mother  slept  with  Jove, 

And  yet  excuse  the  iaultless  dame. 

Caught  with  her  spouse*s  shape  and  name : 

Thy  matchless  form  will  credit  bring 

To  all  the  wonders  I  shall  singi 


TO  A  LADT 

SIKOniO  A  SOMO  OP  BIS  COKTOSIirG. 

Cflioais,  yourself  yon  so  excel. 

When  you  vouchsale  to  breathe  my  though^ 
That,  like  a  spirit,  with  this  spell 

Of  my  own  teaching,  I  am  cangfat 

That  eagle's  flute  and  mine  are  ooe^ 
Whi^  on  the  shaft  that  made  Urn  die, 

Espy'd  a  feather  of  his  own. 
Wherewith  he  wont  to  soar  so  bight 

Had  Echo  with  so  svreet  a  grace 
Narcisstts'  loud  oomplainu  retum*d 

Not  for  reflectbn  of  his  face. 
But  of  his  Toice,  the  boy  had  bam'd. 

•  Alexander. 


LS 
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JOHN  DRYDEN. 


John  Drtdek  was  born,   probably  in  1631,  in 
the  parish  of  Aldwinde-AUsainta,  in  Nortfaamp- 
tonshire.     His    father   possessed    a  small    estate, 
acted  as  a  justice  of  the  peace  during  the  usurp- 
ation, and  seems  to  have    been  a   presbyterian. 
John,  at  a  proper  age,   was  sent  to  Westminster 
school,  of  which  Busby  was  then  master ;  and  was 
thence  electa  to  a  scholarship  in  TVinity  ooll^re, 
Cambridge.     He  took  his  degrees  of  bachelor  and 
master  of  arts  in  the  university ;  but  thouj^  be  had 
written  two  short  copies  of  verses  about  the  time  of 
his  admission,  his  name  does  not  occur  among  the 
academical  poets  of  this  period.      By  his  fiither's 
death,  in  1654,  he  succeeded  to  the  estate,  and,  re- 
moving to  the  metropolis,  he  made  his  entrance  into 
public  life,   under  the  auspices  of  his  kinsman, 
Sir  Gilbert  Pickering,  one  of  Cromwell's  council 
and  house  of  lords,  and  staunch  to  the  principles 
then  predominant.      On  the  death  of  Cromwell, 
Dryden  wrote  some  **  Heroic  Stanzas,**  strongly 
marked  by  the  loftiness  of  expression  and  variety  of 
imageiy  which    characterised  his    more    mature 
cflTorts.     Tliey  were,  however,  criticised  with  some 
severity. 

At  the  Restoration,  Dryden  lost  no  time  in 
obliterating  former  stains;  and,  as  far  as  it  was 
possible,  rendered  himself  peculiarly  distinguished 
for  tlie  base  servility  of  his  stnuns.  He  greeted  the 
king's  return  by  a  poem,  entitled  **  Astraea  Redux,** 
which  was  followed  by  "  A  Panegyric  on  the 
Coronation:**  nor  did  Lord  Chancellor  Clarendon 
escape  his  encomiastic  lines.  His  marriage  with 
Lady  Elizabeth  Howard,  daughter  of  the  Earl  of 
Berkshire,  is  supposed  to  have  taken  place  in  1665. 
About  this  time  he  first  appears  as  a  writer  for  the 
stage,  in  which  quality  he  composed  several  pieces ; 
and  though  he  did  not  display  himself  as  a  prime 
favourite  of  the  dramatic  muse,  his  facility  of  liar- 
monious  versification,  and  his  splendour  of  poetic 
diction,  gained  him  admirers.  In  1667  he  pub- 
lished a  singular  poem,  entitled  "  Annus  Minu 
bilis,*'  the  subjects  of  which  were,  the  naval  war 
with  the  Dutch,  and  the  fire  of  London.  It  was 
written  in  four-line  stanzas,  a  form  which  has  since 
gone  into  disuse  in  heroic  subjects ;  but  the  piece 
abounded  in  images  of  genuine  poetry,  tliough  in- 
termixed with  many  extravagances. 

At  this  period  of  his  life  Dryden  became  pro- 
fessionally a  writer  for  the  stage,  having  entered 
into  a  contract  with  the  patentees  of  t^  King's 
Theatre,  to  supply  them  with  three  plays  in  a 
year,  upon  the  condition  of  being  allowed  the  profit 
of  one  share  and  a  quarter  out  of  twelve  shares  and 
three  quarters,  into  which  the  theatrical  stock  was 
divided.  Of  the  plays  written  upon  the  above  con- 
tract, a  small  proportion  have  kept  tlieir  place  on 
the  stage,  or  in  the  closet.  On  the  death  of 
Sir  W.  Davenant,  in   I6G8,    Dryden  obtained  the 


post  of  poeUlaureat,  to  which  was  added  (he  bus* 
cure  place  of  bistoriognpher  royal ;  the  joint  sds. 
ries  of  which  amount^  to  200  L 

Tlie  tragedies  composed  by  Dryden  were  wrioa 
in  his  earlier  periods,  in  rhyme,  wfaicfa  cucmnstaocc 
probably  contributed  to  the  poetical  rant  by  vlndi 
they  were  too  mudi  characterised.  For  tibe  cor- 
rection of  this  &ult,  Villiers,  Duke  of  Bui^iiigfaaE, 
in  conjunction  with  other  wits,  wrote  the  odcbniBii 
burieaque  drama,  entitled  **  The  Behearaal,''  of 
wfaidi  Dryden,  under  the  name  of  Bajea,  wasuik 
the  hero ;  and,  in  order  to  point  tba  riificnk^  1ft 
daess,  phraseology,  and  mode  of  wyitation,  wm 
exactly  imitated  by  the  actor.  It  docs  not,  bm- 
ever,  appear  that  hu  solid  reputation  as  a  poet  mi 
injured  by  this  attack.  He  had  the  candour  to  ac- 
knowledge that  several  of  tbe  strokes  were  jati, 
and  he  wisely  refrained  from  making  any  ina 
reply. 

In  1681,  and,  as  it  is  asserted,  at  the  king's  ex- 
press desire,  he  wrote  his  fiunoua  politick  poem,! 
entitled  '*  Absolom  and  Acfaitopfael  ;**  in  vfaidii 
the  incidents  in  the  life  of  David  were  adapted  to 
those  of  Charles  II.  in  relation  to  the  Duke  a( 
Monmouth  and  the  Earl  of  Shaftesbury.  Ifi^ 
poetry  and  its  severity  caused  it  to  be  read  withgrcaC 
eagerness;  and  as  it  raised  the  autiiorto  higfa&< 
vour  with  the  court  party,  so  it  involved  him  in  ir- 
reconcihible  enmity  with  its  opponents.  TfaeK 
feelings  were  rendered  more  acute  by  his  "  Medsl,| 
a  Satire  on  Sedition,"  written  in  the  same  year,  oa 
occasion  of  a  medal  struck  by  the  wfaigs,  whoi  « 
grand  jury  returned  Ignoramut  to  an  indictintQl 
preferred  against  Lord  Shaftesbury,  for  high  tre^ 
son.  Hie  rancour  of  this  piece  is  not  easily  to  b« 
paralleled  among  party  poems.  In  1682,  he  pub- 
lished "  Mac-^«Jcnoe,"  a  short  piece,  tlinmiBd 
ridicule  upon  his  very  unequal  rival,  ShadwdC 
In  the  same  year,  one  of  his  most  serious  poems, 
the  "  Religio  Laid,*'  made  its  appearance.  Ici 
purpose  was  to  give  a  compendious  view  of  the  ar^l 
guments  for  revealed  religion,  and  to  ascertain  in 
what  the  authority  of  reveladcm  essentially  cnmwrs 

Soon  after  this  time  he  ceased  to  write  for  tfai 
stage.  His  dramatic  vein  was  probably  exhausted, 
and  his  circumstances  were  distressed.  To  this  p»* 
riod  Mr.  Malone  refers  a  letter  written  by  him  tii 
Hyde,  Earl  of  Rochester,  in  which,  with  modest 
dignity,  he  pleads  merit  enough  not  to  deserve  u 
starve,  and  requests  snne  small  employment  in  tb< 
customs  or  excise,  or,  at  least,  the  payment  of  faa£ 
a  year's  pension  fbr  the  supply  of  his  present  neoes. 
sities.  He  never  obtained  any  of  the  requested 
places,  and  was  doomed  to  find  the  bookseUers  fca 
best  patrons. 

Cliarles  II.  died  in  1685,  and  was  succeeded  b] 
his  brotlier  James  II.,  who  .qpenly  dedared  his  at 
tachment  to  tlie  religion  of  Rome.     It  was  not  lon^ 
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before  Dirden  conformed  to  the  same  religion. 
Tim  step  has  been  the  cause  of  much  obloquy  on 
OQc  ude,  and  has  found  much  excuse  on  the  other ; 
but  if  it  be  considered,  from  a  view  of  his  past  life, 
tbi,  in  changing  his  religious  profession,  he  could 
lave  had  little  difficulty  to  encounter,  it  will  appear 
BO  breach  of  candour  to  suppose  that  his  immediate 
Bctnewas  nothing  more  than  personal  interest. 
TV  reward  be  obtained  from  his  compliance  was  an 
•d^don  to  his  pension  of  100 1.  per  annum.     Some 
&»  after  be  was  engaged  in  a  work  wliich  was  the 
kagest  single  piece  he  ev^r  composed.     This  was 
hk  eUfaofate  controversial  poem  of  "  The  Hind 
tad  leather.  *'     When  completed,  notwithstanding 
ib  unpromiaing  subject,   and  signal  absurdity  of 
pbn,  such  was  the  power  of  Dryden*s  verse,  that  it 
ni  read  with  avidity,  and  bore  every  mark  of  oc- 
otpying  the  public  attention.      The  birth  of  a 
frince  called  forth  a  congratulatory  poem  from  Dry- 
dea,  entitled  *<  Britannia  Rediviva,"   in  which  he 
*«itumi  to  nae  a  poet's  privilege  of  prophesy,  forc- 
ing a  commencing  era  of  prosperity  to  the  nation 
tfd  the  church  from  this  auspicious  event ;  but  in 
^ !  for  the  revolution  took  place  witliin  a  few 
Bnnfas,  and  the  hopes  of  the  party  were  blasted  for 
wer. 

Drrden  was  a  severe  sufferer  from  the  change  : 
tv  jMsts  and  pensions  were  taken  away,  and  tiie 
poetical  laurel  was  conferred  upon  his  insignificant 
>Ha!,  ShadwelL  He  was  now,  in  advanced  life,  to 
^peod  upon  his  own  exertions  for  a  security  from 
ibMJote  indigence.  His  faculties  were  equal  to 
^  eaiergcncy ;  and  it  will  surprise  some  theorists 


to  be  told,  that  the  ten  concluding  years  of  his  life, 
in  which  he  wrote  for  bread,  and  composed  at  a  cer- 
tain rate  per  line,  were  those  of  many  of  the  pieces 
which  have  most  contributed  to  immortalise  hi« 
name.  Tbby  were  those  of  his  translation  of  Juve- 
nal and  Persius  ;  of  that  of  Virgil  entire,  a  work 
which  enriches  the  English  language,  and  has 
greatly  promoted  the  author's  fame ;  of  his  cele^ 
brated  Alexander's  Feast ;  and  of  his  Fables,  con- 
taining some  o£  the  richest  and  most  truly  poetical 
pieces  which  he  ever  composed.  Of  these,  several 
will  appear  in  the  subsequent  collection  of  his  works. 
Nor  ought  his  prose  writings  to  be  neglected, 
which,  chiefly  consisting  of  the  critical  essays  pre- 
fixed to  bis  poems,  are  performances  of  extraordi- 
nary vigour  and  comprehension  of  mind,  and  afford^ 
perhaps,  tlie  best  specimens  of  genuine  English. 

Dryden  died  of  «  spreading  inflammation  in  one 
of  liis  toes,  on  the  first  of  May,  1 700,  and  was 
buried  in  Westminstet  Abbey,  next  to  the  tomb  of 
Cliaucer.  No  monument  marked  his  grave,  till  a 
plain  one,  with  his  bust,  was  erected,  at  the  expence 
of  Sheffield,  Duke  of  Buckingham.  He  left  behind 
him  three  sons,  all  brought  up  to  letters.  Hla 
own  characler  was  cold  and  reserved,  backward  in 
personal  advances  to  the  great,  and  rather  heavy  in 
conversation.  In  fact,  he  was  too  much  engaged 
in  literature  to  devote  much  of  his  time  to  society. 
Few  writers  of  liis  time  delighted  so  much  to  ap- 
proach the  verge  of  proplianencss ;  whence  it  may 
l)e  inferred,  tliat  though  religion  was  an  interesting 
topic  of  discussion  to  him,  he  bad  very  littie  of  ita 
spirit  in  liis  heart 


ANNUS  MIRABILIS: 

THE    TKAE     OP     WOKOEM.S,      1666. 

1«  thriving  arts  long  time  had  Holland  grown, 
Citnidang  at  home  and  cruel  when  abroad : 

«Te  leaving  us  the  means  to  claim  our  own ; 
^  king  they  courted,  and  our  merchants  aw'd. 

T^vlr,  which  like  blood  should  circularly  flow, 
^("pp'<l  in  their  channels,  found  its  freedom  lost: 

^^M^  the  wealth  of  all  tfie  world  did  go, 
^  aecai'd  but  ahipwreck'd  on  to  b«e  a  ooiit 


^  than  alone  the  Hearens  had  kindly  best ; 

"1  aatem  quarries  ripening  precious  dew : 
tr  than  the  Idumaean  balm  did  sweat, 

Vad  b  hot  Ccilon  spicy  forests  grew. 

^  ^m  but  aecm'd  the  labourer  of  the  year ; 
Each  waxing  Moon  supply'd  her  watwy  store, 

Tl  Wdl  tlMM>  tulM  «l.:^li  IW«m  *ho  lino  AlA  IwMr 


^1  thoae  tides  which  from  the  line  did  bear 
"nKir  brim.lttU  vessels  to  the  Belgian  shore. 

D&is  mighty  in  her  ships,  stood  Carthage  long, 
Aad  m|«  the  riches  of  the  world  from  far ; 

»rt  ilciQfy'd  to  Rome,  leas  wealthy,  but  more  strong : 
^ad  this  nay  ptove  our  second  Punic  war. 


What  peace  can  be,  where  both  to  one  pretend  ? 

(  But  they  more  diligent,  and  we  more  strong) 
Or  if  a  peace,  it  soon  must  have  an  end ; 

For  they  would  grow  too  powerful  were  it  long. 

Behold  two  nations  then,  engag'd  so  far, 

That  each  seven  years  the  fit  must  shake  each  land: 

Where  France  will  side  to  weaken  us  by  wai; 
Who  only  can  his  vast  designs  withstand. 

See  how  he  feeds  th*  Iberian  witii  delays, 
To  render  us  his  timely  friendship  vain : 

And  while  his  secret  soul  on  Flanders  preys, 
He  rocks  the  cradle  of  the  babe  of  Spain. 

Such  deep  designs  of  empire  does  he  lay 

O'er  them,  whose  cause  he  seems  to  take  in  hand ; 

And  prudently  would  make  them  lords  at  sea, 
To  whom  with  case  he  can  give  laws  by  land. 

This  saw  our  king;  and  long  within  his  breast 
His  pensive  counsels  balanc'd  to  and  fro : 

He  griev'd  the  land  he  freed  should  be  oppresa'd, 
Ajad  he  less  for  it  than  usurpers  do. 

His  generous  mind  the  fair  ideas  drew 
Of  fiune  and  honour,  which  in  dangers  lay ; 

Where  wealth,  like  fruit  on  precipices,  grew, 
Not  to  be  gathcr'd  but  by  birds  of  prey 
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Tlw  loM  and  gain  each  fitfaUy  were  great ; 

And  stUl  htt  subjects  called  aloud  lor  war: 
But  peaceful  kings,  o'er  mailial  people  set. 

Each  other's  poise  and  oountertMlano^  ai^e. 


He  fint  survey'd  the  diarge  with  careful  eyes, 
Whidi  none  but  migh^  monardis  could  maintain; 

Tet  judg'd,  like  vapours  that  from  limbecs  rise^ 
It  would  in  richer  showers  descend  again. 

At  length  resolVd  t*  assert  the  watery  ball. 
He  in  himself  did  whole  armadoes  bsing : 

Him  aged  seamen  might  their  master  call. 

And  choose  for  general,  were  he  not  their  king. 

It  seems  as  every  ship  their  sovereign  knows, 
His  awful  summons  they  so  soon  obey ; 

So  hear  the  scaly  herd  when  Proteus  blows, 
And  so  to  pasture  follow  through  the 


DRYDEN. 


To  see  this  fleet  upon  the  ocean  move, 

Angels  drew  wide  the  curtains  of  the  skies ; 

And  Heaven,  as  if  there  wanted  lights  above, 
For  tapers  made  two  glaring  comets  rise. 

Whether  diey  unctuous  exhalations  are, 
Fir'd  by  the  Sun,  or  seeming  so  alone ; 

Or  each^some  more  remote  and  slippery  star, 
Which  loses  footing  when  to  mortals  shown : 

Or  one,  that  bri^it  companion  of  the  Sun, 

Whose  glorious  aqxsct  seal'd  our  new-bom  king ; 

And  now,  a  round  of  greater  years  begun. 
New  influence  from  his  walks  of  light  did  bring. 

Victorious  York  did  first  with  fam*d  success, 
To  his  known  valour  make  the  Dutch  give  place : 

Hius  Heaven  our  monarch's  fortune  did  confess, 
Banning  congest  from  his  royal  race. 

But  since  it  was  decreed,  auspicious  king, 

In  Britain's  right  that  thou  shouldst  wed  the  main. 

Heaven,  as  a  gage,  would  cast  some  precious  thing. 
And  therefore  doom'dthat  Lawson  should  be  slain. 

Lawson  amongst  the  foremost  met  his  fiiUe, 

Whom  sea-green  Sirens  from  the  rocks  lament : 

Thus  as  an  oflering  for  the  Grecian  state. 
He  first  was  kill'd  who  first  to  battle  went. 

Their  chief  blown  up  in  air,  not  waves,  expir'd. 
To  which  his  pride  presum*d  to  give  the  law : 

The  Dutch  confess'd  Heaven  present,  and  retir'd. 
And  all  was  Britain  the  wide  ocean  saw. 

To  nearest  ports  their  shatter'd  ships  repair, 
Where  by  our  dreadful  cannon  they  lay  aw'd : 

So  reverently  men  quit  tlie  open  air. 
When  thunder  speaks  the  angry  gods  abroad. 

And  now  approach'd  their  fleet  from  India  fraught, 
With  all  the  riches  of  the  rising  Sun : 

And  precious  sand  from  southern  climates  brought. 
The  fatal  regions  where  the  war  begun. 

like  hutttedcastors,  conscious  of  their  store,  [bring: 
Their  way-laid  wealth  to  Nonvay's  coasts  they 

There  first  the  North's  cold  bosom  spices  bore. 
And  Winter  brooded  on  the  eastern  Spring. 


By  the  rich  aoent  we  fotmd  our  peHbm'd 
Which,  flank'd  with  racks,  did  doaein 

And  round  about  their  murdering 
At  once  to  threaten  and  invite  Iht 


Rcrcer  than  cannon,  and  tfian  rocka 
The  En^iah  undertake  th'  unequal 

Seven  ships  alone,  by  which  the  port  is 
Beaege  the  Indies,  and  all  Denmark 


osra, 
barr  d, 


These  fight  like  husbands,  but  like  lovcn 
These  frin  would  keep,  and  those  more 

And  to  such  hd^t  their  frantic  pasnon 
That  what  both  kive^  both  hszard  to 


Amidst  whole  heaps  of  spices  lights  a  faaB, 
And  now  their  odours  arm'd  against  tiiei 

Some  preciously  by  shatter'd  poixelain  IsU. 
And  some  by  aromatic 


«r 


And  thou^  by  tempests  of  the  prise  bcrcA^ 
In  Heaven's  inclemency  some  esse  we  find  i 

Our  foes  we  vanquish'd  by  our  valoar  leA^ 
And  only  yielded  to  the  seas  and  winL 


Nor  wholly  lost  we  so  deserr'd  a  prey ; 

For  storms,  repenting,  part  of  it  realar*d : 
Which,  as  a  tribute  from  the  Baltic  sea. 

The  British  ocean  sent  her  mighty  ked. 

Go,  mortals,  now  and  vex  yooradves  In  vaoa 
For  wcalUi,  which  so  uncertainly  must 

When  what  was  brought  so  fisr,  and  with  aucfa 
Was  only  kept  to  lose  it  nearer  home. 


The  son,  who  twice  three  months  on  th' 
IVepar'd  to  tell  what  he  had  paas'd  befoiv, 

Now  sees  in  English  ships  the  HoUand 
And  parents'  arms,  in  vain,  stretch'4  frvm 


Hiis  careful  husband  had  been  long  away. 
Whom  his  chaste  wife  and  little  children 

Who  on  their  fingers  leam'd  to  tell  the  day 
On  which  their  fioher  promis'd  to  return. 

Such  are  the  proud  designs  of  hnmaiwkind. 
And  so  we  suflfer  shipwreck  every  where ! 

Alas,  what  port  can  such  a  pilot  find. 
Who  in  the  ni^  of  Fate  must  blindly 


The  undistinguish'd  seeds  of  good  and  ill. 

Heaven  in  his  bosom  from  our  knowledge  hides: 

And  draws  them  in  contempt  of  human  skiU, 
Which  oft  for  friends  mistaken  foes  provides. 

Let  Munster's  prelate  ever  be  accurst. 

In  whom  we  seek  the  German  fiuth  in  vain: 

Alas,  that  he  should  teach  the  English  first, 

That'fraud  and  avarice  in  the  church  could  icign  1 

Happy,  who  never  trust  a  stranger's  will, 
"^^iiose  friendship's  in  his  interest  understood! 

Snce  money  given  but  tempts  him  to  be  iU, 
When  power  is  too  remote  to  make  him  good. 

Tai  now,  alone  ttie  mighty  nations  strove; 

The  rest,  at  gase,  without  the  lists  did  aland ; 
And  threatening  France,  plac'd  like  a  painted  Jose, 

Kept  idle  thunder  in  Ins  lilied  hand. 
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Tkt  cawMh  ijiwdian  of  rich  HoUand's  tndci, 
Who  envies  us  what  he  wsDts  power  t*  enjoy ; 

mioK  noiseftil  valour  does  no  fipe  invade^ 
And  wcsk  ssritrsncc  will  his  ftiends  destroy. 


Oftaded  thst  we  Ibugfat  without  hia  leavc^ 
Ee  takes  this  time  hb  secret  hate  to  show : 

Wcfa  Chsrles  does  with  a  mind  so  calm  receive^ 
is  oae  that  neither  seeks  nor  shuns  his  foe. 

Wdfa  AiDoc^  to  aid  tfie  Dutch,  the  Danes  unite : 
Fnnce  as  their  tyrant,  Denmark  as  their  slave 

Bet  when  with  one  three  nations  join  to  fight, 
Tbej  akatly  oooiess  that  one  more  brave. 

I««is  hsd  chis*d  the  English  from  his  shore ; 

But  Chsrles  the  Frendi  as  subjects  does  invite : 
VouU  Heaven  for  each  some  Solomon  restore, 

Wh^  b^  their  mercy,  may  decide  th^  right .' 

Wov  mfejacts  ao  but  only  by  their  choice. 
And  not  from  birth  did  forc*d  dominion  take, 

Ov  prioce  alone  would  have  the  public  voice ; 
Asdall bk  neighbours*  realms  would deeertamake. 

fle  vitfaout  ftar  a  dangerous  war  pursues, 
^I'f^aA  without  rashness  he  b^gsn  before: 

A» hoaourraade  him  first  the  danger  choose^ 
So  Mill  he  makes  it  good  on  virtue's  soorft 

Tk  doiiUed  chaige  his  subjects'  love  supplies,  * 
Wbo  io  that  boun^  to  themselves  are  kind : 

&  gl«l  Emtiana  see  their  Nilus  rise, 
And  is  his  plenty  their  abundance  find. 

Vidi  equal  power  he  does  two  chiefr  create. 
Two  mch  as  each  seem'd  worthiest  when  akme ; 

Mciible  to  sustain  a  nation's  fate, 
ftnce  both  had  fimnd  a  greater  in  thefr  owa 

I^  greet  in  eoonge^  oooduct,  and  in  frmc^ 
Yci  aoiher  envious  of  the  other's  prsise  ; 

Mor  duty,  finth,  and  interest  too  the  same, 
like  migfatjr  partners  equally  they  raises 

^  pravc  kag  time  had  courted  Fortune's  love. 
Bat  once  poesess'd  did  abaolutely  reign : 

T^  with  their  Amaaons  the  heroes  strove, 
Aadaaapicr'd  first  those  beauties  they  would  gain. 

Uadakcbehdd,  like  Sdpio,  with  disdain, 
^  Csilhage^  vrfaich  be  niin'd,  rise  once  more ; 

And  ihoQk  akift  the  fiwccs  of  the  main. 
To  fright  ihoae  slaves  vrith  what  they  felt  before. 

^^pdiv  10  the  watery  camp  they  haste, 
^^^™  aiaiRais  pMsing  to  their  diildren  show : 
''fcaii*  im  vows  for  them  to  Heaven  are  cast, 
Aad  fimne  people  bless  them  as  they  ga 

^^  ^k>a  no  riotous  ponqi^  nor  Asian  train, 
To  iafcct  a  aavy  witfa  their  gaudy  fears ; 

To  laskc  sknr  fi^to,  and  victories  but  vain : 
Bet  wir  sewd  J  like  itsdf  appears. 


Our  fleet  divides^  and  straight  the  Dutch  appear. 
In  number,  and  a  fiwi'd  commander,  bold : 

The  narrow  seas  can  scarce  their  navy  bear. 
Or  crowded  vessels  can  their  soldiers  hold. 

The  duke,  less  numerous,  but  in  ooyiage  mo«^ 
On  wings  of  all  the  winds  to  combat  flies : 

His  murdering  guns  a  loud  defiance  roar. 
And  bloody  crosses  on  his  flag-stafifs  riae. 

Both  furl  tfieir  sails,  and  sbip  them  for  the  fight; 

Their  folded  sheets  dismiss  the  useless  air : 
Tb'  Elean  plains  could  boast  no  nobler  sight, 

When  struggling  champions  did  their  f 

Borne  each  by  other  in  a  distant  line^ 
The  sea-built  forts  in  dreadful  order 

So  vast  the  noise,  as  if  not  fleets  did  join. 
But  lands  unfix'd,  and  floating  nations  strove^ 


^  ,  where'er  they  pass, 

Thfj  Bflke  that  warmth  in  others  they  expect 
"w  vikw  vroiks  like  bodies  on  a  glaH, 
Aad  docB  in  io^ge  on  their  men  project 


Now  paas'd,  on  either  side  they  nimbly  tack; 

Both  strive  to  intercept  and  guide  Uie  vrind : 
And,  in  its  eye,  more  closely  they  come  back. 

To  finish  all  the  deaths  they  left  behind. 

On  high.rais*d  decks  the  haughty  Belgians  lidc^ 
Beneath  whose  shade  our  humble  frigates  go : 

Such  port  the  elephant  bears,  and  ao  dd^'d 
By  the  ihinoceros  her  unequal  foe. 

And  as  the  built,  so  different  is  the  fi^t : 
Tlidr  mounting  shot  is  on  our  sails  design'd ; 

Deep  in  their  huUs  our  deadly  bullets  light. 
And  through  the  yielding  planks  a  passage  find. 

Our  dreaded  admiral  from  far  they  threat. 
Whose  batter'd  rigging  their  whole  war  recdvest 

All  bare,  like  some  old  oek  which  tempests  beat. 
He  stands,  and  sees  below  his  scatter'd  leaves. 

Heroes  of  old,  when  wounded,  shelter  sou^ ; 

But  he  wbo  meets  all  danger  vrith  disdain, 
£v*n  in  their  face  his  ship  to  anchor  brought,^ 

And  steeple-high  stood  propt  upon  the  main. 

At  this  excess  of  couraoe,  all  amas'd, 
Tlie  foremost  of  his  foes  awhile  withdraw : 

With  such  respect  in  enter'd  Rome  they  gaz'd. 
Who  on  high  chairs  the  godlike  fathers  saw. 

And  now,  as  where  Patroclus'  body  lay, 

Here  Trojan  chiefs  advanc'd,  and  there  the  Greek; 

Ours  o'er  the  duke  their  pious  wings  display. 
And  theirs  the  noblest  spoils  of  Britain  seek. 

Meantime  his  busy  mariners  he  hastes. 
His  shatter'd  sails  vrith  rigging  to  restore ; 

And  irilling  pines  ascend  his  broken  masts, 
Whose  lottf  heads  rise  higher  than  before 

Straight  to  the  Dutch  he  turns  his  dreadful  prow« 
More  fierce  th*  important  quarrel  to  dedde : 

Like  swans,  in  long  array  his  vessels  show. 
Whose  crests  advancing  do  the  waves  divide. 

Hiey  charge,  recharge,  and  all  along  the  sea 
lliey  drive,  and  squander  the  huge  Belgian  fleet 

Berkeley  alone,  who  nearest  danger  lay, 
Did  a  like  fiioe  vrith  lost  Crciisa  meet 
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Hie  night  comes  on,  we  eager  to  piinue 
The  combat  itUl,  and  th^  aaham*d  to  leave : 

nil  the  last  streaks  of  dying  day  witbdbrew, 
And  doubtful  moonlight  did  our  rage  deoeiTe. 

In  th*  English  fleet  each  ship  resounds  witii  joy, 
And  loud  applause  of  their  great  leader's  fiime : 

In  fiery  dreams  the  Dutch  they  still  destroy, 
And  slumbering  smile  at  the  imagin'd  flaitte. 

Not  so  the  Holland  fleet,  who,  tir*d  and  done, 
Stretch'd  on  thdr  decks  like  weary  oxen  lie'. 

Faint  sweats  all  down  their  mighty  members  run  ! 
Vast  bulks,  whidi  little  souls  but  ill  supply. 

In  dreams  they  fearful  precipices  tread : 

Or.  shipwTKk'd,  labour  to  some  distant  shore : 

Or  in  dark  churches  walk  among  the  dead ; 

They  wake  with  honour,  and  dare  sleep  no  more. 

The  mom  they  look  on  with  unwilling  eyes. 
Till  from  their  main-top  joyful  news  they  hear 

Of  ships,  which  by  their  mould  bring  new  supplies, 
And  in  their  clours  Bdgian  lions  bear. 

Our  watchful  general  had  discem*d  from  far 
This  migh^  succour,  which  made  glad  the  foe : 

He  sighed,  but  like  a  father  of  the  war. 
His  face  spake  hope,  while  deep  his  sorrows  flow. 

His  wounded  men  he  first  sends  ofl*  to  shore, 

Neyer  till  now  unwilling  to  obey ; 
They,  not  their  wounds,  but  want  of  strength,  deplore. 

And  think  them  happy  who  with  him  can  stay. 

Then  to  the  rest,  "  Rejoice,**  said  he,  "  to-day ; 

In  you  the  fortune  of  Great  Britain  lies : 
Among  so  brave  a  people,  you  are  they 

Whom  Heaven  has  chose  to  fight  for  such  a  prize. 

*'  If  number  English  courages  could  quell. 

We  should  at  first  have  shunn'd,  not  met  our  foes : 

Whose  numerous  sails  the  fearful  only  tell :  [grows.  *' 
Courage  firom  hearts,  and  not  from  numbers 

He  said,  nor  needed  more  to  say :  with  haste 
To  their  known  stations  cheerfully  they  go ; 

And  all  at  once,  disdaining  to  be  la^ 
Solicit  every  gale  to  meet  the  foe. 

Nor  did  th*  encourag'd  Belgians  long  delay. 
But  bold  in  others,  not  themselves,  they  stood : 

So  thick,  our  navy  scarce  could  steer  their  way. 
But  seem*d  to  wander  in  a  moving  wood. 

Our  little  fleet  was  now  engag*d  so  far, 

Tliat  like  the  sword-fish  in  the  whale  they  fought : 

Hie  combat  only  seem*d  a  civil  war,        [wrought : 
Till    through    their    bowels    we    our    passage 

Never  had  valour,  no  not  ours,  before 

Done  aught  like  this  upon  the  land  or  main, 

Wliere  not  to  be  o*ercome  was  to  do  more 
Than  all  the  conquests  former  kings  did  gain. 

The  mighty  ghosts  of  our  great  Harries  rose. 
And  armed  Edwards  look*d  with  anxious  eyes. 

To  see  this  fleet  among  unequal  foos,    [should  rise. 
By   which  Fate  promis'd    them   their   Charles 


Meantime  tte  Betgiaat  tack  upon  our 
And  raking  chace-gons  tfarougb  our 

Close  by,  their  fire-afaips,  like  jackals. 
Who  on  their  lions  for  the  picy  attend. 


thcj 


Silent,  in  nnoke  of  cannon  they  oome  on : 
Such  vapours  once  did  flery  Cacus  hide : 

In  these  the  height  of  pleas'd  revenge  is  shown, 
Who  bum  contented  by  another's  side. 

Sometimes  firom  fighting  squadrons  of  cadi  fleet, 
Decetv*d  themselves,  or  to  preserve 

Two  grappling  Etnas  on  the  ocean  meet. 
And  English  fires  with  Belgian  flames 

Now  at  each  tack  our  little  fleet  grows  leas;  [msia: 
And,  like  maim*d  fowl,  swim  lagging  oa  the 

Their  greater  loss  their  numbers  scarce  confess. 
While  they  lose  cheaper  tfian  the  Elngltsfa  gain. 

Have  you  not  seen,  when,  whistled  from  the  flM, 
Some  falcon  stoops  at  what  her  eye  design'd. 

And  with  her  eagerness  the  quarry  miss'd 

Straight  flies  at  check,  and  clips  it  down  the  wiad? 

The  dastard  crow,  that  to  the  wood  made  win^ 
And  sees  the  groves  no  shelter  can  aflRxdL 

With  her  loud  kaws  lier  craven  kind  does  faring 
Who  safe  in  numbers  cuflf  tiie  noble  bird. 

Among  the  Dutch  thus  Albemarle  did  fare  : 
He  could  not  conquer,  and  disdain*d  to  fly ; 

Past  hope  of  safety,  *twas  his  latest  care^ 
Like  falling  Ciesar,  decently  to  die. 

Yet  pity  did  his  manly  spirit  move. 
To  see  tliose  perish  who  so  well  had  fou^it : 

And  generously  with  his  despair  he  strove, 
R»o]v*d  to  live  till  he  their  safetj  wiongltt. 


Let  other  Muses  write  his  prosperous  fiste. 
Of  conquer'd  nations  teU,  and  kings 

But  mine  shall  sing  of  his  eclips'd  estate^ 
Which,  like  the  Sun*s,  more  wonders 


M: 


He  drew  his  mighty  frigates  all  before, 

On  which  the  foe  his  fruitless  force  easfAajv 

His  weak  ones  deep  into  his  rear  he  bore 
Remote  from  guns,  as  sick  men  from  the 


His  fiery  cannon  did  their  passage  guide. 

And  following  smoke  obscur*d  them  finom  the  fix: 

Thus  Israel,  safe  from  the  Egyptian's  pride, 
By  flaming  pillars  and  by  clouds  did  ga 

Elsewhere  the  Belgian  force  we  did  defeat. 
But  here  our  courages  did  thein  subdue : 

So  Xenophon  once  led  that  fam*d  retreat. 
Which  first  tlie  Asian  empire  overthrew. 

The  foe  approach*d ;  and  one  for  his  bold  san 
Was  sunk ;  as  he  that  touch*d  the  ark  was  slaia; 

The  wild  waves  master*d  him  and  sacked  him  in. 
And  smiling  eddies  dimpled  on  the  main. 

This  seen,  the  rest  at  awful  distance  stood  ; 

.^s  if  they  had  been  there  as  servants  set 
To  stay,  or  to  go  on,  a»  he  thought  good. 

And  not  pursue  but  wait  on  his 
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So  L3>f  m  bmiimen,  on  tamt  smidy  pkiiii, 
Ffosn  shadj  ooferts  rous*d,  the  lion  cliaae: 

The  kingly  beist  lotn,  out  with  loud  diadain. 
And  slowly  taofti,  uoknowing  to  give  pUob 

But  if  tome  one  appRMcfa  to  dare  his  force. 
He  fwings  hbtaU,  and  swiftly  turns  him  round : 

Widi  one  paw  seiiet  on  his  tremhling  horse, 
Aad  with  the  other  tears  him  to  the  ground. 

^mk  these  toils  succMs  the  balmy  night ; 

Nov  hisHng  waters  the  quench'd  guns  restore ; 
.tod  vonr  waves  withdrawing  from  the  fight, 

Ut  Idl'd  and  panting  on  the  silent  shore. 

7k  Mood  shone  clear  on  the  becalmed  flood, 
^htn,  while  her  beams  like  glittering  stiver  play, 

IpoQ  the  deck  our  careful  general  stood. 
And  deeply  mus*d  on  the  succeeding  day. 


"  llat  hsppy  Sun,"  said  he,  "  wiU  rise  again, 
^  twice  victorious  did  our  navy  see : 

ioi  I  aJooe  must  view  him  rise  in  vain, 
WTtbout  one  ray  of  all  his  star  for  me. 

"  IH  like  an  English  general  will  I  die, 
Aod  tU  the  ocean  make  my  spacious  grave : 

Women  aod  cowards  on  the  Und  may  lie ; 
IW  sea  'i  a  tomb  that  *s  proper  for  the  brave." 

Unties  he  pan'd  the  remnant  of  the  night, 
Till  the  fresh  air  proclaim*d  the  morning  nigh  : 

Aai  burning  ships,  the  martyrs  of  the  fight, 
W'dh  paler  firei  beheld  the  eastern  sky. 

^  D0*»  bis  stores  of  ammunitiim  spent, 
Hb  naked  valour  ia  his  only  guard : 

hn  duusden  are  from  his  dumb  cannon  sent. 
And  ioiitary  guns  are  scarcely  heard. 

Roi  far  had  Fortune  power,  he  forc'd  to  stay, 
Xor  loogcr  dunt  with  Virtue  be  at  strife : 

&■  is  a  lanaom  Albemarle  did  pay, 
Fcr  all  the  glories  of  so  great  a  life. 

M  DOW  brave  Rupert  from  alar  appears, 
Whose  waving  streamers  the  glad  general  knows 

"2b  6ilUfpKad  sails  his  eager  navy  steers, 
Aad  every  ship  in  swift  pn^rtion  grows. 

Ik  anxioos  prince  had  beard  the  cannon  long, 
Aad  from  that  length  of  time  dire  omena  drew 

yf  Eagltsfa  overmatched,  and  Dutch  too  strong, 
Wbo  new  fought  three  days,  but  to  pursue. 


»ws,  as  an  eagle,  who  with  pious  care 
Wb  heating  vridely  on  the  vring  for  prey, 

r>  bo-  DOW  sdent  eiry  does  repair, 
-Wi  finds  her  callow  infants  forc*d  away : 

^0|^  wiib  her  love,  she  stoops  upon  the  plain, 
^fanruken  air  loud  whistling  as  she  flies : 

^  ^dpi  and  listens,  and  shoots  forth  again, 
Aijd  glides  her  pinions  by  her  young  ones'  cries. 

V^nh  vuh  kind  p«nion  hastes  the  prince  to  fi^t, 
^od  spreads  las  flying  canvass  to  the  sound : 

^*><  whofBi  Qo  danger,  were  he  ther^  could  fright, 
Now  abwnt  every  little  noiM  can  wound 


As  in  a  drought  the  thirsty  creatures  cry. 
And  gape  upon  the  gathered  clouds  for  rain : 

And  first  the  martlet  meets  it  in  the  sky, 

And  vrith  wet  wings  joys  all  the  feather'd  train : 

With  such  glad  hearts  did  our  despairing  men 
Salute  th'  appearance  of  the  prince's  fleet ; 

And  each  ambitiously  would  claim  the  ken. 
That  irith  first  eyes  did  distant  safety  meet 

The  Dutdi,  who  came  like  greedy  hinds  before. 
To  reap  the  harvest  their  ripe  ears  did  yield. 

Now  look  like  those,  when  rolling  thunders  roar, 
And  dieets  of  lightning  blast  the  standing  field. 

Full  in  the  prince's  passage,  hills  of  sand. 
And  dangerous  flats  in  secret  ambush  lay. 

Where  the  fidse  tides  skim  o'er  the  covcr'd  land. 
And  seamen  with  dissembled  depths  betray. 

Hie  wily  Dutch,  who  like  fall'n  angels  fiear'd 
This  new  M esisiah's  coming,  there  did  wait. 

And  round  the  verge  their  braving  vessels  stecr'd. 
To  tempt  his  courage  with  so  fair  a  bait. 

But  he  unmov'd  contemns  their  idle  threat. 
Secure  of  fame  whene'er  he  please  to  fight : 

Hb  cold  experience  tempers  all  his  heat. 
And  inbred  worth  doth  boasting  valour  slight 

Heroic  virtue  did  his  actions  guide. 

And  he  the  substance,  not  th*  appearance,  chose : 
To  rescue  one  such  friend,  he  took  more  pride. 

Than  to  destroy  whole  thousands  of  such  foes. 

But  when  approach'd,  in  strict  embraces  bound, 
Rupert  and  Albemarle  together  grow : 

He  joys  to  ha\e  his  friend  in  safety  found. 
Which  he  to  none  but  to  that  friend  would  owe. 

The  cheerful  soldiers,  vrith  new  stores  supply'd. 
Now  long  to  execute  their  spleenful  will : 

And,  in  revenge  for  those  three  days  they  try'd. 
Wish  one,  like  Joshua's,  when  the  Sun  stood  stilL 

Thus  reinforc'd,  against  the  adverse  fleet. 

Still  doubling  ours,  brave  Rupert  leads  tlie  way : 

With  the  first  blushes  of  the  mom  they  meet, 
And  bring  night  back  upon  the  new-born  day. ' 

His  presence  soon  blows  up  the  kindling  fight. 
And  his  loud  guns  speak  thick  like  angry  men  i 

It  seem*d  as  slaughter  had  been  breath'd  all  m'ght, 
And  Death  new  pointed  his  dull  dart  again. 

The  Dutch  too  well  his  mighty  conduct  knew. 
And  matchless  courage,  since  the  former  fight : 

Wliose  navy  like  a  stiflT-stretch'd  cord  did  show. 
Till  he  bore  in  and  bent  them  into  flight 

The  wind  he  shares,  while  lialf  their  fleet  ofllmds 
His  open  side,  and  high  above  him  shows : 

Upon  tltc  rest  at  pleasure  he  descends. 

And  doubly  liarm'd  he  double  harxns  bestows. 

Behind  the  general  mends  liis  weary  pace. 
And  sullenly  to  his  revenge  lie  sails : 

So  glides  some  trodden  serpent  on  the  grass, 
And  long  beliind  his  wounded  volume  trail«. 
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And  for  their  stakes  dw  tfaiowing  nadoDS  fear : 

Tbor  passiomi  double  with  die  cannons*  roar. 
And  with  warm  wishes  each  man  cnmhafs  there. 

fij'd  thick  and  dose  as  when  the  ilgfat  bcguUy 
Tbeir  huge  unwieldy  navy  wastes  away: 

So  sii^en  waneing  Moods  too  near  the  Sun, 
And  blunt  their  crBsoenta  on  the  edge  of  day. 

And  now  redne'd  on  equal  tenns  to  fight, 
tbar  ships  like  wasted  patrimonies  show ; 

'Where  the  thin  scattering  trees  admit  the  light. 
And  shun  each  other's  shadows  as  they  grow. 

Tlie  warlike  prince  had  sevar*d  from  the  rest 
Two  giant  ships,  the  pride  of  all  the  main ; 

Which  with  his  one  so  vigorously  he  press*d. 
And  flew  so  home  they  could  not  rise  again. 

Already  batter'd,  by  his  lee  they  lay, 

In  vain  upon  the  passing  winds  they  call : 

Hie  passing  winds  through  their  torn  canvass  pUy, 
And  flagging  sails  on  heartless  sailors  fidL 
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Tlieir  open*d  sides  receive  a  gloomy  light, 
Dreadful  as  day  let  into  shades  below ; 

\^thout  grim  Death  rides  bare&c*d  in  their  sight, 
And  urges  entering  billows  as  they  flow. 

When  one  dire  shot,  the  last  they  could  supply, 
Close  by  the  board  the  princess  main-mast  here : 

All  three  now  helpless  by  each  other  lie. 

And  this  offends  not,  and  those  fear  no  more. 

So  have  I  seen  some  fearful  hare  maintain 
A  course,  till  tir*d  before  the  dog  she  lay : 

Who  stretched  behind  her  pants  upon  the  plain. 
East  power  to  kill,  as  she  to  get  away. 

With  fab  loU*d  tongue  he  fiontly  licks  his  prey ; 

His  Warm  breath  blows  her  flix  up  as  the  lies ; 
She,  trembling,  creeps  upon  the  ground  away, 

And  looks  back  to  him  with  beseeching  eyes. 

Tbe  prince  unjustly  does  his  stars  accuse. 
Which  hinder'd  him  to  push  his  fortune  on ; 

For  what  they  to  his  courage  did  refuse. 
By  mortal  valour  never  must  be  done. 

This  lucky  hour  the  wise  Batavian  takes. 
And  warns  his  tatter*d  fleet  to  follow  home : 

Fhmd  to  have  so  got  off  with  equal  stakes, 
Where  'twas  a  triumph  not  to  be  o'ercome. 

The  general's  force,  as  kept  alive  by  fight. 
Now,  not  opposed,  no  longer  can  pursue : 

Lasting  till  Heaven  had  done  his  ccHurage  right; 
Wlien  he  had  conquer'd  he  his  weakness  knew. 

He  casts  a  frown  on  the  departing  foe, 

And  sighs  to  see  him  quit  the  watery  field : 

His  stem  fiz'd  eyes  no  satisfaction  show, 
For  all  the  glories  which  the  fight  did  yield. 

Hwugfa,  as  when  fiends  did  miracles  avow. 

He  stands  confeis'd  ev'n  by  the  boastful  Dutch : 

He  only  does  his  conquest  disavow. 
And  thinks  too  little  what  they  found  too  much. 


Retum'd,  he  with  Ae  ieet  iCMh^a  to  «ey ; 

No  tender  tfaougfals  of  faome  hb  hesit  divide; 
DomcHic  joys  and  cares  he  pots  away ;        [ff^ 

For  realms  are  households  winch  the  great  ma^ 

As  those  who  unripe  vciiis  in  mines  explore. 
On  the  rich  bed  again  the  warm  tnif  lay. 

Till  time  digests  the  yet  imperfect  ore. 
And  know  it  will  be  goktaaotfaerdsy: 

So  looks  our  monardi  on  this  eaily  figfat, 
Th'  essay  and  rudiments  of  great  success: 

Which  all-maturing  Time  must  bring  to  ligfit. 
While  he  like  Heaven  does  each  daps  labour  bk« 

Heaven  ended  not  the  first  or  second  dby,  , 

Tet  each  was  perfect  to  the  woric  deaign'd :       ' 

God  and  kings  work,  when  they  their  woric  sarrH 
A  possire  aptness  in  all  subjects  find. 

In  burtfaen'd  vessels  first,  with  speedy  care^ 
His  plenteous  stores  do  season'd  timber 

Thither  the  brawny  carpenters  repair. 

And  as  the  suigeons  of  maim*d  ships  atteDiL 

With  cord  and  canvass,  from  rich  Hamburgh  soSj 
His  navy's  noolted  wings  he  imps  once  moe :  ' 

Tall  Norway  fir,  their  mastsin  batde  spent,  J 
And  English  oak,  sprung  leaks  and  planks,  lem 

All  hands  cmploy'd  the  roywl  woric  gnuws  warm: 
like  labouring  bees  on  a  long  sumnocr's  dsj, 

Some  sound  the  trumpet  for  the  rest  to  swarai, 
And  some  on  beUs  of  tasted  lilies  plsqr. 

I 

With  glewy  wax  some  new  foundations  lay  | 

Of  viigin-combs,  which  from  die  roof  arc  faoBg| 
Some  arm'd  within  doors  upon  duty  stay,  j 

Or  tend  the  sick,  or  educate  the  young.  I 

■ 
So  here  some  pick  out  bullels  from  the  sdes,      , 

Some  drive  old  oakum  through  each  aesm  sodd 
Tlieir  left  hand  does  the  caulking  iron  guides 

Tlie  rattling  mallet  with  the  nght  Ibqr  lift 

With  boiling  pitch  another  near  at  hand. 
From  friendly  Sweden  brouj^  the 

Which,  well  paid  o'er,  the  salt  sea  wi 
And  shakes  them  firam  the  rising  beak  in 

Some  the  gall'd  ropes  with  dawby  mailiae  bind, 
Or  sear-doth  masts  with  strong  tarpawling  cos^ 

To  try  new  shrouds  one  mounts  into  the  wind. 
And  one  below  their  ease  or  stiffliess  notes, 


Our  careful  monardi  stands  in  penon  by. 
His  new-cast  cannons'  firmness  to  explore : 

The  strength  of  big-com'd  powder  lores  to  tiy, 
And  ball  and  cartridge  sorts  for  every  borcu 


Each  day  brings  fresh  supplies  of  arms  and 
And  ships  which  all  last  winter  wen 

And  such  as  fitted  since  the  fight  had  been. 
Or  new  firom  stocks,  were  fidl'n  into  the  roai 

The  goodly  London  in  her  gallant  trim, 
Tlie  Fhenix,  daughter  of  the  vanish'd  oU^ 

like  a  rich  biide  does  to  tfie  ocean  swim. 
And  on  her  shadow  lidei  in  flflsting  goH 
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Her  flag  aloft  spRid  ruffling  to  llie  wind* 
And  aiigiiioe  atretmeis  lecm  the  flood  to  fire : 

Ac  weaver,  diann*d  with  whot  his  loom  design'd, 
Goa  oo  to  an,  and  knows  not  to  retire. 

Vith  roomjr  decks*  her  guns  of  migbty  strength, 
^K>Wiae  low-hid  mouths  eodi  mounting  billow 
laves: 

Deepn  her  draught,  and  warlike  in  her  length, 
S*  KCDs  a  sea-wasp  flying  on  the  waves. 


^  mitial  present,  piously  design*d, 
IV  logral  city  give  their  best-Iov*d  king : 

Aad  wilb  a  bounty  ample  as  the  wind, 
Boilt,  fitted,  and  mainCain'd,  to  aid  him  bring. 

^  rirvi'og  Nature,  Nature's  handmaid.  Art, 
Mike%iBi|^  things  from  snull  beginnings  grow: 

^  fiahei  iirtt  to  shipping  did  import, 
IWff  tail  the  nidder,  and  their  liead  the  prow. 

belo^pHap,  upon  the  waters  swam, 
Ad  ineietfi  drift,  which,  rudely  cut  witliin, 

iftl  hoikm*d  fint,  a  floating  trough  became^ 
Aod  ooas  some  rirulet  passage  did  begin. 

■  ^Pping  such  as  this,  the  Irish  kern, 
Attd  aotaugbt  Indian  on  the  stream  did  glide : 
f  ibarp-keeJ*d  boats  to  stem  the  flood  did  learn, 
Or  fift-Ukc  oars  did  spread  from  eitlier  side. 

dJ bats  nil,  and  Saturn  so  appear'd, 
^^  from  lost  empire  he  to  exile  went, 
*^  ^  the  goUen  age  to  Tybcr  steer'd, 
^^  coin  and  commerce  first  he  did  invent 

^» tbeir  ships  was  navigation  then ; 
Ao  mrfijl  eompaas  or  meridian  known ; 
•Ming,  they  fcqit  the  land  within  tlieir  ken, 
AAd  knew  nonortb  but  when  the  Ftole-star  shone. 

(iUvho  since  have  ua*d  the  open  sea, 
^^  flie  bold  English  none  more  fame  have  won : 
^J^  the  year,  and  out  of  Heaven's  high  way, 
tWy  make  discoveries  where  they  see  no  Sun. 

***k*io  la^  in  vain,  and  yet  unknown, 
*r  P<«r  mankind's  benighted  wit  is  sought, 
wis  this  age  to  Britain  first  be  shown, 
Aod  hence  be  to  admiring  nations  taught. 


I»  ifchi  of  tides  and  their  mysterious  flow, 
^Ms  Art's  dements,  shall  understand, 
^«  bj  line  upon  tiK  ocean  go, 
^'W  paths  ihall  be  familiar  as  the  land. 

"f<^  ships  shall  sail  to  quick  commerce, 
2^**"'^  iwnoteai  regions  arc  ally'd ; 
^^l^wskes  one  city  of  tlie  univcfte, 
*^  nme  may  gain,  and  all  may  be  supply'd. 

^  ^  open  ear  gMie's  last  verge  shall  go^ 
^^  «««  the  ocean  leaning  on  the  sky : 
^  il«nsr  our  roUing  neighbours  we  shaU  know, 
And  OB  the  hiaar  wwM  securely  pry. 

*  I  fbnieU  5om  your  auspicious  care, 
^to  gnat  in  sMdi  of  God  and  Nature  grow ; 
te  he«  yoKrviae  CM«or%  praise  declare, 
*^<e  belt  lo  praise  hb  works  is  best  to  know. 


O  truly  royri!  who  behold  the  law 
And  role  of  beings  in 'your  Ifoker's  mind: 

And  thence,  like  limbecs,  rich  ideas  draw. 
To  fit  the  levell'd  use  of  human  kind. 


But  first  the  toils  of  war  we  must  endure, 
And  from  th'  injurious  Dutch  redeem  the 

War  makes  the  valiant  of  his  right  secure. 
And  gives  up  fraud  to  be  chastis'd  with 


Already  were  the  Belgians  on  our  coast, 
Whose  fleet  more  mighty  every  day  became 

By  late  success,  which  they  did  wisely  boast, 
And  now  by  first  appearing  seem'd  to  daim. 

Designing,  subtle,  diligent,  and  close, 

lliey  knew  to  manage  war  with  wise  delay : 

Yet  all  those  arts  their  vanity  did  cross. 
And  by  their  pride  their  prudence  did  betray. 

Nor  staid  the  English  long ;  but  well  supply'd. 
Appear  as  numerous  as  th'  insulting  foe : 

The  combat  now  by  courage  must  be  try'd. 
And  the  success  the  braver  nation  show. 

There  was  tlie  Plymouth  squadron  now  come  in. 
Which  in  the  traits  last  winter  was  abroad  ; 

Which  twice  on  Biscay's  woriiing  bay  had  been. 
And  on  the  midland  sea  the  French  had  aw'd* 

Old  expert  Allen,  loyal  all  along, 

Fam'd  for  his  action  on  the  Smyrna  fleet : 

And  Holmes,  whose  luune  diall  live  in  epic  song. 
While  music  numbers,  or  while  vetse  has  feet« 

Holmes,  the  Achates  of  the  general's  fight; 

Who  first  bewitch'd  our  eyes  witli  Guinea  gold : 
As  once  old  Cato  in  the  Roman  sight 

Hie  tempting  fruits  of  Afric  did  unfold. 

With  hhn  went  Sprag,  as  bountiful  as  brave. 
Whom  his  h^h  courage  tocommand  had  brought : 

Herman,  who  did  the  twice-fir'd  Harry  save. 
And  in  his  burning  ship  undaunted  fought. 

Young  HoUis  on  a  Muse  by  Man  begot. 

Bora,  Csesar  like,  to  write  and  act  great  deeds : 

Impatient  to  revenge  his  fatal  shot, 
His  right  hand  doubly  to  his  left  succeeds. 

Tliousands  were  there  in  darker  fame  that  dwell. 
Whose  deeds  some  nobler  poem  shall  adorn : 

And  tliough  to  me  unknown,  they  sure  fought  well. 
Whom  Rupert  led,  and  who  were  British  born. 


Of  every  site  an  hundred  fighting  sail : 
So  rtat  the  navy  now  at  anchor  rides, 

That  underoeatfa  it  the  press'd  waten  fall, 
And  with  its  weight  it  shoulders  off  the 


Now,  anchors  weighed,  Ae  seamen  shout  so  shrill, 
That  Heaven  and  Earth  and  the  wide  Ocean 
rings: 

A  breeie  from  westward  waits  their  sails  to  fill. 
And  rests  In  those  high  bods  bis  downy  wings. 

Tlie  wary  Dutch  this  gatfiering  storm  foresaw, 
And  durst  not  bide  it  on  the  English  coast : 

Behind  their  treacherous  shallows  they  withdraw. 
And  there  lav  snares  to  catch  the  British  host. 
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So  the  false  spider,  when  her  nets  are  tpreadl, 
Deep  ambushed  in  her  silent  den  does  lie : 

And  feels  far  off  the  trembling  of  her  thread. 
Whose  filmy  cord  should  bind  the  struggling  fly. 

Hien  if  at  last  she  find  him  &st  beset. 
She  issues  fortli,  and  runs  along  her  loom : 

She  joys  to  touch  the  captive  in  her  net, 

And  drags  the  little  wretch  in  triumph  home. 

Tlie  Belgians  hop'd  that,  with  disorder*d  haste. 
Our  deep-cut 'keels  upon  the  sands  might  run  : 

Or  if  with  caution  leisurely  were  past,  [one. 

Tlieir  numerous  gross  might  charge  us  one  by 

But  with  a  fore-wind  pushing  them  above. 

And  swelling  tide  that  heav*d  tliem  from  below. 

O'er  the  blind  flats  our  warlike  squadrons  move, 
And  with  spread  sails  to  welcome  battle  go. 

It  seem*d  as  there  the  British  Neptune  stood. 
With  all  Ills  hosts  of  waters  at  command. 

Beneath  them  to  submit  tli*  ofiicious  flood ; 
And  with  his  trident  sbov*d  them  off  the  sand* 

To  the  pale  foes  they  suddenly  draw  near. 
And  summon  them  to  unexi)ected  fight : 

They  start  like  murderers  when  ghosts  appear, 
And  draw  their  curtains  in  the  dead  of  night. 

Now  van  to  van  the  foremost  squadrons  meet. 
Hie  midmost  battles  hastening  up  behind. 

Who  view  far  off  the  storm  of  falling  sleet. 
And  hear  their  thunder  rattling  in  the  wind. 

At  length  the  adverse  admirals  appear : 

The  two  bold  champions  of  each  country's  right : 

Their  eyes  describe  the  lists  as  they  come  near, 
And  draw  the  lines  of  death  before  they  fight 

The  distance  judg'd  for  shot  of  every  size. 

The  linstocs  touch,  the  ponderous  ball  expires : 

The  vigorous  seaman  every  port-hole  plies, 
And  adds,  ids  heart  to  every  gun  he  fires ! 

Fierce  was  the  fight  on  the  proud  Belgians*  side. 
For  honour,  which  they  seldom  sought  before : 

But  now  they  by  tlieir  own  vain  boasts  were  ty'd. 
And  forced  at  least  in  show  to  prize  it  more. 

But  sharp  remembrance  on  the  English  part. 
And  shame  of  being  match'd  by  such  a  foe, 

Rouze  conscious  virtue  up  in  every  heart. 
And  seeming  to  be  stronger  makes  them  so. 

Nor  long  the  Belgians  could  that  fleet  sustain. 
Which  did  two  geneials'  fates,  and  Cicsar's  bear : 

Each  several  ship  a  victory  did  gain. 
As  Rupert  or  as  Albemarle  were  there. 

Hieir  batter*d  admiral  too  soon  withdrew, 
Unthank*d  by  ours  for  liis  unfinisli'd  fight: 

But  he  the  minds  of  his  Dutch  masters  knew, 
Who  call'd  that  providence  which  we  called  flight 

Never  did  men  more  joyfully  obey, 
Or  sooner  understood  the  sgn  to  fly : 

With  such  alacrity  they  bore  away, 

As  if,  to  praise  them,  all  the  States  stood  by.  ' 


O  fiimous  leadef  of  the 

Thy  monument  inscrib'd  such  praise  shall  weu, 
As  Varro  timely  flying  once  did  meet. 

Because  he  dki  not  of  his  Rome  dnpair. 

Behold  that  navy,  which  a  while  before 
Phivok'd  the  tardy.  English  ckne  to  fight; 

Now  draw  their  beaten  vessels  dose  to  sfanrp. 
As  larks  lie  dar*d  to  shun  the  hobby's  flight 

Whoever  would  English  mcmumeiits  surrey. 
In  other  records  may  our  courage  know: 

But  let  them  hide  the  story  of  this  day. 

Whose  fame  was  blcniish'd  by  too  base  a  foe. 


Or  if  too  busily  they  will  inquire 
Into  a  victory,  which  we  disdain  ; 

Then  let  them  know  the  Belgians  did  retire 
Before  the  patron  saint  of  injur'd  Spain. 

Repenting  England  this  revengeful  day 
To  Philip's  manes  did  an  <^ering  bnng : 

England,  which  first,  by  leading  thena  astrsy, 
Hatch'd  up  rebeUioo  to  destroy  her  king. 

Our  fathers  bent  their  baneful  industry. 
To  check  a  monarchy  that  slowly  grew ; 

But  did  not  France  or  Holland's  fiite  foresee. 
Whose  rising  power  to  swift  dominion  flew. 


In  Fortune's  empire  blindly  thus  we  go, 
And  wander  after  pathless  Destiny; 

Whose  dari^  resorts  since  Fhidence  cannot  k 
In  vain  it  would  provide  for  what  shall  be. 


But  whate*er  English  to  the  blessed  shall  go, 
A'nd  the  fourth  Hairy  or  first  Orange  meet  i 

Find  him  disowning  of  a  Bourbon  fo«^ 
And  him  detesting  a  Batavian  fleet. 

Now  on  their  coasts  our  conquering  navy  rides. 
Waylays  their  merchants,  and  their  laind  bead 

Each  day  new  wealth  without  their  care  provide 
They  lie  asleep  with  prizes  in  their 


So  close  behind  some  proraontoiy  lie 

Tlie  huge  leviathans  t'  attend  their  prey ; 
And  give  no  chace,  but  swallow  in  the  fry,      [«^ 
I      Which  tlirough  their  gaping  jaws    ni^take  I 


j  Nor  was  this  all  :  in  ports  and  roads  remote. 
Destructive  fires  among  whole  fleets  we  9ead 
Triumphant  flames  upon  Uie  water  float. 
And  out-bound  ships  at  home  their  voyage 

Tliose  various  squadrons  variously  design  *d. 
Each  vessel  freighted  with  a  several  load. 

Each  squadron  waiting  for  a  several  wind. 
All  find  but  one,  to  bum  them  in  thensad. 

Some  bound  for  Guinea,  golden  sand  to  find. 
Bore  all  the  gauds  the  simple  natives  wear  : 

Some  for  the  pride  of  Turkish  courts  desgn'd^ 
For  folded  turbans  finest-  Holland  bear. 

Some  English  wool  vez'd  in  a  Belgian  loom. 
And  into  cloth  of  ^ungy  sofhiess  made. 

Did  into  France  or  colder  Denmark  doom. 
To  ruin  with  worse  ware  our  staple  tndB» 
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Ow  greedy  iMmfn  nnnmage  every  hold, 
Saule  on  the  booty  of  each  wealthier  cheat, 

And,  as  the  priests  who  with  their  gods  make  bold. 
Take  wfast  they  like,  and  sacriiice  the  lest 

Botah !  how  insiiioae  are  all  our  joys !    [no  stay : 
Wbkfa,  sent  from  Heaven,  like  lightning  mske 

TUr  piUing  taste  the  journey's  length  destroys, 
Orpiefsent  post  overtakes  them  on  the  way. 

SvdI'd  with  our  kte  successes  on  the  foe, 
Wbidi  France  and  Holland  wanted  power  to  cross, 

W(  urge  an  unseen  &te  to  lay  us  low, 
Aod  feed  their  eniious  eyes  with  English  loss. 

hA  demeot  his  dread  command  obeys. 
Who  makes  or  ruins  with  a  smile  or  frown ; 

Vbo,  If  by  one  he  did  our  nation  raise, 
So  oov  he  with  another  pulls  us  down. 

Ts.  London,  empress  of  the  northern  dime, 
By  an  high  firte  thou  greatly  didst  expire ; 

Great  ai  the  world's,  which,  at  the  death  of  Time^ 
Mist  &U,  and  rise  a  nobler  frame  by  Fire. 


A*  viMB  some  dire  usurps  Heaven  provides, 
To  vourge  his  oountiy  with  a  lawless  sway; 

ffii  binh,  perhaps,  some  petty  village  hides, 
Aad  aets  his  cradle  out  of  Fortune's  way : 

rj;  fully  ripe,  hii  swelling  fate  breaks  out, 
Aod  barrfas  him  to  mighty  mischiefs  on : 

Ha  prince,  sarpris'd  at  £st,  no  ill  could  doubt, 
Asd  wants  the  power  to  meet  it  when  'tis  known. 

hcb  was  the  rise  of  this  prodigious  Fire, 
Which  in  mean  buildings  fint  obscurely  bred, 

RaBibenoedid  soon  to  open  streets  aqnre, 
Aod  rtiaigfat  to  palaces  and  temples  spread. 

He  dilifcnoe  of  tndca  and  noiseful  gain, 
Aod  luxnry  moie  late,  asleep  were  laid : 

Uvas  the  Night's ;  and  in  her  sOent  reign 
Soaound  the  rest  of  Nature  did  invade. 

h  *ids  deep  quiet,  from  what  source  unknown, 
TUw  leeds  of  Fire  their  fatal  birth  disclose ; 

iB> firrt  feir  scattering  sparks  about  were  Mown, 
&■;  with  tde  ftames  tha^  to  our  ruin  rose. 


»R>  is  tome  dose-pent  room  it  crept  along. 
And,  nMuldering  as  it  went,  in  nlence  fed ; 

n\  th*  tn&nt  monster,  with  devouring  strong, 
^aik'd  boldly  upright  with  eialted  head. 

^  like  loaie  rich  or  mighty  murderer, 
Foo  grest  §at  prison,  which  he  breaks  with  gdd ; 

")»  6«her  ibr  new  mischiefs  does  appear, 
AAd  dsRstfae  world  to  tai  him  with  the  old : 

» icapcs  tfa'  insulting  Fire  his  narrow  iail. 
And  makes  small  outlets  into  open  air : 

1^  tfaeficree  winds  his  tender  force  assail, 
And  bat  him  downward  to  his  first  repair. 

^  «'B<K  like  crafty  courtesans,  withheld 
Hk  fiaane*  from  baming,  but  to  blow  them  more: 

^  rmy  freA  attempt  he  is  repdl'd 
^"idk  frint  denialK  wMkcr  ^mn  hmttm 


than  beibre. 


And  now  no  longer  letted  of  has  prey. 
He  leaps  up  at  it  with  enrsg'd  desire : 

O'erlooks  the  neighbours  vHth  a  wide  survey. 
And  nods  at  every  house  his  threatening  fire. 

The  ghosts  of  traitors  from  the  bridge  descend. 
With  bold  fanatic  spectres  to  rejoice : 

About  the  fire  into  a  dance  they  bend. 
And  sing  their  sabbath  notes  with  feeble  voice. 

Our  guardian  angel  saw  them  where  they  sate 
Above  the  palace  of  our  slumbering  king : 

He  sigh'd,  abandoning  his  charge  to  Fate, 
And  drooping,  ofr  look'd  bade  upon  the  wing. 

At  length  the  crackling  noise  and  dreadful  blaw 
Call'd  up  some  waking  lover  to  the  sight ; 

And  long  it  was  ere  he  Uie  rest  could  raise. 
Whose  heavy  eyelids  yet  were  full  of  night. 

Hie  next  to  danger,  hot  pursued  by  Fate, 
Half-cloth'd,  half-naked,  hastily  retire : 

And  frighted  mothers  strike  their  breasts  too  late, 
For  helpless  infiuts  left  amidst  the  fire. 

Hieir  cries  soon  waken  all  the  dwellers  near ; 

Now  murmuring  noises  rise  in  every  street : 
The  more  remote  run  stumbling  with  their  fear. 

And  in  the  dark  men  justle  as  they  meet. 

So  weary  bees  in  little  cells  repose ; 

But  if  night-robbe^s  lift  the  well-stor'd  hive. 
An  humming  through  their  waxen  city  grows. 

And  out  upon  eadi  other's  wings  they  drive. 

Now  streets  grow  tfanmg'd  and  busy  as  by  day  : 
Some  run  for  buckets  to  the  hallow'd  quire : 

Some  cut  the  pipes,  and  some  the  engines  play ; 
And  some  more  bold  mount  ladders  to  Uie  fire. 

In  vain :  for  iVom  the  east  a  Belgian  wind 
His  hostile  breath  tlffough  the  dry  rafters  sent ; 

Hie  flames  impell'd  soon  left  their  foes  behind. 
And  forward  with  a  wanton  fury  went 

A  key  of  fire  ran  all  alon^  the  shores 
And  lighten'd  all  the  nver  with  a  bUse: 

The  waken'd  tides  began  again  to  roar. 
And  wondering  fish  in  sUning  waters  gase. 

Old  father  Thames  rais'd  up  his  reverend  head. 
But  fear'd  the  fate  of  Siroois  would  return : 

Deep  in  his  ooie  he  sought  his  sedgy  bed. 
And  shrunk  his  waters  back  into  his  urn. 

The  Fire,  meantime,  walks  in  a  broader  gross ; 

To  either  hand  his  wings  he  opens  wide : 
He  wades  the  streets,  and  straight  he  reaches  crom, 

And  plays  his  longing  flames  on  th*  other  aide. 

At  first  they  warm,  then  scorm.  and  then  they  take ; 

Now  wiik  long  necks  from  side  to  side  they  feed  ; 
At  length  grown  strong  their  mother  Fire  fonakcy 

And  anew  colony  of  Flames  succeed. 

To  every  nobler  portion  of  the  town 

llie  curling  billows  roll  their  restless  tide : 

In  parties  now  they  straggle  up  and  down, 
Asarmiea  unoppos'd  for  prey  divide. 
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One  wa^tty  fqiiadron  widi  a  ride-wind  iped. 
Through  narrow  lanes  hiacumber'd  fire  does  haatSy 

By  powerfnl  channa  of  gold  and  uhrer  led, 
TiMt  Lombard  bankers  and  the  'Change  to 

Another  backward  to  the  Tower  would  go^ 
And  slowly  eats  his  way  tigainst  the  wind  • 

But  the  main  body  of  the  marching  foe 
Against  th'  imperial  palace  is  d^ign'd. 

Now  day  appears,  and  with  the  day  die  king, 
Whose  early  care  had  robb*d  him  of  his  rest: 

Far  off  the  cracks  of  fidling  houses  ring, 
And  shrieks  of  subjects  pierce  his  tender  bi 

Near  as  he  draws,  thick  harbingers  of  smoke 
With  gloomy  pillars  cover  all  the  place ; 

Whose  little  intorals  of  night  are  l»t>ke 
By  sparks,  that  drive  against  his  sacred  face. 

More  than  his  guards  his  sorrows  made  hJm  known, 
And  pious  tears  which  down  his  cheeks  did  shower: 

The  wretched  in  his  grief  forgot  their  own ; 
So  much  die  pity  of  a  king  has  power. 

He  wept  tfaeHlames  of  what  he  lov*d  so  well, 
And  what  so  well  had  merited  his  love : 

For  never  prince  in  grace  did  more  exc^ 
Or  royal  dty  more  in  duty  strove. 

Nor  with  an  idle  care  did  he  behold : 

Subjects  may  grieve,  but  monarchs  must  redress; 
He  cheers  die  fearful,  and  commends  the  bold. 

And  makes  despairers  hope  for  good  soocess. 


Himself  directs  what  first  is  to  be  done. 

And  orders  all  the  succours  vriiich  they  bring : 

The  helpful  and  the  good  about  him  run. 
And  form  an  army  worthy  such  a  king. 

He  sees  the  dire  contagion  spread  so  fast. 
That  where  it  seizes  all  relief  is  vain : 

And  therefore  must  unwillingly  lay  waste 
That  country,  which  would  else  the  foe  maintain. 

The  powder  blows  up  all  before  the  Fire : 

Th*  amazed  Flames  stand  gadier*d  on  a  heap ; 

And  from  the  precipice's  brink  retire^ 
Afivid  to  venture  on  so  large  a  leap. 

Thus  fighting  Fires  awhile  themselTes  consome. 
But  straight,  like  Turks,  fore*d  on  to  vrin  or  die. 

They  first  lay  tender  bridges  of  their  fume. 
And  o'er  the  breach  in  unctuous  Tapours  fiy 

Fart  stay  for  passage,  tiU  a  gust  of  wind 
Ships  o'er  dieir  forces  in  a  shining  sheet : 

Ftat  creeping  under  ground  thdr  journey  Mind, 
And  cUmbing  from  bdow  their  fellows  meet. 

Itius  to  some  desert  plain,  or  old  wood  side;, 
Dire  night-hags  come  from  farto  dance  their  round; 

And  o*er  broad  rivers  on  their  fiends  they  ridc^ 
Or  sweep  in  douds  above  the  blasted  ground. 

No  help  avails :  for,  hydra-like,  the  Fire 
Lifb  up  Ins  hundred  heads  to  aim  his  way : 

And  scarce  die  wealthy  can  one  half  retire^ 
Before  he  nufacs  in  to  fliiwe  die  pnf» 


The  rich  grotr  suppliant,  and  die  poor  giovpreslt 
Those  oiorer  mighty  gain,  and  these  sd(  moR: 

So  void  of  pity  is  th'  ignoMe  crowd. 
When  odbers'  ruin  may 


As  dioae  who  live  by  diores  vridi  joy  bdnid 
Some  vrealtby  vend  spMt  or  aUanded  nigii. 

And  fhnn  the  rocks  leap  down  for  shipwreck'd  goH 
And  sedL  the  tempests  vriiich  the  odwrs  fly : 

So  these  bat  vrait  die  c^wners*  laat  dcqpair. 
And  what's  permitted  to  the  flames  invsde; 

Ev'n  from  thdr  jaws  they  hungry  moneb  ttm 
And  on  their  haAs  tte  spoiU  of  Vukaa  bda 

The  days  were  all  in  this  lost  labour  qwBt ; 

And  when  the  weary  king  gave  pfawe  to  w^ 
His  beams  he  to  his  ropl  brodier  lent,  ! 

And  so  shone  still  in  his  refiectiw  li^ 

Night  came,  but  vridiout  daricness  or  repose^ 
A  dismal  picture  of  the  general  doom ; 

Where  souls  distracted  vriien  the  truin|iet  hkmt,    \ 
And  half  unready  with  their  bodies  coot. 


Those  who  have  homes,  ^^len  home  they  do  rcpur , 
To  a  last  lodging  call  their  wandering  ftienk: 

Thdr  tdiort  uneasy  deeps  are  broke  vrilh  csic, 
To  look  hosr  near  their  own  destniction  temk 

Those  who  have  none,  sit  round  where  once  if  «a^ 
And  with  full  eyes  each  vronted  roomreqniR: 

Haunting  the  yet  warm  ashes  of  the  place, 
Aa  murder'd  men  walk  vriiare  they  did  espiia.  { 

Some  stir  up  coala  and  watch  die  vestal  fire. 
Others  in  vam  firom  s^ht  of  mill  run ; 

And  while  through  burning  labyrhitha  they  redrew 
With  loathing  eyes  repeat  what  they  wookl  liad 

The  most  in  fidds  like  herded  beasts  lie  dowo, 
To  dews  obnoxious  on  the  grassy  floor ; 

And  while  their  babes  in  deep  their  auiiuw*  diovf 
Sad  parents  watch  the  remnants  of  their  stoRk 

While  by  the  modon  of  die  flames  diey  gnes 
What  streets  are  burning  now,  and  whatareaol 

An  infant  wdung  to  the  paps  would  pnas, 
And  meets,  ii^ead  of  mflk,  a  fidlii^  tasr. 


No  thought  can  ease  them  but  their  aovcreign's  cd 
Whose  praise  di'  afflicted  as  their  oomfort  iiii|j 

Ev'n  diose,  whom  want  might  drive  to  jnat  despdl 
Think  life  a  blessing  under  such  a  king. 

Meantime  he  sadly  suffers  in  their  giief» 
Outweeps  an  hermit,  and  outprays  a  saint : 

All  the  long  night  he  studies  their  idie^ 
How  they  may  be  supply'd  and  he  miy  ^rmL 

«  O  God,"  said  he,  <'  thou  patron  of  my  ds^s, 

Guide  of  my  youdi  in  exile  and  distress ! 
Who  me  unfiriended  broqght'st,  by  wondrous  wij 
■  The,  kingdom  of  my  fathers  to 


<*  Be  thou  my  judge,  vrith  what  unwearyM 
I  since  have  lahour'd  for  my  people's  good; 

To  bind  the  bruiaes  of  a  dvil  war. 

And  stop  the  Moes  of  didr  wastnig  l4aod. 
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TboQ  who  bnt  tni^fac  me  to  tot^wB  tiie  illy 
And  reeompeBse  is  friends  the  good  misled ; 
^  mertr  be  a  praeept  of  thy  will. 
Return  dttt  meKj  on  thy  aervsnt's  head. 

Or  if  my  heedlcM  youth  has  >tepp'd  Mtimy, 
Too  soon  forgctftil  of  thy  gradous  hand  ; 
>&  ne  ilone  thy  just  displeasure  lay, 
Ba  tike  thy  judgments  from  this  mounung  land. 

'  WeiH  hsfe  •■m*d,  and  thou  hast  laid  us  low, 
.UhmUeearthfiom  whence  at  first  we  came: 

jtfdriag  ifasdes  before  the  douds  we  show, 
ini  dinok  like  parchment  in  consuming  flame. 

Oki  it  be  tooogh  what  thou  hast  done;  [street, 
V>bai  ipooed  Deaths  nm  ann'd  thnnigh  ereiy 
%&  ponoa'd  dsils  which  not  the  good  couU  shun. 
The  ipccdy  could  outfly,  or  valiant  meet. 

He  Umf  lew,  and  frequent  funerals  then, 
I^ocbimM  thy  wnth  on  this  forsaken  plara 
ii  Mv  thoK  few  who  are  retnni*d  again, 
rkj  ««diing  judgmienta  to  dwir  dwellings 

Opn  Boi,  Lord,  an  absolute  decree^ 
(k  bind  thy  sentence  unconditional : 
ft  in  tby  Motence  our  lemorae  foresee. 
And  m  that  fbraaght  this  thy  doom  recall. 

fbj  thestoungs,  Lord,  as  thine  thou  may'st 

mke: 
ht  ifnniiirtable  and  fizM  they  stand, 
■■■c  ttiU  tfajsdf  to  giTe  die  stroke, 
Asd  let  not  foR^  foes  oppress  thy  land.' 
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r  Eitfnal  heard,  and  finom  the  heavenly  quire 
C^  out  the  cherub  with  the  flaming  sword; 
d  Me  him  swifUy  drire  th*  approa^ing  Fire 
hw  «hae  our  naval  magazines  were  stOT'd 

'  wwed  minister  his  wings  di^lay'd, 
lad  like  a  diooting  stsr  he  deft  the  nig^ : 
'  daiisM  the  flames,  and  those  that  disdiey'd 
Be  bih'd  to  duty  with  his  sword  of  light 

lfagi(i?e  Fhmcs,  diastis'd,  went  forth  to  prey 
^  piottt  structures,  by  our  fathers  rear*d; 
«^^  to  HeascB  tfaey  did  affect  the  way. 
In  frith  in  chmcfamen  without  works  was  heard. 


'**Miag  «aphans  saw,  with  watery  eyes, 
I^fbundcts*  chsrity  in  dust  laid  bw ; 
■  tna  to  God  their  evcr-answer'd  cries, «. 
^be  protects  the  poor,  who  made  them  aa 

rnsld  thy  frfaric.  Foul's,  defend  tfiee  long, 
«(^  thou  wert  sacred  to  thy  Maker's  praise: 
^  Bade  immortal  by  a  poet's  song ; 
M  poets' songs  the  Theban  walls  coiUd  raise. 


[^■i^  flames  peep*d  in,  and  saw  from  far 
ly^vi^beaubcsof  the  sacred  quire: 
^asee  it  was  profrn'd  by  dvil  war. 
Sen's  ihoogte  it  it  to  have  it  purg'd  by  fire. 


•  dowa  ihe  nsnow  streets  it  swiftly  came, 
M  widely  openiag  did  on  both  sides  prey: 

•  bcBcflt  we  sadly  owe  the  flame, 
if  wly  luin  must  cnlaiige  our  way. 


And  now  frnr  days  the  Sun  had 
Four  nights  the  Moon  beheld  th*  t 

It  seem'd  as  if  the  stars  more  sickly  ros^ 
And  further  from  the  lieverisb  NoKlh  retira. 

■ 

In  th'  empyrean  Heaven,  the  bless'd  abod% 
The  thrones  and  the  dominions  prostrate  lie. 

Not  daring  to  behold  their  angry  God ; 
And  an  hush'd  silence  dan^  the  tunefU  iky. 


At  length  th'  Almighty  cast  a  pitymg  eyie, 
And  mercy  softly  touch'd  his  melting  ~ 

He  saw  the  town's  one-half  in  rubbish  lie. 
And  eager  flames  drive  on  to  storm  the 


An  hoUow  crystal  pyramid  he  takes^ 
In  firmamental  waters  dipt  above : 

Of  it  a  broad  extinguisher  he  makes. 
And  hoods  the  flames  that  to  their  quarry 


Ihe  vanquish'd  Fires  withdraw  from  every  plM% 
Or  fbll  with  feeding  sink  into  a  sleep : 

Each  household  genius  shows  again  hb  fiioe. 
And  from  the  hearths  the  little  Lares  creeps 

Our  king  this  more  than  natural  change  behoUa; 

With  sober  joy  his  heart  and  ejres  abound 
To  the  AlL-good  his  lifted  bands  he  folds. 

And  thanks  him  low  on  his  redeemed  gnmodi 
t 
As  vdien  sharp  frosts  had  long  constrain'd  the  esiliv 

A  kindly  tbew  unlocks  it  with  cold  rain ; 
And  first  the  tender  blade  peeps  up  to  birth  [gninx 

And  straight  the  green  fields  laugh  with  promia'd 

By  such  degrees  the  spreading  gladnean  grew 
In  every  heart  whidi  fear  had  froze  before : 

Hie  standling  streets  with  so  much  joy  they  view, 
Hiat  with  less  grief  the  perish'd  they  deplore. 

The  fkther  of  the  people  open'd  wide 
His  stores,  and  all  the  poor  with  plenty  fed  t 

Hnis  God's  anointed  God's  own  place  supply'^ 
And  fiU'd  the  empty  with  his  daily  bread. 

This  royal  bounty  faroui^it  its  own  reward. 
And  in  their  minds  so  deep  did  print  the  senst; 

That  if  their  ruins  sadly  they  regard, 
'Tb  but  with  fear  the  sight  might  drive  him  thenca* 

But  so  maybe  live  long,  that  town  to  sway. 
Which  by  his  auspice  they  will  nobler  make^ 

As  he  will  hatch  their  ashes  by  his  slay. 
And  not  their  humble  ruins  now  forsake. 

They  have  not  lost  their  loyalty  by  fire ; 

Nor  is  their  courage  or  their  wealth  so  low. 
That  from  his  wsrs  they  poorly  would  retire^ 

Or  beg  the  pity  of  a  vanquish'd  foe. 

Not  with  moreoonatancy  the  Jews,  of  old 

By  Cyrus  from  rewaraed  exile  sent, 
Hieir  rojral  dty  did  in  dust  behold, 

Or  widi  mote  vigour  to  rebuild  it  went. 

Hie  utmost  malice  of  the  stars  is  past,  [town. 

And  two  dire  ootoqIb,  vrfaich  have  soourg'd  the 

In  tfadr  own  plague  and  fire  have  breath'd  Sie  las^ 
Or  dimly  in  dieir  sinking  locketa  fhmn. 


160 


DRYDEN. 


Now  fineqaent  trines  the  happier  lights  among, 
And  high  raised  Jove  from  his  dark  prison  freed. 

Those  weights  took  off  that  on  his  planet  hung, 
Will  gloriously  the  new-laid  work  succeed. 

Mcthinks  already  from  tfiis  chjrmic  flame, 

I  see  a  city  of  more  precious  mold : 
Bich  as  the  town  which  gives  the  Indies  name. 

With  silver  paY*d,  and  all  divine  with  gold. 

Already  labouring  with  a  mighty  fate. 

She  shakes  the  rubbish  from  her  mounting  brow, 
And  seems  to  have  renew'd  her  charter's  date, 

Which  Heaven  will  to  the  death  of  Time  allow. 

More  great  than  human  now,  and  more  august, 
Now  deify'd  slie  from  her  fires  does  rise : 

Her  widening  streets  on  new  foundations  trust, 
Anid  opening  into  larger  parts  she  flies. 

Before  she  like  some  shepherdess  did  show. 
Who  sat  to  bathe  her  by  a  river's  side ; 

Not  answering  to  her  fame,  but  rude  and  low, 
Nor  taught  the  beauteous  arts  of  modem  pride. 

Now  like  a  maiden  queen  she  will  behold, 
From  her  high  turrets,  hourly  suitors  come ; 

The  East  with  incense,  and  the  West  with  gold. 
Will  stand  like  suppliants  to  receive  her  doom. 

The  silver  Thames,  her  own  domestic  flood. 
Shall  bear  her  vessels  like  a  sweeping  train ; 

And  often  wind,  as  of  his  mistress  proud, 
With  longing  eyes  to  meet  her  face  again. 

Tlie  wealthy  Tagus,  and  the  wealthier  Rhine, 
Tlie  glory  of  their  towns  no  more  shall  boast, 

And  SeynCf  thai  would  with  Belgian  rivers  join, 
Shall  find  her  lustre  stain'd,  and  traffic  lost 

The  venturous  merchant,  who  design*d  more  far. 
And  touches  on  our  hospitable  shore, 

Charm*d  with  the  splendour  of  this  northern  star. 
Shall  here  unlade  him  and  depart  no  more. 

Our  powerful  navy  shall  no  longer  meet. 
The  wealth  of  France  or  Holland  to  invade ; 

The  beauty  of  this  town  witliout  a  fleet. 

From  all  the  world  shall  vindicate  her  trade. 

And  wliile  this  fam*d  emporium  we  prepare. 
The  l^ritish  ocean  shall  such  triumphs  boast. 

That  tliose,  who  now  disdain  our  trade  to  share, 
Shall  rob  like  pirates  on  our  wealthy  coast. 

Already  we  have  conquer*d  half  the  war, 
And  the  less  dangerous  part  is  lef^  behind: 

Our  trouble  now  b  but  to  make  them  dare. 
And  not  so  great  to  vanquish  as  to  find. 

Thus  to  the  eastern  wealth  through  storms  we  go. 
But  now,  the  Cape  once  doubled,  fear  no  more ; 

A  constant  trade-wind  will  securely  blow, 
And  gently  lay  us  on  the  spicy  shore. 
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'TwAS  at  the  royal  feast  for  Persia  won 
By  Philip's  warlike  son : 

Aloft  in  awiful  state 

Tlw  godlike  hero  sate 
On  his  imperial  throne : 

His  valiant  peers  were  plac'd  around ; 
Tlieir  brows  with  roses  and  with  myrtles  bound: 

(So  should  desert  in  arms  be  crown'd) 
The  lovely  Thais,  by  his  side. 
Sate,  like  a  blooming  eastern  bride. 
In  flower  of  youth  and  beauty's  pride. 

Happy,  happy,  hi^py  pair ! 

None  but  the  brave. 

None  but  the  brave. 

None  but  the  brave  deserves  the  fair. 

CHORUS.  • 

Happy,  happy,  happy  pair ! 

None  but  the  brave. 

None  but  the  brave. 

None  but  the  bmve  deserves  the  fiur. 


Ttmotheus,  plac'd  on  high 
Amid  the  tuneful  quire. 
With  flying  fingers  toudi'd  the  lyre  : 
Tlie  tremblix^  notes  ascend  the  sky, 

And  heavenly  joys  inspire. 
Tlie  song  b^^  from  Jove, 
Who  left  his  blissful  seats  «J>ove, 
(Such  is  the  power  of  mighty  love.) 
A  dragon's  fiery  form  bely'd  the  god 
Sublime  on  radiant  spires  he  rode. 

When  he  to  £ur  Olympia  pressed : 
And  while  he  sought  her  snowy  breast : 
Then,  round  her  slender  waist  he  curl'd,       [ 
And  stamp'd  an  image  of  himself,  a  sovereign 
Tlie  listening  crowd  admire  the  lofty  sound, 
A  present  deity,  they  shout  around : 
A  present  deity  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound : 
With  ravish'd  ears 
The  monarch  hean, 
Assumes  the  god. 
Affects  to  nod. 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres 

CRoaus. 
With  ravish'd  ean 
Tlie  monarch  hears, 
Assumes  the  god. 
Affects  to  nod. 
And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres. 


vtff 


^.U 


Tlie  praise  of  Bacchus  then,  the  sweet  mnsiQan  so^ 
Of  Bacchus  ever  fair  and  ever  young : 
Tlie  jolly  god  in  triumph  comes  ; 
Sound  the  trumpets ;  beat  the  drums ;        ' 
Flush'd  with  a  purple  grace 
He  shows  his  honest  face ; 
Now  give  the  hautboys  breath :  be  comes,  he  oad 
Bacchus,  ever  fur  and  young, 

Drinking  joys  did  first  ordain ; 
Bacchus'  blessings  are  a  treasure^ 
Drinking  is  the  soldier's  pleasure : 
Rich  Uie  treasure, 
Sweet  the  pleasure ; 
Sweet  is  pleasure  after  pain. 
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Baccfaiu*  MfwingB  are  a  treasure, 
Driaiung  is  the  soldier's  pleasure ; 

Rich  the  treasure, 

Sweet  the  pleasure  ; 
Sveet  is  pleasure  after  paixu 

Soo(h*d  with  the  sound,  the  king  grew  vain ; 
Foo^  all  his  battles  o'er  again ;      [the  slain. 
Afld  dvice  be  routed  all  his  foes ;  and  thrice  he  slew 
The  master  saw  the  madness  rise ; 
His  glowing  cheeks,  his  ardent  eyes ; 
Aod,  while  be  Heaven  and  Earth  dd^'d, 
CSaog'd  his  hand,  and  check'd  his  pride. 

He  chose  a  mournful  Muse 

Soft  pity  to  inftise : 
He  sung  Darius  great  and  good. 

By  too  severe  a  fiste, 
FiOen,  Alien,  fallen,  fallen. 
Fallen  from  his  bigh  estate. 

And  weltring  in  bis  blood ; 
I>nerted,  at  bis  utmost  need. 
By  those  his  fonner  bounty  fed : 
On  the  bare  earth  ezpos'd  he  lies, 
^ith  not  a  friend  to  close  bis  eyes. 
^idi  downcast  looks  the  joyless  victor  aate, 

Revohing  in  bis  alter  a  soul 
The  various  turns  of  Chance  below; 

And,  now  and  then,  a  tif^  he  stole; 
And  lean  beigsn  to  flow. 

CHOJIUS. 

Betolving  in  his  alter'd  soul 
llie  various  turns  of  Chance  below; 

And,  now  and  then,  a  agb  he  stole ; 
And  taara  began  to  flow. 


Ttemigbty  maatcrimal'd,  to 

1^  kwe  was  in  the  next  d^;ree . 
*TWas  but  a  kindred  sound  to  movc^ 
For  pity  melts  the  mind  to  love. 
Softly  sweet,  in  Lydian  measures. 
Soon  he  sootfa'd  hu  soul  to  pleasures, 
^v,  Ae  sung,  is  toil  and  trouble ; 
Hooour  but  an  empty  bubble ; 

Never  ending  still  beginning, 
Figliiing  sdU,  and  still  destroying ; 

If  the  world  be  worth  thy  winning,  , 
l^iak,  O  think,  it  worth  enjoying: 
l^'vdy  Hibu  sits  beside  thee, 
TVke  the  good  the  gods  provide  thee. 
*Bay  tmi  the  skies  with  loud  applause; 
^  Til^  oown'd,  bat  Music  won  the  cause. 
Tht  prince^  unable  to  conceal  bis  pain, 
Gas*d  on  the  fior 
Who  cans'd  fab  care. 
And  agbM  and  look'd,  sigb'd  and  look'd, 
ilf^'^  a»l  look'd,  and  sigh'd  again : 
f  *"|C^Vwith  kive  and  wine  at  once  oppress'd, 
li«iMm^*4  victor  sunk  upon  her  brost. 


to  conceal  ins  pun, 
Gas'd  on  the  fair 
Who  CMB'd  fab  coe^ 
Aad  s%b'd  and  look'd,  sigh*d  and  look'd, 
^<1  »l  loQk'd,  and  sighM  again 

•■■■■■"  Vd  Tiaar  loBk  i^on  ber 
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Now  strike  the  golden  lyre  agabi : 
A  louder  yet,  and  yet  a  louder  strain. 
Break  bb  bands  of  sleep  asunder, 
And  rouse  him,  like  a  rattling  peal  of  thunder. 
Hark,  hark,  the  horrid  sound 
Hjis  rsb'd  up  hb  head! 
As  awak'd  from  the  dnd. 
And  amas'd,  he  stares  around. 
Revenge,  revenge,  Tlmotbeus  cries. 
See  the  Furies  arise : 
See  the  snakes  that  they  rear. 
How  they  hiss  in  their  hair, 
And  the  sparkles  that  fla^  from  their  eyes ! 
Behold  a  ghastly  band. 
Each  a  torch  in  his  hand ! 
Those  are  Grecian  ghosts,  that  in  battle  were  slain 
And  unburyM  remain 
Inglorious  on  the  plain : 
Give  the  vengeance  due 
To  the  valiant  crew. 
Behold  how  they  toss  their  torches  on  hifh. 
How  they  point  to  the  Persian  abodes^ 
And  glittering  ten^ples  of  their  hostile  gods. 
The  princes  appbud,  with  a  furious  joy ; 
And  the  king  seb*d  a  flkmbeau  with  zeal  todestroy ; 
Thus  led  the  way, 
Jo  light  bun  to  hbprey. 
And,  like  another  Helen,  fir*d  another  IVoy. 

caoftus. 

And  the  king  seb*d  a  flambeau  with  zeal  to  destroy ; 

Tbab  led  the  way, 

To  light  him  to  his  prey. 
And,  like  another  Helen,  fir*d  another  Troy. 

ITms,  long  ago, 
Ere  heaving  bdlows  leam*d  to  blow, 

While  organs  yet  were  mute ; 
Timotheus,  to  hb  breathing  flute. 
And  sounding  lyre. 
Could  swell  the  soul  to  rage,  or  kindle  soft  desire 
At  last  divine  Cedlb  came, 
Inventress  of  the  voqal  frame ; 
The  sweet  enthusiast,  from  her  sacred  storey 
Enbrg'd  the  former  narrow  bounds^ 
And  added  length  to  solemn  sounds^ 
With  Nature's  mother-wit,  and  arts  unknown  before. 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  priie^ 

Or  both  divide  the  crown ; 
He  rab'd  a  mortal  to  the  skies ; 
She  drew  an  angel,  down. 

OEAXD  CHORUS. 

At  last  divine  Cecilb  came^ 
Inventress  of  the  vocal  f^tame ; 
Hw  sweet  enthusiast,  from  ber  sacred  storey 

Enbrg'd  the  former  narrow  bound% 

And  added  lengdi  to  solemn  sounds^ 
With  Nature's  mother-wit,  and  arts  unknown  before. 
Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize, 

Or  both  divide  the  crown ; 
He  rsb'd  a  mortal  to  the  skies ; 

She  drew  an  angel  down. 
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PALAMON  AND  ARCITE: 

OR  TUB  KNIGHTS  TALC 

Book  I. 

In  days  of  old,  there  lrv*d,  of  mighty  fame, 

A  Taliant  prince,  and  Tlieseus  was  his  name : 

A  chief,  who  more  in  feats  of  arms  exccU.*d, 

The  rising  nor  tlie  setting  Sun  beheld. 

Of  Athens  he  was  lord ;  much  land  be  won, 

And  added  foreign  countries  to  his  crown. 

In  Scythia  witli  the  warrior  queen  he  strove, 

ViThom  first  by  force  he  conquered,  then  by  love ; 

He  brought  in  triumph  back  the  beauteous  dame, 

Witli  whom  her  sister,  fair  Emilia,  came. 

With  honour  to  his  home  let  Theseus  ride, 

^^tii  Love  to  friend,  and  Fortune  for  his  guide. 

And  his  victorious  army  at  his  side. 

I  pass  their  warlike  pomp,  their  proud  array. 

Their  shouts,  their  songs,  tlieir  welcome  on  the  way . 

But,  were  it  not  too  long,  I  would  recite 

The  feats  of  Amaxons,  the  fatal  fight 

Betwixt  the  hardy  queen  and  hero  knight ; 

Hie  town  besieg'd,  and  how  much  blood  it  cost 

The  female  army  and  th*  Athenian  host ; 

The  spousals  of  Hippolita,  the  queen ; 

What  tilts  and  tumeys  at  the  feast  were  seen ; 

The  storm  at  their  return,  the  ladies*  fear : 

But  these,  and  other  things,  I  must  forbear. 

Tlw  field  is  spacious  I  design  to  sow. 

With  oxen  far  unfit  to  draw  the  plow : 

Tlie  remnant  of  my  tale  is  of  a  lengtli 

To  tire  your  patience,  and  to  waste  my  strength  ; 

And  trivial  accidents  shall  be  forbom, 

Hiat  others  may  have  time  to  take  their  turn ; 

As  vras  at  first  enjoin*d  us  by  mine  liost. 

That  he  whose  tale  is  best,  and  pleases  most, 

Should  win  his  supper  at  our  common  cost. 

And  tlierefore  ^ere  I  left,  I  will  pursue 
Tliis  ancient  story,  whether  false  or  true. 
In  hope  it  may  be  mended,  with  a  new. 
The  prince  I  mentioned,  full  of  high  renown. 
In  this  array  drew  near  th*  Athenian  town  ; 
When,  in  his  pomp  and  utmost  of  his  pride. 
Marching,  he  clianc'd  to  cast  his  eye  aside. 
And  saw  a  choir  of  mourning  dames,  who  lay 
By  two  and  two  across  the  common  way  : 
At  his  approach  they  rais*d  a  rueful  cry. 
And  beat  tlieir  breasts^  and  held  tlieir  hands  on  high, 
Creeping  and  crying,  till  tliey  seiz'd  at  last 
His  courser's  bridle,  and  his  feet  embraced. 

"  Tell  me,"  said  Theseus,  "  wliat  and  whence 
you  are, 
And  why  tliis  funeral  pageant  you  prepare  ? 
Is  this  tlic  welcome  of  my  woilhy  deeds. 
To  meet  my  triumph  in  ill-omcn*d  weeds  ? 
Or  envy  you  my  praise,  and  would  destroy 
With  grief  my  pleasures,  and  pollute  my  joy  ? 
Or  are  you  injiir'd,  and  demand  relief  ? 
Name  your  ret^uest,  and  I  will  case  your  grief." 

The  most  in  years  of  all  the  mourning  train 
Began  (but  swooned  first  away  for  pain)  ; 
Then  }»carce  recover 'd  spoke  :  *'  Nor  envy  wc 
lliy  great  renown,  nor  grudge  thy  victory ; 
*'ris  thine,  ()  king,  di*  afllicted  to  redress. 
And  Fame  iias  fiU'd  the  world  witli  tliy  success : 
We,  wretched  women,  sue  for  that  alone. 
Which  of  thy  goodness  is  refused  to  none ; 


Let  fall  some  drops  of  pity  cm  our  grief» 

If  what  we  beg  be  just,  and  we  dcserre 

For  none  of  us,  who  now  thy  grace  implore. 

But  held  the  rank  of  sovereign  queen  before  ; 

Till,  thanks  to  giddy  Chance,  which  never  bean, 

That  mortal  bliss  should  last  for  length  of  y«ui,       i 

She  cast  us  headlong  from  our  high  estate. 

And  here  iri  hope  of  thy  return  we  wait : 

And  long  have  waited  in  the  temple  nigfa. 

Built  to  the  gracious  goddess  Clemency. 

But  reverence  thou  the  power  w^hose  name  it  bean, 

Relieve  tli'  oppressed,  and  wipe  the  widow's  tears. 

I,  wretched  I,  have  other  fortune  seen. 

The  wife  of  Capaneus,  and  once  a  queen : 

At  Tliebes  he  fell,  curst  be  the  fatal  day  * 

And  all  the  rest  thou  seest  in  this  array 

To  make  their  moan,  their  lords  in  battle  lost 

Before  that  town,  besieg*d  by  our  confedefate  Intt: 

But  Creon,  old  and  impious,  who  oommands 

The  Theban  city,  and  usurps  the  lands. 

Denies  the  rites  of  funeral  fires  to  those 

Whose  breathless  bodies  yet  he  calls  his  foek 

Unbum*d,  unbury*d,  on  a  heap  they  lie  ; 

Such  is  their  fate,  and  such  his  tyranny  ; 

No  friend  has  leave  to  bear  away  the  dcnd. 

But  vnth  their  lifeless  limbs  his  hounds  are  fed.*' 

At  this  she  shriek  *d  aloud ;  the  mournful  train 

Echo'd  her  grief,  and,  groveling  on  the  plain. 

With  groans,  and  hands  upheld,  to  move  his  nund* 

Besought  his  pity  to  their  helpless  kind ! 

Hie  prince  was  touch 'd,  his  tears  b<*gan  to  flow. 
And,  as  his  tender  heart  would  break  in  two. 
He  sigird,  and  could  not  but  their  fiite  deploiv. 
So  wretdied  now,  so  fortunate  before. 
Then  lightly  from  his  lofty  steed  he  flew. 
And  ra'aiiig,  one  by  one,  the  suppliant  crev. 
To  comfort  each,  full  solemnly  he  swore. 
That  by  the  faith  which  knights  to  knighthood  boip. 
And  whate'er  eUe  to  chivalry  belongs. 
He  would  not  cease,  till  he  reveng'd  thor  wniii^:{ 
That  Greece  should  sec  perfonn*d  what  he  dedar*4  j 
And  cruel  Creon  find  his  just  reward. 
He  said  no  more,  but,  shunning  all  delay, 
Ilode  on  ;  nor  enter*d  Athens  on  his  way  : 
But  left  his  sister  and  his  queen  behind, 
And  wav*d  his  royal  banner  in  the  wind : 
Where  in  an  argent  field  the  god  of  war 
Was  drawn  triumphant  on  his  iron  car ; 
Red  was  his  sword,  and  shield,  and  whc^  a 
And  all  the  godhead  seem'd  to  glow  with  fire  ; 
£v'n  the  ground  glitter'd  where  the  standard 
And  the  green  grass  was  dy*d  to  sanguine  liuo. 
High  on  his  pointed  lance  his  pennon  bore 
His  Cretan  fight,  the  conquerM  Minotaur: 
llie  soldiers  idiout  around  with  generous 
And  in  that  victory  their  own  presage. 
He  prais'd  their  ardour  ;  inly  pleas'd  to 
His  host  the  flower  of  Grecian  chivalry. 
All  day  he  march'd  ;  and  all  th*  ensuing  nigl« ; 
And  saw  tlie  city  with  returning  light. 
'The  process  of  the  war  I  need  not  tell. 
How  Theseus  conquered,  and  how  Creon  fell: 
Or  after,  how  by  storm  the  walls  were  won. 
Or  how  tlie  victor  sack'd  and  bum*d  the  town : 
How  to  tlie  ladies  lie  restored  again 
The  bodies  of  tlieir  lords  in  battle  slain ; 
And  with  what  ancient  rites  they  were  iuterr*d  , 
All  these  to  fitter  tiroes  shall  be  defcrT*d : 
I  spare  the  widows*  tears,  their  woeful  criess 
And  howling  at  their  husbands*  obae^uies  ; 
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lam  Thcaeoi  att  IhCK  f  imcnb  did 

Lnd  with  what  gifb  tfie  roourning  dames  di 

Thus  when  the  victor  diief  had  Creon  alaiiiy 
Lnd  cooqucr'd  Thebes,  he  pitchM  upon  the  plain 
Ik  nuglity  camp,  and,  when  the  day  retum*d, 
.Vcoantry  nasied,  and  the  hamlets  bum'd, 
\'«1  left  the  pillagen,  to  rapine  bred, 
A'lt^iOttt  comxol  to  itrip  and  spoil  the  dead. 

TSm,  in  a  heap  of  slain,  among  the  rest 
r«^  joutfafiil  knights  they  found  beneath  a  load 

oppress 'd 
l)r>jiigliter'd  foes,  whom  first  to  death  they  sent. 
The  trophies  of  their  strength,  a  bloody  monument. 
!Mi  fiiir,  and  both  of  royid  blood  they  seem'd, 
nknn  kinsmen  to  the  crown  the  heralds  deem'd ; 
i^  ilsy  in  equal  arms  they  fought  for  fame ; 
W  fwords,  their  shields,  their  surooOta^  were  the 
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'•ne  by  each  odwr  hud,  they  preas'd  the  ground, 
>jer  manly  bosoms  pierc*d  with  many  a  gricsly 

wound; 
OT  wi>ll  alire,  nor  wholly  dead  they  were, 
ks  i-KM  hint  agna  of  feeble  life  appear : 
Kr  vandeiing  breath  was  on  the  wing  to  part, 
hv.  ma  the  pulse,  and  hardly  heaT*d  the  heart. 
Wv  two  wens  si^ten*  sons ;  «id  Ardte  one, 
t'^  ^*d  in  fields,  with  valiant  Pklamon. 
nm  thrte  their  costly  arms  the  spoilers  rent, 
a!  viftlj  both  convey'd  to  Hieseus'  tent : 
''<  n,  known  of  Creon*s  line,  and  cur*d  with  core^ 
Ie  to  hi»  city  sent  as  prisoners  of  the  war, 
tuo  .n$  of  tottsom,  and  condemn*d  to  lie 
1  cjriQce,  doom'd  a  lingering  death  to  die. 
^  (iixw,  be  march'd  away  with  warlike  sound, 
od  to  ]a%  Athens  tum*d  with  laurels  crown*d, 
fWv  happy  long  he  liv'd,  much  lov*d,  and  more 

ivnown*d. 
^  is  s  tower,  and  nerer  to  be  loos*d, 
y  voirful  captive  kinsmen  are  enclos*d. 
T^  year  by  year  they  pass,  and  day  by  day, 
i>  (.nctf,  'twas  cm  the  mom  of  cheerful  May, 
W  )uuag  Emilia,  fairer  to  be  seen 
Wi  tbir  fiur  lily  on  the  flowery  green, 
kn  fn*ih  than  May  herself  in  blossoms  new, 
^  •itii  the  may  colour  strove  her  hue, 
[a^  li, »  her  custom  was,  before  the  dsy, 
■  -lo  tfa'  observance  due  to  sprightly  May : 
b  sirghtly  May  oommands  our  youth  to  kcq> 
^  *igitt  of  her  night,  and  breaks  their  slugjpud 

,  ■"'•■1*1 

•a  fCBtle  hnam  wriifa  kindly  warmth  she  moves ; 

*^^  otw  fiomeii  revives  extinguish*d  loves. 

I  (hi  roocnbranoe  Emily,  ere  day, 

1*^.  od  dress'd  hervelf  in  rich  array ; 

^*^  to  the  month,  and  as  the  morning  fidr ; 

^"^  her  «houklers  feU  her  length  of  hair : 

i  M4wia  did  the  hnidcd  tresses  bind, 

^  '^  was  loose,  and  wanton'd  in  the  wind. 

^ws  had  but  newly  chaa*d  the  night, 

^""i  K.rplfld  o*«r  the  sky  with  blushing  light, 

[*'«->  to  die  gvden  walk  fihe  took  her  way, 

'  inn  sod  trip  along  in  cool  of  day, 

^  <«(frr  maiden  vows  in  lumour  of  the.  May. 


^1  rrcry  torn,  At  mode  a  little  stand, 
iad  thoM  among  the  thorns  her  lily  hand 
•  «irA«  ihr  raw ;  and  every  rose  she  drew, 
l^tjhoak  Ihs  stoOt,  and  brush*d  away  the  dew : 
^  pwty-colonr'd  flowers  of  white  and  red 
»^»o«e,  lo  make  a  garland  for  her  head : 
^(looe,  te  sung  and  ctfol*d  out  so  clear, 
**  ■«  «H  Migth  might  wjoice  to  hear; 


Ev'n  wondering  Philomel  forgot  to  sing. 
And  Ieam*d  finom  her  to  welcome-in  the  Spring. 
Tlie  tower,  of  which  before  was  mention  made. 
Within  whose  keep  the  captive  knights  were  laid. 
Built  of  a  large  extent,  and  strong  withal. 
Was  one  partition  of  the  palace  wall : 
The  garden  was  enclos'd  within  the  square. 
Where  young  Emilia  took  the  morning  air. 

It  happened  Palomon,  the  prisoner  kni(^ 
Restless  for  woe,  arose  before  the  light. 
And  with  his  gaoler's  leave  desir*d  to  breathe 
An  air  more  wholesome  than  the  damps  beneath : 
Hiis  granted,  to  the  tower  he  took  his  way, 
Cheer'd  with  the  promise  of  a  glorious  day : 
Then  cast  a  languishing  r^ard  around. 
And  saw  with  hateful  eyes  the  temples  crown*d 
With  golden  spires,  and  all  the  ho^e  ground. 
He  sigh*d,  and  tum*d  bis  eyes,  because  he  knew 
*Twas  but  a  larger  gaol  he  had  in  view : 
Hien  look*d  below,  and,  from  the  castle's  height, 
Bdield  a  nearer  and  more  pleasing  sight, 
Tlie  garden;  which  before  he  had  not  seen. 
In  Spring's  new  livery  clad  of  white  and  green. 
Fresh  flowers  in  wide  parterres,  and  shady  walks 

between. 
Tliis  view*d,  but  not  eiyoy'd,  with  arms  across 
He  stood,  reflecting  on  his  country's  loss ; 
Himself  an  object  of  the  public  scorn, 
And  often  wisli'd  be  never  had  been  bom. 
At  last,  for  so  his  destiny  requir'd. 
With  walking  giddy,  and  with  thinking  tir'd. 
He  throu^  a  little  window  cast  his  sight, 
Hxmgh  thick  of  bars,  that  gave  a  scanty  light : 
But  ev'n  that  glimmering  serv'd  him  to  descry 
Th'  inevitable  charms  of  Emily. 

Scarce  had  he  seen,  but,  seiz'd  with  sudden  smart, 
Stung  to  the  quick,  he  felt  it  at  his  heart ; 
Struck  blind  with  over>powering  light  he  stood, 
Then  started  back  amax'd,  and  cry'd  aloud. 

Young  Ardte  heard ;  and  up  be  ran  with  haste. 
To  help  his  friend,  and  in  his  arms  cmbrac'd ; 
And  ask'd  him  why  he  look'd  so  deadly  wan. 
And  whence  and  how  his  change  of  cheer  began. 
Or  who  hod  done  th'  oflTencc  ?  **  But  if,"  soM  bc^ 
"  Your  grief  alone  is  hard  captivity, 
For  love  of  Heaven,  with  patience  undergo 
A  cureless  ill,  since  Fate  will  have  it  so : 
So  stood  our  horoscope  in  chains  to  lie. 
And  Saturn  in  the  dungeon  of  the  sky, 
Or  other  baleful  aspect,  rul'd  our  birth. 
When  all  the  friendly  stars  were  under  Earth : 
Whate'er  betides,  by  Destiny  'tis  done ; 
And  better  bear  like  men,  than  vainly  seek  to  shun." 

"  Nor  of  my  bonds,"  said  Palamon  again, 
*'  Nor  of  unhappy  planets  I  complain ; 
But  when  my  mortal  anguish  caus'd  mc  cry, 
Hiat  moment  f  was  hurt  tlurough  either  eye ; 
Pierc'd  with  a  random  shaft,  I  faint  away. 
And  perish  with  insensible  decay  : 
A  glance  of  some  new  goddess  gave  tlie  wound. 
Whom,  like  Acteon,  unaware  I  found. 
Look  how  she  walks  along  yon  shady  Kpoce, 
Not  Juno  moves  with  more  majestic  grace ; 
And  all  the  Cyprian  queen  is  in  her  face. 
If  thou  art  Venus  (for  thy  charms  confess 
That  face  was  form'd  in  Heaven,  ncr  art  thou  le« } 
Disguis'd  in  habit,  undisguis'd  in  shape) 
O  help  us  captives  from  our  chains  t*  escape ; 
But  if  our  doom  be  past,  in  bonds  to  lit* 
For  iife,  and  in  a  loathsome  dungt^on  die, 
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Then  be  thy  wrath  appeu'd  with  our  dugnce. 
And  show  oompttsion  to  the  Thcban  race, 
Oppreas'd  by  tyrant  power  !**    While  yet  he  tpoke^ 
Arcite  on  Emily  had  fiz*d  his  look ; 
The  fatal  dart  a  ready  pas«ge  found. 
And  deep  within  his  heart  infix*d  the  wound : 
So  that  if  Falamon  were  wounded  sore, 
Arcite  was  hurt  as  much  as  he,  or  more : 
Then  fixim  his  inmost  soul  he  sigh'd,  and  said, 
"  The  beauty  I  behold  has  struck  me  dead : 
Unknowingly  she  strikes,  and  kills  by  chance ; 
Poison  is  in  her  eyes,  and  death  in  every  glance. 
O,  I  must  ask,  nor  ask  alone,  but  more 
Her  mind  to  mercy,  or  must  die  for  love.** 

Thus  Arcite :  and  dius  Pklamon  replies, 
(Eager  his  tone,  and  ardent  were  his  eyes. } 
'*  ^ieak*8t  thou  in  earnest,  or  in  jesting  vein  ?** 
**  Jesting,**  said  Arate,  "  suits  but  iU  with  pain.*' 
**  It  suits  fiur  wone**  (said  Falamon  again, 
And  bent  his  brows)  "  with  men  who  honour  weigh, 
Their  faith  to  break,  their  Inendship  to  betray ; 
But  worst  with  thee,  of  noble  lineage  bom. 
My  kinsman,  and  in  arms  my  brotl^r  sworn. 
Have  we  not  plighted  each  our  holy  oath, 
TTtat  one  should  be  the  common  good  of  both ; 
One  soul  should  both  inspire,  and  neither  prove 
His  fellow*s  hindrance  in  pursuit  of  love  ? 
To  this  before  the  Gods  we  gave  our  hands, 
And  nothing  but  our  death  can  break  the  bands. 
This  binds  thee,  then,  to  further  my  design : 
As  I  am  bound  by  vow  to  further  thine : 
Mor  canst,  nor  dar*st  thou,  traitor,  on  the  plain 
Appeach  my  honour,  or  thine  own  maintain. 
Since  thou  art  of  my  council,  and  the  friend 
Whose  faith  I  ,tru.<it,  and  on  whose  care  depend : 
And  would*st  thou  court  my  lady*s  love,  which  I 
Much  rather  than  release  would  choose  to  die  ? 
But  thou,  false  Arcite,  never  shalt  obtain 
Hiy  bad  pretence ;  1  told  thee  lint  my  pain : 
For  &Bt  my  love  began  ere  thine  was  bom  ; 
Hkki,  wt  my  oouncil,  and  my  brother  swom. 
Art  bound  t'  assist  my  eldership  of  right, 
Or  Justly  to  be  deem*d  a  pe^ur'd  knight.** 

Thus  Falamon :  but  Arcite,  with  cusdain. 
In  haughty  language,  thus  reply*d  again : 
*'  Forsworn  thyself:  the  traitor's  odious  name 
I  iint  return,  and  then  disprove  thy  claim. 
If  love  be  passbn,  and  that  passion  nurst 
With  strong  desues,  I  lov*d  the  lady  fir^ 
Canst  thou  pretend  desire,  whom  nal  inilam*d 
To  worship,  and  a  power  celestial  nam*d  ? 
Ihinc  was  devotion  to  the  blest  above, 
I  saw  the  woman,  and  desir'd  her  love ; 
First  ownM  my  passion,  and  to  thee  commend 
Til*  important  secret,  as  my  chosen  friend. 
Aippose  (which  yet  I  grant  not)  thy  desire 
A  moment  elder  than  my  rival  fire ; 
Gui  chance  of  seeing  first  thy  title  prove  ? 
And  know'st  thou  not,  no  law  is  made  for  love ; 
Law  IS  to  things,  whidi  to  f^  choice  relate ; 
Love  b  not  in  our  choice,  but  in  our  fate ; 
Laws  are  but  positive ;  k^*s  power,  we  see. 
Is  Nature's  sanction,  and  her  first  decree. 
Each  day  we  break  the  bond  of  human  laws 
For  love,  and  vindicate  the  common  cause. 
Laws  for  defence  of  dvil  rights  are  plac'd, 
lAve  throws  the  fences  down,  and  makes  a  general 


Msids,  widows,  wives,  without  distinction  fUl ; 
Hie  sweeping  deluge^  love,  comet  on,  and  covers 
all. 


If  then  the  laws  of  friendship  I 
I  keep  the  greater,  vrhile  I  break  the  leaa ; 
And  both  are  mad  alike,  sanoe  neither  can 
Both  hopeless  to  be  ransani'dy  never  mose 
To  see  tlie  Sun,  but  as  he  passes  o'er." 

Like  £m>p*s  hounds  contending  for  the 
Each  pleaded  rig^  and  would  be  loid  alosw 
The  fhiitleas  fight  continued  all  the  day : 
A  cur  came  by,  and  snalch'd  the  prise  mw«y. 
<^  As  courtien  therefore  justle  for  a  grant,      [ 
And,  when  they  break  their  fnendsfaip^  plead  the 
So»  thou,  if  Fortune  will  thy  suit  advance^ 
Love  on,  nor  envy  me  my  equal  chance : 
For  I  must  love,  and  am  resolVd  to  try 
My  fate,  or  failing  in  tfa*  adventure,  die.** 

Great  was  their  strife,  which  hooriy  was  rraev'^ 
Till  each  with  mortal  hate  bis  rival  view'd  : 
Now  friends  no  more,  nor  walking  hand  in  Inod ; 
But  when  they  met,  they  made  a  suriy  stand  ; 
And  glar'dlike  angry  lions  as  they  paaa'd. 
And  wish*d  that  every  look  might  be  their  last. 

It  chanc*d  at  length,  Pirithous  came  V  attend 
This  worthy  Theseus  his  fiuniliar  friend ; 
Their  love  in  early  infanqr  began. 
And  raae  as  diildhood  ripen*d  into  man  : 
Companions  of  the  war,  and  lov*d  so  wiril, 
Tliat  when  one  dy*d,  as  ancient  stories  tell. 
His  fellow  to  redeem  him  went  to  HelL 

But  to  pursue  my  tale :  to  welcome 
His  warlike  brother  is  Pirithous  come : 
Arcite  of  Tlwbes  was  known  in  arms  long 
And  honour*d  by  this  young  Tbeasalian  prince. 
Theseus,  to  gratify  his  friend  and  gueat. 
Who  made  our  .^rite's  freedom  li^  request, 
Re8tor*d  to  liberty  the  captive  knight. 
But  on  these  hard  conditions  Irecite : 
That  if  hereafWr  Arcite  should  be  found 
Within  the  compass  of  Athenian  ground. 
By  day  or  night,  or  on  whate*er  pretence. 
His  head  should  pay  the  forfeit  of  th*  offi 
To  this  Pirithous  for  his  friend  agreed. 
And  on  his  promise  was  the  prisoner  freed. 

Unpleas*d  and  pensive  heiuDe  he  takca  his 
At  his  own  peril ;  fior  his  life  must  pay. 
Who  now  but  Arcite  mourns  his  bitter  ftfte^ 
Finds  his  dear  purchase,  and  repents  too  late  ? 
"  What  have  I  gain*d,**  he  said,  **  in  prison  pcsri 
If  I  but  change  my  bonds  for  banishment  ? 
And  banish*d  from  her  siglit,  I  suffer  more 
In  freedom,  than  I  felt  in  bonds  befne  t 
ForcM  from  her  presence,  and  condenm'dtofiw  :: 
Unwelcome  freedom,  and  unthank'd 
Heaven  is  not,  but  where  Emily  abidea ; 
And  where  she's  absent,  all  is  Hell 
Next  to  my  day  of  birth,  was  that  accurst. 
Which  bound  my  fKendsliip  to  Pirithous  lirsi : 
Had  I  not  known  that  prince,  I  still  had 
In  bondage,  and  had  still  Emilia 
For,  though  I  never  can  her  grace 
*Tis  recompense  enough  to  see  and 

0  Falamon,  my  kinsman  and  my  friend. 
How  much  mom  happy  fates  tfiy  love  attend ! 
Tliine  is  th'  adventure ;  thine  the  vicioiry- : 
Well  has  thy  fortune  tum'd  the  dice  for  tfaea : 
Thou  on  that  angel's  face  may'st  feed  thane  c^ 
In  prison,  no ;  but  blissful  Fsradise  ! 

Thou  daily  seest  that  sun  of  beauty  ahini^ 
And  lov'st  at  least  in  love's  eztremcat 

1  mourn  in  absence,  love*s  eternal  ni^ht ; 
And  who  can  tell  but  since  thou  hast  I 
And  ait  a  comely,  young,  and  valiaBt 
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Vvtunc  (a  various  power)  may  ceaae  to  frown, 
ind  bf  some  wajnt  unknown  diy  wishes  crown  ? 
(ut  I,  die  most  forlorn  of  human  kind, 
{or  Mp  can  hope,  nor  remedy  can  find ; 
Sat,  doom'd  to  drag  my  lootlMome  life  in  carey 
'or  my  reward,  must  end  it  in  despair. 
Fire,  water,  air,  and  earth,  and  force  of  fiites 
Dut  governs  all,  and  Heaven  that  all  creates, 
Sot  vt,  nor  Nature's  hand  can  ease  my  grief; 
NdChingbut  death,  the  wretch's  last  relief : 
Tim  fiwwell  youth,  and  all  the  joys  that  dwell, 
iTsk  jouth  and  life,  and  life  itself  ftreweU. 
But  why,  alas  ?  do  mortal  men  in  ndn 
)f  Fortane^  Fate,  or  Providence  complain? 
nd  prtB  us  what  be  knows  our  wants  require, 
iad  better  things  than  those  which  we  desire ; 
one  pray  for  riches ;  riches  they  obtain ; 
tst  wtidi'd  by  robben,  for  their  wealth  are  slain ; 
wne  pimy  frmn  prison  to  be  freed ;  and  come, 
Fkn  guilty  of  their  vows,  to  fall  at  home ; 
hrdo-'d  bf  those  they  trusted  with  their  life, 
i  £iTOur*d  scnrant,  or  a  bosom  wife, 
ndi  dear-bougbt  blessings  happen  every  day, 
leause  we  know  not  for  what  things  to  pray. 
ike  Hrunken  sots  about  the  street  we  roam : 
'fii  knows  the  sot  he  has  a  certain  home ; 
el  knows  not  bow  to  find  th*  uncertavi  place, 
ad  blunders  on,  and  staggers  every  pace. 
bt<k  all  Kek  happiness ;  but  few  can  find, 
w  Cir  the  greater  part  of  men  are  blind. 
!>»  a  my  cane,  who  thought  our  utmost  good 
Tsi  in  one  word  of  fireedom  understood : 
ke  fatal  blessing  came :  from  prison  free, 
arve  abroad,  and  lose  the  sight  of  Emily." 
Thus  Ardte :  but  if  Arcite  thus  deplore 
ia  Kiflierings,  Fabunon  yet  suffen  more. 
w  ftfavn  be  knew  his  rival  freed  and  gone, 
(e  twells  with  wrath ;  he  makes  outrageous  moan : 
(c  t'rvts  be  fumes,  lie  starex,  be  stamps  the  ground ; 
be  hollow  tower  witli  clamours  rings  around  : 
Hib  brioj  tears  be  bath*d  his  fetter'd  feet, 
^  drapt  all  o'er  with  agony  of  sweat. 
^!**  he  cry'd,  *<  I  wretch  in  prison  pine, 
«  bippy  rival,  while  the  fruit  b  thine : 
^  liv'rt  at  Itfgie,  thou  draw'st  thy  native  au-, 
Wd  with  tby  freedom,  proud  of  my  dapair : 
kw  nayrt,  since  thou  hast  youth  and  courage 
join'd, 

•  *«(t  bcharioar,  and  a  solid  mind, 
MUe  out!,-  and  all  the  Theban  racc^ 

•  vndicite  on  Athens  thy  disgrace ; 
•d  after,  by  some  treaty  made,  poaseas 
■r  Eoily,  the  pledge  of  lasting  peace. 
»^ae  diaU  betbe  beauteous  priae,  wfaik  I 
OK  languish  in  despair,  in  prison  dia 
^•11  th*  advantage  of  the  strife  is  thine, 

V  pvtioD  double  joys,    and    double    sonows 


T^  ngc  ol  jcalouay  thai  fir'd  his  toul, 
I'd  kM  &ce  kindled  like  a  burning  ooal ! 
•**  cold  Despair,  succeeding  in  her  stead, 
^   '4  paleness  tuma  die  glowing  red. 
^  !>^  scarce  liquid,  creeps  within  his  veuis, 
■*  vvt^  which  the  freeamg  wind  constnuns. 
« tfans  hesaid  :  *•  Eternal  deities, 
^  rule  the  world  with  absolute  decrees, 
^  writ*  wbMever  time  shall  bring  to  paH^ 
|n  peas  of  adamant,  on  plates  of  bnas; 
[■"*»  is  the  race  of  human  kind  your  care, 
^9^  what  aQ  faia  fellow,  creatum  an  ? 


n 


He  with  the  rest  is  liable  to  pain. 
And  like  the  sheep,  hb  brother-beaat,  is  slain. 
Cold,  hunger,  prisons,  ills  without  a  cure, 
All  these  he  must,  and,  guiltless,  oft  endura  $ 
Or  does  your  justice,  power,  or  prescience  fidl. 
When  the  good  suffer,  and  the  bad  prevail? 
What  worse  to  wretched  Virtue  could  befall. 
If  Fate  or  giddy  Fortune  govem'd  all? 
Nay,  worse  than  other  beasts  is  our  estate ; 
Tliem,  to  pursue  their  pleasures,  you  create ; 
We,  bound  by  harder  laws,  must  ciub  our  wiU, 
And  your  commands,  not  our  desires,  ftilfil ; 
Hien  when  the  creature  is  unjustly  slain. 
Yet  after  death  at  least  he  feels  no  pain ; 
But  man,  in  life  surcharg*d  with  woe  bdbre, 
Not  freed  when  dead,  is  doom*d  to  sufifer  moTBi 
A  serpent  shoots  his  sdng  at  iwaware ; 
An  ambush*d  thief  fiorelays  a  traveller : 
The  man  lies  murder*d,  while  the  thief  and  snakc^ 
One  gains  the  thickets,  and  one  thrids  the  bnk«. 
Tliia  let  divines  decide ;  but  well  I  know. 
Just  or  unjust,  I  have  my  share  d  woe. 
Through  Saturn  seated  in  a  luckless  place, 
And  Juno's  wrath,  that  persecutes  my  net ; 
Or  Mars  and  Venus,  in  a  quartik^  move 
My  pangs  of  jealousy  for  Ardte*s  love.' 

Let  Palamon,  oppress'd  in  bondage^ 
While  to  Ids  exU'd  rival  we  retturn. 
By  this,  the  Sun,  declining  from  his  height. 
The  day  had  shorten'd,  to  prolong  die  n^^  t 
Hie  lengthened  night  gave  length  of  misery 
Both  to  the  captive  lover  and  the  free ; 
For  Palamon  in  endless  prison  mourns, 
And  Arcite  forfeits  life  if  he  returns : 
Tlie  baniah'd  never  hopes  his  love  to  see, 
Nor  hopes  the  captive  lord  his  liberty : 
*Tis  hard  to  say  who  sufiTers  greater  pains : 
One  sees  his  love,  but  cannot  break  his  chains : 
One  free,  and  all  his  motions  unoontrol'd. 
Beholds  whate*er  he  would,  but  what  he  would  be> 

hold. 
Judge  as  you  please,  for  I  will  baste  to  tell 
What  fortune  to  the  banish'd  knight  befieU. 

When  Arcite  was  to  Thebes  retum'd  again, 
The  loss  of  her  he  lov*d  renew*d  his  pain ; 
What  could  be  worse,  than  never  more  to  see 
His  life,  his  soul,  his  diarming  Emily  ? 
He  rav*d  with  all  the  madness  of  despair. 
He  roar'd,  he  beat  hb  breast,  he  tore  hb  hair. 
Dry  sorrow  in  hb  stupid  eyes  appears, 
For,  wanting  nourishment,  he  wanted  tcan : 
Hb  eye-balb  in  their  hollow  sockets  sink : 
Bereft  of  sleep,  he  loaths  hb  meat  and  drink: 
He  withers  at  hb  heart,  and  looks  as  wan 
As  the  pale  spectre  of  a  murder'd  man : 
Hmt  pale  turns  yellow,  and  his  face  receives 
The  fiided  hue  of  sapless  boxen  leaves : 
In  solitary  groves  he  makes  his  moan. 
Walks  early  out,  and  ever  is  alone : 
Nor,  mix*d  in  mirth,  in  youthful  pleasures  shares 
But  siglis  when  songs  and  instruments  he  heaii  t 
Hb  spirits  are  so  low,  his  voice  b  drown'd. 
He  hears  as  from  afitr,  or  in  a  swoon, 
like  the  deaf  miumurs  of  a  dixtant  sound : 
Uncomb'd  his  locks,  and  squalid  his  attire. 
Unlike  the  trim  of  Love  and  gay  Desire : 
But  ftill  of  museful  mopings,  wliich  presage 
Tbe  loss  of  reason,  and  conclude  in  rage. 
Thb  when  he  had  endur'd  a  year  and  more, 
Now  wboUy  changed  fitym  wluit  he  waa  before* 
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It  happen*d  once,  that,  dumbering  as  he  lay. 
He  dieam'd  (his  dream  began  at  break  of  day) 
Hiat  Hermes  o*er  his  head  in  air  appear'd, 
Andwitii  soft  words  his  drooping  spirits  cheer'd: 
His  hat,  adom'd  with  wings,  disclos'd  the  god. 
And  in  his  hand  he  bore  the  sleep-compelling  rod  ; 
Such  as  he  seem'd,  when,  at  his  sire's  command. 
On  Argus*  head  he  laid  the  snaky  wand. 
**  Arise,"  he  said,  **  to  conquering  Athens  go. 
There  Fate  appoints  an  end  to  all  thy  woe.** 
Hie  fright  awaken'd  Arcite  with  a  start. 
Against  his  bosom  bounced  his  heaving  heart ; 
But  soon  he  said,  with  scarce  recover'd  breath, 
''  And  thither  will  I  go,  to  meet  my  death, 
Sure  to  be  slain,  but  death  is  my  desire, 
Since  in  Emilia's  sight  I  shall  expire." 
By  chance  he  spy*d  a  mirror  while  he  spoke. 
And  earing  there  beheld  his  alter'd  look ; 
Wondering,  he  saw  his  features  and  his  hue 
So  much  were  chang'd,   that  scarce  himself  he 

knew. 
A  sudden  thought  then  starting  in  his  mind, 
*'  Since  I  in  Arcite  cannot  Arcite  find. 
The  world  may  search  in  vain  with  all  their  eyes, 
But  never  penetrate  through  this  disguise. 
Hianks  to  the  change  which  grief  and   sickness 

-give, 
In  low  estate  I  may  securely  live, 
And  see  unknown  my  mistress  day  by  day." 
He  said  ;  and  doth'd  himself  in  coarse  array : 
A  labouring  hind  in  show,  then  forth  he  went, 
And  to  th*  Athenian  towers  his  journey  bent: 
One  squire  attended  in  the  same  disguise. 
Made  conscious  of  his  master's  enterprise. 
Arriv'd  at  Athens,  soon  he  came  to  court. 
Unknown,  unquestion'd,  in  that  thick  resort : 
Proffering  for  hire  his  service  at  the  gate. 
To  drudge,  draw  water,  and  to  run  or  wait. 

So  fiur  hefell  him,  that  for  little  gain 
He  serv'd  at  first  Emilia's  chamberlain : 
And,  watchful  all  advantages  to  spy. 
Was  stOl  at  hand,  and  in  his  master's  eye : 
And  as  his  bones  were  big,  and  sinews  strong, 
Refua*d  no  toil,  that  could  to  slaves  belong ; 
But  from  deep  wells  with  engines  water  drew, 
And  us'd  his  noble  hands  the  wood  to  hew. 
He  pass'd  a  year  at  least  attending  thus 
On  Emily,  and  call'd  Fhilostratus. 
But  never  was  there  man  of  his  degree 
So  much  esteem 'd,  so  well  belov'd  as  he. 
So  gentle  of  condition  was  he  known, 
That  through  the  court  his  courtesy  was  blown : 
All  think  turn  worthy  of  a  greater  place. 
And  recommend  him  to  the  royal  grace, 
Tliat,  exercis'd  within  a  higher  sphere, 
His  virtues  more  conspicuous  might  appear. 
Thus  by  the  general  voice  was  Arcite  prais'd. 
And  by  great  Theseus  to  high  favour  rais'd : 
Among  his  menial  servants  tirst  enroU'd, 
And  largely  entenain'd  with  sums  of  gold : 
Besides  what  secretly  from  Thebes  was  sent. 
Of  liis  own  income,  and  his  annual  rent: 
Tliis  well  employ'd,    he    purchas'd    friends  and 

fame. 
But  cautiously  conceal'd  from  whence  it  came. 
Thus  for  three  years  he  liv'd  isith  large  increase. 
In  arms  of  honour,  and  esteem  in  peace ; 
To  lliescus'  person  he  was  ever  near ; 
And  Theseus  for  his  virtues  held  him  dear. 
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Wriue  Arcite  lives  in  bliss,  the  story  torn 
Where  hopeless  Falamon  in  prison  moans. 
For  six  long  years  immur'd,  die  captiv'd  knigfat 
Had  dragg'd  his  chains,  and  scarcely  seen  the  ligit 
Lost  Uberty,  and  love,  at  once  he  bore : 
His  prison  pain'd  him  much,  his  passioD  more : 
Nor  dares  he  hope  his  fetters  to  remove, 
Nor  ever  wishes  to  be  free  from  love. 

But  when  the  sixth  revolving  year  wss  ran, 
And  May  within  the  Twins  receiv'd  the  Sun, 
Were  it  by  Qiance,  or  forceful  Destiny, 
Wliich  forms  in  causes  first  whate'or  slull  be, 
Assisted  by  a  friend,  one  moonless  nigfat. 
This  Palamon  from  prison  took  hLs  flight: 
A  pleasant  beverage  he  prepar'd  before 
Of  wine  and  honey,  mix'd  with  added  store 
Of  opium ;  to  his  keeper  this  he  brought. 
Who  swallow'd  unaware  the  sleepy  draugbt. 
And  snor'd  secure  till  mom,  his  senses  bound 
In  slumber,  and  in  long  oblivion  drown'd. 
Short  was  the  night,  and  careful  PalaniOD 
Sought  the  next  covert  ere  the  riang  Sun. 
A  thick  spread  forest  near  the  dty  lay. 
To  this  with  lengtben'd  strides  he  took  bis  vat 
(For  far  he  could  not  fly,  and  fear'd  the  dsy)^ 
Safe  from  pursuit,  he  meant  to  shun  the  light, 
Till  the  brown  shadows  of  the  friendly  nigfat 
To  Tliebes  might  favour  his  intended  flight 
When  to  his  country  come,  his  next  design        j 
Was  all  the  Theban  race  in  arms  to  join. 
And  war  on  Theseus,  till  he  lost  bis  life 
Or  won  the  beauteous  EmUy  to  wife. 
Thus  while  his  thoughts  the  lingering  day  b^goB^ 
To  gentle  Arcite  let  us  turn  our  style ; 
Who  little  dreamt  how  nigh  he  was  to  care, 
Till  treacherous  Fortune  caught  him  in  the  snare 
The  morning-lark,  the  messenger  of  Day, 
Saluted  in  her  song  the  morning  gray ; 
And  soon  the  Sun  arose  with  b^uns  so  bright, 
That  all  th*  horizon  laugh'd  to  see  the  joyous  sif^ 
He  with  his  tepid  rays  the  rose  renews. 
And  licks  the  drooping  leaves,  and  dries  the  ded 
When  Arcite  left  his  bed,  resolv'd  to  pay 
Observance  to  the  month  of  merry  May : 
Forth  on  his  fiery  steed  betimes  he  rode. 
That  scarcely  prints  the  turf  on  which  he  trod : 
At  ease  he  seem'd,  and,  prancing  o'er  the  pbins^ 
Tum*d  only  to  the  grove  his  horse's  reins, 
The  grove  I  nam'd  before ;  and,  lighted  there, 
A  woodbine  garland  sought  to  crown  his  hsir; 
Then  tum'd  his  face  against  the  rising  day. 
And  rais'd  his  voice  to  welcome  in  the  May.  [^ 

"  For  thee,  sweet  month,  the  groves  green  li«J 
If  not  the  first,  the  fairest  of  the  year : 
For  thee  the  Graces  lead  the  dandng  Hours, 
And  Nature's  ready  pencil  paints  the  flowers : 
Wlien  thy  short  reign  is  past,  the  feverish  Sun 
The  sultry  tropic  fears,  and  moves  more  slowly  < 
So  may  thy  tender  blossoms  fear  no  blight. 
Nor  goats  with  venom'd  teeth  thy  tcndnis  bite, 
As  thou  shalt  guide  my  wandering  feet  to  find 
The  fragrant  greens  I  seek,  my  brows  to  bind. 

His  vows  address'd,  witliin  the  grove  he  vinfi 
Till  Fate,  or  Fortune,  near  the  place  convey'd 
His  steps  where  secret  Palamon  was  laid. 
Full  little  thought  of  him  the  gentle  knight. 
Who,  flying  death,  had  there  conceal'd  lus  fligt< 
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Is  brakes  and  brambles  hid,  and  shunning  mortal 

«ght; 
An!  i«n  be  knew  him  for  his  hated  fise, 
Bat  (var'd  him  as  a  man  be  did  not  know. 
Bill  at  it  has  been  said  of  ancient  years, 
llttt  fields  are  full  of  eyes,  and  woods  have  ean ; 
FardiK die  wise  are  erer  on  their  guard. 
For.  unforeseen,  they  say,  is  unprepar'd. 
VocauQoua  Ardte  thought  himself  alonc^ 
Aad  lea  than  all  suspected  Falamon,  [gfovCf 

Vkoy  iiaftrning,  heani  him,   while  he  searched  .the 
iad  ioudl J  fung  his  roundelay  of  lore : 
Hot  oQ  the  sudden  stopp'd,  and  silent  stood. 
Ha  Jofvn  often  muse,  and  change  their  mood ; 
Xov  high  as  HeaTen,  and  then  as  low  as  Hell ; 
Nov  Dp,  now  down,  as  buckets  in  a  well : 
Fo*  Veous,  like  her  day,  will  change  her  cheer. 
And  seldom  shall  we  see  a  Friday  dear. 
Tints  Arcite,  having  sung,  with  alter*d  hue 
^ik  00  the  ground  and  from  his  bosom  drew 
Adt^poate  ^^  accusing  Heaven  and  Fate, 
Aad  u)^  Jano*s  unrelenting  bate. 
*  Ciift'd  be  the  day  when  first  I  did  appear ; 
LetH  be  blotted  frum  the  calendar, 
LcA  it  pothite  the  month,  and  poison  all  the  year. 
till  wiU  the  jcalottt  queen  pursue  our  noe  ? 
Cahmis  is  dad,  the  Theban  dty  was-: 
Vet  ccnes  not  her  bate :  for  all  who  come 
From  Cadmus  an  inv<Jv*d  in  Cadmus'  doom. 
Iwfferformy  blood:  unjust  decree ! 
IW  paaiibes  another's  crime  on  m& 
h  mean  etfale  I  serve  my  mortal  foe. 
The  man  who  caus'd  my  ooimtry's  overthrow. 
I^  is  not  all ;  for  Juno,  to  my  shame, 
Btt  forc'd  me  to  fbraakc  my  former  name; 
Anile  I  wai,  Pbiloatntua  I  am. 
1^  ade  of  Heaven  is  all  my  enemy : 
^  niin*d  Thebes :  his  noKXher  ruin'd  me. 
Of  sn  the  royal  race  remains  but  one 
l^idcs  myseli;  the  unhappy  Palamon, 
^:w3)  Theseus  holds  in  bonds,  and  will  not  free ; 
Vshnt  a  crime,  except  bis  kin  to  me. 
ifi  iheK,  aad  all  the  rest,  I  could  endure ; 
ht  love's  a  malady  without  a  cure ; 
Rvrre  Ian  has  pierc'd  me  with  his  fiery  dart, 
Be  fares  within,  and  hisses  at  my  heart, 
irar  em,  Ur  Emily,  my  £ate  pursue ; 
( «iirr  for  the  rest,  I  die  for  you. 
W  wch  a  goddess  no  time  leaves  record, 
a^k)  bum'd  the  temple  where  she  was  ador'd : 
Aid  let  it  bum,  I  never  will  complain, 
iV»'d  with  my  sufferings,  if  you  knew  my  pain." 

At  dns  s  sickly  qualm  his  bout  assail'd, 
tfa  can  ring  inward,  and  his  senses  fail'd. 
Ko  word  mias'd  Pklamon  of  all  be  spoke, 
B«  «MMi  to  deadly  pale  he  chang'd  his  look  : 
H«  tmnblcd  every  limb,  and  fdt  a  smart, 
A«  if  CDid  «eel  Ivd  glided  through  his  heart : 
^'^  longwstaid,  but  starting  from  his  place, 
\JH'yttr*6  stood,  and  sbow'd  his  hostile  face : 
*l  ^**  traitor  Ardte,  traitor  to  thy  blood, 
"^^  by  thy  aarred  oath  to  aeek  my  good, 
^  Mt  thou  found  foresworn,  for  Emily ; 
And  dar'st  attempt  her  love,  for  whom  I  die- 
V»  batf  thou  cheated  Theseus  with  a  wile, 
AfitnK  thy  vow,  returning  to  beguile 
Larfer  s  bcerow'd  name :  as  faUe  to  me, 
^  t>l«  dma  ait  to  him  who  set  thee  free : 
^  Xitaw'd,  thitaitfaer  tfaoo  shaU  die. 
Or  else  icamnce  thy  daim  in  Emily : 


Far,  though  uiuurm'd  I  am,  and  (freed  by  chance) 
Am  here  without  my  sword,  or  pointed  lance : 
Hope  not,  base  man,  unquestion'd  hence  to  go, 
For  I  am  Flalamon,  thy  mortal  foe." 

Arcite,  who  heard  lus  tale,  and  knew  the  man, 
His  sword  unsheath'd,  and  fiercely  thus  began  : 
"  Now  by  the  gods  who  govern  Heaven  above, 
Wert  thou  not  weak  with  hunger,  mad  with  love. 
That  word  had  been  thy  last,  or  in  tliis  grove 
This  hand  should  force  thee  to  renounce  thy  love^ 
The  surety  which  I  gave  tliee,  I  defy : 
FooU  not  to  know,  tliat  love  endures  no  de, 
And  Jove  but  laughs  at  lovers'  perjury. 
Know  I  will  serve  the  fair  in  tliy  despite ; 
But  since  thou  art  my  kinsman,  and  a  knight. 
Here,  have  my  faith,  to-morrow  in  this  grove 
Our  arms  shall  plead  the  titles  of  our  love : 
And  Heaven  so  help  my  right,  as  I  alone  [known ; 
Will  come,  and  keep  the  cause  and  quarrel  both  un- 
With  arms  of  proof  both  for  myself  and  tlicc ; 
Choose  thou  the  best,  and  leave  the  worst  to  me. 
And,  that  a  better  ease  thou  may'st  id>ide. 
Bedding  and  clothes  I  will  this  night  provide. 
And  needful  sustenance,  that  thou  mayst  be 
A  conquest  better  won,  and  worthy  me." 
His  promise  Palamon  accepts ;  but  pray'd^ 
To  keep  it  better  tlmn  the  first  he  made. 
Thus  fair  they  parted  till  the  morrow's  dawn. 
For  each  had  laid  his  plighted  faith  to  pawn. 
O  Love !  thou  sternly  dost  thy  power  maintain. 
And  wilt  not  bear  a  rival  in  thy  reign. 
Tyrants  and  thou  all  fellowship  disdain. 
Tills  was  in  Arcite  prov'd,  and  Palamon  ; 
Both  in  despair,  yet  each  would  love  alone. 
Ardte  retum'd,  and,  as  in  honour  ty'd, 
His  foe  with  bedding  and  with  food  supply'd  : 
Then,  ere  the  day,  two  suits  of  armour  sought. 
Which  borne  before  him  on  his  steed  he  brought: 
Both  were  of  shining  steel,  and  wrought  so  pure^ 
As  might  the  strokes  of  two  such  arms  endure. 
Now,  at  the  time,  and  in  th'  appointed  place, 
The  challenger  and  challeng'd,  face  to  face. 
Approach ;  each  other  from  afar  they  knew, 
And  from  afar  their  hatred  chang'd  their  hue. 
So  stands  the  Tluacian  herdsman  with  liis  spear. 
Full  in  the  g^,  and  hopes  the  hunted  bear. 
And  hears  hun  rustling  in  the  wood,  and  sees 
His  course  at  distance  by  the  bending  trees, 
And  thinks,  here  comes  my  mortal  enemy, 
And  dther  he  must  fall  in  fight,  or  I : 
Tliis  while  he  tliinks,  he  lif\s  aloft  his  dart ; 
A  generous  chillness  seizes  every  part ; 
The  veins  pour  back  tlie  blood,  and  fortify  the  heart. 

Hius  pale  they  meet ;  their  eyes  with  fury  bum ; 
None  greets  ;  for  none  tlie  greeting  will  return: 
But  in  dumb  surliness,  each  ami'd  with  care 
His  foe  profcst,  as  brotlicr  of  tlie  war : 
Then  both,  no  moment  lost,  at  once  advance 
Against  each  other,  arm'd  with  sword  and  lance : 
TTiey  lash,  they  foin,  they  pass,  tliey  stri\'c  to  bora 
Their  corslets,  and  the  thinnest  parts  explore 
Thus  two  long  hours  in  equal  anns  they  stood, 
And  wounded,  wound ;  till  both  were  batli'd  in 

blood; 
And  not  a  foot  of  ground  liad  cither  got. 
As  if  tlie  world  depended  on  tlie  spoL 
Fell  Ardte  like  an  angry  tiger  far'd. 
And  like  a  lion  Palamon  appear'd  : 
Or  as  two  boars  whom  love  to  battle  draws, 
With  rising  bristles,  and  with  frothy  jaws, 
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Tlieir  advcrw  brants  with  tuduoUimie  they  wound. 
With  grunts  and  groans  the  forest  nngs  around : 
So  fought  the  knights,  and  fighting  must  abide, 
nil  Fate  an  umpire  sends  their  difference  to  decide. 
The  power  that  ministers  to  God*s  decrees, 
And  executes  en  Earth  what  Heaven  foresees, 
Call'd  Pirovidence,  or  Chance,  or  Fatal  Sway, 
Comes  with  resistless  foroe^  and  finds  or  makes  her 

way. 
Nor  kings,  nor  nations,  nor  united  power. 
One  moment  can  retard  th'  appointed  hour. 
And  some  one  day,  some  wondrous  chance  appears, 
Wfaicfa  happen'd  not  in  centuries  of  years : 
For  sure,  whate'er  we  mortals  hate,  or  love. 
Or  hope,  or  fear,  depends  on  powers  above ; 
They  move  our  ^ipetites  to  good  or  ill. 
And  by  foresight  necessitate  the  wilL 
In  Theseus  this  i^pears ;  whose  youthful  joy 
Was  beasts  of  chase  in  forests  to  destroy. 
This  gentle  knight,  inqiir'd  by  jolly  May, 
Forsook  his  easy  couch  at  early  day, 
And  to  the  wood  and  wilds  pursued  his  way. 
Beside  him  rode  Hippolita  the  queen. 
And  Emily  attir'd  in  lively  green, 
With  horns,  and  hounds,  and  all  the  tuneful  cry. 
To  hunt  a  royal  hart  within  the  covert  nigh : 
And  as  he  follow*d  Mars  before,  so  now 
He  serves  the  goddess  of  the  silver  bow. 
The  way  that  'Ilieseus  took  was  to  the  wood 
Where  Uie  two  knights  in  cruel  battle  stood : 
Hie  lawn  on  which  they  fought,  th*  appointed  place 
In  which  th*  uncoupled  hounds  began  the  chase. 
Tliither  forth-right  he  rode  to  rouse  the  prey, 
TluU,  shaded  by  the  fern,  in  harbour  lay ; 
And,  thence  diidodg'd,  was  wont  to  leave  the  wood, 
For  open  fields,  and  cross  the  crystal  flood. 
Approach 'd,  and  looking  underneath  the  Sun, 
He  saw  proud  Arcite,  and  fierce  Falamon, 
In  mortal  battle  doubling  blow  on  blow. 
Like  lightning  flam*d  their  faulchions  to  and  fro. 
And  shot  a  dreadful  gleam :  bo  strong  they  strook. 
There  seem*d  less  force  requir'd  to  fell  an  oak : 
He  gaz*d  with  wonder  on  their  equal  might, 
Look*d  eager  on,  but  knew  not  either  kmght : 
Resolv'd  to  learn,  be  spurr*d  his  fiery  steed 
With  goring  rowels  to  provoke  his  speed. 
Tlie  minute  ended  that  began  the  race. 
So  soon  he  was  betwixt  than  on  the  place ; 
And  with  his  sword  unsheathed,  on  pain  of  life 
Conunands  both  combatants  to  cease  their  strife  : 
Tlien  with  imperious  tone  pursues  his  threat : 
**  What  are  you  ?  why  in  arms  together  met  ? 
How  dares  your  pride  presume  against  my  laws. 
As  in  a  listed  field  to  fight  your  cause  ? 
Unask*d  the  royal  grant;  no  marshal  by. 
As  knightly  rites  require ;  nor  judge  to  try  ?^* 
Then  Palamon,  with  scarce  recover'd  breath, 
Thus  hasty  spoke :  **  We  both  deserve  the  death, 
And  both  would  die ;  for  look  the  world  around, 
A  pair  so  wretched  is  not  to  be  found : 
Our  life*s  a  load ;  encumber*d  with  the  charge. 
We  long  to  set  th*  imprison*d  soul  at  large. 
Now,  as  thou  art  a  sovereign  judge,  decree 
The  rightful  doom  of  death  to  him  and  me, 
Let  neither  find  thy  grace,  for  grace  is  cruelty. 
Me  first,  O  kill  me  first ;  and  cure  my  woe ; 
Then  sheath  the  sword  of  Justice  on  my  foe : 
Or  kill  him  first ;  for  when  his  name  is  heaidy 
He  foremost  will  receive  his  due  reward. 
Alette  of  Thebes  is  he ;  tiiy  mortal  foe : 
Onvdxnn  thy  gnuw  did  liberty  bcilow ; 


But  nnt  oontnctedy  uiat  if  evor  fiiuiin 
By  day  or  night  upon  th*  Athenian  gfvmid. 
His  had  should  pay  the  forfeit;  see  retnm'd 
The  peijur*d  knight,  his  oaA  and  honour  wooni 
For  this  is  he,  wlxs  with  a  boiTow*d  name 
And  proffer'd  service,  to  thy  palace  came. 
Now  call*d  Fbilostratus :  retainM  by  tliee^ 
A  traitor  trusted,  and  in  high  d^ree. 
Aspiring  to  the  bed  of  beauteous  Emfly. 
My  part  remains ;  fkom  Thebes  my  birth  I  oma, 
And  call  myself  tii*  unhappy  Palamon. 
Hiink  me  not  like  that  man ;  stnoe  no  di^giace 
Can  foroe  me  to  renounce  the  honour  of  my  noa 
Know  me  for  what  I  am :  I  broke  my  duoi, 
Nor  promis*d  I  thy  prisoner  to  remain : 
The  love  of  liberty  with  life  is  given. 
And  life  itself  th*  inferior  gift  of  Heaven. 
Hius  without  crime  I  fled ;  but  ftrtlier  knov, 
I  with  this  Arcite  am  thy  mortal  foe  : 
Tlien  give  me  death,  since  I  thy  life  pursue; 
For  safeguard  of  thyself,  death  is  my  due. 
More  wouldst  thou  know  ?  I  love  bright  Emilj, 
And  for  her  sake  and  in  her  sight  will  die : 
But  kill  my  rival  too ;  for  he  no  leaa 
Deserves ;  and  I  thy  righteous  dootn  will  bles» 
Assur*d  that  what  I  loae,  he  never  ahall  posR&* 
To  this  reply*d  the  stem  Athenian  prince. 
And  sourly  smil*d :  **  In  owning  your  oficnoe, 
You  judge  yourself;  and  I  but  keep  record 
In  place  of  law,  while  you  pronounce  the  wtvd 
Take  your  desert,  the  death  you  have  decreed ; 
I  seal  your  doom,  and  ratify  the  deed  : 
By  Man^  the  patron  of  my  arms,  you  die.** 
He  said ;  dumb  Sorrow  seis*d  the  standers-by.  I 
The  queen  above  the  rest,  by  nature  good, 
(The  pattern  form*d  of  peiftct  wosnanhood) 
For  tender  pity  wept :  when  she  began, 
Tlirough  the  bright  quire'  th*  infectious  virtue  iri 
All  dropt  their  tears,  ev*n  tiie  contended  maid. 
And  thus  among  themselves  they  aoftly  said : 
*<  What  eyes  can  suffer  this  unworthy  sight ! 
Two  youths  of  royal  blood,  renown*d  in  fight. 
The  mastership  of  Heaven  in  face  and  mind. 
And  lovers,  fiur  beyond  their  fiuthless  kind  : 
See  their  wide  streaming  wounds ;  they  neitfatfel 
For  pride  of  empire,  nor  desire  id  fiune : 
Kings  for  kingdoms,  madmen  for  iq>plaiBe ; 
But  love  for  love  alone;  that  crowna  the  lo^ 

cause.'* 
This  thought,  which  ever  bribes  the  beauteooski 
Such  pity  wrought  in  every  lady*s  mind, 
Hiey  left  their  steeds,  and  prostrate  on  the  pbo 
From  the  fierce  king,  iroplor*d  th'  ofienders  gq 

He  paus'd  awhile,  stood  silent  in  his  mood 
(For  yet  his  rage  was  boiling  in  his  blood) ; 
But  soon  his  tender  mind  th*  imprcssioo  fish,    | 
(  As  softest  metals  are  not  slow  to  melt 
And  pity  soonest  runs  in  softest  minds)  : 
Then  reasons  witli  liimself ;  and  first  he  finds 
His  passion  cast  a  mia  before  his  aenae. 
And  either  made,  or  magnify'd  th*  ofllenoe.      j 
**  Offence!  of  what?  to  whom?   who  judg'd| 

cause? 
Hie  prisoner  freed  hfinself  by  Nature'a  laws :  i 
Bora  free,  he  sought  his  riglk :  the  man  he  hm 
Was  peijur*d,  but  his  love  excus*d  the  deed.** 
Thus  pondering,  he  look*d  under  with  his  cyi^ 
And  saw  the  women's  tears,  and  beard  dieir  ^ 
Whidimov'dooaipaaBioamore;  hedioQkhisl{ 
And  loAly  sighing  to  himself  he  said : 
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**  Cune  on  tfa*  onpawkming  ptinoey  wImiii  tern 
cBodnw 
To  00  reinone ;  who  rules  by  liona'  Iaw; 
Aid  deaf  to  prajen,  by  no  submianon  bow'd. 
Rends  alj  alike ;  the  penitent,  and  pnnid.** 
At  this,  with  look  aerene,  he  rus*d  his  heed ; 
Bram  rewm*d  her  place,  and  Faaaioo  fled : 
IVa  tbtis  aloud  he  spoke :  '<  Tbe  power  of  Love, 
la  Eanh,  and  seas,  arid  air,  and  Heaven  above. 
Ruin,  unreskted,  with  an  awful  nod ; 
Bj  (bih  minicles  declar*d  a  god : 
Hf  bljids  the  wise,  gives  eye-sight  to  the  blind ; 
Asi  moulds  and  stamps  anew  the  lover's  mind. 
Bciuid  that  Arcite,  and  this  Falamon, 
Fnvd  from  my  fetters,  and  in  safety  gone, 
Wbt  hinder'd  either  in  tiieir  native  soil 
It  e»«  to  reap  the  harvest  of  their  toil ; 
But  Low,  their  lord,  did  otherwise  ordain, 
bd  brought  them  in  their  own  deq>ite  again, 
Te  <ufler  death  deserv'd ;  fur  well  they  know, 
TH  in  my  power,  and  I  their  deadly  foe ; 
(1r  proveri>  holds,  that  to  be  wise  and  love, 
I  fcirdJy  granted  to  the  gods  above, 
iee  hov  the  niadm<*n  bleed ;  bdwld  the  gains 
^wfaich  their  master,  Ijove,  rewards  their  pains; 
W  srreo  long  years,  on  duty  every  day, 
c  tfaeir  obed^nce,  and  their  monarch's  pay : 
'ct»  as  m  duty  bound,  they  serve  him  on ; 
iad,  aik  tlie  fools,  they  think  it  wisely  done ; 
lor  case,  nor  wealth,  nor  life  itself  r^ard, 
<or  'tit  their  maxim,  love  is  love's  revrard. 
bit  H  not  all ;  the  fiur  for  whom  they  strove 
m  knew  befote,  nor  could  suspect  tfaeir  love, 
'**  though  when  she  bdield  the  fight  from  ftr, 
far  beauty  was  th'  occaaioii  of  the  war. 
u  aire  a  gencfal  doom  on  man  is  past, 
ad  all  are  foob  and  lovers,  first  or  last : 
ti»  both  by  odiers  and  myself  I  know, 
ar  I  have  serv'd  dieir  sovereign  long  ago ; 
ft  have  been  caught  within  the  win&ig  train 
f  5anale  snares,  and  felt  the  lover's  pain, 
ad  team'd  how  fiir  the  god  can  hiunan  hearts 

constrain. 
9  this  remembrance,  and  the  prayers  of  diose 
^  for  th*  oSemfing  warriors  interpose, 
pc  thrir  forfeit  Uves ;  on  this  accord, 
>  do  me  homage  as  their  sorerrign  lord ; 
id  as  my  vasada,  ta  their  utmost  nof^ 
"•^  my  person,  and  assert  my  right." 
^^  frvely  sworn,  the  knights  their  grace  obtain'd. 
^  thus  the  king  his  secret  thoughts  explain'd : 
If  wvaltfa,  or  honour,  or  a  royal  race, 
r  each,  or  all,  may  win  a  lady's  grace, 
^  cither  of  yoa  knights  may  well  deserve 
p^ncess  bom ;  and  such  is  she  you  serve : 
V  Emily  h  sister  to  the  crown, 
ad  hot  too  weU  to  both  her  beauty  known : 
tt  tbould  you  couitiat  till  you  both  were  dead, 
•o  lovers  cannot  share  a  single  bed : 
» therefore  both  are  equal  in  degree, 
^  lot  of  both  be  lefl  to  Desdny. 
tm  hear  ih*  award,  and  happy  may  it  prove 
0  her,  and  him  who  best  deaorves  her  love ! 
^pvt  from  heooe  in  peace,  and  free  as  air, 
»ch  the  wide  world,  and  where  you  please  repair ; 
«t  on  the  day  when  this  returning  Sun 
^  tt*^  same  point  through  every  sign  has  run, 
h(ti  each  of  you  ha  hundred  kni^ts  shall  bring, 
»  r.ya]  liata,  to  igfat  before  the  kmg; 
'td  then  ifM  kni^t,  whom  Fate  or  laippj  Qiance 
•A<1  with  bis  ftioidi  to  victory  advinoe^ 


And  grace  his  arms  to  far  in  equal  iight» 

From  out  the  bars  to  force  his  opposite. 

Or  kill,  or  make  him  recreant  on  the  plain. 

The  prise  of  valour  and  of  love  shall  gain ; 

The  vanquish'd  party  shall  thdr  chum  release, 

And  the  long  jars  conclude  in  lasting  peace. 

The  charge  be  mine  t*  adorn  the  chosen  ground. 

The  theatre  of  war,  for  champions  so  renovm'd ; 

And  take  the  patron's  place  of  either  knight. 

With  eyes'  impartial  to  behold  the  fight ; 

And  Heaven  of  me  so  judge,  as  I  shall  judge  aright. 

If  both  are  satisfied  with  this  accord. 

Swear  by  the  laws  of  knighthood  on  my  sword.** 

Who  now  but  Bilamon  exults  with  joy  ? 

And  raviah'd  Arcite  seems  to  touch  the  sky : 

The  whole  assembled  troop  was  pleas'd  as  well. 

Extol  th*  award,  and  on  their  knees  they  fell 

To  bless  the  gracious  king.   The  knights,  witli  leavf 

Departing  from  the  place,  his  last  commands  receive; 

On  Emily  with  equal  ardour  look, 

And  from  her  eyes  their  inspbiition  took : 

Fhim  thence  to  Thebes'  old  walls  pursue  their  wmy. 

Each  to  provide  bis  champions  for  the  day. 

It  might  be  deem'd,  on  otir  historian's  part, 
Or  too  much  negligence  or  want  of  art. 
If  he  forgot  the  vast  magnificence 
Of  royal  Theseus,  and  his  huge  expense. 
He  first  endos'd  for  Usts  a  level  ground. 
The  whole  drciunference  a  mile  around ; 
The  form  was  circular ;  and  all  vdthout 
A  trench  was  sunk,  to  moat  the  place  about 
\^thin,  an  amphitheatre  appear'd, 
Rais'd  in  degrees,  to  sixty  paces  rear'd ; 
That  when  a  man  was  plac'd  in  one  degree^ 
Height  was  allow'd  for  him  above  to  see. 
Eastward  was  built  a  gate  of  marble  white ; 
The  like  adom'd  the  western  opposite. 
A  nobler  object  than  this  fabric  was, 
Rome  never  saw :  nor  of  so  vast  a  space : 
For,  rich  with  spoils  of  nuiny  a  conqucr'd  hind. 
All  arts  and  artists  Tlieseus  could  command : 
Who  sold  for  hire,  or  wrought  for  better  fame^ 
The  master-painters,  and  the  carvers,  came. 
So  rose  within  the  compass  of  the  year 
An  age's  work,  a  glorious  theatre. 
Then  o'er  its  eastern  gate  was  rais'd,  above, 
A  temple,  sacred  to  the  queen  of  love ; 
An  altar  stood  below ;  on  either  hand 
A  priest  with  roses  crown'd,  who  held  a  myrde  WMid. 

The  dome  of  Mars  was  on  the  gate  oppoa'd. 
And  on  the  north  a  turret  was  encloa'd. 
Within  the  wall,  of  alabaster  white. 
And  crimson  canl,  for  the  queen  of  night. 
Who  takes  in  sylvan  sports  her  chaste  delight. 

Within  these  oratories  might  you  see 
Rich  carvings,  portraitures,  and  imagery: 
Where  every  figure  to  tlie  life  expressed 
The  godhead's  power  to  whom  it  was  address'd. 
In  Venus'  temple  on  the  sides  were  seen 
The  broken  slumbers  of  enamour'd  men, 
layers,  that  even  spoke,  and  pity  seem'd  to  caQ, 
And  issuing  sighs,  that  smok'd  along  the  vrall. 
Complaints,  and  hot  desires,  the  lover's  Hell, 
And  scalding  tears,  that  wore  a  channel  where  they 

fell: 
And  all  around  were  nuptial  bonds,  the  tics. 
Of  love's  assurance,  and  a  train  of  Ues, 
Tliat,  made  m  lust,  conclude  in  perjuries. 
Beauty,  and  Youth,  and  Wealth,  and  Luxury, 
And  qnighdy  Hope,  and  shorUendurin^  Joy; 
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And  sorceries  to  raise  th*  infenial  powen. 

And  sigils,  finun*d  in  planetary  hours : 

Expense,  and  Afterthought,  and  idle  Care, 

And  Doubts  of  motley  hue,  and  dark  De^iair ; 

Su^iciotts,  and  fiuitastical  Surmise, 

And  Jealousy  suffbs'd,  with  jaundice  in  her  eyes, 

Discolouring  all  she  view*d,  in  tawny  dress'd, 

Down-look*d,  and  with  a  cuckoo  on  her  fist. 

Oppos'd  to  her,  on  t*  other  side  advance 

The  costly  feast,  the  carol,  and  the  dance. 

Minstrels,  and  music,  poetry,  and  play. 

And  balls  by  nights,  and  tournaments  by  day. 

All  these  were  painted  on  the  wall,  and  more : 

With  acts  and  monuments  of  times  before : 

And  others  added  by  prophetic  doom. 

And  lovers  yet  unborn,  and  loves  to  come : 

For  there  th*  Idalian  mount,  and  Citheron, 

'The  court  of  Venus  was  in  colours  drawn : 

Before  the  palaoe-gate,  in  careless  dress. 

And  loose  array,  sat  portress  Idleness : 

There,  by  the  fount.  Narcissus  pin*d  alone : 

There  Samson  was ;  with  wiser  Solomon, 

And  all  the  mighty  names  by  love  undone. 

Medea's  charms  were  there,  Circean  feasts. 

With  bowls  that  tum*d  enamour*d  youth  to  beasts. 

Here  might  be  seen,  that  beauty,  wealth,  and  wit. 

And  prowess,  to  the  power  of  love  submit : 

Hie  spreading  snare  for  all  mankind  is  laid ; 

And  lovers  all  betray,  and  are  betray'd. 

The  goddess*  self  some  noble  hand  had  wi^ought ; 

Smiling  she  seem'd,  and  full  of  pleasing  thought : 

From  ocean  as  she  first  began  to  rise, 

And  smooth*d  the  ruffled  seas  and  clear*d  the  skies. 

She  trod  the  brine,  all  bare  below  the  breast. 

And  the  green  waves  but  ill  conceal'd  the  rest ; 

A  lute  she  held ;  and  on  her  head  was  seen 

A  wreath  of  roses  red,  and  myrtles  green ; 

Her  turtles  fann'd  the  buxom  air  above ; 

And,  by  his  mother,  stood  an  infant  Love, 

With  wings    unfledg'd;    his    eyes    were    banded 

o'er; 
His  hands  a  bow,  his  back  a  quiver  bore, 
Supply*d  with  arrows  bright  and  keen,  a  deadly  store. 
But  in  the  dome  of  mighty  Mars  the  red 
Witli  different  figures  all  the  sides  were  spread ; 
TTiis  temple,  less  in  form,  with  equal  grace. 
Was  imitative  of  the  first  in  Thrace : 
For  that  cold  region  was  the  lov'd  abode, 
And  sovereign  mansion  of  the  warrior  god. 
The  landscape  was  a  forest  wide  and  bare ; 
Where  neither  beast,  nor  human  kind  repair ; 
The  fowl,  that  scent  afar,  the  borders  fiy, 
And  shun  the  bitter  blast,  and  wheel  about  the  sky. 
A  cake  of  scurf  lies  baking  on  the  ground. 
And  prickly  stubs,  instead  of  trees,  are  found ; 
Or  woods  with  knots  and  knares  deform 'd  and  old ; 
Headless  the  most,  and  hideous  to  behold : 
A  rattling  tempest  through  the  branches  went, 
Hiat  8tripp*d  them  bare,  and  one  sole  way  they  bent 
Heaven  froze  above,  severe,  the  clouds  congeal. 
And  through  the  crystal  vault  appear*d  the  standing 

hail. 
Such  was  the  face  vrithout ;  a  mountain  stood 
Threatening  from  high,  and  overlook*d  the  wood : 
Beneath  tlie  lowering  brow,  and  on  a  bent. 
The  temple  stood  of  Mars  armipotent : 
The  frame  of  bumish*d  steel,  that  cast  a  glare 
Fh>m  far,  and  seem'd  to  thaw  the  freezing  air. 
A  straight  long  entry  to  the  temple  led, 
Blind  with  high  walls,  and  Horroiu'  over  bc«d : 


I  llwnoe  iMued  audi  a  blast,  and  liollovr  rar, 
As  threaten*d  finom  the  hinge  to  heave  the  door; 
In  through  that'door,  a  northern  light  there  abooe; 
'Twas  all  it  had»  for  windows  there  were  nooe ; 
The  gate  was  adamant,  eternal  frame ! 
Which,  hew*d  by  Mars  himself,  from  Indiaa  quune 

came, 
Tlie  labour  of  a  god ;  and  all  along 
Tough  iron  plates  were  clench 'd  to  nuke  it  stra^ 
A  tun  about  was  every  pillar  there ; 
A  polish*d  mirror  shone  not  half  so  clesr. 
There  saw  I  how  the  secret  felon  wrought, 
And  TVeason  labouring  in  the  traitor's  tbougbt: 
And  midwife   Time  the  ripen'd  plot  to  munitf 

brought. 
There  the  red  Anger  dar*d  the  pallid  Fesr ; 
Next  stood  Hypocrisy,  with  holy  leer. 
Soft  smiling,  and  demurely  looking  down, 
But  bid  the  dagger  underneath  the  gown : 
Th*  assassinating  wife,  tlie  household  fiend, 
And,  far  the  blackest,  there,  the  traitor-friend. 
On  t*  other  side  there  stood  Destruction  bait, 
Unpunished  Rapine,  and  a  waste  of  war. 
Contest,  with  sharpen'd  knives,  in  clcHSten  dnwi,. 
And  all  with  blood  bespread  the  holy  lawa. 
Loud  menaces  were  h^rd,  and  foul  Disgrace, 
And  bawling  Infamy,  in  language  base :      [l^ 
Till  sense  was  lost  in  sound,  and  Siloice  6ed  tl{ 
"Die  slayer  of  himbclf  yet  saw  I  there, 
The  gore  congeal 'd  was  clotted  in  his  hair : 
With  eyes  half  clos'd,  and  gaping  mouth  Ik  Uy, 
And  grim,  as  when  he  breath'd  hb  suddeo  m 

away. 
In  midst  of  all  the  dome.  Misfortune  saic^ 
And  gloomy  Discontent,  and  fell  Debate, 
And  Madness  laughing  in  his  ireful  mood ;      j 
And  arm'd  Complaint  on  Theft;  and  cries  of  Bw 
lliere  was  the  murder'd  corpse,  in  covert  laid* 
And  violent  Death  in  thousand  slmpes  di^laj'd| 
"Die  city  to  the  soldiers*  rage  resign 'd ; 
Successless  wars,  and  Poverty  behind ; 
Ships  burnt  in  fight,  or  forc'd  on  rocky  shores, 
And  the  rash  hunter  strangled  by  the  boan : 
The  new-bom  balie  by  nurses  overlaid ; 
And  the  cook  aiught  within  the  raging  firebeni| 
All  ills  of  Mars's  nature,  flame  and  steel ; 
The  gasping  charioteer,  beneath  tlie  wheel 
Of  his  own  car ;  the  ruiii'd  house,  that  falls 
And  intercepts  her  lord  betwixt  the  walls : 
The  whole  division,  that  to  Mars  pes  tains. 
All  trades  of  death,  that  deal  in  steel  for  gaia% 
Were  tliere :  the  butdier,  armourer,  and  smith, 
Wlio  forges  sliarpcn'd  faulchions,  or  the  scythe. 
The  scarlet  Conquest  on  a  tower  was  plac'd, 
With  shouts,  and  soldiers*  acclamations  grac'd: 
A  pointed  sword  hung  threatening  o*er  his  bed 
Sustain'd  but  by  a  slender  twine  of  thread. 
There  saw  I  Mars's  ides,  the  Capitol, 
The  seer  in  vain  foreteUing  Cssar's  fall ; 
The  last  triumvirs,  and  tlie  wars  they  movc^ 
And  Antony,  who  lost  the  world  for  lore. 
These,  and  a  tliousand  more,  the  fane  adorn ; 
llieir  fates  were  painted  ere  the  men  were  bod 
All  copied  from  the  Heavens,  and  ruling  fiarcei 
Of  the  red  star,  in  his  revolving  .course. 
The  form  of  Mars  liigh  on  a  chariot  stood. 
All  8heath*d  in  anna,  and  gnifHy  look'd  the  gd 
Two  geomantic  figures  were  display'd 
Above  his  Iiead,  a  warrior  and  a  maid  ; 
One  when  direct,  and  one  when  rrtrognule. 
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Tir'd  wich  defof  midei  of  dertih,  I  httte 
o  the  third  temple  of  IXana  diMte. 
iflvia  aocae  with  various  greens  wu  diawn, 
bidn  on  the  adet,  and  on  tbe  midst  a  lawn : 
W  alvcr  Cyntfaia,  with  her  nymphs  around, 
Nanofld  the  flying  deer,  the  woods  with  horns 

sound: 

3abta  there  stood  manifest  of  Bhame, 
\sd»  twn'd  a  bear,  the  northern  star  became : 
9iT  «m  was  next,  and,  by  peculiar  grace, 
[b  tbr  cold  dfcle  held  the  second  place : 
fW  «ag  Acteon  in  the  stream  had  spy*d 
(W  naked  huntress,  and,  for  seeing,  dy*d : 
Eft  boaods^  unknowing  of  his  change,  pursue 
iW  chsfc^  and  their  mistaken  master  slew. 
Vseiu  Daphne  too  was  there  to  see^ 
ipoUo's  bve  before,  and  now  his  tree : 
V  adjoining  &ne  th*  assembled  Greeks  ezpress'd, 
lad  bunting  of  the  Caledonian  beast. 
Glides'  valour,  and  his  envy'd  prise ; 
!he  fatal  power  of  Atalanta's  eyes ;     . 
laas't  vengeance  on  the  victor  shown, 
fht  miudicas  mother,  and  consuming  son ; 
IV  Vdscian  queen  extended  on  the  plain : 
IW  tnaaoa  punish'd,  and  the  traitor  slain. 
IW  rest  were  Tarious  huntings,  ,weU  de8ign*d, 
M  asvage  beasts  destroy'd,  of  every  kind. 
IVe  fTscdul  goddess  was  array  *d  in  green ; 
ihout  her  ieet  were  little  beagles  aeen,         [queen. 
tWt  witdi*d  with  upward  eyes  the  motions  d  their 
Bv  legs  were  buskin'd,  and  the  left  before ; 
ii  act  to  iboot,  a  silver  bow  she  bore^ 
M  at  her  bad:  a  painted  quiver  wore, 
k  trod  a  vrczing  moon,  that  aoon  would  wane, 
lad  drinking  bonrow*d  light,  be  fill*d  again ; 
^  downcast  eyes»  as  seeming  to  survey 
IW  dark  dominions,  her  alternate  sway. 
Mofv  htr  stood  a  woman  in  her  throes, 
^i  caird  Lucina's  aid,  her  burden  to  disclose. 
^■'  tlicie  tlic  painter  drew  with  such  command, 
TW  Nature  snatch'd  tlie  pencil  from  his  hand, 
A1^am*d  and  angry  that  his  ait  could  feign 
A:^i  -amd  the  tortures  of  a  mother's  pain. 
IFVrwtti  beheld  the  fimes  of  every  god, 
^'i\  tlnuffjttt  his  mighty  cost  was  well  bestow'd. 
^  pnncn  now  their  poeU  should  regard ; 
f''!  r«w  can  write,  and  fewer  can  reward. 

Hie  thestre  thus  rais*d,  the  lists  endos'd, 
A  ki  tU  with  vast  magnificence  dispos'd, 
^'  teste  the  monarch  pleas'd,  and  haste  to  bring 
IV  knigjbti  lo  combat;  and  their  arms  to  sing. 
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|pj^ysffinach*d  when  Fortune  should  decide 
^  Bnpartsnt  enterprise,  and  give  the  bride ; 
tv  now,  the  rivals  round  the  worid  had  sought, 
Aad  eidi  his  rival,  well  appointed,  brought, 
n*  utiiRia,  lar  and  near,  contend  in  choice, 
^  "ad  the  fiower  of  war  by  public  voice ; 
iW  dVr,  or  belbre,  were  never  known 
J*^  c*iefc,  as  each  an  army  seem*d  alone : 
J'j^  ^  riiipions,  all  of  high  degree, 
^^kaifihthood  lov'd,  and  deeds  of  chivalry, 
Irag'd  10  the  hats,  and  envy'd  to  behold 
|nr  naaei  of  otfaeis,  not  their  own,  enrollU 
|[«waMitiirwgc;  for  every  noble  knight 
«bo  loita  the  &tr,  nod  ia  endued  with  might, 
^  «ch  a  q^md  would  be  pioiid  to  fight. 


There  breathes  not  icaroe  a  man  on  British  grauad 

(An  isle  for  love  and  arms  of  old  renown'd) 

But  would  have  sold  his  life  to  purchase  Isme, 

To  Fdamon  or  Arrite  sent  his  name : 

And  had  the  Umd  selected  of  the  best,  [rest 

Half  had  come  hence,  and  let  the  world  provide  ^ 

A  hundred  knights  with  Palamon  there  came, 

Approv*d  in  fight,  and  men  of  mighty  name ; 

Their  arms  were  several,  as  tfieir  nations  were^ 

But  fumish*d  all  alike  with  sword  and  spear. 

Some  wore  coat  armour,  imitating  scale ; 

And  next  their  skins  were  stubborn  shirts  of  noaiL 

Some  wore  a  breast-pl^e  and  a  light  juppon, 

Their  horses  cloth'd  with  rich  caparison: 

Some  for  defence  would  leathern  bucklers  use, 

Of  folded  hides;  and  others  shields  of  pruoe. 

One  hung  a  pole.«ze  at  his  saddle-bow. 

And  one  a  heavy  mace  to  shun  the  foe. 

One  for  his  legs  and  knees  provided  well. 

With  jambeauz  arm'd,  and  double  plates  of  steeL 

This  on  his  helmet  wore  a  lady's  glove. 

And  that  a  sleeve  embroider'd  by  his  love. 

With  Palamon,  above  the  rest  in  place, 

Lycurgus  came,  the  surly  king  of  Thrace ; 

Black  was  his  beard,  and  manly  was  his  face ; 

"Die  balls  of  his  broad  eyes  roll'd  in  his  head. 

And  glar'd  betwixt  a  ydlow  and  a  red : 

He  look'd  a  lion  with  a  gloomy  stare, 

And  o'er  his  eyebrovrs  hung  his  matted  hair : 

Big-bon'd,  and  large  of  limbs,  with  sinews  strong, 

Broad-shoulder'd,  and  his  arms  were  round  and 

long. 
Four  milkwhite  bulls  (the  Huwcian  use  of  old) 
Were  yok'd  to  draw  his  car  of  burnish'd  gold. 
Upright  he  stood,  and  bore  aloft  his  shield. 
Conspicuous  from  afar,  and  overlook'd  the  field. 
His  surcoat  was  a  bear-skin  on  his  back  ; 
His  hair  hung  long  behind,  and  glossy  raven  black. 
His  ample  forehead  bore  a  coronet. 
With  sparkling  diamonds  and  with  rubies  set : 
Ten  brace,  and  more,  of  greyhounds,  snowy  fair. 
And  tall  as  stags,  ran  loose,  and  cours'd  around  hb 

chair, 
A  match  for  pards  in  flight,  in  grapling  for  the  bear : 
With  golden  muzzles  all  their  mouths  were  bound. 
And  collars  of  the  same  their  necks  surround. 
Thus  through  the  fields  Lycurgus  took  his  way : 
His  hundred  knights  attend  in  pomp  and  proud 

array. 
To  match  this  monarch,  vrith  strong  Arcite  came 
Emetriua,  king  of  Inde,  a  mighty  name, 
On  a  bay  courser,  goodly  to  beliold,  [gold. 

Hie  trappings  of  liis  horse  adom'd  vrith  barbaroua 
Not  Mars  bestrode  a  steed  with  greater  grace ; 
His  surcoat  o'er  his  arms  was  cloth  of  Tlurace, 
Adom'd  with  pearls,  all  orient,  round,  and  great ; 
His  saddle  was  of  gold,  with  emeralds  set. 
His  shoulders  large,  a  mantle  did  attire. 
With  rubies  tliick,  and  sparkling  as  the  fire  : 
His  amber-colour'd  locks  in  ringlets  run. 
With  graceful  negligence,  and  shone  against  the 

Sun, 
His  nose  was  aquiline,  liis  eyes  were  blue. 
Ruddy  his  lips,  and  fresh  and  fair  his  hue : 
Some  sprinkled  freckles  on  his  face  were  seen. 
Whose  dusk  set  olf  the  whiteness  of  thi>  skin : 
His  awful  presence  did  the  crowd  surprise. 
Nor  durst  the  rash  qpccUtor  meet  his  eyes. 
Eyes  that  confess'd  him  bom  for  kingly  sway. 
So  fierce,  they  flash'd  intolerable  day. 
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Hk  age  in  Nature's  youtltful  prime  appear'd. 
And  just  began  to  bkmm  his  yellow  beard. 
Whene'er  he  spoke,  his  voice  was  heard  around, 
Loud  as  a  trumpet,  with  a  silver  sound  : 
A  laurel  wreath'd  his  temples,  fresh  and  green ; 
And  myrtle  sprigs,  the  marks  of  love,  were  mix*d 

between. 
Upon  his  fist  he  bore,  for  his  delight. 
An  eagle  well  reclaim  *d,  and  lily  white. 

His  hundred  knights  attend  him  to  the  war. 
All  arm*d  for  battle ;  save  their  heads  were  bare. 
Words  and  devices  blas'd  on  every  shield. 
And  pleasing  was  the  terrour  of  the  field. 
For  kings,  and  dukes,  and  barons  you  might  see. 
Like  spark  ling  stars,  though  different  in  degree. 
All  for  th*  increase  of  arms,  and  love  of  chivalry. 
Before  the  king  tame  leopards  led  the  way, 
And  troops  of  lions  innocently  play. 
So  Bacchus  through  tlie  conquer *d  Indies  rode. 
And  beasts  in  gambols  frisk*d  before  the  honest  god. 

In  thib  array  tlie  war  of  eitlier  side 
Through  Athens  pass'd  with  military  pride. 
At  prime,  tliey  enter*d  on  tlie  Sunday  mom  ; 
Rich  tapestry  spread  tlic  streets,  and  flowers  the 

posts  adorn. 
The  town  was  all  a  jubilee  of  feasts ; 
So  l^ieseus  will'd,  in  honour  of  his  guests ; 
Himself  with  open  arms  the  king  embrac*d. 
Then  all  the  rest  in  their  degrees  were  graced. 
No  liarbinger  was  needful  for  a  night. 
For  every  house  was  proud  to  lodge  a  knighL 

I  pass  tlie  myal  treat,  nor  must  relate 
The  gifts  bestowM,  nor  liow  tlie  champions  sate : 
Who  first,  or  last,  or  how  the  knights  addrcss*d 
Their  vows,  or  who  was  fairest  at  the  feast ;    [prise ; 
Whose  voice,  whose  graceful  dance,  did  most  sur- 
Soft  amorous  sighs,  and  silent  love  of  eyes. 
The  rivals  call  my  Muse  another  way« 
To  sing  their  vigils  for  th'  ensuing  day. 
*Twas  ebbing  darkness,  past  the  noon  of  night. 
And  I^ospher,  on  the  confines  of  the  light, 
Promis'd  the  Sun,  ere  day  began  to  spring ; 
The  tuneful  lark  already  stretch'd  her  wing,  [sing : 
And,  flickering  on  her  nest,  made  short  essays  to 
When  wakeful  Palamon,  preventing  day, 
Took,  to  the  royal  lists,  his  early  way. 
To  Venus  at  her  fane,  in  her  own  house,  to  pray. 
There,  falling  on  his  knees  before  her  shrine. 
He  thus  implor'd  with  prayers  her  power  divine. 
"  Creator  Venus,  genial  power  of  love. 
The  bliss  of  men  below,  and  gods  above ! 
Beneath  the  sliding  Sun  thou  runn'st  thy  race, 
Dost  fairest  shine,  and  best  become  thy  place. 
For  thee  the  winds  their  eastern  blasts  forbear, 
Thy  month  reveals  the  spring,  and  opens  all  the  year. 
Thee,  Goddess,  tliee  the  storms  of  winter  fly. 
Earth  smiles  witli  flowers  renewing,  laughs  the  sky. 
And  birds  to  lays  of  love  their  tuneful  notes  apply. 
For  thee  the  lion  loatlis  the  taste  of  blood. 
And  roaring  hunts  his  female  through  the  wood : 
For  thee  the  bnlls  rebellow  through  the  groves. 
And  tempt  the  stream,  and  snuff*  their  absent  loves. 
*Tis  thine,  whatever  is  pleasant,  good,  or  fair : 
All  nature  is  thy  province,  life  thy  care : 
Thou'mad'st  the  world,  and  dost  the  world  repair. 
Thou  gladder  of  the  mount  of  Cytheron, 
Increase  of  Jove,  companion  pf  tlie  Sun ; 
If  e'er  Adonis  touch'd  thy  tender  heart, 
Have  pity,  goddess,  for  thou  know'st  the  smart 
Alaa !  I  have  not  words  to  tell  my  grief ; 
To  vent  my  aorrow,  would  be  some  relief; 


Ught  iulfaiiigt  give  ttsleiflire  to  complain; 
We  groan,  but  cannot  qwak,  in  greater  pan. 
O  goddess,  tell  thyself  what  I  would  vy. 
Thou  know'st  it,  and  I  feel  too  much  to  pnj. 
So  grant  my  suit,  as  I  enforce  my  might. 
In  love  to  be  thy  champion,  and  thy  knight ; 
A  servant  to  thy  sex,  a  slave  to  tface^ 
A  foe  profest  to  barren  chastity. 
Nor  adc  I  fame  or  honour  of  the  field. 
Nor  choose  I  more  to  vanquish  than  to  yield : 
In  my  divine  Emilia  make  me  blest. 
Let  Fate,  or  partial  Chance,  dispose  the  rest : 
Find  thou  the  manner,  and  die  means  prqnre; 
Possession,  more  than  conquest,  is  my  care 
Mars  is  the  warrior's  god ;  in  him  it  lies. 
On  whom  he  favours  to  confer  the  prize  ; 
With  smiling  aspect  you  serenely  motve 
In  your  fifth  orb*  and  rule  the  realm  of  loveu 
The  Fates  but  only  spin  tlie  coarser  clue. 
Hie  finest  of  the  wool  is  left  for  you. 
Spare  me  bi|t  one  small  portion  of  the  twioe^ 
And  let  the  sisters  cut  below  your  lin« : 
Hie  rest  among  tlie  rubbish  may  they  ssweep, 
Or  add  it  to  the  yam  of  some  old  miser's  hafb 
But,  if  you  this  ambitious  prayer  dmy, 
( A  wish,  I  grant,  beyond  mortality) 
Then  let  me  sink  beneath  proud  Ardte's  anus, 
And,  I  once  dead,  let  him  possess  Iter  cbannv" 
Hhis  ended  he  ;  then,  with  observance  due, 
llie  sacred  incense  on  her  altar  threw  :  | 

Tlte  curling  smoke  mounts  heavy  from  the  fim ;  | 
At  length  it  catches  flame,  and  in  a  blaae  expires  ;| 
At  once  the  gracious  goddess  gave  the  sign. 
Her  statue  shook,  and  trembled  all  tlie  shrme: 
Pleas'd  Fklamon  tlie  tardy  omen  took  : 
For,  since  the  flames  pursu'd  the  trailing  smc^ 
He  knew  his  boon  was  granted ;  but  the  day  [Ht, 
To  distance  driven,  and  joy  adjouni'd  with  longdj 
Now  Mom  with  rosy  light  liad  streaJ^'d  the  »k| 
Up  rose  the  Sun,  and  up  rose  Emily  ; 
Address'd  lier  early  steps  to  CyntliiaS  fone^ 
In  state  attended  by  her  maiden  train. 
Who  bore  the  vests  that  holy  rites  require. 
Incense,  and  odorous  gums,  and  cover*d  fire. 
Hie  plenteous  horns  with  pleasant  mead  tbcy  cnM 
Nor  wanted  aught  besides  in  hcmour  of  the  Moai 
Now  while  the  temple  smok'd  with  haUow'd  steai| 
lliey  wash  the  rirgin  in  a  liring  stream  :  I 

The  secret  ceremonies  I  conceal,  | 

Uncouth,  perhaps  unlawful,  to  reveal : 
But  such  tliey  were  as  pagan  use  requir'd, 
Perform'd  by  women  w^hen  tlie  men  retired. 
Whose  eyes  prophane  their  clmsie  mystenous  ria^ 
Might  turn  to  scandal,  or  obscene  delimits. 
Well-meaners  tliink  no  harm  ;  but  for  the  rest,  j 
Things  sacred  they  pervert,  and  silence  is  tlic  bei 
Her  shining  hair,  uncomb'd,  was  loosely  spread,  j 
A  crown  of  mastless  oak  adom'd  her  heed  : 
When  to  tlie  shrine  approach'd,  the  spotleas  maii| 
Had  kindling  fires  on  eitlier  altar  laid, 

iThe  rites  were  such  as  were  obaerv'd  of  old, 
iy  Statins  in  his  llieban  stoiy  told,) 
Then  kneeling  vnth  her  hands  across  her  l>^eofl^ 
Thus  lowly  slie  preferr'd  her  chaste  request. 

*<  O  goddess,  haunter  of  the  woodland  green.! 
To  whom  both  Heaven  and  Eartli  and  seas  ore  «« 
Queen  of  tlie  nether  skies,  where  half  the  yvor 
Thy  silver  beams  descend,   and   light  tlie  glud 

sphere; 
Goddess  of  maids,  and  conscious  of  our  licarts, 
So  keep  me  from  the  vengeance  of  thy  darts 
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WhiebNiobe's  devoted  HRieMt,  [weredefOf, 

When  b'ssiiig  lliroiigh  the  skies  die  feather'd  deaths 

A«  I  desire  to  live  e  vizgin  life, 

Kor  know  the  nsme  of  mocher  or  of  wif& 

llnr  ToCress  finom  my  tender  yean  I  am. 

And  lote,  like  tbee,  the  woods  and  sylvan  game. 

UkedesdH  tiloa  know'st,  I  loaCh  the  nuptial  state, 

And  iBio,  the  tyrant  of  our  sex,  I  hate^ 

A  My  servant,  hut  a  lofty  mate : 

IVhoe  love  is  duty  on  the  female  side,  [pride. 

(hiban  mere  sensual  gust,  and  sought  vrith  surly 

Nfv  by  thy  triple  shape,  as  thou  art  seen 

h  Hesvcn,  Earth,  Hell,  and  every  where  a  queen, 

Bool  tins  my  fint  desire :  let  discord  cease, 

Aad  Biske  betwixt  the  rivah  lasting  peace : 

QBCBefa  dieir  hot  fire,  or  far  ftom  me  remove 

IW  ismc^  and  turn  it  on  some  other  love : 

ft,  if  my  frowning  stan  have  so  decreed, 

1w  ooe  must  be  rejected,  one  succeed, 

Jfake  lam  my  kxd,  within  whose  fiuthful  breast 

h  fix'd  my  image,  and  who  loves  me  best. 

^  oh !  ev'n  that  avert !  I  choose  it  not, 

BU  tike  it  as  the  least  unhappy  lot 

A  aisid  I  am,  and  of  Uiy  virgin  tnin ; 

Oh,  let  me  still  that  spotless  name  retain ! 

Aeqnent  the  forests,  thy  chaste  will  obey, 

had.  only  make  the  beasts  of  chase  my  prey  !*' 

The  flsmcs  ascend  on  either  altar  clear, 
Vhik  tfaos  the  blameless  maid  address'd  her  prayer. 
Vhra  b !  Ae  homing  fire  that  shone  so  bright, 
Rfw  off,  all  sudden,  vrith  extinguish'd  light, 
lad  kft  one  altar  dark,  a  little  space, 
nkh  tum'd  aelfJdndled,  and  renew'd  the  bbo^ ; 
n»  other  victor-flame  a  moment  stood, 
Am  feO,  and  lifeless  left  th'  extinguish'd  vrood ; 
^cvcr  kwt,  th*  irrevocable  light 
hnook  the  blackening  coals,  and  sunk  to  night: 
It  ether  end  it  whistled  as  it  flew, 
bd  ss  the  brands  were  green,  so  dropp'd  die  dew, 
iftcted  ss  it  fell  with  svreat  of  sanguine  hue. 
The  Biaid  finn  that  ill  omen  tum'd  her  eyes, 
bd  with  load  shrieks  and  damours  rent  the  skies, 
far  kaew  what  signified  the  boding  sign,    [divine. 
ht  foond  the  powers  displeas'd,  and  fear*d  the  wrath 
Then  diook  the  stred  shrine,  and  sudden  light 
^aag  thiuugh  the  vaulted  roof,  and  made  the 

temple  brighL 
TW  power,  briiold !  the  povrer  in  glory  shone, 
If  her  bent  bow  and  her  keen  arrows  known ; 
^  rest,  a  huntfcaa  issuing  from  the  wood, 
(•diaing  on  her  cornel  spear  the  stood. 
IhsB  gnaam  tfana  began :  "  Dismiss  thy  fear, 
iad  Hcbvcb's  nncfaang'd  decrees  attentive  hear : 
IsR  powerful  gods  have  torn  thee  from  my  side, 
JaviUiag  to  rerign,  and  doom*d  a  bride : 
k  two  contending  knights  are  weighed  above ; 
^  Man  protecta,  and  one  the  queen  of  love : 
hA  which  the  amn,  is  in  the  Thunderer's  breast ; 
^  he  pranounc'd,  'tb  he  who  loves  thee  best. 
^  fire,  that  once  extinct  reviv'd  again, 
^■vdiows  Ae  love  allotted  to  remain : 
■Rwrll  t*'  ijhe  saidy  and  vanish'd  from  the  place ; 
V  theaf  of  arrows  shook,  and  rattled  in  the  case, 
kfhast  St  this,  Ibe  royal  virgin  stood 
Indaim'd,  aad  nonsr  no  more  a  sister  of  the  wood : 
bt  t»  the  parting  goddeas  thus  she  pray'd ; 
'  ^opitiotts  still  be  present  to  my  aid, 
Iv  quiie  abandon  your  once  Javour'd  maid." 
fhea  sig^n^  Ae  rsCmv'd ;  but  smil'd  betwixt, 
l^id)  hopes  and  flBBii^  and  joys  with  sorrows  mizt 


Hie  next  returning  pUmetaiy  hour 
Of  Mars,  who  shar'd  the  heptarchy  of  power. 
His  steps  bold  Ardte  to  the  temple  bent, 
T*  adore  vrith  pagan  rites  the  power  omnipotent : 
Hien  prostrate^  low  before  hb  altar  lay. 
And  rais'd  his  manly  voice,  and  thus  begjon  to  pray: 
**  Strong  god  of  arms,  whose  iron  sceptre  sways 
The  freeiing  north,  and  Hyperborean  deas. 
And  Scythian  colds,  and  Hiracia'^  winter  coast, 
Where  stand  thy  steeds,  and  thou  art  honour'd  moat  t 
There  most,  but  every  where  thy  power  is  known. 
The  fortune  of  the  fight  is  all  thy  own : 
Terrour  is  thine,  and  vrild  amasement,  flung 
FVom  out  thy  chariot,  withers  ev'n  the  strong : 
And  disarray  and  shameful  rout  ensue. 
And  force  is  added  to  the  fiunting  crew. 
Acknowledg'd  as  thou  art,  accept  my  prayer, 
If  aught  I  have  achiev'd  deserve  thy  care : 
If  to  my  utmost  power  vrith  sword  and  shield 
I  dar'd  the  death,  unknovring  how  to  yield. 
And,  fidling  in  my  rank,  stiU  kept  the  field : 
ITien  let  my  arms  prevail,  by  thee  sustain'd, 
That  Emily  by  conquest  may  be  gain'd. 
Have  pity  on  my  pains ;  nor  those  unknovm 
To  Mars,  which,  when  a  lover,  were  hb  own. 
Venus,  the  public  care  of  all  above, 
Thy  stubborn  heart  has  softened  into  love : 
Now  by  her  blandishments  and  powerful  chami% 
When  yielded  s^  lay  curling  in  thy  arms, 
Ev'n  by  thy  shame,  if  shame  it  may  be  call'd. 
When  Vulcan  had  thee  in  his  net  enthrall'd : 

0  envy'd  ignominy,  svreet  disgrace. 

When  every  God  that  saw  thee  vrish'd  thy  place ! 
By  those  dear  pleasures,  aid  my  arms  in  fight, 
And  make  me  conquer  in  my  patron's  right : 
For  I  am  young,  a  norice  in  the  trade. 
The  fool  of  love,  unpractb'd  to  persuade : 
And  want  the  soothing  arts  that  catdi  die  fiur, 
But,  caught  myself,  lie  straggling  in  the  snare : 
And  she  I  love,  or  bughs  at  all  my  pain,     [dain. 
Or  knows  her  worth  too  well ;  and  pays  me  witli  dia- 
For  sure  I  am,  unless  I  vrin  in  arms. 
To  stand  excluded  from  Emilia's  charms : 
tJor  can  my  strength  avail,  unless  by  thee 
Endued  by  fi>pce  I  gain  the  rictory ;  ^        ^^ 
"Dien  for  the  fire  which  warm'd  thy  gen'rous  haw^ 
Pity  thy  subject's  pains,  and  eoual  smart 
So  be  the  morrow's  sweat  and  labour  mine, 
The  palm  and  honour  of  the  conquest  thine :  ^ 
Then  shall  the  war,  and  stem  debate,  and  atrifli 
Immortal,  be  the  business  of  my  life ; 
And  in  thy  fane,  the  dusty  spoib  among,      [hnn^ 
High  on  the  bumish*d  roof,  my  banner  shall  be 
Rank'd  vrith  my  champion's  bucklers,  and  below, 
With  arms  revers'd,  th'  aduevements  of  my  foe : 
And  while  these  limbs  the  vital  spirit  feeds, 
While  day  to  night,  and  night  to  day  succeeds, 
Thy  smoking  altar  shall  be  fat  with  food 
Of  incense,  and  the  grateful  steam  of  blood;  ^ 
Bmrnt^oiferings  mora  and  evening  shall  be  dune  ; 
And  fires  eternal  in  diy  temple  shine. 
The  bush  of  yeUow  beard,  thb  length  of  hair, 
Which  from  my  birth  inviobte  I  bear. 
Guiltless  of  steel,  and  firom  the  rssor  free, 
Shall  fall  a  plenteous  crop,  rcaerv'd  for  thee. 
So  may  my  arms  vrith  rictory  be  blest, 

1  ask  no  more ;  let  Pate  di^ioee  the  rest" 

The  champion  ceas'd;  there  follow'd  in  the  doae 
A  hoUow  groan :  a  murmuring  wind  arose ; 
The  rings  of  iron,  tint  on  the  doors  were  hung, 
Sent  out  a  jarring  sound,  and  hanhly  rung : 
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The  belted  gatei  flew  open  at  the  blast. 
The  storm  rushed  in,  and  Arcite  stood  aghast : 
The  flames  were  blown  aside,  yet  shone  they  bright, . 
Fann*d  by  the  wind,  and  gave  a  ruffled  li^t. 
Then  from  the  ground  a  scent  began  to  rise. 
Sweet-smelling  as  accepted  sacrifice : 
This  omen  pleas*d,  and  as  the  flames  aq^ire 
With  odorous  incense  Arcite  heaps  the  fire : 
Nor  wanted  hymns  to  Mars,  or  heathen  charms : 
At  length  the  nodding  statue  claah*d  his  arms. 
And  with  a  sullen  sound  and  feeble  cry, 
Half  sunk,  and  half  pronounced,  the  word  of  victory. 
For  this,  with  soul  devout,  he  thank*d  the  god. 
And,  of  success  secure,  retum*d  to  his  abode. 

These  vows  thus  granted,  raised  a  strife  above. 
Betwixt  the  god  of  war,  and  queen  of  love. 
She  granting  first,  had  right  of  time  to  plead : 
But  he  had  granted  too,  nor  would  recede. 
Jove  was  for  Venus ;  but  he  fear*d  his  wife, 
Andseem*d  unwilling  to  decide  the  strife : 
Till  Saturn  from  his  leaden  throne  arose. 
And  found  a  way  the  difference  to  compose : 
Though  sparing  of  his  grace,  to  mischief  bent. 
He  seldom  does  a  good  with  good  intent. 
Wayward,  but  wise ;  by  long  experience  taught 
To  please  both  parties,  for  ill  ends,  he  sought : 
For  this  advantage  age  from  youth  has  wcm. 
As  not  to  be  outridden,  though  outrun. 
By  Fortune  he  was  now  to  Venus  trin*d. 
And  with  stem  Mars  in  Capricorn  was  join*d: 
Of  him  disposing  in  his  own  abode. 
He  8ooth*d  the  goddess  while  he  guird  the  god : 
'*  Cease,  daughter,  to  complain,  and  stint  the  strife ; 
Thy  Falamon  shall  have  liis  promis*d  wife : 
And  Mars,  the  lord  of  conquest,  in  the  fight 
With  palm  and  laurel  shall  adorn  his  knight. 
Wide  is  my  course,  nor  turn  I  to  my  place 
Till  length  of  dme,  and  move  with  tardy  pace. 
Man  feels  me,  when  t  press  th'  etherial  plains. 
My  hand  is  lieavy,  and  the  wound  remains. 
Mine  is  the  shipwreck,  in  a  watery  sign ; 
And  in  an  earthy,  the  dark  dungeon  mine. 
Cold  shivering  agues,  melancholy  care. 
And  bitter  blasting  winds,  and  poison'd  air. 
Are  mine,  and  wilful  death,  renilting  from  despair. 
Tlie  throtling  quinsey  *tis  my  star  appoints. 
And  rheumatisms  ascend  to  rack  thie  joints : 
When  churls  rebel  against  their  native  prince, 
I  arm  their  hands,  and  furnish  the  pretence ; 
And,  housing  in  the  lion*s  hateful  sign. 
Bought  senates  and  deserting  troops  are  mine. 
Mine  is  the  privy  poisoning  ;  I  command 
Unkindly  seasons,  and  ungrateful  land. 
By  me  kings*  palaces  arc  push'd  to  ground. 
And  miners  cnish'd  beneath  their  mines  are  found. 
*Twas  I  slew  Samson,  when  the  pillarM  hall 
Fell  down,  and  crusli'd  the  many  with  the  fall. 
My  looking  is  the  fire  of  pestilence. 
That  sweeps  at  once  the  people  and  the  prince. 
Now  weep  no  more,  but  trust  thy  grandsire's  art. 
Mars  shall  be  plcas'd,  and  thou  perform  thy  part. 
*Tis  ill,  though  different  your  complexions  are. 
The  family  of  Heaven  for  men  should  war.** 
Til*  expedient  pleas'd,  where  neither  lost  his  right ; 
Mars  had  the  day,  and  Venus  had  the  night. 
The  management  they  left  to  Chronos*  care ; 
Now  turn  we  to  th*  eiSect,  and  sing  the  war. 

In  Athens  all  was  pleasure,  mirth,  and  play, 
AU  proper  to  the  spring,  and  sprightly  May, 
Which  every  soul  ipspir'd  with  such  delight, 
*Twa8  jesting  all  the  day,  and  love  at  night 


Heaven  smll'd,  and  gladded  was  the  heart  of  i 
And  Venus  had  the  world  as  when  it  finA  began. 
At  length  in  sleep  their  bodies  tbey  compose, 
And  dreamt  the  future  fight,  and  early  rose. 

Now  scarce  the  danming  day  began  to  spring. 
As  at  a  signal  given,  the  streets  with  damoun  rii^: 
At  once  the  crowd  arose ;  oonfus*d  and  high 
Ev*n  from  the  Heaven  was  beard  a  mhoiiting  ay ; 
For  Mars  was  early  up,  and  rous*d  the  sky. 
The  gods  came  downward  to  behold  the  wars. 
Sharpening  their  sights,  and  leaning  from 
Tlie  neighing  of  the  generous  horse  was  heard. 
For  batUe  by  the  busy  groom  prepared, 
,  Rustling  of  hamesi^  rattling  of  the  itfiirid. 
Clattering  of  armour,  fiirbidi*d  for  the  fidd. 
Crowds  to  the  castle  mounted  up  the  alreet. 
Battering  the  pavement  with  their 
The  greedy  sight  might  there  devour  the  gM 
Of  glittering  arms,  too  daxzling  to  bdaold  : 
And  polish'd  steel  that  cast  the  view  aside^ 
And  crested  morions,  with  their  plumy  pride. 
Knights,  wiA  a  long  retinue  of  their 
In  gaudy  liveries  march,  and  quaint 
One  lac'd  the  helm,  another  held  die 
A  third  the  shining  buckler  did 
The  courser  paw*d  the  ground  with 
And  snorting  foam*d,  and  champ'd  the  golden  biu 
Tlie  smiths  and  armourers  on  palfreys  ride. 
Files  in  their  hands,  and  hammers  at  their  side. 
And  nails  fm  loosen*d  spears,  and  thongs  lor  iJiirMi 
provide.  i 

Hie  yeomen  guard  the  streets,  in  seemly  bends. 
And  clowns  come  crowding  on,  vritb  cox^dsi^ 
their  hands. 

Hie  trumpets,  next  the  gate,  in  order  pJa^'d, 
Attend  the  sign  to  sound  the  martial  blast ; 
The  palace.ytfd  is  fiird  with  floating  tides. 
And  the  last  comers  bear  the  former  to  the  sides. 
The  throng  is  in  the  midst ;  the  common  crew 
Shut  out,  the  hall  admits  the  better  few ; 
In  knots  they  stand,  or  in  a  rank  they  walk. 
Serious  in  aspect,  earnest  in  their  talk : 
Factious,  and  favouring  this  or  t*  other  sid^ 
As  their  strong  fancy  or  weak  reason  guide  : 
Their  wagers  back  their  wishes ;  numbers  hold 
With  the  fiur  freckled  king,  and  beard  oT  gold : 
So  vigorous  are  his  eyes,  sudi  rays  they  cas^ 
So  prominent  his  eagle*s  beak  is  plac*iL 
But  most  their  looks  on  the  black  monaivh  besxi. 
His  rising  muscles  and  his  brawn  oommcnd  ; 
His  double-biting  axe  and  beaming  spear. 
Each  asking  a  gigantic  force  to  rear. 
All  spoke  as  partial  fisvour  mov*d  the  mind : 
And,  safe  themselves,  at'others*  cost  divin'd 

Wak'd  by  the  cries,  th*  Athenian  chief  sme» 
Tlie  knightly  forms  of  combat  to  dispose  ; 
And  passing  through  th*  obsequious  guardf^  he  aax 
Conspicuous  on  a  throne^  sublime  in  state  ; 
There,  for  the  two  contending  kni^ts  he  sent: 
Arm*d  cap-a-pec,  with  reverence  low  tfaef  bent  ^ 
He  smil'd  on  boUi,  and  with  superior  look 
Alike  their  offered  adoration  took. 
The  people  press  on  every  side,  to  see 
Hieir  awful  prince,  and  hear  his  high  decree. 
Tlien  signing  to  their  heralds  with  his  hand, 
Tliey  gave  his  orders  from  their  lofty  stand. 
Silence  is  thrice  cnjoin*d ;  then  thus'aloud 
The  king  at  arms  bespeaks  the  kni^ts  and  listcsi 
ing  crowd. 

"  Our  sov(*reign  lord  has  |x>nd«7rM  in  lu:>  mind 
The  means  to  spare  the  blood  of  gentle  kind  -, 
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ind  of  his  gnce,  tnd  inborn  demmcjr, 

It  modifies  his  lint  aerere  decree, 

hf  keener  edge  of  battle  to  rebate, 

W  troofK  for  honour  fighting,  not  for  hate. 

le  viDs,  not  death  should  terminate  their  strife ; 

^'.i  vounds  if  wounds  ensue,  be  short  of  life : 

Lt  iv^^ies,  ere  the  fight,  his  dread  command, 

1^ '  >lin^  afar,  and  poinanU  hand  to  hand, 

"  '  tr\4x*d  from  the  field ;  that  none  shall  dare 

•  t  ^  ^iiortencd  sword  to  stab  in  closer  war ; 
!Vmf4ir  combat  fight  with  manly  strength, 
S"  )^  with  biting  point,  but  strike  at  length. 
^.  •  i.mcy  h  allowed  but  one  career, 

^i}i  tough  ash,  with  the  sharp-grinded  spear, 
L!  o!:;ht4  unbor&M  may  rise  from  off  the  plain, 
|r :  1/ht  on  foot  their  honour  to  regain ; 
'*,  if  it  miichief  taken,  on  the  ground 
-  ^11,  but  prisoners  to  the  pillar  bound, 
i  «i'bei  barrier  plac*d ;  nor  ^captiTes  made) 
t  frwd,  or  arm*d  anew  the  fight  inrade. 
tf  (4  jef  of  either  side,  bereft  of  life, 
r  y.iiicd  to  his  foe,  concludes  the  strife,     [young 
Iu4  dooms  the  lord :    now  Taliant  knights  and 
^.t  escfa  his  fill  with  swords  and  maces  long.** 
IV  tuTild  ends :  the  Taultcd  firmament 
,'h  loud  aci'laims  and  vast  applause  is  rent : 
IlinTen  guard  a  prince  so  gracious  and  so  good, 
>>^  and  ret  so  proridcnt  of  blood  !** 
■■«»  was  ilif  generai  cry.     Tlic  trumpets  sound, 
a>i  varlile  symphony  is  heard  around. 
^  r.kirching  troops  through  Athens  take  their  way, 

•  «  rr«at  earUmariha]  orders  their  array. 

^•^  •  ur  from  high  the  passing  pomp  behold ; 
ni'i  o(  Bowurs  is  from  tlie  windows  rolPd. 
Vi  fasornents  are  with  golden  tissue  spread, 
^  hnn«'  hoofs,  for  earth,  on  silken  tapestry  tread ; 
'*  k.-^  jfocs  midroo^,  and  the  rivals  ride 
'  ^'.n\  rank,  and  close  his  cither  side. 

•  ••  -fWr  these,  there  rode  tlie  royal  wife, 

•t..  KmilT,  the  cause  and  the  reward  of  strife. 

'"Aitwiog  csralcade,  by  three  and  three, 
•w^'^l  by  titles  manhall*d  in  degree. 
^t-^  through  the  southern  gate  they  take  their  way, 
'*^ « the  list  srriT*d  ere  prime  of  day. 
^.  parting  ftom  the  king,  the  chiefs  diride, 
^  vhcrling  cast  and  west,  before  their  many  ride. 

•  Athimjaa  monarch  mounts  his  throne  on  high, 
«d  iffctr  hnn  the  queen  and  Emily : 

nt  tlttse  the  kindred  of  the  crown  are  grac'd 
-^  waicr  sears,  and  lords  by  ladies  plac*d : 
^r*  were  they  seated,  when,  with  clamours  loud, 
|n  vScd  at  once  a  rude  promiscuous  crowd ; 
^  :t.3rds  and  then  each  other  overbear, 
•"•  •  IS  moment  throng  the  spacious  theatre. 
«<•  (hsng'd  the  jarring  noLse  to  whispers  low, 
I  •  '  'U  funaking  scaa  more  softly  blow  • 
•*  1  at  the  western  gate,  on  which  the  car 
•^  *.'  d  tlof^  diat  bears  the  god  of  war,    • 
^-  i  \mt9  entering  arm*d  before  his  train, 
'V>  *t  t!.e  barrier,  and  divides  the  plain. 
"^  «&>  \a%  banner,  and  display  *d  abroad, 
^  ^' '  xJy  cokNun  of  his  patron  god. 
^-  uut  5df  moment  entern  Palamon 

•  .  -if  of  Venus,  and  the  rising.sun  ; 

>"!  bv  the  wanton  winds,  his  banner  flies, 
•  uiden  white,  and  diares  the  people's  eyes. 
'  '  >  (^n  to  west,  look  all  the  world  around, 
•'>  troop*  «  malch'd  were  never  to  be  found ; 
•«'»  bodies  buih  for  strcogtli,  of  equal  age, 
» *«urt  «2*d ;  to  proud  an  equipage : 


The  nicest  eye  could  no  distinction  make^ 
Where  lay  th*  advantage,  or  what  side  to  take. 

Thus  rang'd,  the  herald  for  the  last  proclainu 
A  silence,  while  they  answer'd  to  their  names : 
For  so  the  king  decreed,  to  shun  die  care, 
Ttie  fraud  of  musters  false,  the  commcm  bane  of ' 
Tlie  tale  was  just,  and  theh  the  gates  were  cloa*d ; 
And  chief  to  chief,  and  troop  to  troop  oppoa'd. 
Hie  heralds  last  retir*d,  and  loudly  cry*d. 
The  fortune  of  the  field  be  fidrly  try*d. 

At  this,  the  challenger  with  fierce  defy 
His  trumpet  sounds ;  the  challeng*d  makes  reply: 
With  clangor  rings  the  field,  resounds  the  vaulted 

dcy. 
Hieir  vizors  dosed,  their  lances  in  the  rest^ 
Or  at  the  helmet  pointed,  or  the  crest ; 
They  vanish  from  the  barrier,  speed  the  netg 
And  spurring  see  decrease  the  middle  qiaoe. 
A  cloud  of  smoke  envelc^  either  boat. 
And  all  at  once  the  combatants  are  lost : 
Darkling  they  join  adverse,  and  shock  unseen. 
Coursers  with  coursers  justUng,  men  with  men : 
As  labouring  in  eclipse,  awhile  th^  stay, 
Till  the  next  blast  of  wind  restores  die  day. 
I^ey  look  anew :  the  beauteous  fprm  of  fight 
Is  chang'd,  and  war  appears  a  grisly  sight 
Two  troops  in  fair  array  one  moment  show'd. 
The  next,  a  field  with  fallen  bodies  strow'd : 
Not  half  the  number  in  their  seats  are  found ; 
But  men  and  steeds  lie  groveling  on  the  ground* 
Tlie  points  of  spears  are  stuck  within  the  shield, 
'Ilie  steeds  without  their  riders  somr  the  field, 
llie  knights  untiors'd,  on  foot  renew  the  fight ; 
The  glittering  faulchions  cast  a  gleaming  light : 
Hauberks  and  helms  are  hew'd  with  many  a  wound. 
Out  spins  the  streaming  blood,  and  dyes  die  ground. 
Tlie  mighty  maces  with  such  haste  descend,  [bcnd» 
They  break  the  bones,  and  make  the  solid  armoiir 
Hiis  thrusts  amid  die  throng  with  furious  force  ; 
Down  goes,  at  once,  the  horseman  and  the  hone : 
That  courwr  stumbles  on  the  fallen  steed. 
And,  flouildering,  throws  the  rider  o*er  Wm  head. 
One  rolls  along,  a  foot-ball  to  his  foes ; 
One  with  a  broken  truncheon  deals  his  blows. 
Tbis  halting,  this  disabled  with  his  wound. 
In  triumph  led,  is  to  the  pillar  bound. 
Where  by  the  king's  award  he  must  ^de : 
There  goes  a  captive  led  on  t*  other  side. 
By  fits  they  cease ;  and,  leaning  on  the  lance, 
Take  breath  awhile,  and  to  new  fight  advance. 

Full  oft  the  rivals  met,  and  neither  spar*d 
His  utmost  force,  and  each  forgot  to  ward. 
Tbe  head  of  tliis  was  to  the  saddle  bent. 
The  other  backward  to  the  crupper  sent : 
Both  were  by  turns  unhors*d ;  the  jealous  blows 
Fall  thick  and  heavy,  when  on  foot  they  clode. 
So  deep  their  faulchions  bite,  that  every  stroke 
Pierc'd  to  the  quick ;  and  equal  wounds  they  gave 

and  took. 
Borne  far  asunder  by  the  tides  of  men. 
Like  adamant  and  steel  they  meet  again. 

So  when  a  tiger  sucks  the  bullock's  bloody 
A  famish'd  lion,  issuing  from  the  wood. 
Roars  lordly  fierce,  and  challenges  the  food. 
Each  claims  possession,  neither  will  obey. 
But  both  their  paurs  are  fasten 'd  on  the  prey ; 
They  bite,  they  tear ;  and  while  in  vain  they  strive, 
Tlie  swains  come  arm*d  between,  and  both  to  ifis- 
tance  drive. 

At  length,  as  Fate  foredoom M,  and  all  things  tend 
By  course  of  time  to  their  appointed  end ; 
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So  when  the  Son  to  west  wm  fiur  dedin'd. 
And  both  afresh  in  mortal  battle  join*d. 
The  strong  Emetrius  came  in  Arcite's  aid. 
And  Fklamon  with  odds  was  orerlaid : 
.  For,  turning  short,  he  struck  with  all  his  might 
Full  on  the  helmet  of  th*  unwary  knight. 
Deep  was  the  wound ;  lie  stagger*d  with  the  hkM, 
And  tum*d  him  to  his  unexpected  foe ; 
Whom  with  such  force  he  struck,  he  fell'd  him  down. 
And  cleft  the  circle  of  his  golden  crown. 
But  Arcite*s  men,  who  now  prevail'd  in  fi^t. 
Twice  ten  at  once  surround  the  single  knight : 
0'erpower*d,  at  length,  they  fbrce  him  to  the  ground, 
Unyidded  as  he  was,  and  to  the  pillar  bound ; 
And  king  Lycurgus,  while  he  fought  in  vain 
His  friend  to  free^  was  tumbled  on  the  plain. 

Who  now  laments  but  Palamon,  compeU*d 
Ko  more  to  try  the  fortune  of  the  field  ! 
And,  worse  than  death,  to  view  with  hateful  eyes 
His  rival's  conquest,  and  renounce  the  prize ! 

Tlie  royal  judge,  on  his  tribunal  plac*d. 
Who  had  beheld  the  fight  from  first  to  hut. 
Bad  cease  the  war ;  pronouncing  from  on  high, 
Arcite  of  Thebes  had  won  the  beauteous  Emily. 
Ilie  sound  of  tru^lpets  to  the  voice  reply'd. 
And  round  the  royal  lists  the  heralds  cry'd, 
**  Arcite  of  lliebes  has  won  the  beauteous  bride." 

The  people  rend  the  skies  with  vast  applause ; 
All  own  the  chief,  when  Fortune  owns  the  cause. 
Arcite  is  own'd  ev*n  by  the  gods  above. 
And  conquering  Mars  insults  the  queen  of  love. 
So  laugh*d  he,  when  the  rightful  Titan  faiPd, 
And  Jove's  usurping  arms  in  Heaven  prevail'd : 
Laugh'd  all  tlie  powers  who  favour  tyranny ; 
And  all  the  standing  army  of  the  sky. 
But  Venus  with  dejected  eyes  appears, 
And,  weeping,  on  the  lists  distiU'd  her  tears ; 
Her  will  rrfus'd,  which  grieves  a  woman  most. 
And,  in  her  champion  foil'd,  the  cause  of  hote  is 

lost 
Till  Saturn  said,  '*  Fair  daughter,  now  be  still, 
"Die  blustering  fool  has  satiafy'd  his  will  \ 
His  boon  is  given ;  his  knight  has  gain'd  the  day, 
But  lost  the  prize,  th*  arrears  are  yet  to  pay. 
Thy  hour  is  come,  and  mine  the  care  shall  be 
To  please  thy  knight,  and  set  thy  promise  free." 

Now  while  the  heralds  run  the  lists  around. 
And  Ardte,  Arcite,  Heaven  and  Earth  resound ; 
A  miracle  (nor  less  it  could  be  call'd) 
Their  joy  with  unexpected  sorrow  pall'd. 
Tlie  victor  km'ght  had  laid  his  helm  aside, 
Put  for  his  ease,  the  greater  part  for  pride : 
Bare-headed,  popularly  low  be  bow*d. 
And  paid  the  salutations  of  the  crowd. 
Tlien,  spurring  at  full  speed,  ran  endlong  on 
Where  Theseus  sate  on  his  imperial  throne  ; 
Fbrious  he  drove,  and  upward  cast  his  eye. 
Where  next  the  queen  was  plac'd  his  Emily ; 
Then  passing  to  the  saddle-bow  he  bent ; 
A  sweet  regvd  the  gracious  virgin  lent 
(For  women,  to  the  brave  an  easy  prey, 
Sdli  follow  Fortune  where  she  leads  die  way) : 
Just  dien,  from  earth  ^rung  out  a  flashing  fire, 
By  Buto  sent,  at  Saturn's  bod  desire : 
The  startlinff  steed  was  seiz'd  with  sudden  fright. 
And  bounding,  o'er  the  pummel  cast  the  knight : 
Forwanl  he  flew,  and,  pitching  on  his  head, 
He  ouiver'd  with  his  feet,  and  lay  for  dead. 
BkcK  was  his  oount'nance  in  a  little  space, 
Fot  all  the  blood  ww  gatiier'd  in  hit  flux. 


Help  was  at  hand:  they  mr'd  him  Dram  the  gRNui, 
And  fifom  his  cumbrous  aims  his  limbs  unboood; 
Then  lanc'd  a  von,  and  watch'd  returning  farcatii; 
It  came,  but  dogg'd  with  symptoms  of  im  daik. 
Hie  saddle-bow,  the  noble  ports  had  prcst, 
All  bruis'd  and  mortify'd  his  manly  breast 
Him  still  entranc'd,  and  in  a  litter  laid, 
Tliey  bore  from  field,  and  to  his  bed  oonvey'd. 
At  length  he  wak'd,  and,  with  a  feeble  cry, 
The  word  he  first  pronounc'd  was  Emily. 

Meantime  die  king,  thou^  inwardly  be  moiin'il, 
In  pomp  triumphant  to  the  town  retum'd. 
Attended  by  the  chiefs  who  fou^it  the  field 
(Now  friendly  mix'd,  and  in  one  troop  conqidl'd^ 
Compos'd  liis  looks  to  counterfeited  cheer, 
And  bade  them  not  for  Arcite's  life  to  fear. 
But  diat  which  gladded  all  the  warrior-train, 
lliough  most  were  sorely  wounded,  none  were  tUm. 
Tlie  surgeons  soon  dcspoil'd  diem  of  tfadr  anas, 
And  some  with  salves  they  cure,  and  some  mtA 

charms; 
Foment  the  bruises,  and  the  pains  assuage  [of  sap, 
And  heal  their  inward  hurts  with  soveragn  dzat^ 
The  king  in  person  visits  all  around. 
Comforts  die  sick,  congratulates  die  aovmd ; 
Honours  the  princdy  chiefs,  rewards  the  re^ 
And  holds  for  thrice  three  days  a  ro3ral  feasL 
None  was  disgrac'd ;  for  falling  is  no  shame ; 
And  cowardice  alone  is  loss  of  fione. 
The  venturous  knight  is  from  the  saddle  thrawa; 
But  'ds  the  fiiult  of  Fortune,  not  his  own : 
If  crowds  and  palms  the  conquering  side  adorn. 
The  victorHinder  better  stan  was  bom : 
The  brave  man  seeks  not  popular  iq>plause. 
Nor,  overpower'd  with  arms,  deserts  his  cause ; 
Unsham'd,  though  foil'd,  he  does  die  best  he  on ; 
Force  is  of  brutes,  but  honour  is  of  man. 
Thus  Theseus  smil'd  on  all  with  equal  grace; 
And  each  was  set  according  to  his  place. 
With  ease  were  recondrd  the  dififering  parts. 
For  envy  never  dwells  in  nolde  hearts 
At  length  they  took  their  leave,  the  time  exptr  d. 
Well  pleas'd,  and  to  their  several  homes  rctir'd. 

Meanwhile  the  health  of  Arcite  still  impairs ; 
From  bad  proceeds  to  worse,  and  modu  the  Iceche 

cares; 
Swoln  is  his  breast ;  his  inward  pains  increase, 
All  means  are  us'd,  and  all  without  soccesa. 
Tlie  clotted  blood  lies  heavy  on  his  heart. 
Corrupts,  and  there  remains  in  spite  of  ait: 
Nor  breathing  veins,  nor  cupping,  will  prevail; 
All  outward  remedies  and  inward  &U: 
The  mold  of  Nature's  &bric  is  destroy*d. 
Her  vessels  discompos'd,  her  virtue  void  : 
The  bellows  of  his  lungs  b^n  to  swcU, 
All  out  of  frame  is  every  secret  cell. 
Nor  can  the  good  receive,  nor  bad  ezpcL 
Those  brcadiing  organs,  thus  within  opprest. 
With  venom  soon  distend  the  sinews  of  his  bresifi 
Nouglit  profits  him  to  save  abandon'd  life. 
Nor  vomit's  upward  aid,  nor  downward  laxadrc. 
The  midmost  region  batter'd  and  destroy'd. 
When  Nature  cannot  work,  th*  cflfect  of  Ait  is  vd 
For  physic  can  but  mend  our  crazy  states 
Patch  an  old  building,  not  a  new  create. 
Arcite  is  doom'd  to  die  in  all  his  pride^ 
Must  leave  his  youth,  and  yield  hn  beaufeeooa  bn 
Gain'd  hardly,  against  right,  and  uneojoy'd. 
When  'twas  dcdar'd  all  hope  of  life  was  past. 
Conscience  (that  of  all  physic  wotka  the  last) 
CMis'd  him  to  send  for  Emily  in  faMte. 
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rub  her»  If  bb  denra,  ettM  Munon ; 

1m  00  bit  ptllovr  nis'd,  he  thus  begun. 

No  liaguage  can  ezpreas  the  imallert  pert 

If  wfan  I  fed,  and  wuBkr  io  mj  heart, 

or  fou,  vbom  best  I  Unwe  and  Talue  moet ; 

l«  ID  yoor  fertioe  I  bequeath  my  ghost ; 

i^Uch,  from  diis  mortal  body  when  unty'd, 

Jbmco,  onheard,  ahall  borer  at  your  aide ; 

iorfrigfat  you  waking,  nor  your  sleep  offend» 

ks  wih  officioas,  and  your  steps  attend : 

iov  I  bsfe  iov*d,  czcuae  my  iaultering  tongue, 

if  ipirits  Mile,  and  my  pains  are  strong : 

lis  I  msy  my,  I  only  grieve  to  die 

iecaoae  I  lose  my  duvnung  Emily : 

0  die,  when  Heaven  had  put  you  in  my  power, 

tate  eoidd  not  choose  a  more  malicious  Iwur ! 

^  grasier  curse  oould  envious  Fortune  give, 

hsD  juit  to  die,  when  I  began  to  live ! 

■is  men,  how  vanishing  a  bUss  we  crave, 

iw  vinn  fai  love,  now  withering  in  the  grave ! 

mr,  0  never  more  to  see  the  Son ! 

ill  dvk,  in  a  damp  vault,  and  still  alone ! 

kii  &t«  is  oornmon  ;  but  I  lose  my  breath 

cvblias,  and  yet  not  bless*d  before  my  death. 

■««<ril ;  but  take  me  dying  in  your  arms^ 

W«Q  lean  enjoy  of  all  your  cfaarms: 

M  hand  I  cannot  but  in  death  resign  ; 

i'caa]d  I  live!  but  whfle  I  Uve  'tis  mine. 

W  my  end  approach,  and,  thus  embrac'd, 

B  plm*d  to  die ;  but  hear  me  speak  my  last. 

^!  ray  sweet  foe,  for  you,  and  you  alone, 

B^e  my  &ith  with  injur'd  Fislamon. 

i  l4m  tile  sense  of  ngfat  and  wrong  confounds, 

issg  Love  and  proud  Ambition  have  no  bounds. 

id  much  I  doubt,  should  Heaven  my  life  prolong, 

^ooM  fetum  to  justify  my  wrong : 

r,  «Ue  my  former  flames  remain  within, 

■pBitiDce  is.but  wBut  of  power  to  sin. 

'it  moftal  hatred  I  punu'd  his  life, 

'  be,  nor  you,  were  guilty  of  the  strife : 

rIibtttssIlov*d;  yet  all  combm'd, 

•r  bssnty,  and  my  impotence  of  mind, 

id  U%  coBcuneut  flame,  that  blew  my  fire ; 

r  mil  our  kindred  souls  had  one  desire. 

'Us  moment's  right  in  point  of  time ; 

d  I  MO  first,  then  his  had  been  the  crime. 

k  nsde  it  mine^  and  justify^  his  right ; 

»  hoUt  thb  Earth  a  more  deserring  knight, 

f  nmic,  valour,  and  for  noble  blood, 

uh,  honour,  all  that  is  compiis'd  in  good ; 

^  me  Heaven,  in  all  the  world  is  none 

•wtky  to  be  lov'd  as  FiOamon. 

'loves yoo  too^  vritb  such  an  holy  fire^ 

*iQ  Dot,  csnnot,  but  vrith  life  expire : 

r  nm*d  sflcctions  both  baro  often  try'd, 

r  lay  lore  but  yours  could  ouit  divide. 

^  I7  my  love's  inviobble  band, 

fmy  laag  soflcrii^  and  my  short  command, 

»*w  jou  pligfat  your  vows  when  I  am  gooe^ 

KptiyonthefiuthAil  Fkdamon." 

2^^  las  last;  lor  Death  came  on  amain, 

■  ncrdiM  bdow  faia  iron  reign ; 

KB  upvsrd  to  dw  seat  of  life  he  goes : 

■K  icd  bdbre  him,  what  he  touch'd  he  finoae : 

•cMiia  he  not  his  closing  eyes  vrithdraw, 

^^  and  leas  of  Emily  he  saw ; 

k  "pwchles,  for  a  little  space  he  Liy ;  [B^^y* 

>p  frup*d  the  hand  he  heM,  and  sigh*d  his  soul 

But  wtiither  wcm  his  soul,  let  such  rtlate 

X  wasch  the  secrets  of  the  future  state : 


Divines  can  say  but  what  themselves  believe ; 
Strong  prools  diey  have,  but  not  demonstntive : 
For,  were  all  plain,  then  all  sides  must  agree, 
And  faith  itielf  be  lost  in  certainty. 
To  live  uprightly  then  is  sure  tlie  best, 
To  save  ourselves,  and  not  to  damn  the  rest. 
Hie  soul  of  Arcite  went  where  heathens  go, 
Who  better  live  than  we,  though  less  they  know. 

In  Fislamon  a  manly  grief  appean ; 
Silent  he  wept,  asham'd  to  show  his  tears : 
Emilia  shriek'd  but  once,  and  then,  oppress'd 
With  sorrow,  sunk  upon  her  lover's  breast : 
Till  Theseus  in  his  arms  convey'd  with  care. 
Far  from  so  sad  a  sight,  the  swooning  fair. 
'Twere  loss  of  time  her  sorrow  to  relate ; 
111  bears  the  sex  a  youthful  lover's  fate. 
When  just  approaching  to  the  nuptial  state : 
But,  like  a  low-4iung  cloud,  it  rains  so  fast. 
That  all  at  once  it  falls,  and  cannot  last. 
The  face  of  things  is  chang'd,  and  Athens  now. 
That  laugh'd  so  late,  becomes  the  scene  of  woe : 
Matrons  and  maids,  both  sexes,  every  state. 
With  tears  lament  the  knight's  untimely  fate. 
Nor  greater  grief  in  falling  IVoy  was  seen 
For  Hector's  death ;  but  Hector  was  not  then. 
Old  men  with  dusf  deformed  their  hoary  hair, 
The  women  beat  their  breasts,  their  checks  they  tare. 
"  Why  would'st  thou  go^"  with  one  consent  they  cry, 
'<  When  thou  had'st  gold  enough,  and  Emily  ?" 

llieseus  himself,  who  should  have  cheer'd  tlie  grief 
Of  others,  wanted  now  the  same  relief. 
Old  Egeus  only  could  revive  his  son. 
Who  various  changes  of  the  world  had  known, 
And  strange  4kissitudes  of  human  fate, 
Still  altering,  never  in  a  steady  state; 
Good  after  lU,  and  after  pain  delight ; 
Alternate  like  the  scenes  of  day  and  night: 
<*  Since  every  man  who  lives  is  bom  to  die. 
And  none  can  boast  sincere  felicity. 
With  equal*  mind  what  happens  let  us  bear,      [care. 
Nor  joy  nor  grieve  too  much  for  things  beyond  our 
Like  pilgrims  to  th*  appointed  place  we  tend ; 
TIic  world's  an  inn,  and  death  the  journey's  end. 
Ev'n  kiif^  but  play ;  and  when  their  part  is  done, 
Some  other,  worse  or  better,  mount  the  throne." 
With  words  like  these  the  crowd  was  satisfy'd. 
And  so  they  would  have  been  had  Theseus  dy'd. 
But  he^  their  king,  was  labouring 'in  his  mind, 
A  fitting  place  for  funeral  pomps  to  find. 
Which  were  in  honour  of  the  dead  desiffu'd. 
And,  after  long  debate,  at  last  he  found 
(As  Love  itself  had  mark'd  the  spot  of  ground) 
That  grove  for  ever  green,  that  conscious  land. 
Where  he  vrith  Fislamon  fought  hand  to  hand : 
Hiat  where  he  fed  his  amorous  desires 
With  soft  complaints,  and  felt  his  hottest  fifca, 
Hiere  other  flames  might  vraste  his  earthly  part. 
And  bum  his  limbs,  where  love  had  bum'd  his  heart. 

Thb  CMice  resolv'd,  the  peasants  were  enjoin'd 
Sere-wood,  and  firs,  and  dodder'd  oaks  to  find. 
With  sounding  axes  to  the  grove  they  go^ 
Fell,  split,  and  lay  the  fuel  on  a  row, 
Vulcanian  food :  a  bier  is  next  prepar'd. 
On  which  the  lifeless  body  should  be  rear'd, 
Cover'd  with  cloth  of  gold,  on  which  was  laid 
The  corpse  of  Ardte,  in  like  robes  array'd. 
White  gloves  were  on  Ids  hands,  and  011  his  head 
A  wreath  of  laurel,  mixM  with  rnyrtlc  ftprrad. 
A  sword  kecn-edg'd  within  his  h^ht  be  held, 
The  warlike  qmblem  of  the  «>n<]ucr*d  field  :, 
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Bwe  wa4  lib  manly  vings  on  the  bier: 

Menac'd  his  countenance ;  ey*n  in  death  wveic. 

Then  to  the  palace-hall  they  bore  the  knight. 

To  lie  in  solemn  state,  a  public  sight. 

Groans,  cries,  and  howUi^gs,  fill  the  crowded  place. 

And  unafihcted  sorrow  sat  on  every  lace. 

Sad  Fkdamon  above  the  rest  appears, 

In  nble  garments,  dew'd  with  gushing  tears : 

His  auburn  locks  on  eidier  sho^der  flow*d. 

Which  to  the  funeral  of  his  fnend  he  vow*d : 

But  Emily,  as  chief,  was  next  his  side, 

A  viigin-widow,  and  a  mourning  bride. 

And,  that  the  princely  obsequies  might  be 

Ferform'd  according  to  his  high  degree. 

The  steed,  that  bore  him  living  to  the  fight. 

Was  trapp'd  with  polisb'd  steel,  all  shimng  bright. 

And  cover*d  with  th*  achievements  of  the  knight. 

The  riders  rode  abreast,  and  one  his  shield. 

His  lance  of  cornel-wood  another  held ; 

The  third  his  bow,  and,  glorious  to  behold. 

The  costly  quiver,  all  of  bumish'd  gold. 

"Die  noblest  of  the  Grecians  next  appear, 

And,  weeping,  on  ^ir  shoulders  bore  the  bier ; 

With  sober  pace  they  march'd,  and  often  staid. 

And  through  the  master-street  the  corpse  convey*d. 

Hie  houses  to  their  tops  with  black  were  spread. 

And  ev*n  the  pavements  were  vrith  mourning  lUd. 

llie  right  side  of  the  pall  old  Egeus  kept. 

And  on  the  left  the  royal  Theseus  wept ; 

Each  bore  a  golden  bowl,  of  work  divine,      [wine. 

With  honey  fill*d,  and  milk,  and  mix*d  with  rttddy 

Then  Palunon,  the  kinsman  of  the  slain. 

And  after  him  appear'd  the  illustri|^  train. 

To  grace  the  pomp,  came  Emily  tnMright 

With  covered  fire,  the  funeral  pile  to  light 

With  high  devotion  was  the  service  made, 

And  all  the  rites  of  pagan-honour  paid  : 

So  lofty  was  the  pile,  a  Parthian  bow, 

With  vigour  drawn,  must  send  the  shaft  below. 

The  bottom  was  ftiU  twenty  &thom  broad. 

With  crackling  straw  beneath  in  due  proportion 

strow'd. 
Ihe  fabric  seem*d  a  wood  of  rising  green, 
Witii  sulphur  and  bitumen  cast  betireen,  ' 
To  feed  the  flames :  the  trees  were  unctuous  fir, 
And  mountain  ash,  the  mother  of  the  spear; 
Tlie  mourner  yew  and  builder  oak  vrere  there : 
The  beech,  the  swimming  alder,  and  the  plane. 
Hard  box,  and  linden  of  a  softer  grain,       [oidain. 
And  laurels,  which  the  gods  for  conquering  chieft 
How  they  were  rank*d,  shall  rest  untold  by  me. 
With  nameless  nymphs  that  liv*d  in  every  tree ; 
Nor  how  the  Dryads,  or  the  woodland  train. 
Disherited,  ran  howling  o*er  the  plain: 
Nor  how  the  birds  to  foreign  seats  repair'd. 
Or  beasta,  that  bolted  out,  and  saw  the  forest  bar*d : 
Nor  how  the  ground,  now  dear'd,  vrith  ghastly  fright 
Beheld  the  sudden  Sun,  a  stranger  to  the  light 

The  straw,  as  first  I  said,  was  laid  below  : 
Of  chipa  and  sere-wood  was  the  second  row ; 
The  third, of  greens,  and  timber  newly  fell*d ; 
The  fourth  high  stage  the  fragrant  odours  held. 
And  pearls;  and  precious  stones,  and  rich  array, 
In  midst  of  which,  embahn*d,  the  body  lay. 
The  service  suns,  the  maid  with  mourning  eyes 
The  stubble  fir'd ;  the  smouldering  flames  arise : 
Tlus  office  done,  she  sunk  upon  the  ground ; 
But  what  she  qioke,  reoover*d  finom  her  swoon, 
I  want  the  wit  in  moviog  words  to  dress; 
But  by  themadvw  the  tender  wi  niaj  guea. 


" 


While  the  devouring  file 
Rich  jewels  in  the  flame  the  vraaltfay 
And  some  their  shields,  and  some  their  laaees  tlvev, 
And  gave  their  warrior's  ghost,  a  warrior's  due. 
Full  bowk  of  wine,  of  honey,  milk,  and  faknd. 
Were  pour*d  upon  the  pile  of  burning  vrood. 
And  hissing  flamesreceive,  and  hungry  lick  the  find. 
Then  thrice  the  mounted  squadrons  ride  around 
Tlie  fire,  and  Ardte's  name  they  thrice  resound; 
Hail,  and  farewell,  they  shouted  tfaiice  amain, 
Thrice  fiuang  to  the  lef^  and  thrice  they  tum*d  ^gus: 
Still  as  they  tum'd,  they  beat  their  datteringrfaeUi; 
The  women  mix  their  cries ;  and  Clamnnr  fifis  tk 

fields. 
The  wariike  wakes  continued  all  the  ni^    [^ 
And  funeral  games  were  play'd  at  new  retnnisg 
Who,  naked,  vrrestled  best,  besmear'd  with  oil, 
Or  who  with  gauntlets  gave  or  took  the  fid, 
I  will  not  tell  you,  nor  would  you  attend  ; 
Bui  briefly  lu»te  to  my  long  story's  end. 

I  pass  die  rest ;  the  year  was  fkiUy  monra'd. 
And  Falamon  long  since  to  Thebes  imtuiii'd: 
When,  by  the  Grecians*  general  conacnt, 
At  Athens  Theseus  held  his  pariJamewt : 
Among  the  laws  that  pass'd,  it  was  decreed. 
That  conquer*d  Tliebes  from  bondage  duokl 

fi«ed; 
Reserving  homage  to  th*  Athenian  dxrone^ 
To  which  the  sovereign  summon'd  Palamon. 
Unknowing  of  the  causey  he  took  his  vray. 
Mournful  in  mind,  and  still  in  black  mnaj,  \hi^ 
The  monarch  mounts  the  throne,  and,  piac'd  e 
Commands  into  the  court  the  beauteous  Enul; 
So  call'd,  she  came ;  the  senate  rose,  and 
Becoming  reverence  to  the  royal  miiid. 
And  first  soft  whii^iers  tfarou^  th*  asaemUy 
With  silent  vronder  then  they  watch*d  A' 
All  hush*d,.the  king  arose  widi  awful  grace,  [fiw 
Deep  thought  vras  in  his  breast,  and  counsri  in  i 
At  length  he  sigh*d ;  and,  having  first  prepar'd 
Th'  attentive  aikUence,  thus  his  vrill  dedar'd. 

'*  The  Cause  and  Spring  of  Motkm,  from  aboi 
Hung  down  on  Earth  the  golden  chain  of  love: 
Great  was  th'  effect,  and  hi^  was  hb  intent. 
When  peace  among  the  jarring  seeds  be  aent. 
Fire,  flood,  and  earth,  and  air,  by  this  were  bod 
And  love,  the  common  link,  the    new  dcttj 

crown*di 
The  chain  still  holds ;  for,  though  the  forms  dun 
Eternal  matter  never  wears  avray  :  | 

The  same  first  Mover  certain  bounds  has  plae'd, 
How  long  those  perishable  fonns  shall  last : 
Nor  can  they  last  beyond  the  time  aasign'd 
By  that  all-seeing  and  all-making  Mind  : 
Shorten  their  hours  they  may ;  for  will  is  fine; 
But  never  pass  th*  appointed  destiny. 
So  men  oppress'd,  vriien  weaiy  of  their  breath, 
Throw  off  the  burthen,  and  suborn  their  dnith 
Then,  since  tliose  forms  begin,  and  have  their  en 
On  some  unaltered  cause  they  sure  depend : 
Pkrts  of  the  vrhole  are  we ;  but  God  the  whole ; 
Who  gives  us  life  and  animating  soul : 
For  Nature  cannot  firom  a  part  derive 
That  being,  which  the  vrhole  can  only  gtve : 
He  perfect,  stable  ;  but  imperfect  vre. 
Subject  to  change,  and  different  in  degree  ; 
Plants,  beasts,  and  man ;  and,  as  our  orgam  sR 
We  more  or  less  of  his  perfection  share. 
But  by  a  long  descent,  th'  etherial  fire 
Comipts;  and fiDnoi^  the sKVtil pii^  fspiva 
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b  he  vitlidnEiii  Ml  viftnsy  io  they  pan, 

ind  the  Mine  nMtter  makes  another  man : 

n»  Uw  di*  Omniedent  Power  waa  plees'd  to  give^ 

Rat  eicry  kind  should  by  suceeenon  Jive ! 

ttat  iodmdualt  die,  his  will  ordains^ 

[W  prapsgaied  species  still  remains. 

nenoDsrchoik,  the  patriarch  of  the  ir^es, 

Jbooci  liang  up,  and  spraads  by  slow  degrees ; 

Dm  MBturics  he  grows,  and  three  he  stays, 

^mne  ia  stale,  and  in  three  more  decays; 

b  aara  the  paving  pebble  in  the  street, 

ia^  town  and  towers  their  firtal  periods  meet : 

femcn,n|Bdonoe^'now  naked  lie,  [diy. 

^annkcB  at  their  springs;  and  leave  their  channds 

bain,  St  firtt a  <faop,  dSates  with  heat, 

Km,  fcna*d,  tiie  litde  heart  begins  to  beat; 

MM  he  fteda,  unknowing  in  the  cdl ; 

ilogifa,  (br  hetching  ripe,  he  breaks  the  shell, 

Ad  itrngrics  into  farath,  and  cries  lor  aid ; 

hn^  helplesi,  in  his  mother's  lap  is  hud. 

tt  octpi,  ha  walks^  and,  issuing  into  num, 

Mgei  their  lift,  from  alienee  his  own  beiguk : 

ecUcH  of  Jaws,  affecta  to  rule  alone, 

■noos  to  icign,  and  rertleas  on  the  tfurone : 

ht  vcgedve^  then  Icels^  and  reasons  last ; 

kh  of  tioee  soul%  and  lives  all  three  to  waste. 

Me  ifain ;  but  thmitands  more  in  flower  of  age : 

a  few  arrive  to  ran  the  latter  stages 

■kindieflrrt,  m  battle  soma  are  siain, 

alolhcn  whehn'd' beneath  the  stormy  mam. 

Ittnakeiall  this,  but  Jupiter  die  kmg, 

tvhBMoommaadwa  perish,  and  we  spring? 

^  *ds  our  best,  snoe  thus  ocdain'd  to  die, 

•  nshe  a  virtue  of  naoeiflity. 

*i  whit  he  gives,  amoe  to  rebel  is  vahi ; 

bbad  grows  bettKr,  which  we  well  suststn ; 

tdoaaUwechoosathetime,  and  choose  aright, 

hhatiedii^our  honour  at  the  height. 

hn  ae  have  done  our  ancestors  no  shame, 

■  vv'd  our  friends,  and  well  secur'd  our  frme ; 

itt  AoaU  we  wish  our  happy  life  to  dose^ 

^  ksfc  ao  more  Ibr  Fortune  to  dispose : 

'ihnki  we  maka  our  death  a  ghul  relief 

IB  ftrture  dMne^  from  sickness,  and  from  grief: 

9VH  ^dale  vre  live  the  present  hour, 

U  djrmg  ia  our  ezcdlence  and  flower, 

ha  rooad  our  death-bed  every  friend  should  run, 

■d  joyoQS  of  our  oaoqnest  early  won : 

lie  the  maBdeus  worid  with  envious  tears 

■n^  gnidge  our  h^ipy  end,  and  wish  it  thefas. 

■»  dm  our  Ardte  b  witfi  honour  dead, 

%  thoold  we  mourn,  that  he  so  soon  is  freed, 

r  qQ  BBiimdy  what  the  gods  decreed  ?. 

^  gncf  as  just,  a  friend  may  be  deplor'd, 

^  a  foul  prison  to  free  air  restor*d. 

>|k  he  to  thank  hb  kinsman  or  his  wif(^ 

*M  tews  reeaU  him  into  wretched  life  ? 

nr  tonow  hurts  themaelves ;  on  him  is  lost ; 

s4  WTO  than  botl^  offends  his  happy  ghost 

^m  iha  remains,  but,  after  past  annoy, 

^^  the  good  vioMitude  of  joy? 

>  <hak  the  giacious  gods  for  what  they  give, 

••«•  Mr  aoali,  and,  while  we  live,  to  live? 

'^^  «c  then  two  sorrows  to  combine, 

^  in  ooe  point  th*  extremes  of  grief  to  join ; 

^  (hence  resulting  joy  may  be  renew'd, 

•^vTing  Doles  in  haraiony  conclude. 

^a  I  prapoie  that  Plalamon  shall  be 

I  asRiage  ioia*d  with  beauteous  Emfly ; 

»  »hich  aheady  I  iMvc  gdn'd  th' assent 

'  "7  te  r«ipk  in  lUl  parUameBt 


Long  love  to  her  has  borne  the  fidtliftd  kni^it. 
And  well  deaerv'd,  had  Fortune  done  him  right : 
*Tb  time  to  mend  her  fruit ;  since  Emily 
By  Arcite*s  death  from  former  vows  is  free  : 
If  you,  fidr  sister,  ratify  th*  accord. 
And  take  him  for  youj^  husband  and  your  lor4i 
*Tis  no  dishonour  to  confer  your  grace 
On  ope  descended  from  a  royal  race : 
And  were  he  less,  yet  years  of  service  past 
From  grateftil  soids  exact  reward  at  last: 
Pity  ia  Heaven's  and  yours ;  nor  can  she  find 
A  throne  so  soft  as  in  a  woman's  mind.** 
He  said ;  she  bluah*d ;  and,  as  o'eraw'd  by  mi^t, 
Seem*d  to  give  Theseus  what  she  gave  the  knight 
Then  turning  to  the  Theban  thus  be  said ; 
"  Small  arguments  are  needful  to  persuade 
Your  temper  to  comply  with  my  command  ;*' 
And  speaking  tiius,  he  gave  Emilia's  hand. 
Smird  Venus,  to  behold  her  own  true  knight 
Obtain  the  conquest,  though  he  lost  the  fight ; 
And  bless*d  with  nuptial  bliss  the  sweet  laborious 

night. 
Eros,  and  Anteros,  on  either  side, 
One  fir*d  thebrid^room,  and  one  warm*d  the  bride ; 
And  long-attending  Hymen,  from  above^ 
Shower'd  on  the  bed  the  whole  Idalian  grove. 
All  of  a  tenour  was  their  after-life. 
No  day  discolour*d  with  domestic  strife*, 
No  jeidousy,  but  mutual  truth  believ'd. 
Secure  repose,  and  kindness  undeceiv'd. 
Thus  Heaven,  beyond  the  compass  of  his  thoug|i^ 
Sent  him  the  blessing  he  so  dearly  bought. 

So  may  thejneen  of  love  long  duty  bless^ 
And  all  true  Wkn  find  die  same  success. 
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In  days  of  old,  when  Arthur  fill*d  the  throne, 
Whose  acts  and  frme  to  foreign  lands  were  blown  j 
Hie  king  of  elfr  and  little  fairy  queen 
Gambord  on  heaths,  and  danc*d  on  every  green ; 
And  where  the  jolly  troop  had  led  the  round. 
The  grass  unbidden  rose,  and  noark'd  the  ground : 
Nor  darkling  did  they  glance,  the  sOver  light 
Of  Phoebe  serv*d  to  guide  their  steps  aright, 
And,  arith  their  tripping  pleas'd,  prolong  the  night. 
Her  beams  they  follow'd,  where  at  full  she  play*d, 
Nor  longer  than  she  shed  her  horns  they  8tay*d, 
From  thence  with  airy  flight  to  foreign  lands  convey 'd. 
Above  the  rest  our  Britain  held  £ej  dear. 
More  solemnly  they  kept  their  sabbaths  here,  [year. 
And  made  more  spacious  rings,  and  revel*d  half  the 

I  speak  of  ancient  times,  for  now  the  swain 
Returning  late  may  pass  the  woods  in  vain. 
And  never  hope  to  see  the  nightly  train: 
In  vain  the  dairy  now  with  mint  is  dress'd^ 
Hie  dairy-maid  expects  no  friry  guest 
To  skim  the  bowls,  andafter  pay  the  feast. 
She  sighs,  and  shakes  her  empty  shoes  in  vaui, 
No  silver  penny  to  reward  her  pain : 
For  priests  with  prayers  and  odier  goodly  geer, 
Have  made  the  merry  goblins  disappear : 
And  where  they  play*d  their  merry  pranks  beftm^ 
Have  sprinkled  holy  water  on  the  floor : 
And  friars  diat  through  the  wealthy  r^giooa  rm^  . 
Hack  as  the  motes  that  twhdclfi  in  the  fohy 
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Report  to  formers  rich,  and  bless  tlieir  hftUs, 

And  exortisse  the  lieds,  and  cross  the  walls : 

Hiis  makes  tlie  fairy  quires  forsake  the  place, 

Wlien  oQce  'tis  hallowM  with  tlie  rites  of  grace : 

But  in  the  walks  where  wicked  elves  have  been, 

Tlie  learning  of  the  parish  now  is  seen, 

Hie  midnight  parson  posting  o*er  the  green, 

With  gown  tuck'd  up,  tp  wakes,  for  Sunday  next ; 

With  hunoming  ale  encouraging  his  text ; 

Nor  wants  the  holy  leer  to  country-girl  betwixt* 

From  fiends  and  imps  he  sets  the  village  free, 

There  haunts  not  any  incubus  but  he. 

The  maids>and  women  need  no  danger  fear 

To  walk  by  night,  and  sanctity  so  near : 

For  by  some  haycock,  or  some  shady  thorn. 

He  bids  his  beads  both  even  song  and  mom. 

It  BO  Well  in  this  king  Arthur's  reign, 
A  lusty  knight  was  pricking  o*er  the  plain ; 
A  bachelor  he  was,  and  of  Uie  courtly  train. 
Ithi^pcn'd,  as  he  rode,  a  damsel  gay 
Jo  russet  robes  to  market  took  her  way  : 
Soon  on  the  girl  he  cast  an  amorous  eye. 
So  straight  she  walk*d,  and  on  her  pasterns  high : 
If  seeing  her  behind  he  lik*d  her  pace. 
Now  turning  short,  he  better  likes  her  face. 
He  lights  in  haste,  and,  full  of  youthful  (ire. 
By  force  accomplish*d  his  obscene  desire : 
This  done,  away  he  rode,  not  unespy'd, 
For  swarming  at  his  back  the  country  cry'd : 
And  once  in  view  they  never  lost  the  sight. 
But  seiz*d,  and  pinion*d,  brought  to  court  the  knight. 

Then  courts  of  kings  were  held  in  high  renown. 
Ere  made  the  common  brothels  of  tbe  town  : 
There,  virgins  honourable  vows  received, 
But  chaste  as  maids  in  monasteries  liv*d  : 
The  king  himself,  to  nuptial  ties  a  slave, 
No  bad  example  to  his  poets  gave : 
And  they,  not  bad,  but  in  a  vicious  age, 
Had  not,  to  please  the  prince,  debauch*d  tlic  stage. 

Now  what  should   Attliur  do?     He  lov'd  tlic 
knigh^ 
But  sovereign  monarchs  are  the  source  of  right : 
Mov*d  by  the  damsel's  tears  and  common  cry, 
He  doom'd  the  brutal  ravisher  to  die. 
But  fair  Geneurm  rose  in  his  defence, 
And  pray'd  so  hard  for  mercy  from  the  prince. 
That  to  his  queen  the  king  th'  offender  gave, 
And  left  it  in  her  power  to  kill  or  save : 
This  gracious  act  the  ladies  all  approve, 
Who  thought  it  much  a  man  should  die  for  love ; 
And  with  their  mistress  join'd  in  close  debate 
(Covering  their  kindness  with  dissembled  liate) 
If  not  to  free  him,  to  prolong  his  fate. 
At  last  agreed  they  call'd  him  by  consent 
B^ore  the  queen  and  female  parliament. 
And  the  fair  qpeaker  rising  from  the  chair. 
Did  thus  the  judgment  of  the  house  declare. 

«  Sir  knight,  though  I  have  ask'd  thy  life,  yet  still 
Thy  destiny  depends  upon  my  will : 
Nor  hast  thou  other  surety  than  tlie  grace 
Not  due  to  thee  from  our  offended  race. 
But  as  our  kind  is  of  a  softer  mold. 
And  cannot  blood  without  a  sigh  behold, 
I  gnuit  thee  life :  reserving  still  the  power 
To  take  the  forfeit  when  I  see  my  hour: 
Unless  diy  answer  to  my  next  demand 
Shall  set  thee  free  from  our  avenging  hand. 
The  question,  whose  solution  I  require. 
Is,  What  the  sex  of  women  most  desure  ? 
In  this  dispute  thy  judges  are  at  strife ; 
Beware  ;  for  on  thy  wit  depends  thy  life. 


Yet  (lest,  surpris*d,  unknowing  what  to  ay, 
T1k>u  damn  thyself)  we  give  thee  farther  d^: 
A  year  is  thine  to  wander  at  thy  will ; 
And  learn  from  others,  if  thou  want'st  the  skib 
But,  not. to  hold  our  proflfer  tnm'd  in  scorn, 
Good  sureties  will  we  have  for  thy  return ; 
That  at  tlie  time  prefix'd  thou  ahalt  obey. 
And  at  thy  pledge's  peril  keep  tliy  day.** 

Woe  was  the  knight  at  thb  severe  oomnnod: 
But  well  he  knew  'twas  boodeas  to  withstand: 
Hie  terms  accepted  as  the  fair  ordain. 
He  put  in  bail  for  his  return  again. 
And  promis'd  ansvrer  at  the  day  aaagn'd. 
Hie  best,  with  Heaven's  assistance,  he  oooldfoi 

His  leave  thus  taken,  on  his  way  be  went 
With  heavy  heart,  and  full  of  discontent. 
Misdoubting  much,  and  fearful  of  th*  event 
'Twas  hard  the  truth  of  such  a  point  to  find, 
As  was  not  yet  agreed  among  tfie  kind. 
Thus  on  he  went ;  still  anxious  more  and  nure, 
Ask'd  all  he  met,  and  knock'd  at  every  door; 
Enquir'd  of  men ;  but  made  his  chief  request      ! 
To  learn  from  women  what  they  lov'd  tlw  beH 
They  answer'd  each  according  to  her  mind 
To  please  herself,  not  all  the  female  kind. 
One  was  for  wealth,  another  was  for  place : 
Crones,  old  and  ugly,  wish'd  a  better  fare. 
The  widow's  wish  was  oftentimes  to  wed ; 
The  wanton  maids  were  all  for  sport  a-bed. 
Some  said  the  sex  were  pleas'd  with  bandsooie  iie^ 
And  some  gross  flattery  lov'd  witbont  disguise: 
"  Truth  is,"  says  one,  <*  he  seldom  ftils  to  «n 
Who  flatters  well ;  for  that's  our  darling  sin : 
But  long  attendance,  and  a  duteous  miod, 
Will  work  ev'n  with  the  wisest  of  tbe  kind." 
One  tliought  tlie  sex's  prime  felicity 
Was  from  tlie  bonds  of  wedlock  to  be  fire : 
Tlieir  pleasures,  hours,  and  acti<ms,  all  their  ova, 
And  uncontrol'd  to  give  account  to  none. 
Some  wisli  a  husband-fool :  but  such  are  cmst, 
For  fools  perverse  of  husb^ds  are  the  worst : 
All  women  would  be  counted  chaste  and  wise, 
Nor  should  our  spouses  see,  but  with  our  eyes; 
For  fools  w^ill  prate  ;  and  though  they  want  tfae«i 
To  find  close  faults,  yet  open  blots  will  hit: 
Though  better  for  their  ease  to  bold  tfieir  toqgo^ 
For  woman-kind  was  never  in  the  wrong. 
So  noise  ensues,  and  quarrels  last  for  life; 
Tlie  wife  abhors  the  fool,  the  fool  the  wife. 
And  some  men  say  that  great  delight  have  we, 
To  be  for  truth  extoU'd,  and  secrecy  : 
And  constant  in  one  purpose  still  to  dwell; 
And  not  our  husbands*  counsels  to  reveaL 
But  that's  a  fable  :  for  our  sex  is  frail. 
Inventing  rather  than  not  tell  a  tale. 
Like  leaky  sieves  no  secrets  we  can  bold: 
Witness  the  famous  tale  that  Ovid  told. 

Midas  the  king,  as  in  his  book  a{ypean, 
By  Phcebus  was  endow'd  with  ass's  ens, 
Which  under  his  long  locks  he  well  conccal'd. 
As  monarchs*  vices  must  not  be  reveal'd. 
For  fear  the  people  have  them  in  the  wind, 
Who  long  ago  were  neither  dumb  nor  blind: 
Nor  apt  to  think  from  Heaven  their  title  sprii^ 
Since  Jove  and  Mars  left  off  begetting  kingh 
This  Midas  knew :  and  durst  communicate 
To  none  but  to  his  wife  his  ears  of  state : 
One  must  be  trusted,  and  he  thought  her  it. 
As  passing  prudent,  and  a  parlous  wit. 
To  this  sagacious  confessor  he  vrent. 
And  told  her  what  a  gift  the  gods  had  icat : 


THE  WIFE  OF  BATH. 


18t 


But  toM  k  nhdfer  ttntiiiiioiibl' teal, 
Witfa  strict  iojuDctioo  newer  to  reveal. 

Tbe  aeoret  beard,  alie  plighted  him  her  troth, 

(Aod  secred  mue  is  evo^  woman's  oath) 

llie  royal  malady  ahoulci  rest  unknown, 

Bodi  fir  her  hu^iand's  honour  and  her  own ; 

to  ne'ertheleaB  she  pin*d  with  discontent ; 

ITk  eouDsel  rumbled  till  it  found  a  vent. 

The  dsng  she  knew  she  was  obliged  to  hide; 

Bf  interest  and  by  oath  the  wife  was  ty*d ; 

Bit  if  ibe  tdd  tt  not,  the  woman  dy*d. 
Loib  to  betny  a  husband  and  a  prince, 
Bat  iiie  must  burst,  or  blab :  and  no  pretence 
Ofhooaur  tj*d  her  tongue  from  self-defence. 
A  msnfay  ground  oommodiously  was  near, 
Usther  she  ran,  and  held  her  breath  for  few. 
Lot  if  a  word  she  ^xikeof  any  thing, 
Thst  word  mi^  be  the  secret  of  the  king, 
llxnfull  of  counsel  to  the  fen  she  went, 
Grip'd  all  the  way,  and  Imging  for  a  yent ; 
Aniv'd,  by  pur^  neoessi^  oompell*d. 
On  ber  majettie  marrow-bones  she  kneel*d  : 
Tbm  to  die  water*a  brink  she  Uid  her  head 
And,  ss  a  bittoor  bumpa  within  a  reed, 
•"TotbAalonc,  O  Lake,*' she  said,  «  I  tell, 
(An4  ss  tby  ^een,  command  thee  to  conceal): 
BoKsth  his  lodka  ^  king  my  husband  wean 
A  goodly  vojtl  pair  of  aas's  ears. 
Nov  I  have  caa*d  my  booom  of  the  pain. 
Till  lbs  next  longing  fit  return  again.** 

llnis  tbrott^  a  woman  was  the  aecret  known ; 
TcQ  iH,  and  in  effect  you  tdl  the  town. 
But  to  my  tsle :   Hie  knight  with  heavy  cheer, 
^mdcring  in  vain,  had  now  con8um*d  the  year  : 
One  day  was  only  left  to  solve  the  doubt, 
T(t  kaew  no  more  than  when  he  first  set  out. 
Bat  tioine  be  must,  and,  as  th*  award  had  been, 
Ttrld  op  bis  body  a^ve  to  the  queen. 
Is  thit  despairing  state  he  hapt  to  ridcy 
A«  Fortune  led  him,  by  a  forest  side : 
l^vij  tbe  vale,  and  full  of  borrour  stood, 
Bfown  with  the  shade  of  a  religious  wood : 
When  full  before  him  at  the  noon  c^  night, 
(IV  Moon  was  up,  and  shot  a  gleamy  light) 
fW  «sw  aipdre  of  ladies  in  a  roimd, 
IVtt  ftitly  looting  8eem*d  to  skim  the  ground : 
TVb  dsndng  hand  in  hand,  so  light  tl^  were, 
He  knew  not  where  they  trod,  on  earth  or  air. 
^  ^wed  be  drove,  and  came  a  sudden  guest, 
"  i»pe  where  many  women  were,  at  least, 
fine  one  by  chance  mij^  answer  his  request. 
B«a  £Mer  than  his  hone  tbe  ladies  flew. 
And  ia  a  trice  were  vanish'd  out  of  view. 

One  only  hsg  remain'd :  but  fouler  far 
^^  gnadame  apes  in  Indian  forests  are ; 
Ajpunta  wither'd  oak  she  lean'd  her  wei{^ 
i'^'pp'd  on  ber  trusty  staff,  not  half  upri^t. 
And  dropped  an  aukward  court'sy  to  the  knight. 
Thn  Mid,  M  iVhat  makes  you,  sir,  so  bte  abroad 
Without  a  guide,  and  this  no  beaten  road? 
<>r  »sat  yon  aught  that  here  you  hope  to  find, 
^V  tntd  far  some  trouble  in  your  mind  ? 
^^*|>rt  I  guess  ;  and  if  I  read  aright, 
'we  of  our  sex  are  bound  to  serve  a  knight; 
^^'V*  9^  counsel  may  your  grief  assuage, 
*"»  trtl  your  pain :  for  wisdom  is  in  age."  [know 

To^^  the  kalght:  "  Good  mother,  would  you 
jj*  «cret  canae  and  firing  of  all  my  woe  ? 
My  life  wtm,  widi  lo-maffrow*s  light  expire^ 
^'■laa  Itril  what  women  most  dedre. 


Kow  could  yon  help  me  at  this  hard  essay. 
Or  for  yoiu*  inborn  goodness,  or  for  pay ; 
Yoturv  is  my  lUe,  redeem'd  by  your  advice. 
Ask  what  you  please,  and  I  will  pay  the  price : 
The  proudest  kerchief  of  the  court  shall  rest 
Well  satisfy'd  of  what  they  love  the  best." 
I  «  Plight  me  thy  faith,**  quoth  she, «  That  what  I  ask. 
Thy  danger  over,  and  perfonn*d  thy  tssk. 
That  thou  shalt  give  for  hire  of  thy  demand ; 
Here  take  thy  oath,  and  seal  it  on  my  hand ; 
I  warrant  thee,  on  peril  of  my  life, 
Thy  words  shall  please  both  widow,  maid,  and  wife.  '* 

More  words  there  needed  not  to  move  the  knight, 
To  take  her  offer,  and  his  truth  to  plight. 
With  that  she  spread  a  mantle  on  the  ground. 
And,  first  inquiring  whither  he  was  boimd. 
Bade  him  not  fear,  though  long  and  rough  the  way, 
At  court  he  should  arrive  ere  break  of  day ; 
His  horse  sbotild  find  the  way  without  a  giude, 
She  said:  with  fury  they  b^sn  to  ride, 
He  on  the  midst,  the  beldam  at  his  side. 
Tlie  horse,  what  devil  drove  I  cannot  tell. 
But  only  this,  they  q>ed  their  journey  well : 
And  all  the  way  the  crone  inform'd  the  knight. 
How  he  should  answer  the  demand  aright,    [^read 

To  court  they  came;   the  news  was    qidcUj 
Of  his  returning  to  redeem  his  head. 
The  female  senate  was  assembled  soon. 
With  all  the  mob  of  women  of  the  town : 
The  queen  sate  lord  chief  justice  of  the  hall, 
And  bade  the  crier  cite  tbe  criminal, 
llie  knight  appear*d ;  and  silence  they  proclaim : 
llien  first  the  culprit  answer*d  to  his  name : 
And,  after  forms  of  law,  was  last  requir'd 
To  name  the  thing  that  women  most  desir'd. 

Hi*  offender,  taught  his  lesson  by  the  way. 
And  bjrhis  counsel  order *d  what  to  say, 
Thus  bold  began :  "  My  lady  liege,"  said  h^ 
**  What  all  your  sex  desire  is  sovereignty. 
The  wife  affects  ber  husband  to  command  : 
All  must  be  hers,  bodi  money,  house,  and  land. 
Tlie  maids  are  mistresses  ev*n  in  their  name  ; 
And  of  their  servants  full  dominion  claim. 
This,  at  the  peril  of  my  head,  I  say, 
A  blunt  plain  truth,  the  sex  aspires  to  sway, 
Tou  to  rule  all,  while  we,  like  slaves,  obey.' 
Hiere  was  not  one,  or  widow,  maid,  or  wife. 
But  said  the  knight  had  well  deserv'd  his  life* 
Ev*n  fair  Geneurs,  with  a  blush,  confess*d 
The  man  had  found  what  women  love  the  best. 

Up  starts  the  beldam,  who  was  there  unseen : 
And,  reverence  made,  accosted  thus  the  queen. 
"  My  liege,**  said  she,  '*  before  the  court  arisen 
May  I,  poor  wretch,  find  favour  in  your  eyes. 
To  grant  my  just  request :  *twa8  I  who  taught 
The  knight  this  answer,  and  inspir'd  his  thought. 
None  but  a  woman  could  a  man  direct 
To  tell  us  women,  what  we  most  affect. 
But  first  I  swore  him  on  his  knightly  troth, 
(And  here  demand  performance  of  his  oath) 
To  grant  the  boon  that  next  I  should  desire  ; 
He  gave  his  faith,  and  I  expect  my  hire : 
My  promise  is  fulfiU*d :  I  8av*d  his  life, 
And  claim  his  debt,  to  take  me  for  his  wife.** 
The  knight  was  ask'd,  nor  could  his  oath  deny. 
But  hoped  they  would  not  force  him  to  comply. 
The  women,  who  would  rather  wrest  tlie  laws, 
Hiau  let  a  sister-plaintiff  lose  tbe  cause, 
(As  judges  on  the  bench  more  gracious  are. 
And  more  attcnt,  to  brothers  of  the  bar,} 

N  3 


18S 


DRYDEN. 


Crj'd  one  and  all,  the  fuppUant  Aoiild  htsft  n^jtd, 
And  to  the  gnndeme  beg  adjudged  the  knight 

In  vain  he  ugfa'd,  and  oft  with  tean  deor'd. 
Some  reaaooable  auit  might  be  requir*d* 
But  itill  the  crone  iraa  constant  to  her  note: 
Tbe  move  be  tpoke,  tiie  more  ahe  itretdi*d  her  throat 
In  vain  he  proffer'd  all  his  goods,  to  save 
His  body  destin'd  to  that  Uving  grave. 
The  liquorish  hag  rejects  the  pelf  with  scorn; 
And  nothing  but  the  man  would  senre  her  turn. 
«  Not  all  the  wealth  of  eaMern  kings,"  said  she, 
*<  Have  power  to  part  my  plighted  love  and  me : 
And,  old  and  ugly  as  I  am,  and  poor. 
Yet  never  will  I  break  the  faith  I  swore ; 
For  mine  thou  art  by  promise,  during  lifi^ 
And  I  thy  loving  anid  obedient  wife.'* 

**  My  love !  nay  rather  my  damnation  thou,** 
Said  he :  *<  nor  am  I  bound  to  keep  my  vow ; 
The  fend  fliy  ore  hath  sent  thee  from  below, 
Else  how  could'st  thou  my  secret  sorrows  know  ? 
Avant,  old  witch,  for  I  renounce  thy*bed : 
The  queen  may  take  the  forfeit  of  my  head. 
Ere  any  of  my  race  so  foul  a  crone  shall  wed.** 
Both  heard,    the  judge  pronounc*d  against   the 

knight; 
So  vraa  he  mairy'd  in  his  own  despite : 
And  all  day  after  hid  him  as  an  owl. 
Not  able  to  sustain  a  sight  so  foul. 
Perhaps  the  reader  thinks  I  do  him  wrong, 
To  pass  the  marriage  feast  and  nuptial  song : 
Miith  there  was  none^  the  man  was  d^b-morf, 
And  little  courage  had  to  make  his  court 
To  bed  they  went,  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride : 
Was  never  such  an  ill-pair*d  couple  ty'd : 
Restless  he  tOBS*d,  and  tumbled  to  and  fro. 
And  roU*d  and  wriggled  frirther  off  for  woe. 
Tlie  good  old  wife  lay  smiling  by  his  side. 
And  caught  him  in  her  quivering  arms,  and  cry'd, 
*^  When  you  my  ravish*d  predecessor  saw, 
Toa  were  not  then  become  this  man  of  straw ; 
Had  you  been  such,  you  mif^t  have  'scap*d  the  law. 
Is  this  the  custom  of  king  Arthur's  court? 
Are  all  round-table  knights  of  such  a  sort  ? 
Bemember  I  am  she  who  sav'd  your  life. 
Tour  loving,  lawfril,  and  complying  wife : 
Not  thus  you  swore  in  your  unhappy  hour. 
Nor  I  for  diis  return  employ'd  my  povrer. 
In  time  of  need,  I  was  your  fiuthful 'friend ; 
Nor  did  I  since,  nor  ever  will  offend. 
Believe  me,  my  lov'd  lord,  'tis  much  unkind ; 
What  Fury  has  possess'd  your  alter'd  mind  ? 
Thus  on  my  wedding-night  without  pretence— 
Come  turn  this  way,  or  tell  me  my  o^ence. 
If  not  your  vrife,  let  reason's  rule  persuade ; 
Name  but  my  &ult,  amends  shall  soon  be  made." 
**  Amends !  nay  that's  impossible,"  said  he; 
'<  What  change  of  age  or  uglineas  can  be  ? 
Or,  could  Medea's  magic  mend  thy  £ice. 
Thou  art  descended  fi^  so  mean  a  race^ 
That  never  knight  was  matdi'd  with  such  disgrace. 
What  wondor,  madam,  if  I  move  my  side, 
When,  if  I  turn,  I  turn  to  such  a  bride  ?" 
**  And  is  this  all  that  troubles  you  so  sore?" 
'*  And  what  the  devil  could'st  thou  wish  me  more?" 
^  Ah,  Benedidte^"  reply'd  the  crone : 
"  Tlien  cause  of  just  complaining  have  you  none. 
The  remedy  to  this  were  soon  apply'd. 
Would  you  be  like  the  bridegroom  to  the  bride : 
But,  for  you  say  a  long  descended  race, 
And  wealth,  and  dignity,  and  power,  and  place. 


Make  gcntlcnMn,  md  iMift  your  b^^  dcgnfc 

Is  much  disparag'd  to  be  nwtch'd  with  me; 

Know  this,  my  lord,  nobiltty  of  blood 

Is  but  a  ^ttering  md  fallarions  good : 

The  nobleman  b  he  whose  noble  mind 

Is  fill'd  with  inborn  wortfi,  unbonow^dfroB lulnai 

The  King  of  Heavi^  was  in  a  manger  laid ; 

And  took  his  earth  but  from  an  faumUe  Buid ; 

Then  what  can  birth,  or  mortal  men,  bestow? 

Since  floods  no  higher  than  their  fountains  flov. 

We,  who  for  name  and  empty  honour  atrive, 

Our  true  nobility  from  him  derivb 

Your  ancestors,  who  puff  your  minii 

And  vast  estates  to  ougfaty  titles  ty'd. 

Did  not  your  honour,  but  their  own,  odi 

For  virtue  comes  not  by  inheritance. 

If  you  tralineate  from  your  fotfaer's  mmd. 

What  are  you  else  but  of  a  bastard-kind? 

Do»  as  your  great  progenitors  have  done^ 

And  by  tiieir  virtues  prove  yourself  their 

No  fotfaer  can  infiise  or  vrit  or  grace ; 

A  mother  comes  across,  and  mars  the  noew 

A  grandsire  or  a  grandame  taints  the  blood; 

And  seldom  three  descents  continue  good. 

Were  virtue  by  descent,  a  noble  name 

Could  never  villanise  his  firtfacr's  fome  : 

But,  as  the  first,  the  last  of  all  the  line 

Would  like  die  Sun  even  in  '^•fTy^'"^  dane; 

Take  fire,  and  bear  it  to  the  darkest  houae^ 

Betwixt  king  Arthur's  court  and  Caucaans; 

If  you  depart,  the  flame  shall  still  remain. 

And  the  bright  blaze  enlighten-all  the  plain : 

Nor,  till  the  friel  perish,  can  decay. 

By  Nature  form'd  on  things  combustihle  to  ptc^ 

Such  is  not  man,  vrfao,  mixing  better  aeed 

With  worse,  b^ets  a  base  degenerate  breed : 

The  bad  corrupts  the  good,  asfd  leaves  behind 

No  trace  of  all  the  great  begetter's  mindL 

The  father  sinks  mSan  his  BOn,'vre  see^ 

And  often  rises  in  the  third  degree; 

If  better  luck  a  better  mother  give, 

Chance  gave  us  being,  and  by  chance  we  livab 

Such  as  our  atoms  were,  even  sudi  are  vre. 

Or  call  it  chance,  or  strong  necessity : 

Thus  loaded  with  dead  weight,  the  vrill  is  firee. 

And  thus  it  needs  must  be :  for  seed  ooqjoin'd 

Lets  into  nature's  work  tfa'  imperfsct  kiiid ; 

But  fire,  th*  enlivener  of  the  general  frnmc^ 

Is  one,  its  operation  still  the  same.  * 

Its  principle  is  in  itself:  while  oun 

Woriu,  as  confederates  vrar,  irith  nsingled  powtn; 

Or  man  or  woman,  whichsopef  foils : 

And,  oft,  the  vigour  of  the  WMa^prevnila. 

Etho-  with  sulphur  blended  alters  hne» 

And  casts  a  dusky  gleam  of  Sodom  bloew 

Tlius,  in  a  brute,  their  ancient  honour  endsi 

And  the  foir  mermaid  in  a  fish  descends : 

The  line  is  gone ;  no  longer  duke  or  earl ; 

But,  by  himself  degrsdedC  turns  a  cfauil« 

Nobility  of  blood  is  but  renown 

Of  thy  great  fotheis  by  their  virtue  knoim. 

And  a  long  trail  of  light,  to  thee  descending  doeiw 

If  in  thy  smoke  it  en£^  their  glories  shine  ; 

But  infamy  and  villanage  are  thine. 

Then  what  I  said  before  is  plainly  show*d» 

The  true  nobility  proceeds  firom  God  ; 

Nor  left  us  by  inheritance,  but  given 

By  bounty  of  our  stsrs,  and  grace  of  Hcsven. 

Thus  from  a  captive  Snvios  IXilliuB  rose* 

Whom  for  his  viituea  the  first  Uomans  chose ; 


CHARACTER  OF  A  GOOD  PARSON. 


185 


Man  Ain  their  wdk  n|»dl*d  tfa6  Ibib 

Ihw  Dcbk  hands  bad  cxcidf  *d  tlw  plough. 

ram  hmcc^  mj  hud  and  lepn,  I  thus  condude, 

bt  though  wj  homely  anoaston  were  nide^ 

I«u  w  I  am,  jet  I  may  have  the  gimce 

BBikejrott  firthcr  of  agenerouaiBce: 

In  oohle  thco  am  1^  when  I  bcgiOf 

a  Vutne  doath*d,  to  cast  the  ngstif  Sin. 

r  poverty  be  ray  iqibraidcd  crime, 

uidfoabelicTeiii  Heaven,  there  was  a  time 

(la  He,  the  great  eontiaUer  of  our  &te, 

Wpi'd  to  be  man,  and  liT'd  in  low  estate ; 

Flich  he,  who  had  the  worid  at  his  dispose^ 

Fpofsty  were  vice,  would  never  chooaeb 

tflowphffs  have  eeid,  and  poets  ain^ 

htt  A  glad  poverty's  an  honest  thing. 

BBtent  it  wealtl^  the  riches  of  the  mind; 

ad  hsppy  he  who  can  that  treasure  find. 

M  the  bsse  miaer  starres  amidst  his  store, 

taodf  on  his  gold,  and,  griping  still  at  more^ 

b  lidly  pining,  ud  bdieves  he*s  poor. 

be  ngged  be^gKf  though  he  want  relief. 

In  Dot  to  lose,  and  sings  before  the  thief. 

Pwc  is  a  bitter  and  «  hateliil  good, 

(bcboss  iti  virtues  are  not  unckrstood : 

'ct  msay  things,  impossible  to  thought, 

bve  been  by  need  to  full  perfection  brought : 

Wdfliagof  the  soul  proceeds  finomthcMC^ 

hapocM  of  wit,  and  active  diligence  ; 

Wniee  at  once,  and  fortitude,  it  gives, 

bd,  if  in  patience  taken,  mends  our  lives ; 

br  n*n  that  indigence,  that  brings  me  low, 

laka  ne  myself,  and  Him  above,  to  know. 

igood  wUch  none  would  challenge^  few  would 


^  Car  poanMOB,  wfatdb  n?wfflt*iid  reAise. 
Erwefrorawcakh  to'poverty  descend, 
l^iBt  gives  to  know  the  flatterer  from  the 
if  I  am  old  and  ugly,  vrell  for  you, 
M bvd adulterer  will  my  love  pursue; 
S«  jcsloosy,  the  bane  of  marry*d  life, 
bill  haunt  you  for  a  vrither'd  homely  wife ; 
^  age  and  ugtiness,  as  all  agree, 
livtfaebert  guarda  of  female  chastity. 

*  Yet  uoe  I  see  your  mind  is  worldly  bent, 
rH  do  my  best  to  fulrdier  your  content. 
^  tbere&ne  of  two  pfts  in  my  dispose, 
Ibiak  CK  yen  ipeak,  I  grant  you  leave  to  choose ; 
Would  yott  I  dwuld  be  still  deform*d  and  old, 
l^atwoQi  to  tooch,  and  loathsome  to  behold ; 
(h  this  mnditinn  to  remain  for  life 
A  eacfid,  tender,  and  obedient  wife^ 
te  »UI  OB,  contribate  to  your  ease, 
Asdiioimdead,orvresd,  or  thought,  displease  ? 
^  *eald  you  niiiier  have  me  young  and  fiubr, 
Aad  take  the  dwBce  that  happens  to  your  share  ? 
Te^MioBs  sre  in  lteaiity,-aiid  in  youth, 
Asd haw  csn  you  depend  upon  my  truth? 
Kmt  neigh  the  danger  vrith  the  doubtful  bliss, 
lad  thaak  jouiaelf  if  aught  should  fiOl  amiss.' 

Son  agb'd  the  knigbt,  who  tfaia  long  sermon 


'^  iagft,  eoHidariBg  an,  his  heart  he  cheer'd ; 
Aad  tes  vcplyM :  •«  My  lady  and  my  wifci, 
Tby^rwisscondnct  I  resign  my  life: 
^^  yon  fer  aas^  fer  trail  yon  understand 
"e  ftUBie  good  and  in,  on  either  hand : 
Btttf  m  hntoble  hn^and  maj  request, 
^wid^  and  osdff  aU  things  for  the  best ; 
>  ^n  be  ibe  on  to  paofit,  and  to  plcaae : 
A^  Irt  |Mr  adject  servant  take  bis 


'*  llien  thue  in  neaoei**  ouoth  she.  "  fnnrbidn 

the  Strife^ 
I  am  tuxn'd  the  husband,  you  the  wife : 
Tlie  matrimonial  victory  is  mine. 
Which,  having  feirly  gain'd,.  I  will  resign ; 
Forsive  if  I  luive  sttd  or  done  amissi, 
And  seal  the  bargain  vrith  a  fiiendly  kiss : 
I  promis'd  you  but  one  content  to  share. 
But  now  I  vriU  become  both  good  and  feir, 
No  nuptial  quarrel  shaU  disturb  your  ease;  ^ 

The  business  of  my  life  shall  be  to  please : 
And  for  my  beau^,  diat,  as  time  shall  try ; 
But  draw  the  curtain  first,  and  cast  your  eye." 
He  look'd,  and  saw  a  creature  heavody  fair, 
In  bloom  of  youth,  and  of  a  charming  air. 
With  joy  he  tum'd,  and  seis'd  her  ivoiy  arm; 
And  like  I^gmalion  found  the  statue  warm. 
Small  arguments  there  needed  to  prevail, 
A  storm  of  kisses  pour'd  as  thick  as  haiL 
Unis  long  in  mutual  blias  they  lay  embiac'd. 
And  their  first  love  continued  to  the  last : 
One  sunshine  was  their  life^  no  cloud  between ; 
Nor  ever  was  a  kinder  couple  seeiu 

And  so  may  all  our  lives  like  theirs  be  led ; 
Heaven  send  the  maids  young  husbands  fresh  in 

bed; 
May  widows  wed  as  often  as  they  can. 
And  ever  for  the  better  change  their  man ; 
And  some  devouring  plague  pursue  their  lives, 
Who  vriU  not  vrell  be  govem'd  by  their  irives. 


THE 


CHARACTER  OF  A  GOOD  PARSON. 

A  rABisH  priest  was  of  the  pilpim-train ; 

An  awfbl,  reverend,  and  religious  man. 

His  eyes  difiiis'd  a  venersble  grsce^ 

And  charity  itself  was  in  liis  face. 

Rich  was  lus  soul,  though  his  attire  was  poor. 

As  God  had  doth'd  his  own  ambassador. 

For  such,  on  Earth,  his  bless'd  Redeemer  bore. 

Of  sixty  years  he  seem'd ;  and  well  might  last 

To  sixty  more,  but  that  he  liv'd  too  fest ; 

Refin'd  himself  to  soul,  to  curb  the  sense; 

And  made  almost  a  sin  of  abstinenoe. 

Yet,  had  his  aspect  nothing  of  severe^ 

But  such  a  face  as  promis'd  him  sincere. 

Nothing  resenr'd  or  sullen  was  to  see : 

But  sweet  regards,  and  pleasmg  sanctity : 

MQd  was  his  accent,  and  his  action  free. 

With  eloquence  innate  his  tongue  was  arm'd  ; 

lliough  harsh  the  precept,  yet  the  people  charm*d 

For,  letting  down  the  goldon  chain  from  high. 

He  drew  &  audience  upward  to  the  sky : 

And  oft  vrith  holy  hymns  he  charm'd  their  ears, 

iA  music  more  xnelodious  than  the  spheres,) 
i'or  David  left  him,  when  he  went  to  rest. 
His  lyre ;  and  after  him  he  sung  the  best. 
He  bore  his  great  colnmission  in  His  look : 
But  svreetly  temper'd  awe ;  and  soften'd  all  he  qMikcb 
He  preach'd  the  joys  of  Heaven,  and  pains  of  HeU, 
And  wam'd  the  sinner  vrith  becoming  seal; 
But  on  eternal  mercy  lov'd  to  dwelL 
He  Uught  the  gosptl  rather  than  the  kw ; 
And  fcrc'd  himself  to  drive ;  but  lov'd  to  drew. 
For  Fear  but  freeies  minds :  but  Love,  like  hea^ 
Exlales  the  soul  sublime,  to  seek  her  native  seat 
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To  tlireals  the  itubboni  tkiiier  oft  Is  bud, 
Wnpp*d  in  his  crimes,  against  the  storm  prapn'd  j 
But  when  the  milder  beams  of  Merey  play. 
He  melts,  and  throws  his  cumbrous  doak  away. 
Lightning  and  thunder  (Heaven's  artillery) 
As  harbingers  before  th*  Almighty  fly : 
Those  but  proclaim  his  style,  and  disappear ; 
Hie  stiller  sound  succeeds,  and  God  is  there. 

The^  tithes,  his  parish  fi^ly  paid,  he  took ; 
•  But  never  sued,  or  curs'd  with  bell  and  book. 
With  patience  bearing  wrong ;  but  offering  none : 
Since  every  man  is  free  to  lose  his  own. 
The  country  churls,  according  to  their  kind, 
Oybo  grudge  their  dues,  and  love  to  be  behind,) 
The  less  he  sought  his  offerings  pinch*d  the  more^ 
And  prais'd  a  priest  contented  to  be  poor. 

Yet  of  his  little  he  had  some  to  spare. 
To  feed  the  fimiish*d,  and  to  clothe  the  bare  s 
For  mortify'd  he  was  to  that  degree, 
A  poorer  than  himself  he  would  not  see. 
IVue  priests,  be  said,  and  preachers  of  the  word. 
Were  on^  stewards  of  their  sovereign  lord ; 
Nothing  was  theirs ;  but  all  the  public  store : 
Intrusted  riches,  to  relieve  the  ixx>r. 
Who,  should  they  steal,  for  want  of  his  relief. 
He  judg*d  himself  accomplice  with  the  thief. 

Wide  was  his  parisli ;  not  contracted  cloec 
In  streets,  but  here  and  there  a  straggling  house ; 
Yet  still  he  was  at  hand,  without  request. 
To  serve  die  side ;  to  succour  the  distressed : 
Tempting,  on  foot,  alone,  without  affright, 
The  dangers  of  a  dark  tempestuous  night. 

All  this,  the  good  old  man  perform  \l  alone. 
Nor  spar*d  his  pains ;  for  curate  he  had  none. 
Nor  durst  he  trust  another  with  his  care ; 
Nor  rode  himself  to  PauPs,  the  public  fair, 
To  chaffer  for  preferment  with  his  gold. 
Where  bishoprics  and  sinecures  are  sold. 
But  duly  wi^*d  his,  flock,  by  night  and  day  ; 
And  from  the  prowling  wolf  redeem*d  the  prey  : 
And  hungry  sent  the  wily  fox  away. 

The  proud  he  tam'd,  the  penitent  he  cheered  : 
Nor  to  rebuke  the  rich  oflendcr  fear*d. 
His  preaching  much,  but  more  his  practice  wrought, 
fA  living  sermon  of  the  truths  he  taught,) 
For  this  by  rules  severe  his  life  he  squar'd : 
That  all  might  see  the  doctrine  which  they  heard. 
For  priests,  he  said,  are  patterns  for  the  rest 
(The  gold  of  Heaven,  who  bear  the  God  impress'd) : 
^ut  when  the  precious  coin  is  kept  unclean. 
The  sovereign's  image  is  no  longer  seen. 
If  they  be  foul  on  whom  the  people  trust. 
Well  may  the  baser  brass  contract  )i  rust 

Hie  prelate,  for  his  holy  life  he  prix'd ; 
The  worldly  pomp  of  prelacy  despis*d. 
His  Saviour  came  not  with  a  gaudy  show ; 
Nor  was  his  kingdom  of  the  world  below. 
Patience  in  want,  and  poverty  of  mind. 
These  marks  of  church  and  churchmen  he  design'd, 
And  living  taught,  and  dying  left  behind. 
The  crown  he  wiore  was  of  the  pointed  thorn : 
In  purple  he  was  crucified,  not  bom. 
They  who  contend  for  place  and  high  degree. 
Are  not  his  sons,  but  those  of  Zcbedee. 

Not  but  he  knew  the  signs  of  earthly  power 
IVIight  well  become  Saint  Pcter*s  successor; 
Hie  lioly  fadicr  holds  a  double  reign,  [phun. 

Tiic  prince  may  keep  his  pomp,  the  fisher  must  be 

Such  was  tlie  saitit ;  who  shone  with  every  grace, 
JU'decting,  Mo&es  like,  his  Maker's  face. 


God  aaw  faif  iBM^  Kvdy  was  expreasM; 
And  his  own  woik,  as  in  creation,  bleas'd. 

Hie  tempter  saw  him  too  with  ennoos  eye; 
And,  as  on  Jdb^  demanded  leave  to  try. 
He  took  the  time  when  Richard  was  depos'd, 
And  high  and  low  with  happy  Harry  ckx'd. 

This  prince,  though  great  in  aims,  the  priet 
withstood: 
Near  though  he  was,  yet  not  the  next  of  blood. 
Had  Ridiard,  unconstnin'd,  resign'd  the  tkna^ 
A  king  can  give  no  more  than  is  his  own : 
Tlie  title  stood  entail*d,  had  Richard  had  asoa 

Conquest,  an  odious  name,  was  laid  aaidc^ 
Where  all  submitted,  none  the  battle  try*d. 
The  senseless  plea  of  right  by  Pkovidenoe 
Was,  by  a  flattering  priest,  invented  sinee; 
And  lasts  no  longer  than  the  present  swiy; 
But  justifies  die  next  who  comes  in  play. 

The  people's  right  remains ;  let  those  yabo  doe 
Dispute  thHi  power,  when  they  the  judjgas  ait^ 

He  joln'd  not  in  their  choice,  becaoie  be  kaev 
Worse  might,  and  often  did,  finom  change  cnsoc 
Much  to  Umself  he  thought ;  but  little  spoke ; 
And,  undepriv'd,  his  benefice  forsook,     [stieidi'd: 

Now,  through  the  land^  hb  cmre  of  soub  k 
And  like  a  primitive  iqpostle  preach'd. 
Still  cheerful ;  ever  constant  to  his  call ; 
By  many  foUow'd  ;  lov*d  by  most,  admir'd  by  dL 
With  what  he  begg'd,  his  brethren  be  relicv'd; 
And  gave  the  charities  himself  reoeiv'd. 
Gave,  while  he  taught ;  and  edify'd  the  more, 
Because  he  show'd,  by  proof,  *twas  easy  to  be  po&, 

He  went  not  widi  die  crowd  to  see  a  dnins; 
'But  fed  us,  by  the  way,  with  food  divine 

In  deference  to  his  virtues,  I  forbear 
To  show  you  what  the  rest  in  onfaas  were : 
This  brilliant  is  so  spodess,  and  ao  bright^ 
He  needs  no  foil,  but  shines  by  his  own  pro^ 
light 


THEODORE  AND  HONORIA. 

Op  all  the  cities  in  Romanian  lands, 

Hie  chief,  and  most  renown*d,  Ravenna  stands^    J 

Adom'd  in  ancient  times  with  arms  and  arts. 

And  rich  inhabitants,  with  generous  hearts. 

But  Theodore  the  bmve,  above  the  rest. 

With  gifts  of  Fortune  and  of  Nature  b]ess*dl»         I 

The  foremost  phux  for  wealth  and  honour  fad^t 

And  all  in  feats  of  chivalry  excell'd. 

This  noble  youth  to  madness  lov'd  a  dame 
Of  high  degree,  Honofia  was  her  name  ; 
Fair  as  the  fairest,  but  of  hau^ty  mind,  I 

And  fiercer  than  became  so  soft  a  kind. 
Proud  of  her  birth  ^for  equal  she  had  none)  ; 
Hie  rest  she  8Com*d,  but  hated  him  alone ; 
His  gifts,  bis  constant  courtship,  aotliing  pin'd; 
For  she,  the  more  he  lov'd,  the  more  distbin*^ 
He  liv*d  with  all  the  pomp  he  oould  devise, 
At  tilts  and  tournaments  obtain'd  the  prixe ; 
But  found  no  favour  in  his  lady's  eyes: 
Relentless  as  a  rock,  the  loffy  maid, 
Tum*d  all  to  poison,  that  he  did  or  aaid :     [nMsvej 
Nor  prayers,  nor  tears,  nor  offered  vows,  coui 
Hie  work  went  backward ;  and  tbe  more  he  ttw^ 
T*  advance  his  suit,  the  fiuther  from  her  lo«& 

Weary*d  at  length,  and  wanting  remedy. 
He  doubted  oft,  and  oft  resolv'd  to  dao^ 
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Bot  Friv  ilDod  mof  to  |B  event  toe  Uowi 
For  who  would  die  to  gniify  a  foe  ? 
His  generous  mind  diadain'd  to  mean  a  firte  ; 
Ifan  pns'd,  hif  next  endeaTOur  was  to  hate. 
But  itiner  tbat  relief  than  all  the  rest, 
Tk  ks  be  hop*d,  with  man  desire  possess'd ; 
Imc  stood  the  siege,  and  would  not  yield  his  breast 
Qasge  was  the  next,  but  change  deceiv'd  his  care; 
He  100^  a  fidrer,  but  found  none  so  fair. 
He  wonld  hs«e  worn  her  out  by  slow  dcgiees, 
iinn  by  &sting  starre  th*  untam'd  disease : 
Bat  pRsent  lore  requir'd  a  present  ease. 
Ifioldng  he  feeds  alone  his  famish'd  eyes, 
ftA  hogaing  Death,  but  looking  not  he  dies. 
T«t  tdll  he  chose  the  longest  way  to  Fate, 
Wneng  St  once  his  lifo  and  his  estate. 

Hii  fiinds  beheld,  and  ptty*d  him  in  Tain, 
Par  what  advice  can  ease  a  lover's  pain ! 
AbvQc^  the  best  expedient  they  could  find, 
Kfgto  save  the  fortune^  if  not  cure  the  mind: 
!Vis  mena  they  long  propos'd,  but  Uttle  gain'd, 
fee,  after  nnidi  pursuit,  at  length  obtain'd. 

Haid  jDo  may  think  it  was  to  give  consent, 
9st  Uroggling  with  his  own  desires  he  went, 
Vtth  Urgjt  expense,  and  with  a  pompous  train, 
P^ofided  ai  to  visit  France  and  Spain, 
k  for  wme  distant  voyage  o'er  the  main. 
Sst  Love  had  clipp*d  his  wings,  and  cut  him  short, 
infio'd  witfain  the  purlieus  dt  tfie  court. 
[hw  miles  be  went,  nor  farther  could  retreat ; 
iis  travds  ended  at  his  country  seat : 
r*  ChsBsb*  pleasing  plains  he  took  his  way, 
Acre  pitchM  his  tents,  and  there  resoWd  to  stay. 
Vm  spring  was  in  the  prime ;  the  neighbouring 

grove 
(sppK'd  with  birds,  the  choristers  of  Love : 
lose  nohooght,  dmt  minister'd  delight 
b aonainff  walks,  and  luH'd  his  cares  by  night: 
fhoc  be  dncharg'd  his  friends :  but  nottib*  expense 
V&n|uent  tieats,  and  proud  magnificence. 
k  lir'd  as  kings  retire,  dwugh  more  at  lai^ 
'mb  pabBc  business,  yet  widi  equal  charge ; 
( Bh  houae  and  heart  still  open  to  receive : 
it  well  content  as  Love  would  give  him  leave : 
b  voald  have  liv*d  more  free ;  but  many  a  guest, 
^  could  fonake  the  friend,  pursued  the  feast. 
I<  ^lt  one  morning,  as  his  fancy  led, 
jdarv  his  uwal  hour  he  left  his  bed ; 
'•  walk  within  a  kmely  lawn,  that  stood 
^  every  tide  surrounded  by  a  wood : 
k^  he  walk*d,  to  please  his  pensive  mind, 
i»i  «ou^  die  deepest  solitude  to  find ; 
Twai  in  a  grove  of  spreading  pines  he  stray*d; 
W  wiads  within  the  quivering  branches  play*d, 
lod  <laaciog  trees  a  mournful  music  made. 
^  piece  itoelf  waa  suiting  to  his  care^ 
*eauth  sad  savage,  as  the  cruel  foir. 
b  waadcr'd  on,  unknowing  where  he  vrent 
oe  IB  dbe  wood,  and  all  on  love  intent: 
^  I>iy  already  half  his  rsce  had  run, 
L» j  auamon'd  lum  to  due  repast  at  noon, 
te  Low  could  feel  no  hunger  but  hb  own. 
^HH  >««t— w»g  to  the  murmuring  leaves  he  stood, 
\*9t  dm  a  mile  immers'd  within  the  wood, 
>t  <nce  the  wind  was  laid ;  die  whispering  sound 
Fw  diiad» ;  a  rising  earthquake  rodc*d  the  ground; 
nth  deeper  brown  the  grove  iras  overspread ; 
k  Mdden  bueiuui  seised  his  giddy  head, 
^ad  Ilia  can  tinkled,  and  bis  colour  4edL 
•aioyv  was  in  ahrm ;  some  danger  nigh 
*em'd  ihRaien'd,  though  unseen  to  mortal  eye. 


Unus'd  to  feBr,*fae  eummdnM  ■&  hii  loaly 
And  stood  ooUeded  in  hintself,  and  whole ; 
Not  long :  for  soon  a  whirlwinid  rose  anmnd. 
And  firom  afiur  he  heard  a  scresming  sound. 
As  of  a  dame  distiess'd,  who  oy'd  fbr  aid. 
And  fill'd  with  loud  laments  the  secret  shade. 

A  thicket  dose  beade  the  grove  there  stood. 
With  briers  and  brambles  choak'd,  and  dwariiab 

wood; 
FVom  thence  the  noise^  which  now,  approaching  near. 
With  more  diatinguiah'd  notes  invades  his  ear ; 
He  rais*d  his  head,  and  saw  a  beauteous  maid. 
With  hair  diahevell'd,  issuing  through  the  shade ; 
Stripp*d  of  her  clothes,  and  ev*n  those  parts  reveal'd, 
Whidi  modest  Nature  keeps  from  siglxt  oonceal'd. 
Her  fSue,  her  hands,  her  naked  limbs  were  torn. 
With  paasing  through  the  brakes,  and  prickly  thoni; 
Two  mastifis  gaunt  and  grim  her  flight  pursu'd. 
And  oft  their  fosten'd  fimgs  in  blood  embni'd ; 
Oft  they  came  up,  and  pindi*d  her  tender  aide, 
*'  Mercy,  O  mercy  Heaven  !*'  she  ran,  and  cry'd. 
When  Heaven  was  nam'd,  they  loos'd  their  boM 

aisain. 
Tlien  sprang  she  fordi,  they  foUow'd  her  amain. 

Not  far  behind,  a  knight  of  svrarthy  foce. 
High  on  a  coal-black  steed  purau'd  the  chase : 
With  flashing  flames  his  ardent  eyes  were  fiU'd, 
And  in  his  hand  a  naked  sword  he  held : 
He  cheer'd  the  dogs  to  follow  her  who  fled. 
And  vow'd  revenge  on  her  devoted  head. 

As  Theodore  was  born  of  noble  kind, 
The  brutal  action  rous*d  his  manly  mind  ; 
Mov'd  with  unworthy  usage  of  the  maid. 
He,  though  unarm'd,  resolv*d  to  give  her  aid, 
A  saplin  pine  he  vrrench'd  from  out  the  ground, 
The  readiest  weapon  that  his  fury  found. 
Thus  fumiah'd  for  offence,  he  cross*d  the  way 
Betwixt  the  graceless  viUain  and  his  prey. 

The  knight  came  thundering  on,  but,  from  afor. 
Thus  in  imperious  tone  forbade  the  war : 
"  Ccase^  Theodore,  to  proffer  vain  relief. 
Nor  stop  the  vengeance  of  so  just  a  grief; 
But  give  me  leave  to  seise  my  destin*d  prey. 
And  let  Eternal  Justice  take  the  way  : 
I  but  revenge  my  fote,  disdain*d,  betray*d. 
And  suflfering  death  for  this  ungrateful  maid.** 

He  said,  at  once  dismounting  from  the  steed  ; 
For  now  the  hell-hounds  with  superior  speed . 
Had  reach*d  the  dame,  and,  fastening  on  her  sidc^ 
The  ground  with  issuing  streams  of  purple  dy'd. 
Stood  Theodore  surpris'd  in  deadly  fViffht, 
With  chattering  teeth,  and  bristling  hair  upright ; 
Yet  arm'd  with  inborn  worth,  **  Whate'er,"  saidhi^ 
*'  Thou  art,  who  know'st  me  better  than  I  thee ; 
Or  prove  thy  rightful  cause,  or  be  defy*d  ;** 
The  spectre,  fimxly  staring,  thus  reply'd : 

**  Know,  Theodore,  thy  ancestry  I  daim. 
And  Guido  Cavalcanti  was  my  name. 
One  conmum  siro  our  fathers  did  beget. 
My  name  and  story  some  remember  yet: 
T^ee,  then  a  boy,  within  my  arms  I  laid. 
When  for  my  sins  I  lov'd  this  haughty  maid  ; 
Not  lese  ador'd  in  life,  nor  serv'd  by  me, 
Than  proud  Honoria  now  is  loved  by  thee. 
What  did  I  not  her  stubborn  heart  to  gain  ? 
But  all  my  vows  were  answered  with  disdain ; 
She  soorn'd  my  sorrows,  and  despb'd  my  pain. 
Long  time  I  drsgg*d  my  days  in  fruitless  care ; 
Then,  loathing  life,  and  plung'd  in  deep  daqmir. 
To  finish  my  unhappy  life,  I  feU 
On  this  sharp  sword,  and  now  am  dama'd  in  HdL 
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By  He«?eii*s  decree  in  this  cold  gA,Ye  wu  laid. 

And  es  in  unrepented  sin  she  dy*d,  [pride : 

I)oom*4  to  the  some  bed  place  b  punish'd  for  her 

Because  she  deemed  I  well  desenr'd  to  die, 

And  made  a  merit  of  her  cruelty.  [cast, 

There,  then,  we  met ;  both  try*d,  and  both  were 

And  tins  iirerocable  sentence  passed ; 

Tliat  she,  whom  I  so  long  pursued  in  vain, 

^Should  su£Fer  from  my  hands  a  lingering  pain : 

Renew'd  to  life  that  she  might  daily  die, 

I  daily  doomed  to  follow,  she  to  fly ; 

No  more  a  lover,  but  a  moital  foe, 

I  seek  her  life  (for  love  is  none  below) ; 

As  often  as  my  dogs  with  better  speed 

Arrest  her  fli^it,  is  she  to  death  decreed : 

Hwn  with  this  fatal  sword,  on  which  I  dy*d, 

I  pierce  her  open  back,  or  tender  side. 

And  tear  that  hanlen'd  heart  from  out  her  breast, 

IVfaich,  with  her  entrails,  makes  my  hungry  hounds 

a  feast. 
Nor  lies  she  long,  but,  as  her  Fates  ordain. 
Springs  up  to  life,  and  fresh  to  second  pain, 
Is  sav*d  to^y,  to-morrow  to  be  slain." 

This,  verB*d  in  death,  th'  infernal  knight  relates, 
And  then  for  proof  fulfiU'd  the  common  fates ; 
Her,  heart  and  bowels  through  her  back  he  drew. 
And  fed  the  hounds  that  belp'd  him  to  pursue^. 
Stem  lpok*d  the  fiend,  as  frustrate  of  his  will. 
Not  half  suffic'd,  and  greedy  yet  to  kiU. 
And  now  the  soul,  expiring  through  the  woundy 
Had  1^  the  body  breathless  on  the  ground, 
When  thus  the  grisly  spectre  spoke  again : 
**  Behold  the  fruit  of  ill-rewarded  pain : 
As  many  months  as  I  sostain'd  her  hate. 
So  many  years  b  she  condemned  by  Fate 
To  daily  death ;  and  every  several  place. 
Conscious  of  her  disdain  and  my  disgrace, 
^ust  witaess  her  just  punishment ;  and  be 
A  scene  of  triumph  and  revenge  to  me  1 
As  in  this  grove  I  took  my  last  farewell* 
As  on  this  very  spot  of  earth  I  fell. 
As  Friday  saw  me  die,  so  she  my  prey 
Becomes  ev*n  here,  on  this  revolving  day.** 

Thus  while  he  spoke  the  virgin  frtnn  Uie  ground 
Upstarted  fresh,  already  clos*d  the  wound. 
And,  unconcem*d  for  all  she  felt  before. 
Precipitates  her  flight  along  the  shore : 
Hie  heU-hounds,  as  ungorg'd  with  flesh  and  blood, 
iSirsue  their  prey,  and  seek  their  wonted  food : 
Hie  fiend  remounts  his  courser,  mends  his  pace ; 
And  all  the  vision  vanish*d  from  the  place. 

liong  stood  the  noble  youth  oppress'd  with  awe 
And  stu{»d  at  the  wondrous  things  he  saw,       [law. 
Surpassing  common  faith,  transgressing  Nature's 
He  would  have  been  asleep,  and  wish'd  to  wake. 
But  dreams,  he  knew,  no  long  impression  make, 
Hxmgh  strong  at  first ;  if  vision,  to  what  end. 
But  such  as  must  his  future  state  portend  ? 
His  love  the  damsel,  and  himself  the  fiend. 
But  yet,  reflecting  that  it  could  not  be 
Fhmi.  Heaven,  which  cannot  impious  acts  decree^ 
Resolv*d  within  himself  to  shun  the  snare. 
Which  Hell  for  his  destruction  did  prepare ; 
And,  as  his  better  genius  should  direct, 
Frora  an  ill  cause  to  draw  a  good  eflfect. 

Inspir'd  from  Heaven  he  homeward  took  his  way, 
Nor  p4ill*d  his  new  design  vrith  long  delay : 
But  of  his  train  a  tnisty  servant  sent. 
To  call  his  friends  together  athis  tent* 


Tliey  came,  and,  usiial  alutafiooi  paid. 
With  words  premeditated  thus  he  said : 
"  Wt»t  you  have  often  counaell'd,  to  remove 
My  vain  pursuit  of  unregarded  lore ; 
By  thrift  my  sinking  fortune  to  repair, 
Tliough  kite  yet  is  at  last  become  m>  care : 
My  heart  shall  be  my  own  ;  my  vast  expense 
Reduc'd  to  bounds,  by  timely  provideDce : 
This  only  I  require ;  invite  for  me 
Honoria,  with  her  fiiitfaer*s  fiunOy, 
Her  friends,  and  mine ;  the  cause  I  ^all  dispisT, 
On  Friday  next;  for  that's  th*  appointed  daj.'* 
Well  pleas'd  were  all  his  friends,  the  task  wss  lists, 
The  father,  mother,  daughter,  they  invite ; 
Hardly  the  dame  was  drawn  to  this  repast ; 
But  yet  resolv'd,  because  it  was  the  lasL 
The  day  vras  come,  the  guests  invited  cam^ 
And,  with  the  rest,  th'  inexorable  dame : 
A  feast  pieper'd  with  riotous  expense. 
Much  cost,  more  care,  and  most  magnificence. 
The  place  ordain'd  vras  in  that  hauntied  grove, 
Where  the  revenging  ghost  pursu*d  his  love : 
The  tables  in  a  proud  pavilion  spread. 
With  flowers  below,  and  tissue  overhead : 
The  rest  in  rank,  Honoria,  chief  in  place. 
Was  artfully  contriv*d  to  set  her  face 
To  front  the  thicket,  and  behold  the  cbase. 
The  feast  vras  serv'd,  the  time  so  vrdl  forecsit,  ^ 
That  just  when  the  desert  and  fruits  were  plac'd, 
The  fiend*s  alann  began  ;  the  hollow  sound 
Sung  in  the  leaves,  the  forest  shook  around. 
Air   blacken'd,  roll*d  the  thunder,    groaa*d  the 
ground. 

Nor  long  before  the  loud  laments  aiise^ 
Of  one  distress'd,  and  mastififs*  minted  cries ; 
And  first  the  danoe  came  rushing  throu^  the  vooi 
And  next  the  famish'd  hounds  that  sought  tfadr  food, 
And  grip*d  her  flanks,  and  oft  easay'd  tbeir  jsvrs  m 

blood. 
Last  came  the  felon,  on  his  sable  steed,         [sp<^ 
Arm*d  vrith  his  naked  sword,  and  ur^'d  his  dag»  tt 
She  ran,  and  ciy'd,  her  flight  direcdy  bent 
(A  guest  unbidden)  U>  the  fatal  tent,  [rarnt 

The  scene  of  death,  and  place  ordain'd  for  punid^ 
Loud  was  the  noise,  aghast  was  every  guest, 
1^  women  shrid^'d,  the  men  forsook  the  fieast ; 
The  hounds  at  nearer  distance  hoarsely  bay*d ; 
Tlie  hunter  close  pursu'd  the  visionary  maid,    [«4 
She  rent  the  Heaven  with  loud  laments^  iraplaii^ 

Tlie  gallants,  to  protect  the  lady*s  right. 
Their  faulchions  brandish'd  at  the  grisly  sprite ; 
High*  on  his  stirrups  he  provok'd  the  fight. 
Ilien  on  the  crowd  he  cast  a  furious  look. 
And  witfaer*d  all  thdr  strength  before  be  spoke : 
««  Back  on  your  lives ;  let  b^"  said  he,  "my  prej 
And  let  my  vengeance  take  the  destin'd  way : 
Vain'  are  your  arms,  and  vainer  your  defence, 
Against  th*  eternal  doom  of  Phjvidence  : 
Mine  is  th*  ungrateful  maid  by  Heaven  design^: 
Mercy  she  woiud  not  give,  nor  mercy  shall  she  fiixL* 
At  tins  the  former  tale  again  he  told 
With  thundering  tone,  and  dreadfril  to  bdiold  ; 
Sunk  were  their  hearts  vrith  horrour  of  the  crime, 
Nor  needed  to  be  vram'd  a  second  time. 
But  bore  each  other  back :  some  knew  the  &ce^ 
And  all  had  heard  the  much-lamented  case 
Of  him  who  fell  for  love,  and  this  the  fatal  p]ace» 

And  now  th*  infernal  ministiT  advanc'd, 
Seiz*d  the  due  victim,  and  with  fuiy  lanc'd 
Her  back,  and,  piercing  through  her  inmost  beart< 
Drew  backvrard  as  befwe  th*  offboding  p^rt; 
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Hk  nddajg  cndiob  iMxt  he  toiv  Mt^Ti 

And  10  iBi  mmgn  nmidSk  made  a  prejf. 

Ibe  pale  iMitMita  <m  each  other  atar*!]^ 

With  gifxng  moBtiia  for  iasuing  worda  prapar'd ; 

The  stilUwrn  louiida  iipwi  the  palate  fauiig» 

And  dy'd  imperfect  on  die  finiltering  tongue. 

Tht  fn^  was  genetal ;  but  the  fenule  band 

(Ahd|3eM  tiain)  in  mofc  confuakin  atand  t 

with  havroar  ahuddcring,  oo  a  heap  dwj  run, 

Sdrttheflgfatof  hateful  justice  dine;  [theirown. 

For  cowdence  rung  th*  alarm,  and  nude  the  case 

S(s  ipicad  upon  m.  lake  with  upward  eyc^ 
Aploaipoffowl  behold  their  foe  on  high; 
Vij  dote  their  trembling  troop ;  and  idl  attend 
Ob  mham  the  aowainff  eagle  wUl  descend. 

fint  most  the  proud  Honoria  fear'd  th'  eventi 
And  tbouglit  to  her  alone  the  liflon  aent. 
Hff  guik  presents  to  her  distracted  mind 
Ucm't  JQsdoe,  Theodore's  revengeful  kind» 
lad  the  asme  fSMe  to  the  same  sin  assign'd. 
Unadj  iccs  henelf  the  monster's  prey, 
lad  Ms  her  heart  and  entrails  torn  away. 
Twas  «  mute  scene  of  sorrow,  miz'd  with  fear  ; 
Ul  OQ  the  tsUe  Inj  th'  unfinish'd  dyer : 
llieknigfatand  fannsry  mastiffs  stood  around, 
Ik  mangled  dame  uy  brea^esa  on  the  ground ; 
1*^  00  a  sudden,  re-inapir  d  widi  breath, 
||siaiheroM^  again  to  suffer  death ; 
wr  «aid  the  heil-JMiunds,  nor  the  hunter  staid, 
itt  foUoar'd,  aa  before,  the  flying  maid : 
ik'  avo^gcr  took  from  earth  &'  avenging  sword, 
ladfliouiiting  light  aa  air  his  sable  stmhe  spurr'd: 
Ik  ciouds  diapell'd,  the  sky  resum'd  her  light, 
isd  Natttie  stood  recorer'd  of  her  fright. 
htt  ftsr,  die  last  of  Ula,  remain'd  behmd, 
M  homiar  heavy  aat  on  every  mind. 
br  Tbffodore  cnooung'd  more  the  feast, 
bt  Mmily  look'd,  as  hatfhtng  in  hu  breast 
■Bs  deep  designs  ;  whicfa  wi^n  Honom  view'd, 
ke  fresh  impulse  ber  Ibimcr  fngfat  renew'd ; 
k  tfaought  hendf  the  trembling  dame  who  fled, 
ad  him  the  grialy  gfaoat  that  ^uir'd  th'  infernal 


ht  more  diamay'd,  fiir  when  the  guests 

hit  twuteoua  boat,  saluting  all  the  crew,  [adieu ; 

^pudlem  paaa'd  her  o'er ;  nor  grac'd  with  kind 

Ui  «iag  iaftz'd  within  her  haughty  mind 

Wdo«i2ui  of  her  empire  she  divin'd  ; 

■d  hff  proud  heart  widi  secret  sorrow  pin'd. 

lam  as  they  went,  the  sad  discourse  renew'd 

f  the  rdendeas  dune  to  death  puisu'd, 

sd  of  tiK  m^  obaoane  ao  lately  view'd. 

oar  dunt  sBvaign  the  righteoua  doom  ahe  bore^ 

*'b  tfary  who  pity'd  moat,  yet  blam'd  her  more : 

^psnlM  tb^  needed  not  to  name, 

at  ia  the  dead  they  daom'd  the  living  dame. 

At  nay  little  noiae  she  kwk'd  behind, 

r  idU  the  kai^  waa  present  to  her  mind : 

ad  ansioua  oft  she  atarted  on  the  way, 

ad  tfaoaght  the  buiafinan-ghnst.  came  thundering 

lor  na  prey, 
ctara'd,  die  took  her  bed  with  little  rest, 
•t  m  ^MTt  slambeia  dreamt  the  facial  fiaaat : 
•sk'd,  die  tnm'd  her  aide,  and  slept  again ; 
i«  tame  black  vapours  mounted  in  her  brainy 
ad  tfie  same  drana  latum'd  vrith  double  pain. 
NW  forc'd  to  vnAc,  becauae  afraid  to  aleep, 
er  fafeod  all  firvcr^d,  vrith  a  furioua  leap 
»  ^rmg  lioa  bed,  disbacted  in  her  noind, 
ad  fear'd,  at  aamy  alep^  a  twitching  spiili  bcfatad. 


Darkling  and  desperate,  wiA  a  atiggaringpace^ 
Of  deadi  afraid,  and  conacioua  of  msgrace ; 
Fear,  Fride,  Remorse,  at  once  her  bout  asaail'd, 
Mde  put  Remorse  to  flight,  but  Fear  prevail'd. 
FViday,  the  fatal  day,  when  next  it  came,      [gamCf 
Her  soul  forethought  the  Bend  would  change  hia 
And  her  pursue,  or  Theodore  be  slain,  ^lain. 

And  two  ghosta  join  their  packa  tohunt  her  o'er  the 
This  dreadfril  image  so  possess'd  her  mind. 
That,  desperate  any  succour  else  to  find. 
She  ceas'd  all  &rther  hope ;  and  now  began 
To  make  reflection  on  th'  unhi^py  man. 
Rich,  brave,  and  young,  who  psat  expression  lov'd» 
IVoof  to  disdain,  and  not  to  be  remov'd: 
Of  all  the  men  respected  and  admir'd. 
Of  all  the  dames,  except  herself,  desir'd : 
Why  not  of  her?  preferr'd  above  the  rest 
By  him  with  knightly  deeds,  and  open  love  profess'd? 
So  had  another  been,  where  he  his  vows  addresa'd. 
Ihis  quell'd  her  pride,  yet  other  doubts  remain'd. 
That,  once  disdaining,  she  might  be  disdain'd. 
The  fear  was  just,  but  greater  fear  prevail'd. 
Fear  of  her  life  by  helltth  hounda  aasail'd : 
He  took  a  lowering  leave ;  but  who  can  tell. 
What  outward  hate  might  inward  love  conceal? 
Her  aex's  arts  she  knew ;  and  why  not,  then, 
Mi^t  deep  dissembling  have  a  place  in  men  ? 
Here  hope  began  to  dawn;  resolv'd  to  try. 
She  fix'd  on  &s  ber  utmost  remedy : 
Death  was  behind,  but  hard  it  waa  to  di& 
'Twaa  time  enough  at  laat  on  Death  to  call. 
The  precipice  in  sights,  a  shrub  was  all. 
That  kindly  stood  betwixt  to  break  the  Ihtal  ftlL 

One  maid  she  had,  belov'd  above  the  rest ; 
Secure  of  her,  the  aecret  she  confem'd ; 
And  now  the  cheerful  light  her  ffesn  dfispeO'd, 
She  with  no  winding  turns  the  truth  conoaaTd, 
But  put  the  woman  off*,  and  atood  reveal'd: 
With  fruits  confess'd  oommissicm'd  her  to  go^ 
If  pity  yet  had  place,  and  reconcile  her  foe. 
The  welcome  meaaage  made,  waa  soon  recciv'd; 
'Twas  to  be  wiah'd,  and  hop'd,  but  scarce  believ'd  ; 
Fate  seem'd  a  frir  occaabn  to  present; 
He  knew  the  sex,  and  fear'd  she  might  repcn^ 
Shou'd  he  delay  the  moment  of  consent. 
There  yet  remain'd  to  ^ain  her  friends  (a  care 
The  modesty  of  maidens  vreU  might  spure) ; 
But  she  with  such  a  teal  the  cauae  embrac'd, 
(As  women,  where  they  will,  are  all  in  haate) 
The  frther,  mother,  and  the  kin  beside. 
Were  overborne  by  fury  of  the  tide  ; 
With  full  consent  of  all  she  chang'd  her  state  ; 
Reaiatleaa  in  her  love,  aa  in  her  hat& 
By  her  example  vraru'd,  the  rest  beware : 
More  easy,  loa  imperious,  were  the  fair ; 
And  that  one  huntinff,  which  the  DevQ  design'd| 
For  one  fiur  fimialc^  lost  him  half  the  kind. 
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Dim  as  the  bonow'd  beama  of  Moon  and  stna 
To  lonely,  weary,  wandering  travellers. 
Is  reaton  to  the  soul :  and  as  on  high, 
Tlioee  rolling  fhrea  diaoovcr  but  the  aky. 
Not  light  us  here ;  w  Reason's  glimineriqg  nj 
Was  lent,  not  to  assure  our  doublfiil  way» 
But  guide  us  upward  to  a  batter  day. 
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And  M  those  nightly  tapers  diitppear 

When  day's  bright  lord  ascends  our  hemisphere ; 

So  pale  grows  Reason  at  Religion's  sight ; 

So  dies,  and  so  dissolves  in  supernatural  light. 

Some  few,  whose  lamp  shone  brighter,  have  been  led 

Rom  cause  to  cause,  to  Nature's  secret  head ; 

And  found,  that  one  first  principle  must  be : 

But  what,  or  who,  that  unirersal  Jle ; 

Whether  some  soul  encompassing  this  ball 

Unmade,  unmov'd ;  yet  making,  moving  all ; 

Or  various  atoms,  interfering  dimce, 

Leap'd  into  form,  the  noble  work  of  chance ; 

Or  this  great  all  was  from  eternity ; 

Kot  ev*n  the  Stagirite  himself  could  see ; 

And  Epicurus  guess'd  as  well  as  he ; 

As  blindly  grop'd  they  for  a  future  state ; 

As  rashly  judg'd  of  providence  and  fate : 

But  least  of  all  could  their  endeavours  find 

What  most  concem'd  the  good  of  human  kind : 

For  happiness  was  never  to  be  found ; 

But  vanjsh'd  firom  them  like  enchanted  ground. 

One  thought  content  the  good  to  be  enjoy'd ; 
This  every  little  accident  destroy'd : 
The  vr'aet  madmen  did  for  virtue  toil ; 

A  thorny,  or  at  best  a  barren  soil : 

In  pleasure  some  their  glutton  souls  would  steep ; 

But  found  their  line  too  short,  the  well  too  deep ; 

And  leaky  vessels  which  no  bliss  could  keep. 

Thus  anxious  thoughts  in  endless  circles  roll. 
Without  a  centre  where  to  fix  the  soul : 

In  this  wild  maze  their  vain  endeavours  end : 

How  can  tfie  less  the  greater  comprdend  ? 

Or  finite  reason  reach  Infinity  ? 

FcHT  what  could  fathom  God  were  more  than  He. 
The  deist  thinks  he  stands  on  firmer  ground ; 

Cries  tyftxm,  the  mighty  secret's  found : 

God  is  diat  spring  df  good ;  supreme,  and  best ; 

We  made  to  serve,  and  in  that  service  blest. 

If  so,  some  rules  of  worship  must  be  given. 

Distributed  alike  to  all  by  Heaven : 

Blse  God  were  partial,  and  to  some  deny'd 

The  means  his  justice  should  for  all  provide. 

Tliis  general  worship  is  to  praise  and  pray : 

One  part  to  borrow  blessings,  one  to  pay : 

And  when  fhul  Nature  slides  into  ofience. 

The  ncrifice  fw  crimes  is  penitence. 

Yet,  since  the  effects  of  providence,  we  find. 

Are  variously  dispens'd  to  human  kind ; 

That  \^ce  triumphs,  and  Virtue  suffers  here, 

A  brand  that  sovereign  justice  cannot  bear ; 

Our  reason  prompts  us  to  a  future  state ; 

The  last  appeal  from  fortune  and  from  fate : 

Where  God's  all-righteous  ways  will  be  declar'd ; 

The  bad  meet  punishment,  the  good  reward. 

Thus  man  by  his  own  strengdi  to  Heaven  would 


And  would  not  be  oblig'd  to  God  for  more. 
Vain  wretched  creature,  how  art  thou  misled 
To  think  thy  wit  these  god-like  notions  bred ! 
Tliese  truths  are  not  the  product  of  thy  mind, 
But  dropt  from  Heaven,  and  of  a  nobler  kind. 
Reveal'd  religion  first  inform'd  thy  sight. 
And  reason  saw  not  till  fiuth  sprung  the  light. 
Hence  all  thy  natural  worship  takes  the  source : 
*Tis  revelation  what  thou  think'st  discourse. 
Else  how  com'st  thou  to  see  these  truths  so  clear, 
Which  so  obscure  to  heathens  did  appear? 
Not  Flato  these,  nor  Aristotle  found : 
Nor  he  whose  wisdom  oracles  renown'd. 
Hast  thou  a  wit  so  deep,  or  so  sublime^ 
Or  caut  thou  lower  dive,  or  higher  climb  ? 


Canst  thou  by  reason  more  of  godhead  know 

Than  Plutardi,  Seneca,  or  Cfeero? 

Those  giant  wits  in  happier  ages  bom, 

When  arms  and  arts  did  Greece  and  Rameaduni, 

Knew  no  such  ^stem :  no  such  piles  could  raiw 

Of  natural  wonfaip,  built  on  prayer  and  praiav 

To  one  sole  God. 

Nor  did  remorse  to  expiate  sin  prescribe : 

But  slew  their  fellow-creatures  for  a  bribe : 

The  guiltless  victim  groan'd  for  thdr  offbioe: 

And  cruelty  and  blo^  was  penitence. 

If  sheep  and  oxen  oould  atone  for  men. 

Ah  !  at  how  cheap  a  rate  the  rich  jmgfat  sin  ! 

And  great  oppressors  might  Heaven's  wdltbheguik^ 

By  offering  his  own  creatures  for  a  spoil ! 

Dar'st  thou,  poor  worm,  offend  Infinity  ? 
And  must  the  terms  of  peace  be  given  by  tlwe2 
Then  thou  art  Justice  in  the  last  appeal ; 
Tliy  easy  God  instructs  thee  to  rebel : 
And,  like  a  king  remote  and  weak,  must  take 
What  satisfaction  thou  art  pleas'd  to  make. 

But  if  there  be  a  power  too  just  and  scraog^ 
To  wink  at  crimes,  and  bear  unpunish'd  wrong ; 
Look  humbly  upward,  see  his  will  disclose 
The  forfeit  first,  and  then  the  fine  impose; 
A  mulct  thy  poverty  could  never  pay. 
Had  not  Eternal  Wisdom  found  the  way: 
And  with  celestial  wealth  supply *d  thy  store : 
His  justice  makes  the  fine,  liis  mercy  quits  the  scoit. 
See  God  descending  in  thy  himian  frame; 
Th'  offended  suffering  in  th*  offender's  name :         i 
All  thy  misdeeds  to  lum  imputed  see,  | 

And  all  his  righteousness  devolved  on  thee.  | 

For,  granting  we  have  sinn'd,  and  that  th' offencel 
Of  man  is  made  against  Omnip<^nce,  | 

Some  price  that  b^us  proportion  must  be  pud;       I 
And  infinite  with  infinite  be  weighed. 
See  then  the  deist  lost :  remorse  for  vice^ 
Not  paid ;  or,  paid,  inadequate  in  price :  I 

What  fardier  means  can  reason  now  direct* 
Or  what  relief  from  human  wit  expect? 
That  shows  us  sick  ;  and  sadly  are  we  sure  j 

Still  to  be  sick,  till  Heaven  reveal  the  cure :  j 

If  then  Heaven's  will  must  needs  be  understood,  | 
Which  must,  if  we  want  cure,  and  Heaven  be  gooj^ 
Let  all  records  of  will  reveal'd  be  shown  ;  | 

With  Scripture  all  in  equal  balance  thrown,  I 

And  our  one  sacred  book  will  be  that  one.  | 

Proof  needs  not  here ;  for  whether  we  compare  | 
That  impious,  idle,  superstitious  ware  | 

Of  rites,  lustrations,  offerings,  which  before^  i 

In  various  ages,  various  countries  bore. 
With  Christian  fiuth  and  virtues,  we  shaU  6nd 
None  answering  the  great  ends  of  human  kind      i 
But  this  one  rule  of  life,  that  shows  us  beet 
How  God  may  be  appeas'd,  and  mortab  blest. 
Whether  from  length  of  time  its  worth  we  dmw. 
The  word  is  scarce  more'andent  than  the  law  : 
Heaven's  early  care  prescrib'd  for  every  age  ; 
Firsts  in  the  soul,  and  after,  in  tUe  page. 
Or,  whether  more  abstractedly  we  look. 
Or  on  the  writers,  or  the  written  book. 
Whence,  but  from  Heaven,  could  men  uaskill'd  { 

arts. 
In  seversl  ages  bom,  in  seversl  parts 
Weave  such  agreeing  truths  ?  or  how,  or  why. 
Should  all  conspire  to  cheat  us  with  a  lie  ? 
Unask'd  their  pains,  ungrateful  their  advice, 
Starviiig  their  gain,  and  martyrdom  their  price. 

If  on  the  book  itself  we  cast  our  view. 
Concurrent  heathens  prove  the  story  true : 
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IWdodrinc^nindti;  wfaidi  must  emiTince, 
Kr  HeiTcii  ID  tfaon  appeals  to  human  sense : 
AmI  though  tfaey  prove  not,  thej  ooofirm  the  eause, 
Vfara  wbit  is  taught  agrees  with  Nature*s  hiws. 

TIkb  for  the  style,  uiajestic  and  divine, 
Itifcaks  no  leas  than  God  in  every  line : 
Ciomiading  words ;  whose  force  is  still  the  same 
Aithe  Snt  6at  thst  produc*d  our  frame. 
All bihs  beside,  or  did  by  arms  ascend; 
(V  KQie  indulg'd  has  made  mankind  their  friend  : 
1^  obIj  doctrine  does  our  lusts  oppose : 
UM 1^  Nsture*s  soil,  in  which  it  grows ; 
Otm  k)  our  interests,  curUng  sense  and  sin  ; 
Ofprm'd  without,  and  underroin'd  within, 
hdnvcs through  pain ;  its  own  tormentors  tires; 
iad  with  s  stubborn  patience  still  aspires. 
To  wfatt  csn  reason  such  effects  assign 
Ihsvcsding  nature,  but  to  laws  divine ; 
^^  is  thst  sscred  volume  are  contain*d ; 
JB^icicBt,  desr,  and  for  that  use  ordain*d  ? 
Bot  itsy :  the  deist  here  vrill  urge  anew, 
^  'uperasturs]  worship  can  be  true : 
Sonae  s  gencrsl  law  is  that  alone 
Vhich  must  to  all,  and  every  where,  be  known  : 
&  trk  » large  as  not  this  book  can  claim, 
Ikr  ought  that  bears  reveal'd  religion's  name, 
rnnid  the  sound  of  a  Messiah's  birth 
^gooe  thnwgfa  aU  the  lad>itable  Earth : 
hd  «Di  that  text  must  be  conlin*d  alone 
r»  vfast  was  then  inhabited  and  known  : 
^  *iist  provisioo  could  from  thence  accrue 
r«  Indian  souk,  and  worlds  discover*d  new? 
*^  parts  it  helps,  that,  ages  past, 
^Scripcures  there  were  known,  and  were  cmbrac*d, 
^  "B  «pread  once  again  the  shades  of  m'ght : 
•«'»  that  to  thcafe,  who  never  saw  the  light  ? 
.  Will  objections  this  indeed  is  chief 
^  ORle  reason,  stagger  frail  belief: 
^t  iTtnt,  *tis  true,  that  Heaven  from  human  sense 

*  i«-d  the  secret  paths  of  providence  : 

te  bwndleas  wisdom,  boundless  mercy,  may 
»rf  vr'n  far  those  bevrilder*d  souls,  a  way : 
from  hb  nature  foes  may  pity  claim, 
'vii  laofc  nuy  strangers  who  ne'er  hrard  his  name. 
>d  though  no  name  be  for  salvation  known, 
^Ast  of  Ml  eternal  Son's  alone ; 
»  knows  how  far  transcending  goodness  can 
J«d  the  merits  of  that  Son  to  man  ? 
■s  knows  what  reasons  may  his  mercy  lead ; 
^  ignaraaoe  invincible  may  plead  ? 

*  ooly  charity  bids  hope  the  best, 

n  more  the  great  apostle  has  exprest : 
^^  if  the  Gentiles,  whom  no  law  inspired , 
f  BHiav  did  what  was  by  law  r«]utr*d  ; 
*7'  *ho  the  written  rule  had  never  known, 
"*  to  themselves  both  rule  and  law  alone : 

*  axure's  plain  indictment  tlicy  shall  plead ; 

^  by  their  conscience  be  oondemn'd  or  freed.** 
M  righteous  doom !  because  a  rule  reveal*d 
■one  lo  those  from  whom  it  was  conceard- 
«n  those  who  foUow'd  reason's  dictates  right; 

'^  "P*"**  ^^^  ^^  ^^^  natural  light ; 
«k  Socnies  may  see  their  Maker's  face, 
^  tfacMsand  rubric-martyrs  want  a  place. 
^^  **»  it  faaulk  my  charity,  to  find 
K^gyptian  bishop  of  another  mind : 
^  (hough  hss  creed  eternal  truth  contains, 

*  bsrd  for  nan  to  doom  to  endless  pains 
>  vhobelicv'd  not  all  his  zeal  requir'd; 

he  fint  could  prove  he  Was  inqrir^d. 


Then  let  us  either  think  he  meant  to  ngr 
Tliis  faith,  where  publish'd,  was  the  onfy  way  ; 
Or  else  conclude,  that,  Arius  to  confute. 
The  good  old  man,  too  eager  in  dispute. 
Flew  high;  and  as  his  Christian  fury  rose, 
Damn'd  all  for  heretics  who  durst  oppose. 

llius  far  my  charity  this  path  has  toy'd  ; 
A  much  unskilful,  but  well-meaning  guide :    [bred 
Yet  what  they  are,  ev'n  these  crude  thoughts  were 
By  reading  that  which  better  thou  hast  read. 
Thy  matchless  author's  work :  which  thou,  my  firiend^ 
By  well  translating  better  dost  commend : 
Those  youthful  hours  which,  of  thy  equals  most 
In  toys  have  squander'd,  or  in  vice  have  lost, 
Tliose  hours  hast  thou  to  nobler  use  employ'd  ; 
And  the  severe  delights  of  truth  enjoy'd. 
Wimess  this  weighty  book,  in  which  appears 
The  crabbed  toil  of  many  thoughtful  years, 
Spent  by  the  author,  in  the  sifting  care 
Of  rabbins  old  sophisticated  ware 
From  gold  divine ;  whidi  he  who  well  can  sort 
May  afterwards  make  algebra  a  sport. 
A  treasure,  which  if  country-curates  buy. 
They  Junius  and  Tremellius  may  defy  : 
Save  pains  in  various  readings,  and  translations ; 
And  without  Hebrew  make  most  leam'd  quotations* 
A  work  so  full  with  various  learning  fraught. 
So  nicely  ponder'd,  yet  so  strongly  wrought. 
As  Nature'a  height  and  Art's  last  hand  requir'd  : 
As  much  as  man  could  compass,  uninspir'd. 
Where  we  may  see  what  errours  have  been  made 
Both  in  the  copier's  and  translator's  trade : 
How  Jewish,  popish,  interests  have  prevail'd. 
And  where  infallibility  has  fail'd. 

For  some,  who  have  his  secret  meaning  guesa'd^ 
Have  found  our  author  not  too  much  a  priest : 
For  fashion-sake  he  seems  to  have  recourse 
To  pope,  and  councils,  and  tradition's  force : 
But  he  that  old  traditions  could  subdue. 
Could  not  but  find  the  weakness  of  the  new : 
If  Scripture,  though  deriv'd  from  heavenly  birth» 
Has  been  but  carelessly  preserv'd  on  Earth ; 
If  God*s  own  people,  who  of  God  before 
Knew  what  we  know,  and  had  been  promis'd  morc^ 
In  fuller  terms,  of  Heaven's  assisting  care. 
And  who  did  neither  time  nor  study  spare 
To  keep  this  book  untainted,  unperplext. 
Let  in  gross  errors  to  corrupt  the  text. 
Omitted  paragraphs,  embroil'd  the  sense. 
With  vain  traditions  stopt  the  gaping  fence. 
Which  every  common  hand  puU'd  up  with  ease : 
What  safety  from  such  brushwood-helps  as  these? 
If  written  words  from  time  are  not  secur'd. 
How  can  we  think  have  oral  sounds  endur'd  ? 
Which  thus  transmitted,  if  one  mouth  has  fail'd. 
Immortal  lies  on  ages  are  intail'd : 
And  that  some  such  have  been,  is  prov'd  too  plain  ; 
If  we  consider  interest,  church,  and  gain. 

O  but,  says  one,  tradition  set  aside. 
Where  can  we  hope  for  an  unerring  guide? 
For  since  tli'  original  Scripture  has  been  lost. 
All  copies  disagreeing,  maim'd  the  most, 
Or  christian  faitli  can  luive  no  certain  ground. 
Or  truth  in  church-tradition  must  be  found. 

Such  an  omniscient  church  we  wish  indeed  ; 
'Twere  worth  botli  Testaments ;  cast  in  the  creed : 
But  if  this  mother  be  a  guide  so  sure. 
As  can  all  doubts  resolve,  all  truth  secure^ 
Then  her  infallibility,  as  well 
Where  copies  are  corrupt  or  Uune,  can  tell ; 
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Rcrtore  kMt  euiod  with  as  HxAtpAn, 

At  truly  explicate  what  still  remaiiiB : 

Which  yet  no  council  dare  pretend  to  do ; 

UnleflB  like  Eadras  they  could  write  it  new : 

Stiange  confidence  still  to  interjnret  tnie» 

Tet  not  be  sure  that  all  they  have  explain^ 

Is  in  the  blest  original  contain'd. 

More  safe,  and  much  more  modest  'tis,  to  say 

God  would  not  leave  mankind  without  a  wsy : 

And  that  the  Scriptures,  though  not  every  where 

Vne  from  corruption,  or  entire,  or  clear. 

Are  unoomipt,  sufficient,  clear,  entire. 

In  all  things  which  our  needful  fidth  require. 

If  others  in  the  same  glasa  better  see, 

*Tl8  for  themselves  they  look,  but  not  for  me : 

For  my  vlvation  must  its  doom  receive, 

Not  from  what  others,  but  what  I  believe. 

Must  all  tradition  then  be  set  aside  ? 
TUa  to  affirm,  vrere  ignorance  or  pride. 
Are  there  not  many  points,  some  needful  sure 
To  saving  faith,  that  Scripture  leaves  obscure? 
Whidi  every  sect  will  wrest  a  several  way. 
For  what  one  sect  interprets,  all  sects  may : 
We  hold,  and  say  we  prove  fhxn  Scripture  plain. 
That  Christ  is  Ood;  the  bold  Sodnian 
FVom  the  same  Scripture  urges  he's  but  man. 
Now  what  appeal  can  end  th'  important  suit  ? 
Both  parts  taUi  loudly,  but  the  rule  is  mute. 

Sh^  I  speak  plain,  and  in  a  nation  free 
Assume  an  honest  laj^man's  liberty  ? 
I  think,  according  to  my  little  skill. 
To  my  own  mother'-church  submitting  still, 
Hiat  many  have  been  sav'd,  and  many  miqr. 
Who  never  heard  this  question  brought  in  i^y 
Til*  unletter*d  Christian,  who  believes  in  gross, 
Plods  on  to  Heaven ;  and  ne*er  is  at  a  loss : 
For  the  straightigate  would  be  made  straighter  yet, 
Were  none  admitted  tiiere  but  men  of  wit. 
Hie  few  by  Nature  form'd,  vritfa  learning  fraught, 
Bom  to  instruct,  as  others  to  be  taught, 
Must  study  well  the  sacred  page ;  anid  see 
Which  doctrine,  this,  or  that,  does  best  agree 
With  the  whole  tenour  of  the  woric  divine : 
And  plainliest  points  to  Heaven's  reveal*d  design ; 
Which  exposition  flows  from  genuine  sense. 
And  whicii  is  fore*d  by  vrit  and  eloquence. 
Not  that  tradition's  parts  are  useless  here ; 
When  general,  old,  disinterested,  clear : 
Tliat  ancient  £tfhen  thus  expound  the  page. 
Gives  truth  the  reverend  majesty  of  age : 
Confirms  its  force  by  biding  every  test ; 
For  best  authorities,  next  rules,  are  best. 
And  still  the  nearer  to  the  q^ring  we  go 
More  limpid,  more  unsoil'd,  the  waters  flow, 
llius  first  traditiona  vrere  a  proof  alone ; 
Could  we  be  certain  such  they  were,  so  known : 
jBut  since  some  flaws  in  long  descent  may  be^ 
They  make  not  truth,  but  probability. 
Ev'n  Arius  and  Peli^ua  durst  provoke 
To  what  the  centuries  preceding  spoke. 
Such  difference  is  there  in  an  oA-told  tale : 
But  truth  by  its  own  sinews  will  prevaiL 
ThMlition  written  therefore  more  commends 
Authority,  than  what  from  voice  descends : 
And  this,  as  perfect  as  its  kind  can  be. 
Bolls  down  to  us  the  sacred  history : 
Which,  from  the  universal  church  receiv'd. 
Is  try'd,  and  after,  for  itself  believ'd. 

The  partial  papisti  would  infer  from  hence 
Tlieir  church}  in  laat  resort,  iboiild  judge  the  senae. 


But  fifit  tfiey  woold  mumit,  with  awadwwM  mt, 
Themselves  to  be  the  wholes  vrho  are  but  pert 
Of  that  vast  fiame  the  church;  yetgnnitflMj 
The  hander».down,  can  they  firom  tbenoe  tnftr 
A  right  t'  interpret?  or  vroold  they  alone, 
Who  brought  the  present,  claim  it  for  thdr  ova? 
TYie  book's  a  common  largesa  to  mankind ; 
Not  more  for  them  than  every  num  deaign'd : 
The  wdoome  news  is  in  the  letter  feund ; 
Hie  carrier's  not  commission'd  to  expound. 
It  speaks  itself,  and  what  it  does  contain. 
In  all  things  needful  to  be  known  b  plain. 

In  times  o'eigrown  with  rust  and  i^nurano^ 
A  gainful  trade  their  deigy  did  advance : 
When  want  of  l4»aming  kept  the  laymen  low, 
And  none  but  priests  were  authoris'd  to  kmav : 
When  what  small  knowledge  waa,  in  them  did  dei^ 
And  he  a  god  who  could  but  read  and  sptSi ; 
Then  modier-churdi  did  m:^itily  prevail : 
She  parcel'd  out  the  BiUe  by  retail : 
But  still  expounded  what  she  sold  or  gaw  ; 
To  keep  it  in  her  povrer  to  damn  and  save : 
Scripture  was  scarce,  and,  as  the  maiket  vrenC, 
Poor  laymen  took  sidvation  on  content ; 
As  needy  men  take  money  good  or  bad : 
God's  word  they  had  not,  but  the  prieat's  dsy  faii 
Tet  whate'er  fSdse  conveyances  they  made^ 
The  lawyer  still  was  certain  to  be  paid. 
In  thoae  dark  times  they  leam'd  their  knack  aa  wd, 
Tliat  by  long  uae  they  grew  infidlible : 
At  last  a  knowing  age  began  t*  inquire 
If  they  the  book,  or  that  did  them  inspire  -. 
And,  making  narrovrer  search,  they  fouod,  tbomjl 

late, 
Tliat  what  they  thought  the  priest's,  waa  their  ealiie; 
Taught  by  the  vrill  produc'd,  the  vrritten  won!, 
How  long  they  had  been  cheated  on  record. 
Then  every  man  who  saw  the  title  frir, 
Clsim'd  a  child's  part,  and  put  in  for  a  Aare : 
Consulted  soberly  his  private  good ; 
And  sav'd  himself  as  cheap  aa  e'er  he  cool^ 

'Tis  true,  my  friend,  and  far  be  flattery  beoca^ 
This  good  had  full  as  bad  a  consequence : 
The  book  thus  put  in  every  vulgar  hand. 
Which  each  presum'd  he  best  cmild  underaland. 
The  common  rule  was  made  the  cnmnHWi  prey  ; 
And  at  the  mercy  of  the  rabble  lay. 
The  tender  page  vrith  homy  fiats  was  gall'd ; 
And  he  was  gifted  most  that  loudest  bawl'd : 
The  q;>irit  gave  the  doctoral  degree : 
And  every  member  of  a  company 
Was  of  his  trade,  and  of  the  Bible  free. 
Plain  trutlis  enough  for  needful  uae  they  Ibuad  ; 
But  men  would  sSU  be  itching  to  expound : 
Each  was  ambitious  of  th'  obscurest  places 
No  measure  ta'en  from  knowledge,  all  firom  gnci 
Study  and  pains  vrere  now  no  more  their  eare ; 
Texts  were  explain'd  by  fasting  and  by  prayer : 
This  was  the  fruit  the  private  spirit  brought ; 
Occasion'd  by  great  x^  and  little  thought. 
While  crowds  unleam'd,  yihit  rude  devotion  wn 
About  the  sacred  viands  bux  and  swarm. 
Hie  fly-blown  text  creates  a  crawling  brood ; 
And  turns  to  maggots  what  was  meant  for  food. 
A  thousand  diily  sects  rise  up  and  die ; 
A  thousand  mom  the  perish'd  race  supply : 
So  all  we  make  of  Heaven's  cBaoover'd  vnll. 
Is,  not  to  have  it,  or  to  use  it  ilL 
The  danger's  much  the  same ;  on  aevcial  riirivei 
If  ochen  wreck  U8,  or  we  vnteck  oundvcb 
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Whit  dm  fsnaiDi,  but,  wanng  each  cxtnme, 
the  odei  of  ^gnonoce  and  pride  to  stem? 
!leiiiMr  so  rich  e  treasure  to  forego ; 
id  proudly  seek  beyond  our  power  to  know : 
?tith  is  not  built  on  diaquisitione  vain; 
[be  thmgs  «e  must  beliere  are  few  and  plain : 
Bat,  aoce  men  will  beBere  more  dun  tfaej  need, 
^odemyman  will  make  himself  a  creed, 
i«  doubtful  quesliona  'tie  the  saftst  way 
To  lorn  what  unnspected  ancients  aay : 
For  'til  not  likely  are  should  higher  soar 
k  lORb  of  Heaven,  dian  all  the  diurch  before : 
Noroa  we  be  deoeiT'd,  unless  we  see 
n^  Scripture  and  the  fiuthers  disagree, 
fifterall  they  itand  suspected  sdll, 
>«r  00  nan's  latth  depends  upon  his  will ; 
nuoos  relief,  thai  points  not  clearly  known 
ntboot  much  hasaid  may  be  let  alone : 
^  iftcr  hssring  what  our  church  can  say, 
Cdl  oar  reason  runs  another  way, 
W  printfc  reason  'tis  more  just  to  curb, 
Wi  by  disputes,  the  public  peace  disturb, 
v  poioCi  obscure  are  of  small  use  to  learn : 
te  commoo  4piiet  is  mankind's  conoem. 
Tims  have  I  made  my  own  opinions  dear : 
it odtber  praise  expect,  nor  censure  fear: 
sd  ttu  uBpoitih'd  rugged  verse  I  dwsc; 
I  fttert  lor  disooune,  and  nearest  proae : 
ir  wbile  ftern  sacred  truth  I  do  not  swerve, 
m  Scerabold's  or  Tom  ShadweU's  rhymes  will 


TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 
noroiPAi.  PAnrntK  to  bis  majsstt. 

to  I  behdd  the  Ihirest  of  her  kind, 

ad  ttiU  the  sweet  idea  diarma  my  mind : 

be,  ^  WW  dumb ;  for  Nature-gas*d  so  long, 

kv'd  witfa  bar  week,  that  she  forgot  her  tongue ; 

be,  oaiJing,  said,  **  She  still  shiJl  gain  the  prize ; 

■ly  hsfc  tmosfcrr'd  it  to  her  eyes." 

■k  ve  thy  pacturca,  Kneller :  such  thy  skill, 

W  Nnure  acema  obedient  to  thy  will ; 

'■Ki  out,  snd  meets  thy  pencil  in  the  draught ; 

"ntboe,  and  wants  but  words  to  speak  her 

daou^ht. 
tkartdiy  pictures  look  a  voice;  and  we 
^ne  sonids,  decciv'd  to  that  degree, 
fe  tfauik  'tb  somewhat  more  than  just  to  sec. 
^ftidovf  arebutptivations  of  the  light; 
'«,  wbea  we  walk,  they  shoot  before  the  sight ; 
Ha  M  sppraacb,  retire,  ariae,  and  fall ; 
'■fai^K  themselves,  and  yet  ezpieaaing  aU. 
^  >r*  thy  pieces,  imitating  life 
**  eesr,  they  afanost  ooni|uer  in  die  strife ; 
M  from  tfaor  awimalwl  canvass  came, 
^■ndiag  souls,  and  loosen'd  from  die  frame. 
^"mtdmrn,  were  he  here,  would  cast  away 
■  Adiai,«iid  reAtse  a  soul  to  clay ; 
|>d  ether  would  d^  noble  work  inspire^ 
^  tNak  it  wvmcfloogh  without  his  fire. 
But  «ulgir  hands  aoay  vulgar  likeness  mise ; 
wik the  leest attendant  on  thy  piaise : 
^  hence  the  mdimeota  of  art  began ; 
^e«l,  or  dMlk,  ftnt  imitated  man  : 
5''*^  the  shadow,  taken  on  a  wall, 
Mfc  oodiMi  to  the  rode  origiiial ; 


Ere  canvass  yet  was  8lnria*d»  biiiftiii  the  giaee 
Of  blended  cxiloarB  found  thdr  use  and  plaoi^ 
Or  cyiiress  tabkta  first  reoeiv'd  a  facew 

By  slow  degrees  the  godlike  art  advanc'd ; 
As  man  grew  polish'd,  picture  was  enhanc'd  « 
Greece  added  posture,  shade,  and  perspective  j 
And  then  the  mimic  piece  began  to  live. 
Yet  perapecdve  was  lame,  no  distance  tru^ 
But  all  came  f<nrward  in  one  Gomm<m  view  ; 
No  point  of  light  was  known,  no  bounds  of  art ; 
IVhen  light  was  there,  it  knew  not  to  depart. 
But  glaring  on  remoter  objects  play'd ; 
Not  languiah'd,  and  insensibly  decay'd. 
.  Rome  rais'd  not  art,  but  barely  kept  aUve, 
And  with  old  Greece  unequally  did  strive ; 
Till  Goths  and  Vandals,  a  rude  northern  laoa^ 
Did  all  the  matchless  mftnmn^»ntff  defiue. 
Hien  all  the  Muses  in  one  ruin  lie. 
And  rhyme  b^gan  t'  enervate  poa|r|;- 
Thus,  in  a  stupid  military  8tat& 
The  pen  and  pendl  find  an  equal  firte. 
Flat  faces,  such  as  would  disgmce  a  screen. 
Such  as  in  Bantam's  embaisy  were  seen. 
Unrais'd,  unrounded,  were  the  rude  delight 
Of  brutal  nations,  only  born  to  fight. 
Long  time  the  sister  arts,  in  iron  sleeps 
A  heavy  sabbath  did  supinely  keep : 
At  length,  in  Raphael's  age,  at  once  they  rise^ 
Stretch  all  their  Itmbs,  and  open  all  their  eyes. 
Thence  rose  the  Roman,  and  the  Lombard  line ; 
One  colour'd  best,  and  one  did  best  design. 
Raphael's,  like  Hinner's^  was  die  nobler  pai^ 
But  Tidan's  painting  look'd  like  Virgil's  art. 

Thy  genius  gives  thee  both ;  where  true  desigOp 
Postures  unforc'd,  and  lively  colours  join. 
Likeness  is  ever  there ;  but  still  the  best. 
Like  proper  thoughts  in  lofty  language  drest ; 
Where  lif^t,  to  shades  descending,  plays,  not  striv^ 
Dies  by  d^^ees,  and  by  d^prees  revives. 
Of  various  parts  a  perfect  whole  is  wrought : 
Thy  pictures  think,  and  we  divine  their  thought. 

Shakspeare,  thy  gift,  I  place  before  my  sight : 
Widi  awe,  I  ask  his  blessing  ere  I  write ; 
With  reverence  look  on  his  majestic  five ; 
IVoud  to  be  less,  but  of  his  godlike  race. 
His  soul  in^ires  me,  while  thy  praise  I  write. 
And  I,  like  Teucer,  under  Ajax  fight.  [breatt 

Bids  thee,  through  me,  behold;   with  dauntlesa 
Contemn  the  bad,  and  emulate  the  best. 
Like  his,  thy  critics,  in  th'  attempt  are  lost : 
When  most  they  rail,  know  then,  diey  envy  moat. 
In  vain  they  snarl  aloof ;  a  noisy  crowd. 
Like  women's  anger,  impotent  and  loud. 
While  they  their  barren  industry  deplore 
Pass  on  secure,  and  mind  the  goal  before. 
Old  as  she  is,  my  Muse  shall  march  behind. 
Bear  oflT  the  blaai,  and  intercept  the  wind* 
Our  arts  are  sisters,  toough  not  twins  in  birth : 
For  hymns  were  sung  in  Eden's  happy  earth  : 
But  di,  the  painter  Muse,  though  last  in  place. 
Has  seiz'd  the  blessing  fii^  Uke  Jacob's  race. 
Apelles*  art  an  Alexander  found  ; 
And  Raphael  did  with  Leo's  gdd  abound ; 
But  Homer  was  with  barren  laurel  crown'd. 
Thou  hadst  thy  Charles  a  while,  and  so  had  I ; 
But  pass  we  tlut  unpleasing  image  by. 
Rich  in  thyself,  and  of  thyself  dirine  ; 
All  pilgrims  come  and  ofler  at  thy  shrine. 
A  gnuxful  truth  thy  pencil  can  command ; 
The  fiur  themselves  go  mended  from  thy  hand. 


in 


DRYDEN. 


LilrfnfW  sppein  f n  cvttj  KnaaneBt ; 

But  likeness  in  thy  work  is  doqtient. 

nHMigli  Nature  there  her  true  resembbnoe  bears, 

A  nobler  beautj  in  thy  piece  appears* 

So  warm  ihy  work,  so  glows  ^  generous  frame^ 

Flesh  looks  less  living  in  the  lovely  dame. 

Hmmi  paiut's^as  we  describe,  improving  stiU, 

When  on  wild  Nature  we  ingraft  our  skill ; 

But  not  creating  beauties  at  our  will. 
But  poets  are  confin'd  in  narrower  spaoe^ 

To  tspeik  the  language  of  their  native  place : 

The  painter  widely  stretches  his  conunand ; 

Thy  pencil  speaks  the  tongue  of  every  land. 

From  hence,  my  friend,  sil  climates  are  your  own, 

Nor  can  joa  forfeit,  for  you  hold  of  none. 

AU  nations  all  immunities  will  give 

To  make  you  theirs,  where'er  you  please  to  live ; 

And  not  sevm  cities,  but  the  w<N>ld  would  strive. 
Sure  some  propitious  planet  then  did  smile, 

When  6nt  you  were  oonducted  to  this  isle : 

Our  genius  brought  you  here,  t*  enlarge  our  fiune ; 

For  your  good  stars  are  every  where  the  same. 

Thy  matchless  hand,  of  every  region  free. 

Adopts  our  climate,  not  our  climate  thee. 

Great  Rome  and  Venice  early  did  impart 
To  tliee  th*  eiamples  of  their  wondrous  art. 

Tliose  masters  then,  but  seen,  not  understood. 
With  generous  emulation  fir'd  thy  blood : 
For  what  in  Nature's  dawn  the  child  admir'd, 
Tlie  youth  endeavour'd,  and  the  man  acquir*d. 

If  yet  thou  hast  not  reach*d  their  high  degree, 
*T!s  only  wanting  to  this  age,  not  thee. 
Thy  genius,  bounded  by  the  times,  like  mine, 
Drudges  on  petty  draughts,  nor  dare  design 
A  more  exalted  work,  and  more  divine. 
For  what  a  song,  or  senseless  opera. 
Is  to  the  living  labour  of  a  play ; 
Or  what  a  play  to  Virgil*s  work  would  be. 
Such  is  a  single  piece  to  history. 

But  we,  who  life  bestow,  ourselves  must  live : 
Kings  cannot  reign,  unless  their  subjects  give : 
And  they,  who  pay  the  taxes,  bear  the  rule : 
Thus,  thou,  sometimes,  art  forc'd  to  draw  a  fool : 
But  so  his  follies  in  thy  posture  sink. 
The  senseless  ideot  seems  at  last  to  think.        [vain, 
Good  Heaven  !  that  sots  and  knaves  sliould  be  so 
To  wish  their  vile  resemblance  may  remain  ! 
And  stand  recorded,  at  their  own  request 
To  future  days,  a  libel  or  a  jest ! 

Else  should  we  see  your  noble  pencil  trace 
Our  unities  of  action,  time,  and  place : 
A  whole  compos'd  of  parts,  and  those  the  best. 
With  every  various  character  exprest ; 
Heroes  at  large,  and  at  a  nearer  view : 
Less,  and  at  distance,  an  ignobler  crew. 
While  all  the  figures  in  one  action  join. 
As  tending  to  complete  the  main  design. 
More  cannot  be  by  mortal  art  exprest ; 
But  venerable  age  shall  add  the  rest. 
For  Time  shall  with  his  ready  pencil  stand ; 
Retouch  your  figures  with  his  ripening  hand  ; 
Mellow  your  colours,  and  imbrown  the  teint ; 
Add  every  grace,  whidi  Time  alone  can  grant ; 
To  future  ages  shall  your  fiune  convey. 
And  give  more  beauties  dian  he  takes  away. 


THE  COCK  AND  THE  FOX: 

Oft  THX  TALK  OF  TRB  KUK's  nUXSf. 

Tmaa  liv*d,  as  antfaors  tdl,  in  day%  at  yon, 
A  widow,  somewhat  old,  and  very  poor : 
Deep  in  her  cdl  her  cottage  lonely  stood. 
Well  thatch'd,  and  under  covert  of  a  wood. 
Tliis  dowager,  on  whom  my  tale  I  found. 
Since  last  Ae  laid  her  husband  in  the  ground, 
A  simple  sober  Ufe,  in  patience,  led. 
And  had  but  just  enou^  to  buy  her  bread : 
But  huswifing  the  little  Heaven  had  lent. 
She  duly  paid  a  groat  for  quarter  rent ; 
And  pinch*d  her  belly,  with  her  daughters  two^ 
To  bring  the  year  about  with  much  adob 

The  cattle  in  her  homestead  were  three  sows, 
An  ewe  caU*d  Mallie,  and  three  brinded  corn. 
Her  parlour-window  stuck  vrith  herbs  around. 
Of  savoury  smell ;  and  rushes  strew*d  the  gnaaL 
A  maple^lresser  in  her  hall  she  had. 
On  which  full  many  a  slender  meal  she  ma^; 
For  no  delicious  morsel  pass*d  her  throat ; 
According  to  her  cloth  she  cut  her  coat  ? 
No  poignant  sauce  she  knew,  nor  costly  trett. 
Her  hunger  gave  a  relisli  to  her  meat : 
A  sparing  diet  did  her  health  assure ; 
Or,  sick,  a  pepper  posset  was  her  cure. 
Before  the  day  was  done,  her  work  she  sped. 
And  never  went  by  candle-Ught  to  bed : 
With  exercise  she  sweat  ill  humcmrs  out. 
Her  dancing  vras  not  hinder*d  by  the  gout.  j 

Her  poverty  was  glad ;  her  heart  content ; 
Nor  knew  die  what  the  spleen  or  vapours  mesnt     ' 

Of  wine  she  never  tasted  through  the  year. 
But  white  and  black  was  all  her  homdy  cheer: 
Brown  bread,  and  milk,  (but  first  she  skimm'd  hi 

bowls) 
And  rashers  of  singM  bacon  on  the 
On  holy  days  an  ^g,  or  two  at  moat ; 
But  her  ambition  never  reach*d  to 

A  yard  slie  liad  with  pales  enclos*d  about. 
Some  high,  some  low  and  a  dry  ditdi  without. 
Within  tliis  liomestead,  liv*d,  without  a  _ 
For  crowing  loud,  the  noble  Chanticleer  ; 
So  hight  her  cock,  whose  singing  did 
The  merry  notes  of  organs  at  the  mass. 
More  certain  was  the  crowing  of  the  oock 
To  number  hours,  tlian  is  an  abbey-dodL  ; 
And  sooner  than  the  matin-bell  was  rung, 
lie  clappM  his  wings  upon  his  roost,  and 
For  when  degrees  fifteen  ascended  right. 
By  sure  instinct  he  knew  'twas  one  at  niglii. 
Hiffh  was  his  comb,  and  conUred  withal. 
In  dents  embattled  like  a  csatle  wall ; 
His  bill  was  raven-black,  and  shone  like  jet ; 
Blue  were  his  legs,  and  orient  were  his  fisel  z 
White  were  his  nails,  like  silver  to  behold. 
His  body  flittering  like  the  bumish'd  gold. 
This  gentle  cock,  for  solace  of  his  life. 
Six  misses  had,  besides  his  lawftil  wife; 
Scandal,  that  spares  no  kin^  though  ne*cr  ao  goo 
Says,  they  were  all  of  his  ovm  flesh  and  Uood, 
His  sisters  both  by  sire  and  mother's  side ; 
And  sure  their  likeness  show'd  them  near  ally'd. 
But  make  the  worst,  the  monarch  did  no  more, 
llian  all  the  Ptolemys  had  done  before : 
When  incest  is  for  interest  of  a  nation, 
'Tis  made  no  sin  by  holy  dispensation. 
Some  lines  have  been  moiutain'd  by  this  aloac, 
>Vhich  by  their  common  ugliness  arc  kncwu. 
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But pHung thisy  asfinom our  tde mpatt. 
Dune  Btftlct  was  the  lovereign  of  his  bewt : 
Inleot  ID  love,  outngeous  in  his  play, 
9c  fcaifaer'd  her  a  hundred  times  a  day: 
And  the,  thst  was  not  only  passing  fiur,    ' 
3ut  was  withsi  discreet,  and  debonair, 
Rewlv'd  the  psasiTe  doctrine  to  fulfil, 
Thoo]^  loth ;  and  let  him  work  his  wicked  will : 
At  ixard  sod  bed  was  affable  and  kind. 
According  at  their  marriage  vow  did  bind, 
Ania  the  church's  precept  had  enjoin*d  : 
Ev'd  since  she  was  a  se*nnight  old,  they  say, 
^^  daste  and  humble  to  her  dying  day, 
Kordick  nor  hen  was  known  to  disobey. 

By  this  her  husband's  heart  she  did  obtain ; 
flat  csanot  beauty,  join*d  with  rirtue,  gain ! 
k  WM  his  only  joy,  and  he  her  pride, 
k  when  be  walk'd,  went  pecking  by  his  side ; 
( ^rning  up  the  ground,  be  sprung  a  com, 
W  tribute  in  his  biU  to  her  was  borne. 
«(« ah !  whst  joy  it  was  to  hear  him  sing 
I  atimaer,  when  the  day  began  to  spring, 
Mdiing  his  neck,  and  warbling  in  bis  throat, 
Solus  cum  tola,"  then  was  all  his  note. 

V  is  the  days  of  yore,  the  birds  of  parts       [arts. 
^•c  bred  to  speak,  and  sing,  and  learn  the  liberal 
It  happ'd,  that,  perching  oo  the  pariour-beam 
Budst  his  wives,  bo  had  a  deadly  dreun, 

M  It  the  dawn ;  and  sigh'd,  and  groan'd  so  fast, 

■every  breath  he  drew  would  be  his  last. 

■Be  Fkrtlct,  enr  nearest  to  bis  side, 

onl  all  his  piteoiBS  moan,  and  how  he  cry'd 

V  help  from  gods  and  men  :  and  sore  aghast 
tpeckd  and  puU'd,  and  waken*d  him  at  last 
ktfhesrt,*' said  she,  <'forlove  of  Heaven,  declare 
Mr  psin,8nd  make  me  partner  of  your  care. 

■  posn,  sir,  ever  since  the  morning-light, 

I  nmediiog  had  diatnrb'd  your  noble  spright.** 
*Aiid,  madam,  wcU  I  might,'*  said  Chanticleer, 
^cr  wBs  dnovatadc  cock  in  such  a  fear ; 
f*D  itJU  I  run  ail  over  in  a  sweat, 
r  nncely  senses  not  recover'd  yet. 
r  Kttb  s  dream  I  had  of  dire  portent, 

■  icoch  1  fear  my  body  will  be  abent : 
^^  I  ihall  have  wars  and  woeful  strife, 
^i"  «  kMthsome  dungeon  end  my  life. 

**t  dsme,  I  dreamt  within  my  troubled  breast, 
K  m  our  yard  I  saw  a  murderous  beast, 

■  m  a^y  body  would  have  made  arrest 
9k  »akiog  eyes  I  ne'er  beheld  his  fellow ; 

■  colour  was  betwixt  a  red  and  yellow : 
n'd  was  his  tail,  and  both  bis  pricking  ears 
■'^  blsek,  and  much  unlike  his  other  bain : 

a  fttt,  in  shape  ^  facagle's  whelp  throughout, 
■h  bvosder  forehead,  and  a  sharper  snout : 
^iiD  his  front  were  sunk  his  glowing  eyes, 
M  ret  mcdnnks  I  sae  him  with  surprise. 
^  wit  ycnr  hand,  I  drop  with  chunmy  sweat, 
^  ^  it  to  my  heart,  and  feel  it  beat " 
*Nowfyfor  rime,"  quoth  sbe^  "  by  HeaTen 


IBB  hM  for  ever  lost  thy  lady's  love ; 

I  BooHD  can  endure  a  recreant  knij^t, 

» BM  be  bold  by  day,  and  free  by  night: 

owa  6tem%  a hmband  or  a  frieiid, 

bo  can  «ir  bonow  and  his  own  defend ; 

•ie,  hsrdy,  taoet,  Ubaial  of  his  purse : 

ioul  i»  nameous,  but  a  coward  wone : 

'  ^MKmg  coicDOEib,  yet  no  baffled  knight, 

»•  d»«i  ihott  talk  oflove,  and  dar'st  not  fight? 


I  How  dar'st  thou  tell  thy  dame  thou  art  aflTear'd  ? 
Hast  thou  no  manly  heart,  and  hast  a  beard  ? 

*'  If  aught  from  fearful  dreams  may  be  divin'd, 
They  signify  a  cock  of  dungliill  kind. 
All  dreiuns,  as  in  old  Galen  I  have  read. 
Are  from  repletion  and  complexion  bred; 
From  rising  fiimes  of  indigested  food, 
And  noxious  hiunours  tluit  infect  the  blood : 
And  sure,  my  lord,  if  I  can  read  aright. 
These  foolish  fancies  you  have  luul  to-night 
Are  certain  symptoms  (in  the  canting  style) 
Of  boiling  clioler,  and  abounding  bile ; 
Hiis  yellow  gall,  that  in  your  stomach  floats, 
Engenders  all  these  visionary  thouglits. 
When  choler  overflows,  then  dreams  are  bred 
Of  flames,  and  all  the  family  of  red ; 
Red  dragons,  and  red  beasts  in  sleep  we  view. 
For  himiours  are  distinguish'd  by  their  hue. 
From  hence  we  dream  of  wars  and  warlike  things^ 
And  wasps  and  hornets  with  their  double  wings. 
Choler  adust  congeals  our  blood  with  fear. 
Then  black  bulls  toss  us,  and  black  derils  tear. 
In  sanguine  airy  dreams  aloft  we  bound. 
With  rheums  oppress'd  we  sink,  in  rivers  drown 'd. 

"  More  I  could  say,  but  thus  conclude  my  theme^ 
The  dominating  humour  makes  the  dream. 
Cato  was  in  his  time  accounted  vrise. 
And  he  condemns  than  all  for  empty  lies. 
Take  my  adrice,  and  wlien  we  fly  to  ground, 
With  laxatives  preserve  your  body  sound. 
And  purge  tlie  peccant  hiunours  that  abound. 
I  should  be  lotli  to  lay  you  on  a  bier ; 
And  though  there  lives  no  'pothecary  near, 
I  dare  for  once  prescribe  for  your  disease. 
And  save  long  bills,  and  a  damn'd  doctor's  fees. 

'*  Two   sovereign    herbs,  which  I  by   prectiee 
know. 
And  both  at  hand  (for  in  our  yard  they  grow) ; 
On  peril  of  my  soul  shall  rid  you  wholly 
Of  3reUow  choler,  and  of  melancholy : 
You  must  both  purge  and  vomit ;  but  obey. 
And  for  the  love  of  Heaven  make  no  delay. 
Since  hot  and  dry  in  your  complexion  join. 
Beware  the  Sun  when  in  a  veitial  sign ; 
For  idien  he  mounts  exalted  in  the  Ram, 
If  then  he  finds  your  body  in  a  Barney 
Replete  with  clioler,  I  dare  lay  a  groat, 
A  tertian  ague  is  at  least  your  lot 
Perhaps  a  fever  (which  the  gods  forefend) 
May  bring  your  youth  to  some  untimely  end : 
And  therefore,  sir,  as  you  desire  to  live, 
A  day  or  two  before  your  laxative. 
Take  just  three  worms,  nor  under  nor  above. 
Because  the  gods  unequal  numbers  love. 
These  digestives  prepare  you  for  your  puige ; 
Of  fumetery,  centaury,  and  spurge. 
And  of  ground-ivy  add  a  leaf  or  two. 
All  which  witliin  our  yard  or  garden  grow. 
Eat  these,  and  be,  my  lord,  of  better  sheer ; 
Your  Other's  son  was  never  bom  to  fear." 

«  Madam,"  quoth  he,  *'  grammercy  for  your  care. 
But  Cato,  wliom  you  quoted,  you  may  spare: 
'Tts  true,  a  wise  and  worthy  man  he  seems. 
And  (as  you  say)  gave  no  belief  to  dreams : 
But  other  men  of  more  authority, 
And,  by  th'  immortal  powers,  as  wise  as  he. 
Maintain,  with  sounder  sense,  tliat  drvams  forebode  ; 
For  Homer  plainly  says  they  come  from  God. 
Nor  Cato  said  it :  but  some  modern  fool 
Impos'd  in  Caio's  name  on  boys  at  soltooL 
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'<  Believe  me,  maden,  morning  drtuu  fiateihew 
Til*  event  of  things,  and  future  weak  or  woe : 
Some  tnitlis  are  not  by  reaaon  lo  bv  try*d» 
But  we  have  sure  experience  for  our  guide. 
An  ancient  author,  equal  with  the  best. 
Relates  tliis  tale  of  dreams  among  the  rest. 

"  Two  friends  or  brothers,  with  devout  intent. 
On  some  far  piigrimage  together  went. 
It  happened  so^  that,-  when  the  Sun  was  down, 
They  just  arrived  by  twilight  at  a  town : 
That  day  had  been  the  baiting  of  a  bull, 
'Twas  at  a  feast,  and  every  inn  so  full. 
Hut  no  void  room  in  chamber,  or  on  ground. 
And  but  one  sorry  bed  was  to  be  found : 
And  that  so  h'ttle  it  would  hold  but  one, 
Though  till  this  hour  they  never  lay  alone. 

<*  So  were  they  forced  to  part ;  one  stay'd  bcliind. 
His  fellow  sought  what  lodging  he  could  find : 
At  last  lie  found  a  stall  where  oxen  stood. 
And  that  he  rather  chose  than  lie  abroad. 
'Twas  in  a  farther  yard  without  a  door ; 
But,  for  his  ease,  well  litter*d  was  the  floor. 

**  His  fellow,  who  the  narrow  bed  had  kept. 
Was  weary,  and  without  a  rocker  slept : 
Supine  he  snor*d ;  but  in  the  dead  of  night. 
He  dreamt  his  friend  appear'd  before  his  sight, 
Who^  with  a  gliastly  look  and  doleful  cry, 
Said,  *  Help  me,  brother,  or  tliis  night  1  die : 
Arise,  and  help,  before  all  help  be  vain. 
Or  in  an  cz*s  stall  I  shall  be  slain.* 

"  Rous*d  from  his  rest,  he  wakened  in  a  start, 
Shivering  with  lionrour,  and  witli  aching  heart. 
At  length  to  cure  himself  by  reason  tries ; 
*Tis  but  a  dream,  and  what  are  dreams  but  lies? 
So  thinking,  changed  his  side,  and  dos'd  his  eyes. 
His  dream  returns ;  his  friend  appears  again : 

*  The  murderers  come,  now  help,  or  I  am  slain  :* 
*Twas  but  a  vision  still,  and  visions  are  but  vain. 
He  dreamt  the  third :  but  now  his  friend  appear'd 
Pale,  naked,  pierc'd  with  wounds,  with  blood  be 

smear'd: 
Tlirice  wam*d,  <  Awake,'  said  he ;  *  relief  is  late, 
The  deed  is  done ;  but  thou  revenge  my  fate: 
Tardy  of  aid,  unseal  thy  heavy  eyes, 
Awake,  and  with  tlie  dawning  day  arise : 
Take  to  the  western  gale  thy  ready  way, 
For  by  that  passage  they  my  corpse  convey  : 
My  corpse  is  in  a  tumbril  laid,  among 
Tlie  filUi  and  ordure,  and  enclos*d  with  dung : 
That  cart  arrest,  and  raise  a  common  cry  ; 
For  sacred  hunger  of  my  gold,  I  die  : 
Then  show  'd  his  grisly  wound :  and  last  he  drew 
A  piteous  sigli,  and  took  a  long  adieu.* 

**  The  frighted  friend  arose  by  break  of  day, 
And  found  the  stall  where  late  his  fellow  lay. 
Then  of  his  impious  host  inquiring  more, 
Was  answer'd  that  his  guest  was  gone  lieforc : 

*  Muttering,  he  went,*  said  he,  *  by  morning  light. 
And  much  complained  of  his  ill  rest  by  niglit.* 
This  rais'd  suspicion  in  the  pilgrim's  mind ; 
Because  all  hosts  are  of  an  evil  kind, 

And  oft  to  sliare  tlie  spoils  with  robbers  joined. 
"  His  dream  confirm'd  histliought :  witli  troubled 
look 
Straight  to  tlie  western  gate  his  way  lie  took; 
There,  as  his  dbream  foretold,  a  cait  he  found, 
That  carry  *d  compost  forth  to  dung  tlie  ground. 
This  when  the  pilgrim  saw,  lie  stretch'd  his  throat, 
And  cry'd  out  murder  with  a  yelling  note. 
'  My  murdcr*d  fdlow  in  this  cart  lies  dead, 
Vengeance  and  justice  on  the  villain's  head. 


TemagutBrtea^  who 

On  you  I  call,  to  punish  this  oflcswe.* 

**  Hie  word  thus  given,  witiwi  a  Islde  i^sce, 
The  mob  came  roaring  out,  and  thrang'd  the  piaet 
All  in  a  trice  they  cast  the  can  to  the  gnnnd, 
And  in  the  dung  the  murder*d  body  found; 
Though  breathiesB,  warm,  and  ivekiag  fioB  ih 

wound. 
Good  Heaven,  whose  dariing  attribute  we  find 
Is  boundless  grace,  and  mercy  to  mankind. 
Abhors  the  cruel ;  and  the  deeds  of  night 
By  wondrous  ways  reveals  in  open  light : 
Murder  may  pass  unpunish'd  for  a  time. 
But  tardy  Justice  will  o'ertake  the  crime. 
And  oh  a  qieedier  pain  the  guilty  feels : 
The  hue  and  cry  of  Heaven  pursues  him  at  the  Mk 
Fresh  from  the  Act,  as  in  the  present  case, 
The  criminals  are  seiz*d  upon  the  place : 
Carter  and  host  confronted  face  to  faob 
Stiff  in  denial,  as  the  law  appoints, 
On  engines  they  distend  their  tortured  joints: 
So  vras  confessioa  fi>rc*d,  th'  offence  was  knows, 
And  public  justice  on  th*  offenders  done. 

*'  Here  may  you  see  that  visions  are  to  dnad; 
And  in  the  pa^  tliat  follows  this,  I  read 
Of  two  young  merchants,  whom  the  hope  of  ^ 
Induc'd  in  partnership  to  cross  the  main. 
Waiting  till  willing  winds  their  sails  supply *d, 
Witliin  a  trading  town  they  long  abide. 
Full  fairly  situate  on  a  haven's  side  ; 
One  evening  it  befell,  that  looking  out, 
'Hie  wind  tliey  long  had  wish'd  was  ocnne  iboati 
Well  pleas*d  they  went  to  rest ;  and  if  the  gsle 
Till  mom  continued,  both  resolv'd  to  saiL 
But  as  togetlier  in  a  bed  they  lay. 
The  younger  had  a  dream  at  break  of  day. 
A  man  he  thought  stood  frowning  at  his  side : 
Who  wam'd  liim  for  his  safety  to  provide 
Nor  put  to  sea,  but  safe  on  shore  abide. 
'  I  come,  tliy  genius,  to  command  tliy  stay ; 
IVust  not  die  winds,  for  fatal  is  the  day. 
And  Death  unhop'd  attends  the  watery  way.* 

"  llie  vision  said :  and  vanish'd  fiom  hai  i:^ 
Tlie  dreamer  waken *d  in  a  mortal  fri^it : 
Then  puU'd  his  drowsy  neighbour,  and  dedsr'd 
What  in  his  slumber  he  had  seen  and  beard. 
His  firiend  smll'd  scornful,  and  with  proud  come 
Rejects  as  idle  what  his  fellow  dnsamt. 
*  S^y,  who  will  stay :  'for  me  no  fears  restssin, 
Who  follow  Mercury  the  god  of  gain ; 
Let  each  man  do  as  to  his  fancy  seenis» 
I  wait  not,  I,  till  you  have  better  dreains. 
Dreams  arc  but  interludes  which  Fancy  makes 
When  monardi  Reason  sleeps  this  mimic  wakei 
Compounds  a  medley  of  disjointed  things;, 
A  inub  of  coblers,  and  a  court  oi  kings  : 
IJght  fumes  arc  merry,  grosser  fumes  an  sad : 
Botli  are  the  reasonable  soul  run  mad : 
And  many  monstrous  forms  in  sleep  we  sec, 
Tliat  neither  were,  nor  are,  nor  e*er  can  be. 
Sometimes  forgotten  things  long  cast  bebiod 
Rusli  forward  in  the  brain,  and  come  to  mind.  | 
The  nurse's  legends  are  for  truths  receiv*d« 
And  the  man  dreams  but  what  tiie  boy  bdiev'd.! 
Sometimes  we  but  rehearse  a  former  play. 
The  night  restores  our  actions  done  by  day ; 
As  hounds  in  sleep  will  open  for  tlieir  prey. 
In  sliort,  the  farce  of  dreams  is  of  a  piece. 
Chimeras  all ;  and  moee  absurd,  or  less; 
You,  who  believe  in  talcs,  abide  alone  ^ 
Whate*er  I  get  this  voyage  is  ray  own.' 
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**  Umi  wUe  bespoke,  he  heard  the  afaoatSng  crew 
HKtcall'd  tboerd,  and  took  hu  laat  adieu. 
TIm  tokI  nent  before  a  merry  gale, 
And  for  qokk  peaiage  put  on  ererj  nil : 
Bot  vkn  least  fear'd,  and  ev'n  in  open  daj, 
TV  miichicf  overtook  her  in  the  way : 
Wbrtber  she  sprung  a  leak,  I  cannot  find. 
Or  vkcthcr  she  was  overset  with  wind, 
Or  tbt  some  rode  below  her  bottom  rent; 
Ik  down  at  once  with  all  her  crew  she  went : 
H«r  ftUow  ships  from  far  her  loss  descry'd : 
Btttoolj  she  was  sunk,  and  all  were  safe  beside. 

"  fij  this  eiample  you  are  taught  again, 
TWdrcnnsand  visions  are  not  always  vain : 
ftii  if;  dear  Piurtlet,  you  are  still  in  doubt, 
Aiodier  tale  shall  make  the  former  out 

**  Kenefan  the  aon  of  Kenulph,  Mercia's  king, 
Visie  holy  life  the  legends  loudly  sing, 
Vvn'd  in  a  dream,  hM  murder  did  foretell 
Ftam  point  to  point  as  after  it  befell ; 
UJ  drconslances  to  his  nurse  he  told 
A  voDder  from  n  child  of  seren  years  old) : 
tht  dicsm  with  horrour  heard,  the  good  old  wife 
^nn  trassoD  coanod'd  him  to  guard  his  life ; 
bt  ckw  to  keep  the  secret  in  his  mind, 
r«  ■  bof'g  fiiion  smell  beUef  would  find. 
!k  pioiu  child,  by  promise  bound,  obeyed, 
Sar  was  th«  firtal  murder  long  deiay*d  : 
W  Qacnda  stain,  he  feU  before  his  time, 
hde  s  young  martyr  by  his  sister's  crime, 
k  tsk  is  told  by  venerable  Bed^ 
^^  It  your  better  Icisoie  you  may  read. 
"  MauuUus  too  relates  the  vision  sent 
0  the  icrait  Sapiot  vrith  the  iam*d  event ; 
l(>«iions  makes,  but  after  makes  replies, 
^  «Ui,  that  drenms  are  often  prophesies. 
"  Of  Daniel  you  may  read  in  holy  writ, 
^  when  the  king  his  vision  did  forget, 
*bU  wotd  for  word  the  wondrous  dream  repeat. 
■*  ^  of  patriardi  Joseph  understand, 
'ho  by  a  dresm  enalnT'd  th*  Egyptian  Umd, 
W  ?ms  of  pfenty  and  of  dearth  foretold, 
|W.  for  dMv  bre«l,  tbev  liberty  they  sold, 
ir  mmt  tfa'  eaalted  butler  be  forgot, 
w  be  whose  «k«am  pvesag'd  his  hanging  lot 

*  .\jid  did  not  Crossus  Ae  same  death  foresee, 
^'d  ifl  hn  vision  on  a  lofty  tree? 

^  «ifc  of  Hecaor,  in  his  utmost  pride, 
^  of  his  death  the  mght  before  he  dy'd; 
'cfl  WIS  he  wara'd  ft«m  battle  to  refrain, 

■  laes  to  death  decreed  are  wam'd  in  vain  : 
edar'd  the  dream,  and  by  his  ftoal  foe  vras shun. 
"  Moch  mote  I  know,  which  I  forbear  to  speak, 
a  «•  the  ruddy  day  begins  to  break ; 
»^tuffcc,thatphni5y  I  foresee 

if  dresm  was  bad,  and  bodes  adversity : 
"  Mihv  pills  nor  laxatives  I  like, 
^  only  terw  lo  make  the  well-man  sick  : 
^thae  his  gain  tlie  sharp  pbysidan  makes, 
■^  oAm  gives  •  purge,  but  seldom  takes : 
^  not  oorrect,  but  poison  all  the  blood, 
^  ae'cr  did  any  bot  the  doctors  good : 
^  tribe,  trader  trinkets,  I  defy  them  all, 

*  tnry  wqHl  of  'polhecary's  hall. 
^  nielaBchely  matten  I  foibcar : 

■  bt  me  lell  tfasc,  Bullet  mine,  and  swear, 
^  «hcn  I  view  the  beauties  of  thy  Ihoe, 
fev  not  doBlh,  nor  dangers,  nor  disgrace : 
tay  ay  seui  have  blim,  as,  when  I  spy 

^  icarlet  red  abool  thy  partoidge  eye, 


While  thou  art  constant  to  thy  own  true  knight, 
While  tfxm  art  mine,  and  I  am  thy  delight. 
All  sorrows  at  thy  presence  take  tlieir  fli^t. 
For  true  it  is,  as  in  prindpio, 
Mulier  est  hominis  confusio. 
Madam,  the  meaning  of  this  Latin  is. 
That  woman  is  to  man  his  sovereign  Uiss. 
For  when  by  ni^t  I  feel  your  tender  side. 
Though  for  the  narrow  pcnicfa  I  cannot  ride^ 
Yet  I  have  such  a  solace  in  my  mind, 
That  all  my  boding  cares  are  cast  behind ; 
And  ev'n  already  I  forget  my  dream :  ** 
He  said,  and  downward  flew  ftom  off  the  beam. 
For  day-light  now  began  apace  to  spring. 
The  thrush  to  whistle,  and  the  lark  to  sing. 
Then  crowing  clapp*d  Ms  wings,  th*  appointed  call. 
To  chuck  his  wives  together  in  the  hall. 

By  this  the  widow  luul  unbarr*d  the  door, 
And  Chanticleer  went  strutting  out  before^ 
With  royal  courage,  and  with  heart  so  light. 
As  show'd  he  scom'd  the  visions  of  the  night 
Now  roaming  in  the  yard  he  spum'd  the  ground. 
And  gave  to  Fsrtlet  the  fitst  grain  he  found. 
Then  often  feather'd  her  virith  wanton  pUy, 
And  trod  her  twenty  times  ere  prime  of  day : 
And  took  by  turns  and  gave  so  much  delight^ 
Her  sisters  pin'd  with  envy  at  the  sight 
He  chuck*d  again,  when  other  corns  he  found. 
And  scarcely  deign*d  to  set  a  foot  to  ground ; 
But  swagger*d  like  a  lord  about  his  hall, 
Aqd  his  seven  wives  came  running  at  his  call. 

'Twas  now  the  month  in  which  the  world  began 
(If  March  beheld  the  first  created  man) : 
And  since  the  vernal  equinox,  the  Sun, 
In  Aries,  twelve  degrees,  or  more,  had  run ; 
When  casting  up  his  eyes  against  the  light. 
Both  month,  and  day,  and  hour,  he  measur'd  riglit. 
And  told  more  truly  than  th*  Epiiemeris : 
For  Art  may  err,  but  Nature  cannot  miss. 

Thus  numbering  times  and  seasons  in  his  breast^ 
His  second  crowing  the  third  hour  confessed. 
Then  turning,  said  to  Pardet,  «  See,  my  dear, 
How  lavish  Nature  has  adom'd  the  year ; 
How  the  pale  primrose  and  blue  violet  spring. 
And  birds  essay  their  throats,  disus'd  to  sing  : 
All  these  are  ours;  and  I  with  pleasure  see 
Man  strutting  on  two  legs,  and  aping  me : 
An  unfledg'd  creature,  of  a  lumpish  ftame, 
£ndow*d  with  fewer  particles  of  flame  : 
Our  dames  sit  scouring  o*cr  a  kitchen  fire, 
I  drew  ftcsli  air,  and  Nature*s  works  admire: 
And  ev*n  this  day  in  more  delight  abound. 
Than,  since  I  was  an  egg,  I  ever  found.*' 

The  time  shall  come  wlien  Chanticleer  shall  wish 
His  words  unsaid,  and  hate  his  boasted  bliss : 
The  crested  bird  shall  by  experience  know, 
Jove  made  not  him  hfa  master-piece  below ; 
And  learn  the  latter  eml  of  joy  is  woe. 
The  vessd  of  his  bliss  to  dr^  is  run. 
And  Heaven  vnll  have  hun  taste  his  otiier  tun. 

Ye  wise,  draw  near,  and  hearken  to  my  tale^ 
Which  proves  that  oft  tiie  proud  by  flattery  fidl : 
The  legend  is  as  true,  I  undertake. 
As  Tristran  is,  and  Launcdot  of  the  lake: 
Which  all  our  ladies  in  such  reverence  hold. 
As  if  in  book  of  martyrs  it  were  told. 

A  fox,  folUhmght  with  seemmg  sanctity. 
That  fear'd  an  oath,  but,  like  the  Devil,  would  lie  ', 
Who  look*d  like  Lent,  and  had  die  holy  leer. 
And  durst  not  sin  before  he  said  his  prayer ; 
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TIlis  pious  cheat,  that  never  suck*d  the  blooi). 
Nor  chcw*d  the  flesh  of  Urabs,  but  when  he  cou*d  ; 
Had  pass*d   three  summers  in  the  neighbouring 

wood: 
And  musing  long  whom  next  to  circumvent. 
On  Chanticleer  his  wicked  fimcy  bent : 
And  in  his  high  imagination  cast. 
By  stratagem  to  gratify  his  taste. 

The  plot  contriv'd,  before  the  break  of  day, 
Saint  Reynard  tlirough  the  hedge  had  made  his  way ; 
The  pale  was  next,  but  proudly  with  a  bound 
He  leapt  tlie  fence  of  the  forbidden  ground : 
Yet,  fearing  to  be  seen,  within  a  bed 
Of  colcworts  he  conceal'd  his  wily  head ; 
Then  sculk*d  till  afternoon,  and  watch'd  his  time, 
(  As  murderers  use)  to  perpetrate  his  crime. 

0  hypocrite,  ingenious  to  destroy, 

O  traitor,  wotbc  than  Sinon  was  to  Troy ! 

O  vile  subvcrter  of  tlic  Gallic  reign. 

More  false  than  Gano  was  to  Charlemaign ! 

0  Chanticleer,  in  an  unhappy  hour 
Didst  thou  forsake  the  safety  of  thy  bower : 
]{cttcr  for  thee  thou  hadst  believ*d  thy  dream. 
And  not  tliat  day  descended  from  the  beam ! 

Rut  here  tlie  doctors  eagerly  dispute : 
Some  hold  predestination  absolute : 
Some  clerks  maintain,  that  Heaven  at  first  foresees, 
And  in  the  virtue  of  foresight  decrees. 
If  this  be  so*  then  prescience  binds  the  will. 
And  mortals  are  not  free  to  good  or  ill : 
For  what  he  drst  foresaw,  he  must  ordain, 
Or  its  eternal  prescience  may  be  vain  : 
As  bad  for  us  as  prescience  had  not  been. 
For  first,  or  last,  he's  author  of  the  sin. 
And  who  says  that,  let  the  blaspheming  man 
Say  worse  ev*n  ai  the  Devil,  if  he  can. 
For  how  can  that  eternal  Power  be  just 
To  punish  man,  who  sins  because  he  must  ? 
Or,  liow  can  be  reward  a  virtuous  deed. 
Which  is  not  done  by  us ;  but  first  decreed? 

1  cannot  bolt  this  matter  to  tlie  bran. 
As  Bradwardin  and  holy  Austin  can ; 
If  prescience  can  determine  actions  so 
lliat  we  must  do,  because  he  did  foreknow. 
Or  that,  foreknowing,  yet  our  choice  is  free. 
Not  forc*d  to  sin  by  strict  necessity ; 

This  strict  necessity  they  simple  call, 
Another  sort  there  is  conditional. 
The  first  so  binds  the  will,  that  things  foreknown 
By  spontaneity,  not  dioicc,  are  done. 
Tims  galley-slaves  tug  willing  at  their  oar. 
Content  to  work,  in  prospect  of  the  shore ; 
But  would  not  work  at  all  if  not  constrained  before, 
lliat  other  does  not  liberty  constrain, 
But  man  may  either  act,  or  may  reMn. 
Heaven  made  us  agents  free  to  good  or  ill. 
And  forc*d  it  not,  though  he  foresaw  the  wilL 
Freedom  was  first  bestow*d  on  human  race. 
And  prescience  only  held  the  second  place. 
If  be  could  make  such  agents  wholly  free, 

1  not  dispute,  the  point's  too  high  for  me ;  [sound, 
FcMT  Heaven's  unfathom'd  power  what  man  can 
Or  put  to  his  Omnipotence  a  bound  ? 

He  made  us  to  his  image^  all  agree  ; 
Tliat  image  is  the  soul,  and  that  must  be, 
Or  not  tlie  Maker's  image,  or  be  fifee.' 
But  whether  it  were  better  man  had  been 
By  nature  bound  to  good,  not  free  to  sin, 
I  wave,  for  fear  of  splitting  on  a  rock. 
llie  tale  I  tell  is  only  of  a  cock. 


Who  had  not  run  the  fattaid  of  hb  lifc^ 
Had  he  beUev*d  his  dream,  and  not  bis  wife : 
For  wumen,  with  a  mischief  to  tbor  kind. 
Pervert,  witfi  bad  advice,  our  better  mind. 
A  woman's  counsel  brought  ua  first  to  wo^ 
And  made  her  man  his  Paradise  &ngp, 
Wliere  at  heart's  ease  he  lived ;  and  migfat  fasic  hv 
As  free  from  sorrow  as  he  was  from  sin. 
For  what  the  devil  had  their  sex  to  Ao^ 
That,  bom  to  folly,  they  presum*d  to  know, 
Ind  could  not  see  the  serpent  in  the  grass? 
But  I  myself  presume,  and  let  it  pna. 

Silence  in  times  of  suffering  is  tbe  best* 
'lis  dangerous  to  disturb  an  hornet's  nesL 
In  other  authors  you  may  find  eflbugfa. 
But  all  they  say  of  dames  is  idle  stufil 
Legends  of  lying  wits  together  bound. 
The  Wife  of  Bath  would  throw  them  to  tiie  grand  I 
These  are  the  words  of  Chantideer,  not  iniiie, 
I  honour  dames,  and  think  their  sex  dhrine. 

Now  to  continue  what  my  tale  bqgun  ; 
Lay  madam  Partlet  basking  in  tbe  Sun, 
Breast-high  in  sand :  her  siaten,  in  a  roar, 
£njoy*d  Sie  beams  above,  the  warmtii  below. 
The  cock,  that  of  his  flesh  was  ever  five. 
Sung  merrier  than  the  mermaid  in  tbe  sea: 
And  so  befell,  that  as  he  cast  bis  eye. 
Among  the  ooleworts,  on  a  butterfly. 
He  saw  false  Reynard  where  he  lay  fiili  loir : 
I  need  not  swear  he  had  no  list  to  cmir : 
But  cxy'd,  '*  Cock,  cock!**  and  gave  a 
As  sore  dismay*d  Mid  firi^^ited  at  his 
For  birds  and  beasts,  inform'd  by  Natme,  know 
Kinds  opposite  to  theirs,  and  fly  their  fine. 
So  Chanticleer,  who  never  saw  a  fox. 
Yet  shunn'd  him  as  a  sailor  shuns  the  rocks. 

But  the  false  loon,  who  could  not  woek  fan  wil 
By  oi)en  force,  employ'd  his  flattering  skill  ; 
"  I  hope,  ray  lord,*'  said  he,  "  I  not  ofliBnd  ; 
Are  you  afraid  of  me,  tiiat  am  your  friend? 
I  were  a  beast  indeed  to  do  you  wrongs 
I,  who  have  lov'd  and  hooour'd  you  so  loi^  s 
Stay,  gentle  sir,  nor  take  a  false  alarm. 
For,  on  my  soul,  I  never  meant  you 
I  come  no  spy,  nor  as  a  traitor  press, 
To  learn  the  secrets  of  your  soft  recess : 
Far  be  from  Reynard  so  profane  a  tiwugfat. 
But  by  the  sweetness  of  your  voice  was  faron^  :| 
For,  as  I  bid  my  beads,  by  chance  I  heard, 
llie  song  as  of  an  angel  in  the  yard ; 
A  song  that  would  have  charm*d  tb*  Inferaal  gQ 
And  iMuiish'd  horrour  from  the  dark  abodes ; 
Had  Orpheus  sung  it  in  the  nether  s|tfiere. 
So  much  the  hymn  had  pleas'd  tbe  tyrant's  car. 
The  wife  had  been  detained,  to  keep  tbe  fausU 
there. 

"  My  lord,  your  sire  familiarly  I  knew, 
A  peer  deserving  such  a  son  as  you: 
He,  with  your  lady-mother  (whom  Heaven  rest) 
Has  often  grsc'd  my  house,  and  been  my  guest  i 
To  view  his  living  features,  does  me  good ; 
For  I  am  your  poor  neighbour  in  die  wood  ; 
And  in  my  cottage  should  be  proud  to  see 
The  worthy  heir  of  my  friend's  family. 

"  But  since  I  speak  of  unging,  let  me  say. 
As  vrith  an  upright  heart  I  safely  may,        [g*^ 
Hiat,  save  yourself,  there  breathes    not    on 
One  like  your  father  for  a  silver  sound. 
So  sweetiy  would  he  virake  the  winter-dar. 
That  matrons  to  the  church  mistoc^  tbeir  way. 
And  thought  they  heard  the  merry  organ  play. 
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Aod  he,  to  nm  Us  Tdoe  with  artful  care, 

fWhit  wfll  not  beaux  attempt  to  please  the  fair  ?) 

Od  tiptoe  stood  to  aiiig  with  greater  strength, 

And  rfietdi*d  bb  comely  neck  at  all  the  length : 

Aod  while  hestnin'd  hs  ^tnce  to  pieree  the  skies, 

As  aints  in  r^Kuies  use,  would  ^t  his-  eyes, 

Tbi  the  sound  striTing  through  the  narrow  throat, 

HK  vioking  might  avail  to  mend  the  note. 

Byihta,  in  song,  he  never  had  his  peer, 

Fran  f wcet  C«jlia  down  to  Chanticleer ; 

Xk  Maro's  Muse,  who  sung  (he  migjhty  man, 

Ntf  Pindar's  heavenly  lyre,  nor  Horace  when  aswan. 

TwriQceston  proceed  from  race  divine : 

Tnm  Brnmos  and  Belinus  is  your  line ; 

Who  gire  to  sovereign  Rome  such  loud  alarms, 

IW  er'n  the  priests  were  not  excus*d  from  arms. 

"  Beside^  a  fiunoua  monk  of  modem  times 
Hv  kft  of  cocks  recorded  in  his  rhymes, 
tiax  oft  psrisb-pricst  the  son  and  heir, 
[Whea  tons  of  priests  were  from  the  proverb  clear,) 
Af&tnted  once  a  cock  of  noble  kind, 
ADdeitlKr  lam'd  his  legs,  or  stmdL  him  blind ; 
for  vMdi  the  derk  his  fiuher  was  disgrac'd, 
ibd  in  hb  benefice  another  plac'd. 
Kovan^,  my  lord,  if  not  for  love  of  me, 
Vrt  fitr  the  sake  of  sweet  saint  Charity ; 
iCaktf  hills  and  dales,  and  Earth  and  Heaven  rejoice, 
Ifid  emulate  your  father's  angel  voice." 

Vu  coA  was  pleas'd  to  hear  him  speak  so  fair, 
Inl  pnmd  beaide,  as  solar  people  are ; 
Ksr  could  the  treason  from  the  truth  descry, 
b  vs  he  ravisb'd  with  this  flattery : 
b  much  the  more,  as,  from  a  little  elf, 
iit  hid  a  high  opinion  of  himself; 
Ikugb  ackly,  slender,  and  not  hurge  of  limb, 
>ar]adingall  the  world  was  made  for  him. 

Ye  princes,  nis'd  by  poets  to  the  gods, 
^  Aieiander'd  up  in  lying  odes, 
Mieve  not  every  flattering  knave's  report, 
(Wre's  many  a  Reynard  lurking  in  the  court ; 
^  he  «ha]l  be  received  with  more  regard 
M  iMcn'd  to,  than  modest  Truth  is  heard. 
TLi>  Chanticleer,  <^  whom  the  story  sings, 
■M^  hii^fa  upon  his  toes,  and  dapp'd  his  wings ; 
(In  stntch'd  his  neck,  and  wink'd  with  both  his 

u>hitiou%  as  be  sought  th*  Olympic  prise, 
brt.  wtttle  he  painM  himself  to  raise  his  note, 
^  Reynard  nish'd,  and  caught  him  by  the  throat, 
wn  on  his  bade  he  laid  the  precious  load, 
f«^  sought  his  wonted  shelter  of  the  wood ; 
biftlj  he  made  his  way,  the  mischief  done, 
^^  unheeded,  and pursu'd  by  none. 
^  what  suy  is  there  in  human  state, 
k  who  can  shun  inevitable  fate  ? 
>W  doom  WIS  written,  the  decree  was  past, 
^  the  foundations  of  the  world  were  ctat ! 
«  Aries  though  the  Sun  exalted  stood, 
1%  pitnm.|danet  to  procure  his  good ; 
f<s  iiituni  was  his  mortal  foe,  and  he, 
B  Libn  nift'd,  oppoa*d  the  same  degree  : 
iv  ran  both  good  and  bad,  of  equal  power, 
^  tfawiitittg  other  made  a  mingled  hour. 
On  Friday  mom  be  dreafit  this  direful  dream, 
-f^^  to  the  worthy  native,  in  his  scheme ! 
U^  bliwful  Venus,  goddess  of  delight, 
u«  coQld'st  thou  suffer  thy  devoted  knight, 
M  dij  ovn  day  tofidi  by  foe  oppress'd, 
^  «igbt  of  aO  the  world  who  serv'd  thee  best  ? 


Who,  true  to  love,  was  all  for  recreation. 
And  minded  not  the  work  of  propagation. 
Gaufiride,  who  could'it  so  well  in  rhyme  complain 
Ttifs  death  of  Richard  with  an  arrow  slain, 
Why  had  not  I  thy  Muse,  or  thou  my  heart. 
To  sing  this  heavy  dirge  with  equal  art ! 
Tliat  I  like  thee  on  Friday  might  complain; 
For  on  that  day  was  Coeur  de  Lion  slain. 

Not  louder  cries,  when  Ilium  was  in  flames. 
Were  sent  to  Heaven  by  woeful  Trojan  dames, 
When  Pyrrhus  toss'd  on  high  his  bumish'd  blade. 
And  offer'd  Priam  to  his  father's  shade. 
Than  for  the  cock  tlie  widow'd  poultry  made* 
Fair  Partlet  first,  when  he  was  borne  from  sight. 
With  sovereign  shrieks  bewail*d  her  captive  knight: 
Far  louder  than  the  Carthaginian  wil'e^ 
When  Asdrubel,  her  husband,  lost  his  life^ 
When  she  beheld  the  smouldering  flames  «<tcend. 
And  all  the  Punic  glories  at  an  end : 
Willing  into  the  fires  she  plung'd  her  head. 
With  greater  ease  than  odiers  seek  their  b«l ; 
Not  more  aghast  the  matrons  of  renown. 
When  tyrant  Nero  burn'd  th*  imperial  town. 
Shriek 'd  for  the  downfall  in  a  doleful  cry, 
For  which  their  guiltless  lords  were  doom'd  to  die* 

Now  to  my  story  I  return  again : 
The  trembling  widow,  and  her  daughters  twain. 
This  woeful  cackling  cry  with  horrour  heard. 
Of  those  distracted  damsels  in  the  yard ; 
And,  starting  up,  beheld  the  heavy  sight, 
How  Reynard  to  the  forest  took  his  flight. 
And  cross  his  back,  as  in  triumphant  scorn. 
The  hope  and  pilhu-  of  the  bouse  was  borne. 

*<  The  fox,  the  wicked  fox !"  was  all  the  cry; 
Out  from  his  house  ran  every  neighbour  nigh : 
The  vicar  firiit,  and  afler  him  the  crew 
With  forks  and  staves,  tlie  fdon  to  pursue. 
Ron  Coll  our  dog,  and  Talbot  with  the  band;. 
And  Malkin,  witli  her  distafl^  in  bar  hand ; 
Ran  cow  and  calf,  and  fimaily  of  hogs. 
In  panic  honour  of  pursuing  dogs ; 
With  many  a  deadly  grunt  and  doleful  squeaky 
Poor  swine,  as  if  their  pretty  hearts  would  break* 
The  shouts  of  men,  the  women  in  dismay. 
With  shrieks  augment  the  terror  of  the  day ; 
The  ducks,  that  heard  the  proclamation  cry'd. 
And  fear'd  a  persecution  might  betide. 
Full  twenty  miles  from  town  their  voyage  take, 
Obscure  in  ruslies  of  the  liquid  lake. 
Tbe  geese  fly  o'er  the  bam ;  the  bees  in  arms 
Drive  headlong  from  their  waxen  ceUs  in  swarma. 
Jack  Straw  at  London-stone,  with  all  his  rdtit. 
Struck  not  the  citv  with  so  loud  a  shout ; 
Not  when  with  English  hate  they  did  pursue 
A  Frenduhan,  or  an  unbelieving  Jew ; 
Not  when  the  welkin  rung  with  one  and  all ; 
And  echoes  bounded  back  from  Fox's  hall :      [fiiU. 
Earth  seem'd  to  sink  beneath,  and  Heaven  above  to 
With  might  and  main  they  chac'd  the  murderous 

fox, 
With  brazen  trumpets,  and  inflated  box. 
To  kindle  Mars  with  military  sounds. 
Nor  wanted  horns  t'  inspire  sagadous  hounds. 

But  see,  how  Forttme  can  confound  the  wise, 
And,  when  they  least  expect  it,  turn  the  dice. 
The  captive  cock,  who  scarce  could  draw  his  breath. 
And  lay  withm  the  very  jaws  of  Death ; 
Yet  in  this  agony  his  fancy  wrought, 
And  Fear  supply'd  him  with  this  happy  thought: 
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"  Your*8  is  the  prize,  Tictorious  prince,**  ntd  he, 
"  The  yvcar  my  defeat,  and  all  the  riUage  tee. 
Enjoy  your  friendly  fortune  while  you  may, 
And  bid  the  churis  that  envy  you  the  prey 
Call  back  their  mungril  curs,  and  cease  their  cry, 
See,  fools,  die  shelter  of  tiie  wood  b  nigh. 
And  Chanticleer  in  your  despite  shall  die. 
He  shall  be  pluck'd  and  eaten  to  the  bone.*' 

*<  *Tb  well  adris'd,  in  faith  it  shaU  be  done  ;'* 
Tliis  Reynard  said :  but,  as  the  word  he  spoke. 
The  prisoner  with  a  spring  from  prison  broke : 
Then  stretch'd  his  feather*d  fims  with  all  his  might, 
And  to  the  neighbouring  maple  wing*d  his  flight ; 
Whom  when  the  traitor  safe  on  tree  beheld, 
He  curs*d  the  gods,  with  shame  and  sorrow  fiU'd ; 
Shame  for  his  folly,  sorrow  out  of  time. 
For  plotting  an  unprofitable  crime ; 
Yet,  mastering  both,  th'  artificer  of  lies 
Renews  th'  a»ault,  and  his  last  battery  tries,  [fend, 

"  Though  I,"  said  he,  "  did  ne  er  in  thought  of- 
How  justly  may  my  lord  suspect  his  friend! 
Th'  appearance  is  against  me,  I  confess, 
Wlio  seemingly  have  put  you  in  distress : 
You,  if  your  goodness  does  not  plead  my  cause. 
May  think  I  broke  all  hospitable  laws, 
To  bear  you  from  your  paLnce-yard  by  might. 
And  put  your  noble  person  in  a  fright : 
Tliis,  since  you  take  it  ill,  I  must  repent, 
Thouj^  Heaven  can  witness,  with  no  bad  intent : 
I  practis'd  it,  to  make  you  taste  your  cheer 
With  double  pleasure,  first  prepar'd  by  fear. 
So  loyal  subjects  often  seize  their  prince, 
Forc'd  (for  his  good)  to  seeming  riolence. 
Yet  mean  his  sacred  person  not  the  least  offence. 
Descend ;  so  help  me  Jove  as  you  shall  find 
That  Reynard  comes  of  no  dissembling  kind.* 

«  Nay,"  quoth  the  cock ;  "but  I  beshrew  us  both. 
If  I  believe  a  saint  upon  his  oath : 
An  honest  man  may  take  a  knave^B  adrice. 
But  idiots  only  may  be  coxen'd  twice : 
Once  wam'd  is  well  bewar'd  ;  not  flattering  lies 
Shall  sooth  me  more  to  sing  with  winking  eyes 
And  open  mouth,  for  fear  of  catching  flies. 
Who  blindfold  walks  upon  a  river's  brim, 
When  he  should  see,  has  he  deserv'd  to  swim?" 
"  Better,  sir  cock,  let  all  contention  cease,  [peace." 
"  Come  down,"  said  Reynard,    "  let  us  treat  of 
"  A  peace  with  all  my  soul,"  said  Chanticleer ; 
"  But,  with  your  favour,  I  will  treat  it  here : 
And,  lest  the  truce  with  treason  should  be  mixt, 
'Tb  m/  concern  to  have  the  tree  betwixt." 


TBX   MORAL. 


In  this  plain  fable  you  th*  effect  may  see 
Of  negligence,  and  fond  credulity  : 
And  learn  beside  of  flatterers  to  beware, 
Then  most  pernicious  when  they  speak  too  fair. 
The  cock  and  fox,  the  fool  and  knave  imply ; 
The  truth  is  moral,  though  the  tale  a  Ue. 
Who  spoke  in  parables,  I  dare  not  say ; 
But  sure  he  knew  it  was  a  pleasing  way, 
Sound  sense,  by  plain  example,  to  convey; 
And  in  a  heathen  author  we  may  find. 
That  pleasure  with  instruction  should  be  join'd ; 
80  take  the  corn,  and  leave  the  chaff  behind. 


THE  FLOWER  AND  THE  LEAF: 

0»^  TOM  ULDT  or  THX  AMMKtU 

A  Vmo9u 

Now,  tunung  fhm  the  wmtcry  uga%,  Ifae  Sod 
His  course  acalted  dirougfa  the  B«n  had  run. 
And,  whirling  up  the  skiea,  his  chariot  drove 
Through  Taurus  and  die  li^itaome  realms  of  Love  ;| 
Where  Venus  from  her  orb  descends  in  afamnov 
To  glad  the  ground,   and  paint  the  fiekb  Mt^ 

flowers: 
When  first  die  tender  blades  of  grass  appetf. 
And  buds,  that  yet  the  blast  of  Eurus  fear,    jVor  1 
Stand  at  the  door  of  life,  and  doubt  to  ck^  ^ 
Till  gentle  heat,  and  «A  repeated  lains. 
Make  the  green  blood  to  dance  within  thdr  «cias  { 
Then,  at  their  call  embolden'd,  out  tbey  come, 
And  swell  the  germs,  and  burst  the  namnr  luoa; 
Broader  and  broader  yet,  their  Uoams  &sgl^. 
Salute  the  welcome  Sun,  and  entertain  the  dav. 
llien  from  their  breathing  souls  the  sweets  refmi. 
To  scent  the  skies,  and  purge  th'  unwfai^esoaie  sir : 
Joy  spreads  the  heart,  and,  with  a  general  soii|:. 
Spring  issues  out,  and  leads  the  jolly  months  aloc^. 

In  that  sweet  season,  as  in  bed  I  lay. 
And  sought  in  sleep  to  pass  the  night  away, 
I  tum'd  my  weary'd  side,  but  still  in  Tain, 
lliough  full  of  youthful  health,  and  void  of  pais 
Cares  I  had  none,  to  keep  me  from  my  rest. 
For  Love  had  never  enter'd  in  my  breast ; 
I  wanted  nothing  Fortune  could  supply. 
Nor  did  she  slumber  till  that  hour  deny. 
I  wonder'd  then,  but  after  found  it  true. 
Much  joy  had  dry'd  away  the  balmy  dew : 
Seas  would  be  pools,  without  the  bmshing  air. 
To  curl  the  waves :  and  sure  some  little  care 
Should  weary  Nature  so,  to  make  her  want  rvpu^ 

When  Chanticleer  the  second  watch  had  suag^ 
Scorning  the  scomer  Sleep,  from  bed  I  sprang  , 
And,  dressing  by  the  Moon,  in  loose  array. 
Pass'd  out  in  open  air,  preventing  day. 
And  sought  a  goodly  grove,  as  fancy  led  my  wajj 
Strai^t  as  a  line  in  boiuteous  order  stood 
Of  odes  unshorn  a  venerable  wood ; 
Fresh  was  the  grass  beneath,  and  every  tree 
At  distance  planted  in  a  due  degree. 
Their  branching  arms  in  air  with  equal  qiace 
Stretch'd  to  their  neighbours  with  a  long  embrac^ 
And  the  new  leaves  on  every  bough  were  seef:. 
Some  ruddy  coloured,  some  of  lighter  green. 
The  painted  birds,  companions  of  the  Spring, 
Hopping  from  spray  to  qiray,  were  heard  to  sis^ 
Both  eyes  and  ears  receiv'd  a  like  delight, 
Endianting  music,  and  a  charming  sight. 
On  Philomel  I  fix'd  my  whole  desire  ; 
And  listen'd  for  the  queen  of  all  the  quire  i 
Fain  would  I  hear  her  heavenly  voice  to  siog ; 
And  wanted  yet  an  omen  to  the  spring. 

Attending  long  in  vain,  I  took  the  way. 
Which  through  a  path  but  scarcely  printed  lay  ; 
In  narrow  mazes  oft  it  seem'd  to  meet. 
And  look'd  as  lighdy  press'd  by  fairy  Icet. 
Wandering  I  waJk'd  alone,  for  still  metbou^^ 
To  some  strange  end  so  strange  a  path  was  wrrou^ 
At  laft  it  led  me  where  an  arbour  stood. 
The  sacred  receptacle  of  the  wood:  [gr^ 

This  place  unmark'd,  though  oft  I    mik'd 
In  all  my  progress  I  had  never  seen : 
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nd,  scu'd  at  once  with  wonder  and  delight, 
«'d  all  wound  me,  new  to  the  tnuisporting  right 
ISras  bendi*d  with  turf,  and  goodly  to  be  seen, 
he  thick  young  gnss  arose  in  fteiber  green  : 
be  mound  was  newly  made,  no  right  could  pass 
letwixt  the  nice  partitions  of  the  grass ; 
Ik  welUunited  sods  so  closely  lay ; 
\ai  ill  around  the  shades  defimded  it  from  day : 
'or  lycunorea  with  eglantine  were  spread, 
ihedge  about  the  rides,  a  corering  over  head, 
bd  »tbe  fragrant  brierwas  wore  between, 
rhr  iTcamare  and  flowers  were  mix*d  with  green, 
M.  Nature  seem'd  to  vary  the  delight ; 
lad  aatisfy'd  at  once  tfie  smell  and  sight 
Ik  naster  woikman  of  the  bower  was  known 
Vougfa  fiury  lands,  and  built  for  Oberon; 
Fko  twining  UaTes  with  such  proportion  drew, 
y*y  rase  by  measure,  and  by  rule  they  grew  ; 
io  BUfftri  tongue  can  half  the  beauty  teU: 
or  Done  bat  hands  divine  could  work  so  well. 
huh  roof  and  aides  were  like  a  parlour  made, 
i  wft  reccsi,  and  a  cool  summer  shade ; 
be  hedge  was  set  so  thick,  no  forrign  eye 
be  penons  plac*d  witUn  it  could  espy : 
lot  all  that  pBss*d  without  with  ease  was  seen, 
» if  nor  fence  nor  tree  was  plac'd  between. 
TvK  border'd  with  a  field ;  and  some  was  plain 
^ith  pass,  and  some  was  sow'd  with  riring  grain. 
^  WW  the  dew  with  spangles  ded^*d  the  ground) 
i  iwteter  spot  of  earth  was  never  found. 
kwk'd  and  look'd,  and  stfll  with  new  delight ; 
U'^  joT  mj  soul,  such  pleasures  fillM  my  sight : 
bd  thi  fresh  e3^1aatinc  exhal*d  a  breath, 
''bjie  oduun  were  of  power  to  raise  from  death. 
Sor  cuUen  discontent,  nor  anxious  care, 
Vq  tfaoagh  brought  thitlter,  could  inhabit  there : 
Sot  thence  they  fled  as  from  their  mortal  foe ; 
fbrttss  sweet  place  could  only  pleasure  know. 

This  as  I  mus*d,  I  cast  aside  mj  eye, 
^  law  a  ined]ar.t7ce  was  pknted  nigh. 
I^  ^Heading  branches  made  a  goodly  show, 
^  ^1  of  opening  blooms  was  etery  bough  : 
i  foidfincfa  there  I  saw  witfi  gawdy  pride 
Of  paiBted  plumes,  that  hoppM  from  ride  to  ride, 
Ul  pecking  as  she  pass'd ;  and  still  riie  drew 
Wf^weeis  from  every  flower,  and  suckM  the  dew : 
"Sic'd  at  length,  she  warbled  in  her  throat, 
J*^  tan'd  her  voice  to  many  a  merry  note, 
But  iadiitiaet,  and  neither  sweet  nor  clear, 
let  ttcfa  SI  aoa«fa*d  my  soul  and  pleas  d  my  ear. 

llw  *ort  psrformaoce  was  no  sooner  try*d, 
^j^  the  I  sought,  the  nightingale  reply*d : 
°°^**«ct»  to  ifariU,  so  variously  die  sung, 
*^  the  grove  echoed,  and  the  valleya  rung : 
And  1  Miinrii'd  with  her  heavenly  note, 
l«*nd  entranced,  and  had  no  room  for  thought, 
«t  ill  o'erpower'd  with  ecstasy  of  bliss, 
^«  in  aploRing  dream  of  Paradise ; 
^^fy^  1  W8k*d,  and  looking  round  the  bower, 
*»fh'd  every  tree,  and  pry'd  on  every  flower, 
Jf  «ny  where  by  chance  I  knight  espy, 
nx  mral  poet  of  the  melody ; 
*«  till  acthottgfat  riie  sung  not  fiur  away : 
«  «  I  fcuad  her  on  a  laurel  spray. 
Hov  by  my  ride  liie  sat,  and  fiur  in  right, 
^uia  1  line  sgsittst  her  opporite ; 
^  «oad  with  eglantine  the  laurel  tvnn'd ; 
AMboth thek nttive  sweeta  were  well  conjoinU 

^^?^P«CBbaiik  I  sat,  and  lialMi*d  long 

^^"«>g  «M  nore  cQBvtiMnt  Ibr  the  BMg) : 


Nor  till  her  lay  waa  ended  eould  I  move, 
^ut  wish*d  to  dwell  for  ever  in  the  grove. 
Only  methou^t  the  time  too  swiftly  pass'd. 
And  every  note  I  fear'd  would  be  tiie  last 
My  sight,  and  smell,  and  hearing  were  employ'd. 
And  idl  three  senses  in  full  gust  enjoy'd. 
And  what  alone  did  all  Ae  rest  surpaas, 
Tlie  sweet  nossessbn  of  the  fiury  place; 
Single,  and  conscious  to  myself  alone 
Of  pleasures  to  th'  excluded  world  unknown : 
Pleasures  which  no  where  else  were  to  be  found. 
And  all  Elyriimi  in  a  spot  of  ground. 

Tims  while  I  sat  intent  to  see  and  hear. 
And  drew  perfumes  of  more  flian  vital  air. 
All  suddenly  I  heard  th'  approaching  sound 
Of  vocal  muric,  on  th*  enchanted  ground : 
An  host  of  saints  it  seem*d,  so  full  the  quire ; 
As  if  the  bless'd  above  did  all  conspire 
To  join  their  voices,  and  neglect  the  lyre. 
At  length  there  issued  from  the  grove  behind 
A  fiiir  assembly  of  the  female  kind : 
A  train  less  fair,  as  ancient  fathers  tell, 
Seduc'd  the  sons  of  Heaven  to  rebel. 
I  pass  thrir  fcmn,  and  every  charming  grace. 
Less  than  an  angel  would  their  worth  debase : 
But  their  attire,  like  liveries  of  a  kind 
All  rich  and  rare,  is  fresh  within  my  mind. 
In  velvet  white  as  snow  the  troop  was  gown'd. 
The  seams  witli  sparkling  emeralds  set  around : 
Their  hoods  and  rieeves  the  same ;  and  purflcd  o'er 
With  diamonds,  pearls,  and  all  the  shining  store 
Of  eastern  pomp :  their  long  descending  train. 
With  rubies  edg'd,  and  sapphires,  swept  the  plahi : 
High  on  their  heads,  with  jewels  richly  set, 
Each  lady  wore  a  radiant  coronet 
Beneath  the  circles,  all  tlie  quire  was  grac'd 
With  chaplets  green,  on  their  fair  foreheads  plae'd» 
Of  laurel  some,  of  woodbine  many  more ; 
And  wreaths  of  agnu»-castus  others  bore : 
These  la^  who  with  those  virgin  crowns  were  dresi*dt 
Appeared  in  higher  honour  than  the  rest 
Tliey  danc'd  around :  but  in  the  midst  was  seen 
A  lady  of  a  more  majestic  mien ; 
By  statute  and  by  beauty  mark'd  tfaehr  soveraign 
queen. 

She  in  the  midst  began  with  sober  grace  ; 
Her  servant's  eyes  were  flxed  upon  her  face. 
And,  as  she  mov  d  or  turned,  her  motions  view'd. 
Her  measures  kept,  and  step  by  step  pursued. 
Methought  she  trod  the  ground  widi  greater  graoe^ 
With  more  of  godhead  shining  in  her  face ; 
And  as  in  beauty  she  surpass'd  the  quire, 
So,  nobler  than  the  rest,  was  her  attire. 
A  crown  of  ruddy  gold  enclosed  hor  brow. 
Plain  without  pomp,  and  rich  without  a  show . 
A  brandi  of  agnus-castus  in  tier  hand 
She  bote  aloft  (her  sceptre  of  command)  ; 
Admir*d,  ador*d  by  all  the  circling  crowd. 
For  wheresoe'cr  she  tum'd  her  face,  they  bow'd : 
And  as  she  danc'd,  a  roundelay  she  sung. 
In  honour  of  the  laurel,  ever  young : 
She  rais'd  her  voice  on  high,  and  sung  so  clear, 
The  fawns  came  scudding  from  the  groves  to  hear  ; 
And  all  the  bending  forest  lent  an  ear. 
At  every  close  the  made,  th*  attending  throng 
Reply'<JC  and  bore  the  burthen  of  the  song : 
So  just,  so  small,  yet  in  so  sweet  a  note. 
It  seem'd  the  muric  melted  in  the  throat 

Thus  dancing  on,  and  ringing  as  they  danc'd. 
They  to  the  middle  of  the  mead  advanc'd, 
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TUl-round  my  arbour  a  new  ring  they  made, 
And  footed  it  about  the  secret  shade. 
0'eijoy*d  to  see  the  jolly  troop  so  near, 
But  somewhat  aw'd,  I  shook  with  holy  fear ; 
Tet  not  so  much,  but  that  I  noted  wdl 
Who  did  the  most  in  song  or  dance  exceL 

Not  long  I  hadobsenr'd,  when  from  afkr 
I  heard  a  sudden  symphony  of  war ; 
The  neighing  coursers,  and  the  soldiers*  cry. 
And  sounding  trumps  that  seem*d  to  tear  the  sky : 
I  saw  soon  after  this,  behind  the  grove 
From  whence  the  ladies  did  in  order  move, 
Come  issuing  out  in  aims  a  warrior  train, 
Tbat  like  a  deluge  pour'd  upon  the  plain : 
On  barbed  steeds  they  rode  in  proud  array. 
Thick  as  the  collie  of  the  bees  in  May, 
When  swarming  o*er  the  dusky  fields  they  fly. 
New  to  the  flowers,  and  intercept  the  sky. 
So  flense  they  drove,  their  coursers  were  so  fleet, 
HiaC  the  turf  trembled  underneath  their  feet 

To  tell  their  costly  furniture  were  long. 
The  summer's  day  would  end  before  the  song : 
To  purchase  but  the  tenth  of  all  their  store, 
Would  make  the  mighty  Persian  monarch  poor. 
Tet  what  I  can,  I  will ;  before  the  rest 
Itie  trumpets  issued,  in  white  mantles  dress'd : 
A  numerous  troop,  and  all  their  heads  around 
With  chalets  green  of  cenrial-oak  were  crown*d ; 
And  at  each  trumpet  was  a  banner  bound. 
Which,  waving  in  the  wind,  display*d  at  large 
Hmu*  master's  coat  of  arms,  and  knightly  charge. 
Broad  were  the  banners,  and  of  snowy  hue, 
A  purer  web  the  silk-worm  never  drew. 
The  chief  about  their  necks  the  scutcheons  wore. 
With  orient  pearls  and  jewels  powder'd  o'er : 
Broad  were  their  collars  too,  and  every  one 
Was  set  about  with  many  a  costly  stone. 
Next  these  of  kings-at-arms  a  godly  train 
In  proud  array  came  prancing  o'er  the  plain: 
Their  cloaks  were  clodi  of  silver  mix'd  with  gold. 
And  garlands  green  around  their  temples  roU'd ; 
Ricfa  crowns  were  on  their  royal  scutdicons  plac'd. 
With  sapphires,  diamonds,  and  with  rubies  grac'd : 
And  as  the  trumpets  their  appearance  made. 
So  these  in  habits  were  alike  amy'd ; 
But  witii  a  pace  more  sober,  and  more  slow ; 
And  twenty,  rank  in  rank,  they  rode  a  row. 
Hie  pursuivants  came  next,  in  number  more ; 
And  like  the  heralds  each  his  scutcheon  bore :  - 
Clad  in  white  velvet  all  their  troop  they  led. 
With  eadi  an  oaken  chaplet  on  hu  head. 

I^e  royal  knighu  in  equal  rank  succeed. 
Each  warrior  mounted  on  a  fiery  steed : 
In  golden  armour  glorious  to  behold ; 
The  rivets  of  their  arms  were  nail'd  with  gold. 
Thar  surcoats  of  white  crmin  fur  were  made. 
With  doth  of'  gold  between,  that  cast  a  glittering 


Hie  trappings  of  their  steeds  were  of  tlie  same ; 
Tlie  golden  fringe  ev*n  set  the  ground  on  flame. 
And  drew  a  predous  trail :  a  crown  divine 
Of  laurd  did  about  their  temples  twine. 

Hiree  henchmen  were  for  every  knight  a»ign'd, 
All  in  rich  livery  dad,  and  of  a  kind : 
White  velvet,  but  unshorn,  for  cloaks  tlicy  wore, 
And  each  within  his  hand  a  truncheon  bore : 
Hie  foremost  hdd  a  helm  of  rare  device ; 
A  jirince's  ransom  would  not  pay  the  price. 
The  second  bore  the  buckler  of  his  knight. 
The  third  of  comd-wood  a  spear  u|Might, 
Headed  with  piercing  steel,  and  poliah'd  bright 


Like  to  thdr  lords  thcv  equipage 

And  all  thdr  foreheads  crown'd  with  gariaads  grca. 

And  after  theae  came,  arm'd  with  spear  and  UiicU, 
An  host  so  great,  as  cover'd  all  the  field. 
And  all  their  foreheads,  like  the  knigfata  bdoR, 
With  laurds  ever  green  were  shaded  o'er. 
Or  oak,  or  other  leaves  of  lasting  kiud* 
Tenadous  of  the  stem,  and  firm  against  the  wind. 
Some  in  their  hands,  beside  the  lance  and  shidd. 
The  boughs  of  woodbine  or  of  hawthorn  held. 
Or  branches  for  thdr  mystic  emblems  took. 
Of  palm,  of  laurel,  or  of  oerrial-oak. 
llius  mardiing  to  the  trumpet's  lol^  sound. 
Drawn  in  two  lines  adverse  they  whed'd  around, 
And  in  the  middle  meadow  took  their  ground. 
Among  themsdves  the  tumey  diey  divide. 
In  equal  squadrons  rang'd  on  dther  side. 
Tlien  tum'd  their  horses'  heads,  and  man  to  man, 
And  steed  to  steed  oppos'd,  the  justs  began. 
Tlien  Ughtly  set  their  lances  in  die  reit. 
And,  at  tlie  sign,  against  each  other  picaa'd : 
They  met     I,  sitting  at  my  ease,  beheld 
The  mix'd  events,  and  fortunes  of  the  fidd. 
Some  broke  their  speara,  some  tumhlfwl  hone  aa^ 

man. 
And  round  the  field  the  li^^iten'd  couracn  ran. 
An  hour  and  more,  like  tides,  in  equal  sway 
They  rush'd,  and  won  by  turns,  and  lost  tbe  ciay . 
At  length  the  nine  (who  still  together  bekl) 
Their  fainting  foes  to  shameful  fight  oompeU'd, 
And  with  resstless  force  o'erran  the  fidd. 
Thus,  to  their  fiune,  when  fintsh'd  was  the  fight. 
Hie  victors  from  their  lofty  steeds  alight: 
Like  them  dismounted  all  the  warlike  train. 
And  two  by  two  proceeded  o'er  the  plain : 
Till  to  the  fair  asaembly  they  advanc'd. 
Who  near  the  secret  harbour  sung  and  danc*dL 

The  ladies  left  their  measures  at  the  sagfat. 
To  meet  the  chie&  returning  from  tbe  fight. 
And  each  with  open  arms  embrac'd  her  chosen  knifM 
Amid  the  plain  a  spreading  laurd  stood. 
The  grace  and  ornament  of  dl  the  wood : 
That  pleasing  shade  they  sought,  a  soft  retreai 
From  sudden  April  ahowera,  a  shelter  from  tbe  heal 
Her  leafy  arms  with  such  extent  were  sprcaKl, 
So  near  the  clouds  was  her  aspiring  head. 
That  hosts  of  birds,  that  wing  the  liquid  air, 
Perch'd  in  the  boughs,  had  nightly  lodging  then 
And  flocks  of  sheep  beneath  tfaeshade  from  far 
Might  hear  the  rattling  hul,  and  wintery  war. 
From  Heaven's  indemency  here  found  retreat, 
Enjoy'd  the  cool,  and  shunn'd  the  sooccfaini;  heat 
A  hundred  knights  might  there  at  ease  abide  ; 
And  every  knight  a  lady  by  his  side  : 
The  trunk  itself  such  odoun  did  bequeath. 
That  a   Moluccan  breeie  to  these  waa  ooouim 

breath. 
Hie  lords  and  ladies  here^  approaching,  paid 
Their  homage,  with  a  low  obeisance  mmdm : 
And  secm'd  to  venerate  the  sacred  shade. 
Hiese  rites  pcrform'd,  their  pleasures  they  ptirsua 
Witli  song  of  love,  and  mix  with  pleasures  ocvr ; 
Around  die  lioly  tree  their  dance  they  framc^ 
And  every  champion  leads  his  chosen  dame. 

I  cast  my  sight  upon  tlie  farther  field. 
And  a  fresh  object  of  delight  bdield : 
For  fhmi  the  region  of  the  urest  I  heard 
New  music  sound,  and  a  new  troop  appeair'd  ; 
Of  knights,  and  ladies  mix'd,  a  jolly  band. 
But  aU  on  foot  they  maidi'd,  and  hand  in  hand. 
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The  Idaa  dress'd  in  rid)  cymarr  were  seen 
)f  Florenoe  satio,  i!ower*d  with  white  and  green, 
bd  for  a  shade  betwixt  the  bloomy  gridelin. 
V  bonkn  of  their  petticoats  below 
fere  giurded  thick  with  rubies  on  a  row ; 
Lad  eroy  damsel  wore  upon  her  bead 
>f  lowen  a  gariand  blended  white  and'red. 
ittir'd  in  nuiatles  all  the  knights  were  seen. 
Hat  gndfy'd  the  new  with  cfaeerftil  green : 
[beir  duplets  of  their  ladies  colours  were,      [hair. 
CoBpos'd  of  white  and  red,  to  shade  their  shining 
Mve  the  merry  troop  the  minstrels  play'd ; 
Ul  in  their  master's  liveries  were  array'd, 
lad  clad  in  green,  and  on  their  temples  wore 
Ik  cfaaplets  white  and  red  their  ladies  bore. 
W  instrmnents  were  ▼arious  in  their  kind, 
oox  for  the  bow,  and  some  for  breathing  wind : 
Is  ttwiry,  pipe,  and  hautboy's  noisy  band,  [hand, 
lad  the  soft  lute  trembling  beneath  the  touching 
I  tuft  of  daisies  on  a  flowery  lay 
bey  aw,  and  thitherward  they  bent  their  way; 
0  this  both  kni^ts  and  dames  their  homage  made, 
aI  due  obeiianoe  to  the  daisy  paid. 
ad  then  the  band  of  flutes  b^^  to  play» 
0  which  a  lady  sung  a  virelay : 
Ad  3ti!l  at  e?eiy  dose  she  would  repeat 
k;  burthen  of  the  song,  ^  Tlie  daisy  is  sosweet." 
The  daisj  is  so  sweet,"  when  she  b^pn, 
he  troop  of  kni^its  and  dames  continued  cm. 
W  coooeit  and  the  voice  so  charm'd  my  ear. 
Ad  sooth'd  my  soul,  that  it  was  Heaven  to  hear 

But  MOO  tfaor  pleasure  pass'd  :  at  noon  of  day, 
W  Sun  with  sultry  beams  began  to  play : 
^  Sinus  shoots  a  fiercer  flame  from  high, 
^  with  his  poisonous  breath  he  blasts  the  sky : 
Vt  droop'd  the  fading  flowers  (their  beauty  fled) 
ini  dos'd  their  sickly  eyes,  and  hung  the  haul ; 
aI,  riTel'd  up  with  heat,  lay  dying  in  their  bed. 
W  ladies  gasp'd,  and  scarcely  could  respire : 
W  breath  they  drew,  no  longer  air,  but  fire; 
^  tmtj  knigfata  were  savch*d ;  and  knew  not 

where 
«  niD  for  shdter,  for  no  shade  was  near ; 
M  ifter  thb  the  gathering  clouds  amain 
W'd  down  a  stonn  of  rattling  hail  and  rain  : 
bd  ligfatningflash'd  betwixt :  the  field,  and  flowers, 
Witt  up  before,  were  buried  in  the  showers. 
IW  ladies  and  tlie  knights,  no  shelter  nigh, 
kiT  to  the  weather,  and  the  wintery  sky, 
*iTK  dropping  wet,  disconsolate,  and  wan, 
^aJ  tfaitxigh  their  thin  array  received  the  rain ; 
*kietho«t.  in  white,  protected  by  the  tree,     [free. 
*•  pisi  in  vain  th'  assault,  and  stood  from  danger 
"^  composion  mov'd  their  gentle  minds, 
*^  cess'd  the  storm,  and  silent  were  the  wipdsy 
HhiSft'dat  what,  not  suflTering,  they  had  seen^ 
1*7  went  to  cheer  the  faction  of  the  green  : 
|«S^Men  in  white  array,  before  her  band, 
wng,  took  her  rival  by  the  hand : 
"did  the  kaights  and  dames,  with  courtly  grace, 
Jad  with  behaviour  sweet,  their  foes  embrace : 
Ibn  thns  the  queen  with  huirel  on  her  brow, 
"ha  sirter,  I  have  sofler'd  in  your  woe ; 
jwdjail  be  waatiag  aught  within  my  power 
J«your  rdicf  m  my  refreshing  bower." 
|w  other  answer'd  with  a  lowly  look, 
JM  •000 the  gradotts  invitation  took: 
^  Bi  at  CMS  bodi  die  and  aU  her  train 
J^  scorching  Son  had  borne,  and  beating  rain. 
^twtasy  was  us'd  by  aU  in  white,         [knight. 
*«»  dai&c  a  dame  receiv'd,  and  every  knight  a 


Tlie  laurel  champioiis  with  tbeu:  swards  invade 
The  neighbouring  forests,  where  the  justs  were  made, 
And  serewood  from  the  rotten  hedges  took, 
And  seeds  of  latent  fire  from  flints  provoke : 
A  cheerful  blase  arose,  and  by  the  fire  [attire. 

They  warm'd  their  frosen  feet,  and  dry'd  their  wet 
Refresh'd  with  heat,  the  ladies  sought  around 
For  virtuous  herbs,  which  gather'd  from  the  ground 
They  squeez'd  the  juice,  and  cooling  ointment  made. 
Which  on  their  sun-bumt  cheeks  and  their  chapt 

skins  th^y  laid : 
Tlien  sought  green  salads,  which  they  bade  them  eaf^ 
A  sovereign  remedy  for  inward  heat. 

The  lady  of  the  leaf  ordain'd  a  feast. 
And  made  the  lady  of  the  flower  her  guest: 
When  lo,  a  bower  ascended  on  the  plaon. 
With  sudden  seats  ordain'd,  and  large  for  either  train. 
This  bower  was  near  my  pleasant  arbour  plac'd. 
That  I  could  hear  and  see  whatever  pass'd : 
The  ladies  sat  with  each  a  knight  between, 
Distinguish'd  by  their  colours,  white  and  green ; 
The  vanquish'd  party  with  the  victors  join'd,  [mind. 
Nor  wanted  sweet  discourse,  the  banquet  of  the 
Meantime  the  minstrels  play'd  on  either  side. 
Vain  of  tl^  art,  and  for  the  mastery  vy'd : 
The  sweet  contention  lasted  for  an  hour. 
And  reach'd  my  secret  arbour  from  the  bower. 

The  Sun  was  set ;  and  Vesper,  to  supply 
His  absent  beams,  had  lighted  up  the  sky : 
When  Philomel,  officious  all  the  day 
To  sing  the  service  of  th'  ensuing  May, 
Fled  from  her  laurel  shade,  and  wing'd  her  flight 
Durectly  to  the  queen  array'd  in  white ; 
And,  hopping,  sat  familiar  on  her  hand, 
A  new  musician,  and  increas'd  the  band. 

The  goldfinch,  who,  to  shun  the  scalding  heat, 
Had  chang'd  the  medlar  for  a  safer  seat. 
And,  hid  in  bushes,  'scap'd  the  bitter  shower. 
Now  perch'd  upon  the  lady  of  the  flower ; 
And  either  songster  holding  out  their  throats. 
And  folding  up  their  wings,  renew'd  their  notes : 
As  if  all  day,  preluding  to  the  fight. 
They  only  had  rehears'd,  to  sing  by  night : 
Hie  banquet  ended,  and  the  battle  done. 
They  danc'd  by  star-light  and  the  friendly  Moon : 
And  when  they  were  to  part,  the  laureat  queen 
Supply'd  with  steeds  the  lady  of  the  green. 
Her  and  her  train  conducting  on  the  way. 
The  Moon  to  follow,  and  avoid  the  day. 

This  when  I  saw,  inquisitive  to  know 
The  secret  moral  of  the  mystic  show, 
I  started  from  my  shade,  in  hopes  to  find 
Some  nymph  to  satisfy  my  longing  mind : 
And,  as  my  fair  adventure  fdl,  I  found 
A  lady  all  in  white,  with  laurel  orown'd. 
Who  dos'd  the  rear,  and  softly  pac'd  along. 
Repeating  to  herself  the  former  song. 
With  due  respect  my  body  I  inclin'd«' 
As  to  some  heing  of  superior  kind. 
And  made  my  court  according  to  the  day. 
Wishing  her  queen  and  her  a  happy  May. 
"  Great  thanks,  my  daughter,"  with  a  gracious  bow 
She  said ;  and  I,  who  much  desir'd  to  know 
Of  whence  she  was,  yet  fearful  how  to  break 
My  mind,  adventur'd  humbly  thus  to  speak : 
**  Madam,  might  I  presume  and  not  oflTend, 
So  may  the  stars  and  shining  Moon  attend 
Your  nightly  sports,  as  you  vouchsafe  to  tell 
What  nymphs  they  were  who  mortal  forms  excel. 
And  what  the  knights  who  fought  in  listed  fidds  so 
wdL" 
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TotfnslliedbBMreply'a:  "  Mr  dmgliter,  know, 

That  what  you  nw  was  all  a  faiiy  ahow  : 

And  all  those  airy  shapes  you  now  behold,     [mold. 

Were  hunum  bodies  once,  and  doth'd  with  earthly 

Our  aoul9>  not  yet  prepar'd  for  upper  light, 

TDl  doomsday  wander  in  the  shades  of  night ; 

This  only  holiday  of  all  the  year. 

We  prinlcg'd  in  sun^ne  mi^  I4>p^v : 

With  songs  and  dance  we  celebrate  the  day, 

And  with  dne  honours  usher  in  the  May. 

At  other  times  we  reign  by  night  alone. 

And  pasting  thimigh  the  skies  pursue  die  Moon: 

But  when  the  mom  arises,  none  are  found ; 

For  cruel  Demogorgon  walks  the  round. 

And  if  he  finds  a  fiury  lag  in  light. 

He  drlrcs  the  wretch  before,  and  hshes  into  nifffat 

**  AH  courteous  are  by  kind ;  and  ever  proud 
^th  friendly  offices  to  help  the  good. 
In  every  land  we  have  a  larger  space 
Than  wliat  is  known  to  you  of  mortal  race : 
Where  we  with  green  adorn  our  fairy  bowen, 
And  ev*n  this  grove,  unseen  before,  is  ours. 
Know  farther :  every  lady  cloth'd  in  white. 
And,  crowu'd  with  oak  and  laurel  every  knight, 
Are  servants  to  the  Leaf,  by  liveries  known 
Of  innocence ;  and  I  myself  am  one. 
Saw  you  not  her  so  gnu^l  to  bdiold 
In  white  attire,  and  crown'd  with  radiant  gold  ? 
Tlic  sovereign  lady  of  our  land  is  she, 
Diana  call'd,  the  queen  of  chastity : 
And,  for  the  spotless  name  of  maid  she  bears, 
That  agnus.4»stus  in  her  hand  appcan  ; 
And  all  her  train,  with  leafy  chaplets  crown*d. 
Were  for  unblam'd  virginity  renown'd ; 
But  those  the  chief  and  highest  in  command 
Who  bear  those  holy  branches  in  their  hand : 
The  kniffhts  adom'd  with  laurel  crowns  are  they. 
Whom  death  nor  danger  never  could  dismay, 
Victorious  names,  who  made  the  world  obey : 
Who^  while  they  liv'd,  in  deeds  of  arms  excell'd. 
And  after  death  for  deities  were  held. 
But  those,  who  wear  the  woodbine  on  their  brow. 
Were  knights  of  love,  who  never  broke  their  vow ; 
Firm  to  their  plighted  faith,  and  ever  fiee 
Vnm  fears,  and  fickle  chance,  and  jealousy. 
The  lords  and  ladies,  who  the  woodbine  bear, 
As  true  as  Tristram  and  Isotta  were."  [nine, 

**  But  what  are  those,"  said  I,  **  th*  unconquer'd 
Who  crown'd  with  laurel-wreaths  in  golden  armour 

shine  ? 
And  who  the  knights  in  green,  and  what  the  train 
Of  ladies  dress'd  with  daisies  on  the  plain  ? 
Why  both  the  bands  in  worship  disagree. 
And  some  adorn  the  flower,  and  some  the  tree  ?'* 

"  Just  is  your  suit,  fair  daughter,'*  said  the  dame : 
**  Tboee  laurel'd  chiefs  were  men  of  mighty  fame ; 
Nine  worthies  were  they  call'd  of  diflTerent  rites, 
Three  Jews,   three   Pagans,  and  three   Christian 

knights. 
These,  as  you  see,  ride  foremost  in  the  field. 
As  they  the  foremost  rank  of  honour  held. 
And  all  in  deeds  of  chivalry  excell'd : 
Their  temples  wrcath'd  with  leaves,  that  still  renew; 
For  deathless  laurel  is  tlie  victor's  due : 
Who  bear  the. bows  were  knights  in  Arthur's  reign. 
Twelve  they,  and  twelve  the  peers  of  Charlemain  ; 
For  bows  the  strength  of  bravmy  arms  imply, 
Emblems  of  valour  and  of  victory. 
Behold  an  order  yet  of  newer  date 
Doubling  their  number,  equal  in  their  state ; 


Our  England's  oraament,  the  crown's  defence. 
In  battle  brave,  protectors  of  theif  prince : 
Unchang'd  by  fortune,  to  thor  sovereign  true. 
For  which  their  manly  legs  are  bound  with  hibate. 
These,  of  the  garter  call'd,  of  faith  unstain'd. 
In  fighting  fields  the  laurel  have  obtatn'd. 
And  well  repud  tiie  honours  which  they  gain*d. 
The  laurel  wreaths  were  fiivt  by  Caesar  worn. 
And  still  they  Csesar^s  succesaon  adorn : 
One  leaf  of  tfiis  is  immortality. 
And  more  of  worth  than  all  the  worid  can  bur.** 

"  One  doubt  remains,"  said  I,  **  the  daine^  t 
green. 
What  were  their  qualities,  and  who  their  qoeen  ?^ 
*'  Flora  commands,"  said  die,  *'  those  i^mpis  4b 

knights. 
Who  liv'd  in  slothful  ease  and  loose  ddigfats ; 
Who  never  acts  of  honour  durst  pursue. 
Hie  men  Inglorious  knights,  the  ladies  all  untrue 
Who,  nurs'd  in  idleness,  and  train'd  in  ooorts, 
Pass'd  all  tfieir  precious  hours  in  plays  and  apans^ 
Till  Death  behind  came  stalking  on,  unaeen,  [gna 
And  wither'd  Mike  the  storm)  the  freahness  of  ^ 
These,  and  their  mates,  enjoy  their  present  bocr, 
And  therefore  pay  their  homage  to  tiie  Flower. 
But  knights  in  knightly  deeds  should 
And  still  continue  what  at  first  they 
Continue,  and  proceed  in  honour's  fair 
No  room  for  cowardice,  or  dull  delay  ; 
Fk-om  good  to  better  they  should  luge  thor  way. 
For  this  with  golden  spurs  the  diie&  axe  grsc'd, 
With  pointed  rowels  ami'd  to  mend  tfaeir  hasie ; 
For  tlus  with  lasting  leaves  tiieir  brows  are  bound! 
For  laurel  is  the  sign  of  labour  crown*d,  [grounl 
Which  bears  the  bitter  blast,   nor  sfaaiken  &lk  1 
FVom  winter  winds*  it  sufl^ers  no  decay. 
For  ever  fresh  and  fair,  and  every  mondi  is  May. 
Ev'n  when  die  vital  sap  retreats  below, 
£v'n  when  the  hoary  head  is  hid  in  snow  ; 
The  life  is  in  the  leaf,  and  still  between 
The  fits  of  failing  snow  appears  the  streaky  greea 
Not  so  the  flower,  which  lasts  for  little  apaceg 
A  short-liv'd  good,  and  an  uncertain  grace  ; 
This  way  and  that  the  feeble  stem  is  driven. 
Weak  to  sustain  tlie  storms  and  injuries  of  Heavci 
IVopp'd  by  the  spring,  it  lifls  aloft  the  bead» 
But  of  a  sickly  beauty,  soon  to  shed : 
In  summer  Uring,  and  in  winter  dead. 
For  things  of  tender  kind,  for  pleasure  made^ 
Shoot  up  with  swift  increase   and    sodden   « 
decay'd." 

^th  humble  words,  the  wisest  I  oould  fnmc. 
And  proferr'd  service,  I  repaid  the  dame  ; 
That,  of  her  grace,  she  gave  her  maid  to  know 
The  secret  meaning  of  &s  moral  dww. 
And  she,  to  prove  what  profit  I  had  made 
Of  mystic  truth,  in  fables  first  convcy*d. 
Demanded,  till  the  next  returning  May, 
Wliether  the  Leaf  or  Flower  I  would  obey? 
I  chose  the  leaf;  she  smil'd  widi  sober  chear. 
And  wish'd  me  fair  adventure  for  the  year. 
And  gave  me  charms  and  sigils,  for  defence 
Against  ill  tongues  that  scandal  innocence  : 
*'  But  I,"  said  she,  **  my  fellows  must  pursue. 
Already  past  the  plain,  and  out  of  view.*' 

We  parted  thus  ;  I  homeward  aped  my  way, 
Bewilder'd  in  the  wood  till  dawn  of  day  : 
And  met  the  merry  crew  who  danc'd  about  tfae  SC 
Then,  late  refVesh'd  vrith  sleep,  I  rose  to 
The  viaionaiy  vigils  of  Che  night : 
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Binh,  M  dMo  na/st,  inj  Lhtle  Book,  wllfa 
Nor  hope  with  bomely  vene  to  purdiMO  flunei 
For  such  %  Maker  chow :  and  ao  daaigii'd 
lilt  simple  styk  to  suit  thy  lowly  kind. 


CYMON  AND  IPHIGENIA. 

TOBTA   LOQUnUB. 

Ou  as  I  am,  for  ladies'  lore  unfit, 
IV  power  of  beauty  I  remember  yet.  [wit 

Vlich  once  inflam*d  my  aoul,  mnd  still  inqpirea  my 
If  ime  be  foUy,  the  aerere  divine 
H^  Mt  that  fdly,  thouj^  be  censures  mine; 
Mjtn  the  plcMures  of  a  chaste  embrace, 
^  vhit  I  write,  and  propagatea  in  grace, 
Vith  riotous  excess,  a  priestly  race. 
kffOK  him  free,  and  that  I  forge  th*  offence^ 
{t  ihow'd  the  way,  perverting  first  my  senae : 
AiDilice  witty,  and  with  venom  fraught, 
it  makes  me  speak  the  things  I  never  thought. 
^SDopiite  the  gains  of  his  ungovem'd  zeal ; 
II  Kiits  his  doth  the  praise  of  railing  well. 
fW  vortd  will  think,  that  what  we  loosely  write, 
WjjH)  now  anaign'd,  he  read  with  some  delight ; 
itcauie  he  seems  to  chew  the  cud  again, 
IVn  his  broad  comment  makea  the  text  too  plain ; 
ifti  teaches  more  in  one  explaining  page, 
*JD)  lU  Che  douUa-nieaninga  of  the  stage, 
•^'iut  needs  he  paraphrase  oo  what  we  mean  ? 
U  were  at  worst  but  wanton ;  he's  obscene* 
M  wj  ffUows  nor  myself  excuse ; 
h  Ws  the  subject  of  the  comic  Muse ; 
'v  on  «e  write  without  it,  nor  would  you 
[  isle  of  only  dry  instruction  view ; 
^r'.neis  always  of  a  vidous  kind,  ' 

^  or^  to  virtuous  acts  inflames  the  mind, 
'*a^«>  the  sleepy  vigour  of  the  soul, 
■i  bnnhing  o'er,  adds  motion  to  die  pool. 
^*,  rtttdious  how  to  please,  improves  our  parts 
Tib  poUah'd  manners,  and  adorns  with  arts. 
tn  fint  iorented  verse,  and  form*d  the  rhyme^ 
kr  motioQ  measur'd,  hannonu*d  the  chime ; 

•  Uxnl  acts  enlarg'd  the  narrow-sourd, 
l^'d  (he  fierce,  and  made  the  coward  bold  : 

*  wU,  when  waste,  he  peopled  with  increase^ 
*d  watring  natioaa  reconcil*d  in  peace. 
^OB^  the  first,  and  all  the  faur  may  find, 
|^»  OM  legend,  to  their  fame  design'd, 
^  Bcsuty  fires  the  blood,  bow  love  exalts  the 

((Ittt tweet  isle  where  Venus  keq>s  her  couft^ 
a^ercry  Grace,  and  all  the  Lovea,  resort; 
'W  cither  sex  is  fonn'd  of  softer  earth, 
A^ukcs  the  bent  of  pleasure  from  their  birth; 
Knr  lir'd  a  Cyprian  lord  above  the  rest 
■K,  wealthy,  «rith  a  numerous  issue  bless*d. 
B<.t  as  no  gift  of  Fortune  is  sincere, 
»  obij  wantiag  in  a  worthy  heir ; 
I»  tide*  bom,  a  goodly  youth  to  view, 
iceU'd  the  rett  in  shape,  and  outward  show, 
u*.  tall,  his  timba  with  due  proportion  join'd, 
«t  of  ■  heavy,  dnU,  degenerate  mind, 
t^  »iU  bely'd  the  fieatuica  of  hia  five ; 
**otj  waa  d»,  but  beauty  in  disgrace, 
clovaish  mien,  a  voice  with  rustic  aound, 
^  atopid  esfci  that  ever  lov*d  the  ground. 


He  look'd  like  Natare's  enrour,  as  the  mind 

And  body  were  not  of  a  piece  deaign'd. 

But  made  for  two,  and  bymtatake  in  (me  wete  Join'd* 

Hie  ruling  rod,  the  fioher'a  forming  aire. 
Were  exerds'd  in  vain  on  Wit's  despair ; 
The  more  inform*d,  the  less  he  understood. 
And  deeper  sunk  fay  floundering  in  the  mud. 
Now  8com*d  of  all,  and  grown  the  public  sbame^ 
The  people  ftom  Galesus  chang'd  hu  name^ 
And  Cymon  caU'd,  which  signifies  a  brute; 
So  well  his  name  did  with  his  iMture  suit. 

His  father,  when  he  found  his  labour  lost. 
And  care  employ*d  that  answer'd  not  tfie  cost. 
Chose  an  ungratoful  object  to  remove. 
And  loath'd  to  see  what  Nature  made  him  love ; 
So  to  liis  country  farm  tlie  fool  confin'd  ; 
Rifde  work  well  suited  with  a  rustic  mind. 
Thus  to  the  wilds  the  sturdy  Cymon  went,    [ment. 
A  squire  among  the  swains,  and  pleas'd  with  banish* 
His  com  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 
And  his  supreme  delight,  a  country  fair 

It  happen'd  on  a  summer's  holiday. 
That  to  the  green-wood  shade  he  took  his  way ; 
For  Cymon  shunn'd  tiie  church,  and  us'd  not  mudi 

to  pray. 
His  quarter-staflT,  which  he  could  ne'er  forsake. 
Hung  half  before,  and  half  behind  his  back. 
He  trudg'd  along,  unknowing  what  he  sought, 
And  whistled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thought. 

By  Chance  conducted,  or  by  thirst  constrain'd. 
The  deep  recesses  of  the  grove  he  gain'd ; 
Where,  in  a  plain  defended  by  the  wood. 
Crept  through  the  matted  grass  a  crystal  flood. 
By  which  an  alabaster  fountain  stood : 
And  on  the  margin  of  the  fount  was  laid 
(Attended  by  her  slaves)  a  sleeping  maid. 
Like  Dian  tind  her  nymphs,  when,  tir'd  with  sport. 
To  rest  by  cool  Eurotas  they  resort : 
The  dame  herself  tlie  goddess  well  exprcss'd, 
Not  more  dxstinguish'd  by  her  purple  vest. 
Than  by  the  charming  features  of  her  face. 
And  ev'n  in  slumber  a  superior  grace : 
Her  comely  limbs  compos'd  with  decent  care. 
Her  body  sliaded  with  a  slight  cymarr ; 
Her  bosom  to  tlie  view  was  only  bare : 
Where  two  beginning  paps  were  scarcely  spy'd. 
For  yet  their  places  were  but  signify'd  : 
The  fiuining  wind  upon  her  bosom  blows. 
To  meet  the  fanning  wind  the  bosom  rose ; 
The  fanning  wind,  and  purling  streams,  continue 
her  repose. 

The  fool  of  Nature  stood  with  stupid  eyes. 
And  gaping  mouth  that  testify *d  surprise, 
Fix'd  on  her  Uce,  nor  could  remove  his  sight. 
New  as  he  was  to  love,  and  novice  to  delight : 
Long  mute  he  stood,  and  leaning  on  his  stafl^. 
His  wonder  witness'd  witli  an  idiot  laugh ; 
Then  would  have  spoke,  but  by  his  glimmering  sense 
First  found  his  want  of  words,  and  fear'd  oflcnce : 
Doubted  for  what  he  was  he  should  be  known, 
By  his  clown  accent,  and  his  country  tone. 
Through  the  rude  chaos  thus  tlie  running  light 
Shot  the  first  ray  that  pierc'd  the  native  night: 
llien  day  and  darkness  in  the  mass  were  niix'd. 
Till  gathered  in  a  globe  tlie  beams  were  fix'd : 
Last  shone  the  Sun,  who,  radiant  in  his  sphere, 
Illumin'd  Heaven  and  Earth,  and  roU'd  around  the 

year. 
So  reason  in  this  brutal  soul  b^an. 
Love  made  him  first  suspect  he  was  a  man ; 
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Love  made  him  doubt  his  broad  bariiariui  aonnd ; 
By  love  his  want  of  words  and  wit  be  found ; 
That  sense  of  want  prepar'd  the  future  way 
To  knowledge,  and  disclos'd  the  promise  of  a  day. 

Wliat  not  his  father's  care,  nor  tutor's  art, 
Could  plant  with  pains  in  his  unpolish'd  heart. 
The  b^  instructor,  Love,  at  once  inspir'd. 
As  barren  grounds  to  firuitfulness  are  fir'd : 
Love  taught  him  shame ;  and  Shame,  with  Love  at 

strife, 
Soon  taught  the  sweet  civilities  of  life ; 
His  gross  material  soul  at  once  could  find 
Somewhat  in  her  excelling  all  her  kind : 
Exciting  a  desire  till  then  unknown. 
Somewhat  unfound,  or  found  in  her  alone. 
This  made  the  first  impression  on  his  mind. 
Above,  but  just  above,  the  brutal  kind. 
For  beasts  can  like,  but  not  distinguish  too. 
Nor  theu*  own  liking  by  reflection  know  ; 
Nor  why  they  like  or  this  or  t'other  face. 
Or  judge  of  tf«is  or  diat  peculiar  grace ; 
But  love  in  gp'oss,  and  stupidly  admire : 
As  flios,  allur'd  by  light,  approach  the  fire. 
Thus  our  man4>east,  advancing  by  degrees. 
First  likes  the  whole,  then  separates  what  he  sees ; 
On  several  parts  a  several  praise  bestows. 
The  ruby  lips,  the  well-proportion'd  notse, 
The  snowy  skin,  and  raven-glossy  hair, 
Tlie  dimpled  cheek,  and  foreliead  rising  fair. 
And,  ev'n  in  sleep  itself,  a  smiling  air. 
From  thence  his  eyes  descending  view'd  the  rest. 
Her  plump  round  arms,  white  hands,  and  heaving 

breast. 
Long  on  the  last  he  dwelt,  though  every  part 
A  pointed  arrow  sped  to  pierce  his  heart. 

Thus  in  a  trice  a  judge  of  beauty  grown, 
(A  judge  erected  from  a  country  down) 
lie  long'd  to  see  her  eyes,  in  slumber  hid, 
And  wish'd  his  own  could  pierce  witliin  the  lid : 
He  would  have  wak'd  her, but  restrain'd  his  thought, 
And  Love,  nem'-bom,  the  first  good-manners  taught. 
And  awful  Fear  his  ardent  wish  withstood. 
Nor  durst  disturb  the  godde^  of  the  wood. 
For  such  slie  seem'd  by  her  celestial  face. 
Excelling  all  the  rest  of  human  race. 
And  tilings  divine,  by  common  sense  he  knew, 
jVlust  be  devoutly  seen,  at  distant  view : 
So  checking  his  desire,  with  trembling  heart 
Gaxing  he  stood,  nor  would  nor  could  depart ;' 
Fix'd  as  a  pilgrim  wilder'd  in  his  way. 
Who  dares  not  stir  by  night,  for  fear  to  stray. 
But  stands  with  awAil  eyes  to  watch  the  dawn  of 
day. 

At  length  awaking,  Iphigene  the  fair 
(So  was  the  beauty  call'd  who  caus'd  his  care) 
Unclos'd  her  eyes,  and  double  day  reveal'd, 
Wliile  those  of  all  her  slaves  in  sleep  were  seal'd. 

The  slavering  cudden,  propp'd  upon  his  staff*. 
Stood  ready  gaping  with  a  grinning  laugh. 
To  welcome  her  awake ;  nor  durst  begin 
To  speak,  but  wisely  kept  the  fool  within. 
Then  she :  *<  What  makes  you,  Cymon,  here  alone?" 
(For  Cymon's  name  was  round  the  country  known 
Because  descended  of  a  noble  race, 
And  for  a  soul  ill  sorted  with  his  fisce). 

But  still  the  sot  stood  silent  with  surprise. 
With  fix'd  regard  on  her  new-open'd  eyes, 
And  in  his  breast  receiv'd  th'  envenom'd  dart, 
A  tickling  pain  that  pleas'd  amid  the  smart. 
But,  conscious  of  her  form,  with  quick  distrust 
She  saw  his  sparkling  eyes,  and  fcar'd  his  brutal  lust  -. 


TluB  to  pi«vcni,  riie  wak*d  her  ^eepf 
And,  rising  hairty,  took  a  short  adieu. 

Then  Cymon  first  his  ruatic  voice  caaiy'd. 
With  proffb^d  aenrice  to  the  parting  maid 
To  see  her  safe ;  his  hand  she  kxig  dcny'd. 
But  took  at  length,  asham'd  of  such  a  guide. 
So  Cymon  led  her  home,  and  leaving  there. 
No  more  would  to  his  country  downs  repair. 
But  sought  his  Other's  house,  vrith  better  miiid. 
Refusing  in  the  farm  to  be  confin'd. 

The  fiuher  wonder'd  at  the  son's  retnm. 
And  knew  not  whether  to  rejoice  or  nxmni ;  I 

But  doubtfully  receiv'd,  expecting  still 
To  learn  the  secret  causes  a(  his  alter'd  wilL 
Nor  was  he  long  delay 'd :  the  first  request 
He  made,  was  Uke  his  bitithcrs  to  be  dfess'd. 
And,  as  his  burtfa  requir'd,  above  the  rest. 

With  ease  his  suit  was  grantMi  by  his 
Distinguishing  his  heir  by  rich  attire : 
His  b^y  thus  adoru'd^  he  next  deagn'd 
With  liberal  arts  to  cultivate  his  mind : 
He  sought  a  tutor  of  his  own  accord. 
And  study'd  lessons  he  before  abborr'd. 

Thus  the  man-child  advanc'd,  and  1eani*d  sote 
That  in  short  time  his  equals  he  surpass'd : 
His  brutal  manners  from  his  breast  exil'd. 
His  mien  he  fashion'd,  and  his  tongue  he  fiPd ; 
In  every  exerdse  of  all  admir'd. 
He  seem'd,  nor  only  seem'd,  but  was  inspir'd  : 
Inspir'd  by  Love,  whose  business  is  to  please ; 
He  rode,  he  fenc'd,  he  mov'd  with  gracefal  eaw, 
More  fimi'd  for  sense,^for  courtly  carria^  znorc. 
Than  for  his  brutal  folly  known  before. 

What  then  of  alter'd  Cymon  shall  we  nr. 
But  that  the  fire  wliidi  cfaioak'd  in  ashes  fa^, 
A  load  too  heavy  for  his  soul  to  move,  [  Low 

Was  upward  blown  bdow,  and  brush'd   a«ay 
Love  made  an  active  progress  through  has  mmd. 
The  dusky  parts  he  dear'd,  the  gross  refined. 
The  drowsy  wak'd ;  and  as  he  went  ixnpres&*d 
The  Maker's  image  on  the  human  breast. 
Thus  was  the  man  amended  by  desire. 
And  though  he  lov'd  perhaps  with  too  much  firr. 
His  father  all  his  faults  tivith  reason  scann'd. 
And  lik'd  an  errour  of  the  better  hand  ; 
Excus'd  th'  excess  of  passion  in  his  mind. 
By  flames  too  fierce,  perlu^is  too  mu<^  retin'd 
So  Cymon,  since  his  sire  indulg'd  his  will. 
Impetuous  lov'd,  and  would  be  Cymon  still ; 
Galesus  he  disown'd,  and  chose  to  bear 
The  name  of  fool  confirm'd  and  bishop'd  fay  tht*  £i 

To  CSpseus  by  his  friends  his  suit  he  mov'd, 
Cipseus  the  father  of  the  fair  he  lov'd  : 
But  he  was  pre-engag'd  by  former  ties. 
While  Cymon  was  endeavouring  to  be  wise  :        j 
And  Iplugene,  oblig'd  by  former  vows. 
Had  given  her  faith  to  wed  a  foreign  spouse  : 
Her  sire  and  she  to  Rhodian  Fasimond,  | 

Though  both  repenting,  were  by  promise  boundj 
Nor  could  retract;  and  tiius,  as  Fate  decreed,  > 
Though  better  lov'd,  he  spoke  too  late  to  speed. 

The  doom  was  past,  the  ship»  already  sent. 
Did  all  his  tardy  diligence  prevent :  | 

Sigh'd  to  herself  the  fair  unhappy  maid,  i 

While  stormy  Cymon  thus  in  secret  said  : 
**  The  time  is  come  for  Iphigene  to  find  ' 

The  miracle  she  wrought  upon  my  muid : 
Her  charms  have  made  roe  man,  her  ravisli'd  k^ 
In  rank  shall  place  me  with  the  bless'd  above. 
For  mine  by  love,  by  force  she  shall  be  nune. 
Or  death,  if  force  should  fiul,  shall  finish  mf  ^esi^ 
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Moh'd  he  aid;  and  rigg'd  with  speedy  care 
Tvnei  strong,  and  weuequipp*d  for  war. 
he  secret  ihip  with  chosen  fnends  he  stor'd ', 
nd,  bent  to  die  or  conquer,  went  aboard. 
mbusb'd  he  ky  behind  the  Cyprian  ahore, 
iiitiag  the  «il  that  all  his  widies  bore ;    ^ 
lorloQg  expected,  for  the  following  tide 
at  (Hit  the  hostile  ship  and  beauteous  bride. 
To  Rhodes  the  rival  bark  directly  steer'd, 
^  Cjmon  sudden  at  her  back  appear'd, 
iad  dopp'd  her  flight :  then,  standing  on  his  prow, 
alaugbty  terms  be  thus  defy'd  the  foe : 
Or  «ike  your  sails  at  summons,  or  prepare 
6  pnre  the  hut  extremities  of  war.  '* 
Ins  vvn*d,  the  Rhodians  for  the  fight  provide ; 
hadf  were  the  vessels  side  by  side, 
^  obstiiiate  to  save,  and  those  to  seise  the  bride. 
n  Cjrmoa  loon  his  crooked  grapples  cast, 
lidi  vith  tenacious  hold  his  foes  embrac'd, 
ki,  ann'd  with  sword  and  shield,  amid  the  press 

be  passu 
Bte  wu  the  fight,  but,  hastening  to  his  prey, 
fhrtt  the  furious  lover  freed  his  way  : 
■SKlf  alone  dispen'd  the  Rhodian  crew, 
e  weak  diadain'd,  the  valiant  overthrew ; 
ttp  conquest  for  his  following  friends  remain'dy 
r  nap'd  the  field,  and  they  but  only  glean'd. 
Hi*  victory  oonfess'd,  the  foes  retreat, 
idott  the  wflopoDs  at  the  victor's  feet,      [fought 
^  thus  he  cheer'd :   "  O  Rhodian  youth,  I 
f  lore  alone,  nor  other  booty  sought ; 
V  Ihcs  are  mte ;  your  vessel  I  resign ; 
■n  be  your  own,  restoring  what  is  mine ; 
I{)higcne  I  cbim  my  rightful  due, 
tt'd  bj  my  rival,  and  £tain*d  by  you : 
*r  Panmond  a  lawless  bargain  drove, 

*  puent  oooU  not  sell  the  daughter's  love ; 

*  if  he  oould,  my  Laiwe  disdains  the  laws, 
id  like  a  king  by  conquest  gains  his  cause : 
^  anns  take  place,  all  other  pleas  are  vain, 

«» taught  me  fotce,  and  Faroe  shall  love  maintain, 
B,  what  by  strength  you  could  not  keep,  release, 
^■t  an  easy  ranaom  buy  your  peace." 
^  on  the  oooqucr'd  side  soon  sign'd  th'  accord, 
^  lphi)(cne  to  Cymon  was  restor'd : 
w  to  his  anns  the  blushing  bride  he  took« 
'•emtng  aadneaa  she  compos'd  her  look  ; 
K  i 7  force  subjected  to  his  wiU, 
>^  pleas'd,  dissembUng,  and  a  woman  stilL 
li  Tor  ihe  wept,  he  wip*d  her  falling  tears, 
^  pny'd  her  to  dismiaa  her  empty  fears; 
rcr  roun  I  am,"  he  said,  *•  and  have  deserv'd 
w  ttnr  much  better  whom  so  long  I  serv'd, 
tt  oe  to  whom  your  formal  father  ty'd 
>v  To«s  aod  iold  a  slave,  not  sent  a  bride.'* 
B>  vhile  be  spoke,  be  seiz'd  the  willing  prey, 
[  l^tfis  bore  the  Spartan  spouse  away. 
i^t  y  the  lacam'd,  and  ev'n  her  eyes  confess'd 
Madier  would  be  thought,  than  was  distress'd. 
^cowexuhsbut  Cyimm  in  his  mind? 
"^  ^o^  and  empty  joys  of  human  kind, 
"»1  of  the  present,  to  the  future  blind ! 
rare  of  Fate,  while  Cymon  plows  the  sea, 
■  <««n  to  Candy  w^  his  conqucr'd  prey, 
^'  the  third  glass  of  measur'd  hours  was  run, 
wn,  like  a  (iery  meteor,  sunk  the  Sun ; 
fe  promiH'  of  a  atorm ;  the  shifting  gales 
*^aM>  by  fits,  and  fill  the  flagging  sails ; 
*^  mannun  of  the  main  from  far  were  heard, 
ii  tt^  came  on,  not  by  degrees  prepar*d, 


i  But  all  at  once ;  «t  once  the  vrinds  arise. 
Hie  thunders  roll,  the  forky  lightning  flies. 
In  vain  the  master  issues  out  commands. 
In  vain  the  trembling  sailors  ply  their  luuids : 
The  tempest  unforeseen  prevents  their  care. 
And  from  tiie  first  they  labour  in  despair. 
The  giddy  ship  betwixt  the  winds  and  tides, 
Forc'd  back,  and  forwards,  in  a  circle  rides, 
Stunn'd  with  the  different  blows;  then  shoots  amain, 
Till,  oounterbufVd,  she  stops,  and  sleeps  again. 
Not  more  aghast  the  proud  archangel  fell, 
Plung'd  from  the  height  of  Heaven  to  deepest  Hell, 
Than  stood  the  lover  of  his  love  possess'd. 
Now  curs'd  the  more,  the  more  he  had  been  blew'd ; 
More  anxious  for  her  danger  than  his  own. 
Death  he  defies ;  but  would  be  lost  alone. 

Sad  Iphigene  to  womanish  complaints 
Adds  pious  prayers,  and  wearies  ail  the  saints  ; 
Ev'n  tf  she  could,  her  love  she  would  repent^ 
But,  since  she  cannot,  dreads  the  punishment : 
Her  forfeit  faith,  and  Pasimond  betray'd. 
Are  ever  present,  and  her  crime  upbraid. 
She  blames  herself,  nor  blames  her  lover  leas. 
Augments  her  anger,  as  her  fears  increase : 
From  her  own  back  Uie  burthen  would  remove. 
And  lays  the  load  on  his  ungovem'd  love. 
Which,  interposing,  durst,  in  Heaven's  despite, 
Invade,  and  violate  another's  right : 
The  powers  incens'd  awhile  defeir'd  his  pain, 
And  made  him  master  of  his  vows  in  vain : 
But  soon  they  punish'd  his  presumptuous  pride ; 
Hiat  for  his  daiing  enterprize  she  dy'd ; 
Who  rather  not  resisted,  than  comply'd. 

Hien,  impotent  of  mind,  with  alter *d  sense. 
She  bugg'd  th*  offender,  and  foi^gave  th'  offence, 
I  Sex  to  the  last :  meantime  with  sails  decUn'd 
"Die  wandering  vessel  drove  before  the  wind ; 
Toss'd  and  retoss'd,  alof^  and  then  below. 
Nor  port  they  seek,  nor  certain  course  they  know. 
But  every  moment  wait  the  coming  blow. 
Thus  blindly  driven,  by  breaking  day  they  view'd 
The  land  before  them,  and  their  fears  renew'd ; 
The  land^  was  welcome,  but  the  tempest  bore 
The  tfareaten'd  ship  against  a  rocky  shore. 

A  winding  bay  was  near ;  to  this  they  bent. 
And  just  escap'd ;  their  force  already  spent : 
Secure  from  storms,  and  panting  from  the  sea, 
The  land  unknown  at  leisure  they  survey  ; 
And  saw  (but  soon  their  sickly  sight  withdrew) 
Tlie  rising  towers  of  Rhodes  a(  distant  view ; 
And  curs'd  the  hostile  abafe  of  Pasimond, 
Sav'd  from  the  seas,  and  shipwreck'd  on  the  ground. 

The  frighted  sailors  try'd  their  strength  in  vain 
To  turn  the  stem,  and  tempt  the  stormy  main ; 
But  the  stiff  wind  withstood  the  labouring  oar. 
And  forc'd  them  forward  on  the  fatal  shore  ! 
The  crooked  keel  now  bites  the  Rhodian  strand. 
And  the  ship  moor'd  constrains  the  crew  to  land ; 
Yet  still  they  might  be  safe,  because  unknown, 
But,  as  ill  fortune  seldom  comes  alone. 
The  vessel  they  dismiss'd  was  driven  before. 
Already  sheltcr'd  on  their  native  shore ;        [cheer  ; 
Known  each,  they  know;  but  each  with  change  of 
The  vanquish'd  side  exults ;  the  victors  fear ; 
Not  them,  but  theirs,  made  prisoners  ere  they  fi^itp 
Despairing  conquest,  and  depriv'd  of  flight. 

Hie  country  rings  around  with  loud  alarms. 
And  raw  in  fields  the  rude  militia  swarms ; 
Mouths  without  hands ;  maintain'd  at  vast  expeniCy 
In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence  : 
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Stout  once  a  xnontfi  ^tej  march,  a  blttstering  band. 

And  ever,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  hand ; 

Thift  was  the  morn  when,  issuing  on  the  guard. 

Drawn  up  in  rank  and  file  they  stood  prepar*d 

Of  seeming  anus  to  make  a  short  essay, 

Then  hasten  to  be  drunk,  the  business  of  the  day. 

The  cowards  wouid  haire  6ed,  but  that  they  knew 
TbemselTes  so  many,  and  their  foes  so  few: 
But,  crowding  on,  the  last  the  first  impel : 
TDl  overborn  with  weight  the  Cyprians  fell. 
Cymon  enslaVd,  who  first  the  war  begun. 
And  Iphigene  once  more  is  lost  and  won. 

Deep  in  a  dungeon  was  the  captive  cast, 
Depriv'd  of  day,  and  held  in  fetters  fast : 
His  life  was  only  spar*d  at  their  request. 
Whom  taken  he  so  nobly  had  releas*d : 
But  Iphigenia  was  the  ladies*  care. 
Each  in  their  turn  address'd  to  treat  the  fair ; 
While  Fbsimond  and  his  the  nuptial  feast  prepare. 

Her  secret  soul  to  Cymon  was  inclin'd. 
But  she  must  suffer  what  her  Fates  assign*d ; 
So  passiTe  is  the  church  of  woman-kind. 
What  worse  to  Cymon  could  his  fortune  deal, 
RoU'd  to  the  lowest  spoke  of  all  her  wheel  ? 
It  rested  to  dismiss  the  downward  weight. 
Or  raise  him  upward  to  his  former  height ; 
The  latter  pleas'd ;  and  Lore  (concerned  the  most) 
Aepar'd  th'  amends,  for  what  by  love  he  lost. 

The  sire  of  Fssiraond  had  left  a  son. 
Though  younger,  yet  for  courage  early  known, 
Onnisda  call'd,  to  whom,  by  promise  ty*d, 
A  Rhodian  beauty  was  the  destin*d  bride ; 
Cassandm  was  her  name,  above  the  rest 
Renown'd  for  birdi,  with  fortune  amply  bless'd. 
Lysimachus,  who  ruVd  the  Rhodian  state. 
Was  then  by  choice  their  annual  magistrate : 
He  lov'd  Cassandra  too  with  equal  fire. 
But  Fortune  had  not  favour*d  his  desire ; 
Cross'd  by  her  friends,  by  her  not  disapprov*d. 
Nor  yet  preferr'd,  or  like  Ormisda  lov*d : 
So  stood  th'  affeir :  some  little  hope  remain'd, 
Tliat,  should  his  rival  chance  to  lose,  he  gain*d. 

Meantime  young  Ptsimond  his  marriage  press*d, 
Ordain*d  the  nuptial  day,  prepar'd  the  feast ; 
And  frugally  rcsolv'd  (the  charge  to  shun, 
Whidi  would  be  double  should  he  wed  alone) 
To  join  his  brotlier*s  bridal  witli  his  own. 

Lysimachus,  opprcss'd  with  mortal  grief, 
Rcceiv'd  the  ne\%'s,  and  studyM  quick  relief: 
The  fatal  day  approach'd ;  if  force  were  us*d, 
The  magistrate  his  public  trust  abus*d ; 
To  justice  liable,  as  law  requir*d ; 
For,  when  his  office  ccosM,  his  power  ezpir'd : 
While  power  rcmainM  the  means  were  in  his  hand 
By  force  to  seize,  and  then  forsake  the  land : 
Betwixt  extremes  he  knew  not  how  to  move, 
A  slave  to  fame,  but,  more  a  slave  to  love : 
Restraining  others,  yet  himself  not  free. 
Made  impotent  by  power,  debas*d  by  dignity. 
Both  sides  he  wcigh'd :  but,  after  much  debate, 
The  man  prevaiPd  above  the  magistrate. 

Love  never  fails  to  master  what  he  finds. 
But  woriu  a  different  way  in  different  minds, 
The  fool  enlightens,  and  the  wise  he  blinds. 
This  youth,  proposing  to  possess  and  'scape, 
B^an  in  murder,  to  conclude  in  rape :  [bless 

UnpraisM  by  me,  though  Heaven  sometimes  may 
An  impious  act  with  undeserv'd  success : 
Tlie  great  it  seems  are  privileg'd  alone 
To  punish  all  injustice  but  their  own. 


But  here  I  flop^  not  diring  to  proofed, 
Yet  blu^  to  fiatter  an  unrighteous  deed : 
For  crimes  are  but  permitted,  not  decreed. 

Resolv'd  on  force,  his  wit  tiie  prelor  bent, 
To  find  the  means  that  mi^it  secure  tb*  eveot : 
Nor  long  he  labour'd,  for  his  ludky  thought 
In  captive  Cymon  fbund  the  friend  he  souglit ; 
Th*  example  pleas'd :  the  cause  and  crime  the  sum  \ 
An  injur'd  lover,  and  a  nvidi'4  dame. 
How  mudi  he  durst  he  knew  by  what  he  dar*d« 
The  less  he  had  to  lose,  the  less  he  car*d 
To  manage  loathsome  life,  when  love  was  the  rend 

This'ponder'd  well,  and  fix'd  on  his  intent, 
In  depth  of  night  he  for  the  prisoner  sent; 
In  secret  sent,  the  public  view  to  shun, 
Tlicn  witli  a  sober  smile  he  thus  begun. 
**  Hie  powers  above,  who  bounteouody  beifeov 
Tlieir  gifb  and  graces  on  mankind  below, 
Yut  prjve  our  merit  first,  nor  blindly  give 
To  sudi  as  are  not  worthy  to  receive. 
For  valour  and  for  rirtue  they  provide 
Their  due  reward,  but  first  tliey  must  be  tty'd : 
These  fruitful  seeds  within  your  mind  they  tov'd; 
'Twas  youn  t'  improve  the  talent  they  beslov'd: 
'Iliey  gave  you  to  be  bom  of  noble  kincl. 
They  gave  y<m  love  to  lighten  up  your  mind. 
And  purge  the  grosser  parts ;  they  gave  you  cat 
To  please,  and  courage  to  deserve  the  fair. 

'*  Thus  far  they  try'd  you,  and  by  proof  thq 
found 
TTie  grain  intrusted  in  a  grateful  ground : 
But  still  the  great  experiment  remajn'd. 
They  sufifVr'd  you  to  lose  the  prize  you  gained. 
That  you  might  learn  the  gift  was  thein  alone, 
And  when  restor'd,  to  them  the  blessaag  own. 
Restor'd  it  soon  will  be ;  the  means  prepar'd. 
The  difliculty  smooth'd,  the  danger  sbar'd : 
Be  but  yourself,  the  care  to  me  resign^ 
Then  I|dugene  is  yours,  Cassandra  mine. 
Your  rival  Fiuimond  pursues  your  lifc^ 
Impatient  to  revenge  his  ravisla'd  wife» 
But  yet  not  his ;  to-morrow  is  beUmi, 
And  Love  our  fortunes  in  one  band  has  joBn*d : 
Two  brothers  are  our  foes,  Ormisda  mine. 
As  much  declar'd  as  Pasimond  is  thine : 
To-m(»row  must  their  common  vows  be  ty*d : 
With  Love  to  friend,  and  Fortune  for  oar  guide. 
Let  both  resolve  to  die,  or  each  redeem  a 

**  Right  I  have  none,  nor  hast  thou  mnch  to  plfli 
'Tis  force,  when  done,  must  justify  tbe  deed : 
Our  task  perfbrm'd,  we  next  prepare  for  ffi^ 
And  let  the  losers  talk  in  vain  of  right : 
We  witli  the  fair  vrill  sail  before  the  wind. 
If  they  are  griev'd,  I  leave  the  laws  briiind. 
^leak  thy  resolves :  if  now  thy  courage  droop. 
Despair  in  prison,  and  abandon  hc^  : 
But  if  thou  dar'st  in  arms  thy  love  reigein, 
(For  liberty  without  thy  love  were  vain,) 
Then  second  my  design  to  seise  the  prey,      [«a| 
Or  lead  to  second  rape,  for  well  thou  know'st ! 

Said  Cymon  overjoy'd,  "  Do  thou  propose 
The  means  to  fight,  and  only  show  tbe  foes : 
For  from  the  first,  when  love  had  fir*d  my  xniod, 
Resolv'd  I  left  the  care  of  lifie  behind.** 

To  this  the  bold  Lysimachus  reply  *<!, 
«  Let  Heaven  be  neuter,  and  tbe  sword  decide ; 
The  spousals  are  prepar'd,  already  play 
The  minstrels,  and  provoke  the  tardy  day : 
By  this  the  brides  are  wak'd,  their  grooms  are  dres 


All  lihodes  is  summon'd  to  the  nuptial  feast. 
All  but  myself,  the  sole  unbidden  guest. 
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ytiAkn  timigh  I  im,  I  will  be  there, 
3d,  join'd  by  tfaee,  mtend  to  joj  the  £dr. 

**  Nov  beer  the  rest;  when  Day  resigns  the  light, 
Jid  diceHul  torches  gild  the  jolXj  Night, 
leicadyitmy cell;  mychoeenfew 
Hth  aims  administered  shall  aid  thy  crew. 
1»fif  entering  unexpected,  will  we  seize 
he  destui'd  {ney,  from  men  dissolved  in  case, 
)j  wise  disabled^  unprepar'd  for  fight, 
bd  hmeoing  to  the  seas,  suborn  our  flight : 
[^  ass  are  ours,  lor  I  command  tlie  fort, 
i  ibp  vell-mann'd  expects  us  in  the  port : 
f  dxy,  or  if  their  friends,  tlie  prize  contest, 
ktdi  sfasfl  attend  the  man  who  dares  resisL** 

It  plcts'd !  the  prisoner  to  his  hold  retlr'd, 
M  troop  with  equal  emulation  fir*d, 

0  ix'd  to  figfal^  and  all  their  wonted  work  requir'd. 
K  Son  aroie ;  the  streets  were  throng'd  around, 
k  psUce  open'd,  and  the  posts  were  crown'd. 

k  double  bridegcDom  at  the  door  attends 
i*  expected  qxHiae,  and  entertains  the  friends : 
■y  oanet,  they  lead  to  church,  the  priests  invoke 
e  pinren,  and  feed  the  flames  with  fragrant  smoke* 
b  done,  they  feast,  and  at  the  close  of  night 

1  kindled  torefaes  Taiy  their  delight, 

■e  lead  the  lively  dance.  Mid  those  the  brimming 

bowb  invite. 
Kew  at  tfa*  a|^M>inted  place  and  hour  assign'd, 
iA  VMils  rciolv'd  the  ravishers  were  join'd  : 
ice  bands  are  fonn'd  ;  the  first  is  sent  before 
tfifoor  the  retreat,  and  guard  the  shore ; 
t  wcond  tt  the  palaoe  gate  is  plac*d, 
d  up  the  \otiy  stairs  ascend  the  last : 
pcscefbl  tniop  they  seem  witli  shining  vests, 
I  CQits  of  mail  beneath  secure  their  breasts. 
^nnth^K  they  enter,  Cymon  at  their  head, 
d  find  the  feast  renew'd,  the  table  spread : 
Mt  voices,  mix'd  vrith  instrumental  sounds, 
Beed  the  vauHcd  roof,  the  vaulted  roof  rebounds. 
^  like  the  harpies  rushing  through  the  hall 
a  wddcB  troop  appears,  the  tables  fall, 
■r  anoaking  load  is  on  the  pavement  thrown  ; 
^  randier  prepares  to  seize  his  own ; 

*  brides,  invaded  with  a  rude  embrace, 
Bek  out  for  aid,  confusion  fills  the  place. 
Mdi  to  redeem  the  prey  their  plighted  lords 
l^iBce,  the  palace  gleams  with  sliining  swords. 
^  late  is  all  defence,  and  succour  vain ; 

*  fxpe  is  made,  the  ravishers  remain : 
*o  Ntunly  slaves  were  only  sent  before 

»bev  ttM*  purchasM  prixe  in  safety  to  the  sliora* 


The  troop  retires,  the  lovers  close  the  rear, 
With  forward  fiioes  not  confessing  fear : 
Backward  they  move,  but  scorn  their  pace  to  mend. 
Then  seek  the  stairs,  and  witli  slow  haste  descend. 

Fierce  Pasimond,  their  passage  to  prevent. 
Thrust  full  on  Cymon*s  back  in  his  descent ; 
The  blade  retum*d  unbath*d,  and  to  the  handle  bent. 
Stout  Cymon  soon  remounts,  and  clefl  in  two 
His  rival's  head  with  one  descending  blow : 
And  as  the  next  in  rank  Ormisda  stood, 
He  tum'd  the  point ;  the  sword,  inur'd  to  blood, 
Bor*d  his  unguarded  breast,  which  pour*d  a  purplt 

flood. 
With  vow'd  revenge  the  gathering  crowd  pursuesy 
The  ravishers  turn  head,  the  fight  renews; 
The  hall  is  hcap'd  witli  corps ;  the  sprinkled  gore 
Besmears  tlie  walls,  and  floats  the  marble  floor. 
Dispers'd  at  length  the  dnmkcn  squadron  flie^ 
The  victors  to  their  vessel  l>ear  the  prise ; 
And  hear  behind  loud  groans,  and  lamentable  cries. 
The  crew  with  vnkrry  sliouts  their  anchors  weigh. 
Then  ply  tlieir  oars  and  brush  the  buxom  sea. 
While  troops  of  gather'd  Rhodians  crowd  the  key 
Wliat  should  tlie  people  do  when  left  alone  ? 
The  governor  and  government  are  gone. 
The  public  wealth  to  foreign  parts  convey'd ; 
Some  troops  disbanded,  and  the  rest  unpaid. 
Rhodes  is  the  (sovereign  of  the  sea  no  more ; 
Tlieir  ships  unrigg'd,  and  spent  tlieir  naval  stor^ 
They  neither  could  defend,  nor  can  pursue, 
But  grinn'd  tlieir  teetli,  and  cast  a  helpless  view  ; 
In  vain  with  darts  a  distant  war  they  try, 
Short,  and  more  short,  the  missive  weapons  fly. 
Meanwhile  tlie  ravishers  their  crimes  enjoy. 
And  flying  sails  and  sweeping  oars  employ : 
Tlie  clifls  of  Rhodes  in  little  space  are  lo^ 
Jove's  isle  tliey  seek ;  nor  Jove  denies  his  coast 

In  safety  landed  on  the  Candian  shore. 
With  generous  wines  tlieir  spirits  they  restore : 
There  Cymon  with  his  Rbodian  friend  resides. 
Both  court,  and  wed  at  once  the  willing  brides 
A  war  ensues,  the  Cretans  own  their  cause, 
Stiff  to  defend  their  hospitable  laws : 
Both  parties  lose  by  turns  ;  and  neither  wins, 
Till  peace  propounded  by  a  truce  begins. 
Tlic  kindred  of  the  slain  forgive  the  deed. 
But  a  short  exile  must  for  sliow  precede : 
The  term  cxplr'd,  from  Candia  they  remove  ; 
And  happy  each,  at  home,  enjoys  his  love. 
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JoHK  Pfliurs,  an  English  poet,  was  the  son  of 
Dr.  Stephen  Fhilips,  archdeaccMi  of  Salop.  He 
'Was  bora  at  Bampton,  in  Oxf<nrdshire,  in  1676,  and 
received  his  classical  education  at  Winchester 
schooL  He  was  removed  to  Christ-Church  col- 
lie, in  Oxford,  in  1694,  where  he  fully  maintained 
the  distuiction  he  had  already  acquired  at  school, 
and  obtained  the  esteem  of  several  eminent  literary 
characters.  In  1703  he  made  himself  known  by 
his  poem  of  *'  The  Splendid  Shilling,"  a  pleasant 
burlesque,  in  which  he  happily  imitated  the  style 
of  Milton.  The  reputation  he  acquired  by  diis 
piece  caused  him  to  be  selected  by  the  leaders  .of 
the  Tory  party  to  celebrate  the  victory  of  Blenheim, 
in  competition  with  Addison,  an  attempt  which, 
however,  seems  to  have  added  little  to  his  fiune. 


His  didactic  poem  on  Cyder,  published  in 
considered  as  his  principal  perfbrmanee, 
with  whidi  his  name  is  chiefly  associated. 
came  popular,  and  raised  him  to  eminence 
the  poets  of  his  age  and  dass.     This, 
'<  Splendid   Shilling,'*  are  the  pieces  by 
will  chiefly  deserve  to  be  remembeted. 
died  of  a  pulmonary  affection.  In 
at  his  mother's  house  in  Hereford,  greatly 
by  his  friends,  to  whom  he  was  endeared 
modesty,  kindness,   and  blamelessness  of 
racter.     Besides  a  tsbkt,  widi  a  I     '    ' 
in  Hereford  cathedral,  he  was  honoured 
monument  in    Westminster    Abbey, 
Lord  Chancellor  Harcourt,  with  a  long  and 
sical  epitaph,  composed  by  Atterinuy. 
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THE  SPLENDID  SHILLING. 

** Sing,  heavenly  Muse ! 

Things  unattempted  yet,  in  prose  or  rhyme,** 
A  shilling,  breeches,  and  chimeras  dire. 

JlIappy  the  man,  who,  vrad  of  cares  and  strife. 
In  silken  or  in  leathern  purse  retains 
A  Splendid  Shilling :  he  nor  hears  with  pain 
New  oysters  cry'd,  nor  sighs  for  cheerful  ale ; 
But  with  his  friends,  when  nightly  mists  arise, 
To  Juniper's  Magpie,  or  Town-hall  *  repairs : 
Wher^  mindful  of  the  nymph,  whose  wanton  eye 
TVansfiz'd  his  soul,  and  kindled  amorous  flames, 
Chloe,  or  Fhillis,  he  each  circling  glass 
Wishetli  her  health,  and  joy,  and  equal  love. 
Meanwhile,  he  smokes,  aifd  laughs  at  merry  tale. 
Or  pun  ambiguous,  or  conundrum  quaint. 
But  I,  whom  griping  Penury  surrounds. 
And  Htmger,  sure  attendant  upon  Want, 
WiUi  scanty  oflTals,  and  small  add  tiff*, 
(Wretched  repast !)  my  meagre  corpse  sustain : 
Then  solitary  walk,  or  doze  at  home 
In  garret  vile,  and  with  a  warming  puff* 

*  Two  noted  alehouses  in  Oiford,  170a 


Regale  chiird  fingers :  or  from  tube  as  black 
As  winter-dmnney,  or  well-poUsbed  jet. 
Exhale  mundungus,  ill-perfuming  scent : 
Not  blacker  tube,  nor  of  a  shorter  sise. 
Smokes  Cambro- Briton  (vers'd  in  pedigrec, 
I  ^rung  from  Cadwallador  and  Artlrar,  kin^ 
I  Fuji  famous  in  romantic  tale)  when  he 
'  O'er  many  a  craggy  hill  and  banen  difl^ 
Upon  a  cargo  of  fam'd  Cestrian  cheese,  i 

High  over-shadowing  rides,  with  a  des^n  ! 

To  vend  his  wares,  or  at  th'  Arvonian  mart. 
Or  Maridunum,  or  the  antient  town  i 

Yclep'd  Brechinia,  or  where  Vaga's  *t«iam 
Endrcles  Ariconium,  fruitful  soil !  I 

Wlience  flow  nectareous  wines,  that  wdl  may  viei 
With  Massic,  Setin,  or  renown'd  Falcm. 

Thus  while  my  joyless  minutes  tedioas  Bom, 
With  looks  demure,  and  silent  pace,  a  Dun, 
Horrible  monster !  hated  by  gods  and  men. 
To  my  aerial  dtadd  ascends. 
With  vocal  heel  thrice  thundering  at  my  gate. 
With  hideous  accent  thrice  he  calls ;  I  know 
The  voice  ill-boding,  and  the  solemn  aoun«L 
What  should  I  do?  or  whither  turn  ?     An»as*d, 
Confounded,  to  the  dark  recess  I  fly 
Of  wood-hole ;  straight  my  bristling  hain 
I  Tlffough  sudden  fear;  a  chilly  sweat  bedews 
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My  shuddering  lunbo,  and  (wonderful  to  tell !) 
My  tongue  forgets  her  faculty  of  speech ; 
So  horriMe  be  seems !     His  fSided  brow, 
Bntrench'd  with  many  a  frown,  and  conic  beard. 
And  spreading  band,  admir*d  by  modem  saints, 
Disutrous  adsforbode ;  m  bis  right  hand 
\Mf^  vrolls  of  paper  solemnly  he  waves, 
Wah  cfasradeii  and  figures  dire  inscrib*d, 
GrwToas  to  mortal  eyes ;  (ye  gods,  avert        [stalks 
Slid)  plagues  from  righteous  men  \)     Behind  him 
Aaoiher  monster,  not  unlike  himself, 
Mm  cf  aspect,  by  the  vulgar  calPd 
A  aiefapole^  whose  polluted  hands  the  gods 
Vith  force  incredible,  and  magic  charms^ 
Tint  htve  endued  :  tf  he  his  ample  palm 
Aould  haply  on  ilU&tcd  shoulder  lay 
D^debtar,  straight  his  body,  to  the  touch 
%«tt|uious  (as  whilom  knights  were  wont), 
To  some  enchanted  castle  is  convey'd, 
ll^lKn  gates  impregnable,  and  coercive  chains, 
M  dunoce  strict  detain  him,  till,  in  form 
Vmoney,  Fkllas  sets  the  captive  free. 
Beware,  ye  debtors !  when  ye  walk,  beware, 
fedraimipect ;  oft  with  insidious  ken 
^  caitiir  eyes  your  steps  aloof,  and  oft 
in  perdue  in  a  nook  or  gloomy  cave, 
^oDfic  to  enchant  some  inadvertent  wretch 
tdh  hi^  unhallow'd  touch.     So  (poets  sing) 
•rimalktn,  to  domestic  vermin  sworn 
ioeieriasdngfoe,  with  watchful  eye 
in  oi^y  brooding  o*er  a  chinky  gap, 
^Btadiog  her  fell  claws,  to  tbou^itleaa  mice 
Be  min.    So  her  diaembowell'd  web 
nchne,  in  a  hall  or  kitchen,  spreads  * 

brioui  to  vagrant  flies :  ste  secret  stands 
^Q  bcr  woven  cell :  the  humming  prey, 
*prA\e»  ci  their  fate,  rush  un  the  toils 
'Kxthcible,  nor  will  aught  avail 
^  arts,  or  anns,  or  sbipes  of  lovely  hue; 
b  «a^  JMiilious,  and  the  bu&ting  drone, 
>d  Intterfly,  proud  of  expanded  wings 
faooct  with  gold,  entangled  in  tier  snares, 
■riru  redatance  make ;  with  eager  strides, 
iKtoweniig  flies  to  her  expected  spoils; 
^  with  envenom'd  jaws,  the  vital  blood 
|*|«  of  reluctant  foes,  and  to  her  cave 
««  hilky  carcasMs  triumphant  drags. 
8p  pa»  n^  days.     But  when  nocturnal  ahades 
^  *«ld  envelop,  and  th'  inclement  air 
^Jades  men  to  repel  benumbing  frosts 
<k  pJcannt  wines,  and  crackling  blase  of  wood ; 
c  knely  atting,  nor  the  glimmering  light 
feuke-weigfat  candle,  nor  the  joyoua  talk 
^^^  fnoAj  deligfats  :  diatreas'd,  forlorn, 
■>>^  the  borroun  of  the  tedious  night, 
^^  1  a^,  and  feed  with  disnsal  thoughts 
7UXJ0IB  muid :  or  sometimes  mournful  verse 
'"^e^nd  sing  of  groves  and  myrtle  shades, 
'dapcfaie  lady  near  a  purling-stream, 
Np»er  pendant  on  a  vrillow-tree. 
«»hile  I  laboor  vritfa  eternal  drought, 
J* '«des»  wiah,  and  rave ;  my  parched  throat 
'^  BO  relief,  nor  heavy  eyes  repose : 
■>  if  a  ilombcr  iHply  docs  invade 
7»«aiy  limbs,  my  fimcy  's  still  awake, 
■*«htful  of  drink,  and  eager,  in  a  dream, 
IH>1m  imagiiiwy  pots  of  ale, 
ivui;  awake  1  find  the  settled  thint 
^l^viag,  and  the  pleaaant  phantom  cune. 
^^  do  I  five,  from  pleasure  quite  debarr'd. 


Nor  taste  the  fhiits  that  the  Sun^s  genial  rays 

Mature,  john-apple,  nor  the  downy  peach. 

Nor  walnut  in  rougb-furrow'd  coat  secure, 

Nor  medlar,  fruit  delicious  in  decay ; 

AfHictions  great !  yet  greater  still  remain : 

My  galligaSuns,  that  have  long  withstood 

Hie  winter's  fury,  and  oicroaching  frosts, 

By  time  subdued  (what  will  not  time  subdue !) 

An  horrid  chasm  dtscloe*d  with  orifice 

Wid^  discontinuous ;  at  which  the  winds 

Eurus  and  Auster,  and  the  dreadful  force 

Of  Boreas,  that  congeals  the  Cronian  waves, 

Tumultuous  enter  with  dire  chilling  blasts. 

Portending  agues.     Thus  a  welUfraught  liiip. 

Long  sail'd  secure,  or  through  th*  £gean  deq>» 

Or  the  Ionian,  till  cruising  near 

The  Ulybean  sbore,  with  hideous  crush 

On  Scylla,  or  Charybdis  (dangerous  rocks !) 

She  strikes  rebounding ;  whence  the  shatter'd  oak. 

So  fierce  a  shock  unable  to  withstand. 

Admits  the  sea :  in  at  the  gaping  side 

The  crowding  waves  gush  with  impetuous  rage, 

Resistless,  overwhelming ;  horrors  seize 

The  mariners ;  Death  in  their  eyes  appears,   [pray : 

They  stare,  they  lave,  they  pump,  they  swear,  they 

(Vain  efforts !)  still  the  battering  waves  rush  in. 

Implacable,  till,  dclug*d  by  the  foam, 

The  ship  sinks  foundering  in  the  vast  abyss. 
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A  POSH,   IX  TWO   HOOKS. 

......  HoDoa  erit  huic  quoquo  Pomo  ?         Vimo. 

Book  I. 

What  soil  the  apple  loves,  what  care  is  due 
To  orchata,  timeliest  when  to  press  the  fruits, 
Hiy  gift,  Pomona,  in  Miltonian  verse 
Adventurous  I  presume  to  sing;  of  verse 
Nor  skill'd,  nor  studious :  but  my  native  soil 
Inrites  me,  and  the  theme  as  yet  unsung. 

Te  Ariconian  knights,  and  fairest  dames, 
To  whom  propitious  Heaven  these  blessings  gruit% 
Attend  my  lays,  not  hence  disdain  to  learn. 
How  Nature's  gifb  may  be  improv'd  by  art. 
And  thou,  O  Mostyn,  whose  benevolence. 
And  candour,  oft  experienc'd,  me  voudisaTd 
To  knit  in  friendship,  growing  still  with  years, 
Accept  this  pledge  of  gratitude  and  love. 
May  it  a  lading  monument  remain 
Of  dear  respect ;  that  when  this  body  frail 
Is  moulder*d  into  dust,  and  I  become 
As  I  had  never  been,  late  times  may  know 
I  once  was  bless'd  in  such  a  matchless  friend  ! 

Mnioe*er  expects  his  labouring  trees  should  bend 
With  fruitage,  and  a  kindly  harvest  yield. 
Be  this  his  first  concern,  to  find  a  tract 
Impervious  to  the  winds,  begirt  with  hills 
That  intercept  the  Hyperborean  blasts 
Tempestuous,  and  cold  Eurus'  nipping  force,' 
Noxious  to  fieeble  buds :  but  to  the  west 
Let  him  free  entrance  grant,  let  Zephyrs  bland 
Administer  their  tepid  genial  airs ; 
Nought  fear  he  from  the  west,  whone  gentle  waimth 
Discloses  well  the  Earth's  alUteeming  womb, 
Invigorating  tender  seeds ;  whose  breath 
Nurtures  the  ofinge,  and  the  citron  groves, 
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Hesperian  fruits,  am!  wndi  tlieir  odours  sweet 
Vflde  through  the  air,  and  distant  shores  perfumes. 
Nor  only  do  the  hills  exclude  the  winds : 
But  when  the  blackening  clouds    in    sprinkling 

showers 
Distil,  from  the  high  summits  down  the  rain 
Runs  trickling ;  witli  the  fertile  moisture  chcer'd, 
The  orchats  smile ;  joyo.us  Ihe  farmers  sec 
Their  thriving  plants,  and  bless  tlie  heavenly  dew. 

Next  let  tlie  planter,  witli  discretion  meet. 
The  force  and  genius  of  each  soil  explore ; 
To  what  adapted,  what  it  shuns  averse : 
Without  this  necessary  care,  in  vain 
He  hopes  an  apple-vintage,  and  invokes 
Pomona's  aid  in  vain.     Tlie  miry  fields, 
Rejoicing  in  rich  mould,  most  ample  fruit 
Of  beauteous  fonn  produce ;  pleafing  to  sight. 
But  to  the  tongue  inelegant  and  flat. 
So  Nature  has  decreed :  so  ofl  we  see 
Men  passing  fair,  in  outward  lineaments 
Elaborate ;  less,  inwardly,  exact. 
Nor  from  the  salile  ground  expect  success, 
Nor  from  cretaceous,  stubborn  and  jejune : 
Hie  Must,  of  pallid  hue,  declares  the  soil 
Devoid  of  spirit ;  wretched  he,  tl»t  quaffs 
Such  whcyish  liquors;  oft  witli  colic  pangs. 
With  pungent  colic  pangs  distress*d  lic'll  roar. 
And  toss,  and  turn,  and  curse  tli*  unwiiolesome 

draught. 
But,  fiurmer,  look  where  full-ear*d  slieavesof  rye 
Grow  wavy  on  the  tilth,  that  soil  select 
For  apples :  tlicnce  thy  industry  shall  gain 
Ten-fold  r«ward  :  thy  gamers,  tlience  witli  store 
Surcharged,  sliall  burst ;  tliy  press  with  purest  juice 
Shall  flow,  wliich,  in  revolving  years,  may  try 
Thy  feeble  feet,  and  bind  thy  faltering  tongue. 
Such  is  tlie  Kentchurch,  such  Dantzeyan  ground, 
Such  thine,  O  learned  Brome,  and  Capel  sudi, 
Willisian  Burlton,  much-lov*d  Geers  his  Marsh, 
And  Sutton-acresy  drench'd  witli  regal  blood 
Of  Ethelbert,  when  to  th*  unhallow'd  feast 
Of  Mexcian  Offa  he  invited  came. 
To  treat  of  spousal* :  long  connubial  joys 
Hepromis*d  to  himself,  allur'd  by  fair 
£lfirida*s  beauty  :  but,  deluded,  dy*d 
In  height  of  hopes  —  0)1 !  tiardest  fate,  to  fall 
By  show  of  friendship,  and  pretended  love ! 

I  nor  advise,  nor  reprehend  the  choice 
Of  Marcley-hill ;  the  apple  no  where  finda 
A  kiuder  mould  :  yet  *tis  unsafe  to  trust 
Deceitful  ground  :  who  knows  but  that,  once  more, 
This  mount  mg^  journey,  and,  his  present  site 
Forsaking,  to  thy  neighbour's  bounds  transfer 
The  goodly  plants,  affording  matter  strange 
For  law-debates  *  ?  If  therefore  thou  incline 

*  February  the  seventh,  1571,  at  six  o'clock  in 
the  evening,  this  hill  roined  itaclf  witii  a  roaring 
noise,  and  by  seven  the  next  morning  had  moved 
forty  paces;  it  kept  moving  for  tlirec  days  to. 
gether,  carrying  vrith  it  sheep  m  tlieir  ootes,  liedgo- 
rows  and  trees,  and  in  its  passage  overthrew  Kin- 
naston  Chappie,  and  turned  wo  highways  near  an 
hundred  yards  from  their  former  position.  Tlie 
ground  thus  moved  was  about  twenty-six  acfcs, 
which  opened  itself,  and  carried  the  earth  before  it 
for  four  hundred  yards  space,  leaving  that  whidi 
was  pasture  in  the  place  of  the  tillage,  and  the  til- 
lage overspread  with  pasture.  See  Spwd's  Account 
of  Herefordshire,  page  49,  and  Camden's  Britannia. 


To  deck  tliis  rise  with  fruits  of  various  tavtes 
Fail  not  by  freijucnt  vows  t*  implore  success; 
Tims  piteous  Heaven  may  fix  the  wandering  glHx. 

But  if  (fur  Nature  dotli  not  share  alike 
Her  gifls)  an  liappy  soil  should  be  withfadd ; 
]  f  a  penurious  clay  sliould  be  diy  lot. 
Or  rough  unwieldy  eartli,  nor  to  the  plough, 
Nor  to  tlie  cattle  kind,  vritli  sandy  stones 
And  gravel  6*er-abounding,  think  it  not 
Beneath  thy  toil ;  tlie  sturdy  pear-tree  here 
Will  rise  Iuxuriiuit,and'With  tougliest  root 
Pierce  the  olistructing  grit,  and  restive  mafic. 
Tlius  nought  is  useless  made  ;  nor  is  there  liad, 
But  wliat,  or  of  itself,  or  else  comprU'd, 
Aflbrds  advantage.     On  th«  barren  lieath 
Hie  slicplierd  tends  his  flock,  ttiat  daily  crap 
Their  %*erdant  dinner  from  tlie  mossy  Uirf, 
Sufficient ;  afVer  them  tlie  cad^ling  goose, 
Closo-graier,  finds  ^-lierewith  to  case  her  vmt 
Wlut  should  I  morv  ?     £v*n  on  the  diflj  be^ 
Of  Penmenmaur,  and  tliat  cloud-picrctog  bill, 
Plinlimmon,  from  afar  the  travel ier  kens 
Astonished,  how  tlie  goats  their  shrubby  bromc 
Gnaw  pendent;  nor  untrembling  canst  thou  nv. 
How  from  a  scraggy  rack,  vrhosc  prominence 
Half  ovcrsliades  tlie  ocean,  hardy  men. 
Fearless  of  rending  winds,  and  dashing  wives, 
Cut  samphire,  to  excite  tlie  squeamish  gw< 
Of  pamper'd  luxury.     Tlien,  let  tiiy  gruund 
Not  lie  unlid>or*d ;  if  the  ridiest  stem 
Refuse  to  thrive,  }*et  wlm  would  doubt  to  plact 
Somewliat,  tint  may  to  human  use  redound. 
And  penury,  tlie  worst  of  ills,  nrmuve  ? 

Hiere  are,  who,  fondly  studious  of  increase, 
Rich  foreign  mould  on  their  ilUnatur*d  bnd 
Induce  laborious,  and  with  fattening  muck 
Besmear  tlie  roots;  in  vain !  the  nursling  grove 
Si*ems  fair  a  while,  dicrisird  with  filter  earth : 
But  when  the  alien  compost  is  exhaust. 
Its  native  poverty  again  prevails. 

lliough  tlus  art  fails,  despond  not ;  little  paiai 
In  a  due  hour  employ *d,  great  profit  yield. 
Tir  industrious,  when  tlie  Sun  in  Leo  rides, 
And  darts  his  sultriest  beams,  portending  droi» 
Forgets  not  at  tlie  foot  of  every  plant 
To  sink  a  circling  trench,  and  daily  pour 
A  just  supply  of  alimental  streams, 
ExhaustKl  sap  recruiting ;  else  false  hopes 
He  cherislies,  nor  will  liis  fruit  expect 
Th*  autumnal  season,  but,  in  summer's  pride, 
Wlien  other  orchats  sinile,  abortive  fail. 

Tlius  tlie  great  light  of  Heaven,  that  in  hb  couj 
Surveys  and  quickens  all  tilings,  often  proves 
Noxious  to  planted  fields,  and  often  men 
Perceive  his  influence  dire ;  sweltering  they  nn 
To  grots,  and  caves,  and  tlie  cool  umbrage  seek 
Of  woven  arborets,  and  oft  the  rills 
Still  streaming  fresh  revisit,  to  alUy 
Thirst  inextinguishaMe :  but  if  the  spring 
Preceding  sliould  be  destitute  of  rain. 
Or  blast  septentrional  vritli  brushing  vrings 
Sweep  up  the  smoky  mists,  and  vapours  aam^ 
Then  woe  to  mortals !     Titan  then  exerts 
His  heat  intense,  and  on  our  vitals  preys ; 
Then  maladies  of  various  kinds,  and  names 
Unknown,  malignant  fevers,  and  tliat  foe 
To  blooming  beauty,  which  imprints  the  fare 
Of  fairest  nymph,  and  cliecks  our  grovring  love. 
Reign  far  and  near ;  grim  Death  in  dlflToent  iha^ 
Depopulates  the  nations  ;  thousands  fall 
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Hh  ticdins;  jfnAm,  and  vnigiin,  in  tfwir  flower, 
Kelactint  die,  and  sghing  leave  their  loves 
Ln-inisfa'd,  by  infectious  heaven  destroyed. 

Such  heats  prevail'd,  when  £iur  Eliza,  last 
Of  Vl'ilncfacomb's  name   (next  thee  in  blood  and 

woith, 
0  fiircst  Sl  John !)  left  this  toilsome  world 
I'  \k£utfi  prime,  and  sadden*d  all  the  year  : 
X" rouki  lier  virtues,  nor  repeated  vows 
<>f  tlMusuid  ioven»  the  relentless  hand 
fVDnth arrest:  the  with  the  vulgar  fell, 
Oi )  di^ingoish'd  fay  this  humble  verse. 

But  if  it  plesse  the  Sun's  intemperate  force 
"I'^Mir,  attend;  whilst  I  of  ancient  fame 
Tjc  jjiBals  true,  and  image  to  thy  mind, 
Uow  oar  rarefathexB,  (luckless  men  !)  ingulft 
1^  the  vide^yawning  Earth,  to  Stygian  shades 
^ent  quick,  in  one  sad  sepulchre  enclos*dL 

lo  cidiT  dayn,  ere  yet  the  Roman  bands 
^tetohom,  this  our  other  world  subdued, 
^  «pacious  city  stood,  with  firmest  walls 
^  awunded,  and  with  numerous  turrets  crowned, 
koiaJ  spins,  and  citadels,  the  seat 
If  kings,  and  heroes  resolute  in  war, 
on  (1  Arioonium  :  uncontroird  and  free, 
Si  aU-subduifl^  Lotian  arms  prevaird. 
^  also^  though  to  foreign  yoke  submiss, 
^  ttiidemoIish*d  stood,  and  ev*n  till  now 
^'^»  hsd  stood,  of  ancient  British  art 
F^aang  monument,  not  less  admir'd 
^  what  from  Attic,  or  Etruscan  hands 
nw;  had  not  the  heivenly  Powers  averse 
^oced  her  final  doom :  for  now  the  fields 
l^uur'd  with  thirst ;   Aquarius  bad  not  slied 
a  wioQtfld  showerBy  and  Sirius  parch*d  with  heat 
^"^oai  the  green  besb:  hence  *gan  relax 
^  poQod*s  contextnre,  hence  Tartarian  dregs, 
^f^,  sad  nitrous  iqrame,  enkindling  fierce, 
lUov'd  within  tfieir  darksome  caves,  by  far 
mt  dnnal  than  the  loud  disploded  roar 
^inuQ  enginry,  that  ceaseless  stoim 
*  bastion  of  a  welMniilt  city,  deem*d 
^■"cpable :  th*  infernal  winds,  till  now 
^f  imprison'd,  by  Titanian  warmth 
■t^}!.  Slid  witfi  unctuous  vapours  fed, 
kua'd  their  narrow  cells ;  and,  their  fall  strength 
*'^'^ting,  ilinom  bcnfeath  the  solid  mass 
i^'d,  and  ail  her  castles  rooted  deep 
Ml  fran  their  lowest  seat :  old  Vaga's  stream, 
ir'd  l^  the  sudden  dx>ck,  her  wonted  trsck 
■^ook,  sad  drew  her  humid  train  aslope, 
Kklisg  her  banks :  and  now  the  lowering  sky, 
^  talcfal  lightning,  and  die  thunder,  voice 
'  ^;n7  gods,  ttat  rattled  solemn,  dismay *d 
IT  unking  hearts  of  men.    Where  should  they  turn 
^v%,'d  ?  whence  seek  for  aid  ?  when  from  below 
^  threatens,  and  ev*n  Fate  supreme  gives  signs 
^'Xh  end  desolation  :  vain  were  vows, 
4 piaints,  and  snpjrfiant hands  to  Heaven  erect! 
t  ftnt  to  fanes  repair'd,  and  humble  rites 
tiann'd  to  Thor,  and  Woden,  fabled  gods, 
^  vitb  ifaebr  votaries  in  one  ruin  shar'd, 
^'d,  nd  o'erwhchn*d.    Othets  in  frantic  mood 
n  howhttg  through  the  streets ;  their  hideous  yells 
nd  the  dvk  wdUn ;  Horror  stalks  around, 
■^-*vtng,  and,- his  sad  concomitant, 
'^ir,  of  abject  look :  at  every  gate 
b  Umnging  populace  with  hasty  strides 
^  f uruan,  and,  too  eager  of  escape, 
Hrsct  the  cssy  wsy ;  the  rocking  town 


Supplants  their  footsteps :  to,  and  fro,  they  reel 
Astonish*d,  as  o'ercharg*d  with  wine ;  wlien  lo ! 
The  ground  adust  her  riven  mouth  disparts^ 
Horrible  chasm ;  profound !  with  swift  descent 
Old  Ariconium  sinks,  and  all  her  tribes. 
Heroes,  and  senators,  down  to  the  realms 
Of  endless  night.    Meanwhile,  the  loosen'd  wQids^ 
Infuriate,  molten  rocks  and  flaming  globes 
HurPd  high  above  the  clouds ;  till  all  their  force 
Consumed,  her  ravenous  jaws  th*  Earth  satiate  doa'd. 
Thus  this  fair  ci^  fell,  of  which  Ae  name 
Survives  alone ;  nor  is  there  found  a  mark. 
Whereby  the  curious  passenger  may  learn 
Her  ample  site,  save  coins,  and  mouldaing  ara% 
And  huge  unwieldy  bones,  lasting  remains 
Of  that  gigantic  race ;  which,  as  he  breaks 
Hie  clotted  glebe,  the  ploughman  haply  finds, 
Appaird.     Upon  that  treadierous  tract  of  land. 
She  whilome  stood ;  now  Ceres,  in  her  prim^ 
Smiles  fertile,  and  with  ruddiest  freight  bedeck'd. 
The  apple-tree,  by  our  forefathers  blood  - 
Improv'd,  that  now  recalls  the  devious  Muse^ 
Urging  her  destin*d  labours  to  pursue. 

The  prudent  will  observe,  what  passions  reign 
In  various  plants  (for  not  to  man  alone^ 
But  aU  the  wide  creation.  Nature  gave 
Love,  and  averdon  :)  everlasting  hate 
Hie  Vine  to  Ivy  bearsj  nor  less  abhors 
Hie  Colcwort*s  rankness ;  but  with  amorous  twine 
Clasps  the  tall  Elm :  the  Psstan  Rose  unfolds 
fler  bud  more  lovely,  near  the  fetid  Ledc, 
(Crest  of  stout  Britons,)  and  enhances  thenoe 
The  price  of  her  celestial  scent :  the  Gourd, 
And  Uiirsty  Cucumber,  when  they  perceive 
Til*  approaching  Olive,  with  resentment  fly 
Her  fatty  fibres,  and  with  tendrils  creep 
Diverse,  detesting  contact ;  whilst  the  Fig 
Contemns  not  Rue,  nor  Sage*s  humble  loif, 
Close-neighbouring:  th*  Herefordian  plant 
Caresses  freely  the  contiguous  Peach, 
Hazel,  and  weight-resisting  Palm,  and  likes 
T*  approach  the  Quince,  and  the  Elder's  pithy  stem; 
Uneasy,  seated  by  funereal  Yew, 
Or  Walnut,  (whose  malignant  touch  impairs 
All  generous  fruits,)  or  near  the  bitter  dews 
Of  Cherries.     Therefore  weigh  the  habits  well 
Of  plants,  how  they  associate  best,  nor  let 
III  neighbourhood  corrupt  thy  hopeful  graffk. 

Would*st  thou  thy  vats  with  gen'rou^  juice  should 
froth? 
Respect  thy  orchats ;  think  not,  that  the  trees 
Spontaneous  will  produce  an  wholesome  draught, 
liiet  Art  correct  thy  breed :  firom  parent  bough 
A  cion  meetly  sever :  after,  force 
A  way  into  the  crabstock*s  doae-wrooght  gntn 
By  wedges,  and  within  the  living  wound 
Enclose  the  foster  twig ;  nor  over-nice 
Refuse  with  thy  own  hands  around  to  spread 
The  binding  clay :  ere-long  thdr  diflfaring  veins 
Unite,  and  kindly  nourishment  convey 
To  the  new  pupil ;  now  he  shoots  liis  arms 
With  quickest  growth ;  now  shake  theteontngbvnkp 
Down  rain  th*  empurpled  balls,  ambiraaial  fhiit 
Whether  the  Wilding*s  fibres  are  contriv*d 
To  draw  th*  earth's  purest  spirit,  and  resist 
It*s  feculence,  which  in  mare  porous  stodcs 
Of  cider-plants  finds  passage  free,  or  else 
Hie  native  verjuice  of  the  Crab,  deriv*d 
Hirough  th'  infix*d  graff*,  a  gi^efiil  mixture  forms 
Of  tart  and  sweet ;  whatever  be  the  cautie, 
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This  doubtful  progeny  by  nicest 
Expected  best  acceptance  finds,  and  pays 
Largest  revenues  to  the  orchatJord. 

Some  think  the  Quince  and  Apple  would  combine 
In  happy  union ;  otfiers  fitter  decsn 
The  Sloe-stem  bearing  Sylvan  Hums  austere. 
Who  knows  but  both  may  thrive?  howe'er,  what  loss 
To  try  the  powers  of  both,  and  search  how  far 
Two  different  natures  may  concur  to  mix 
In  close  embraces,  and  strange  ofii^ring  bear? 
Thoo'lt  find  that  plants  will  frequent  changes  try, 
Undamag'd,  and  their  marriageable  arms 
Conj(un  with  others.     So  Silurian  plants 
Admit  the  Peadi's  odoriferous  globe, 
And  Pears  of  sundry  forms ;  at  different  times 
Adopted  Plums  will  alien  brandies  grace ; 
And  men  have  gather'dfrom  the  Hawthorn's  branch 
Large  Medlars,  imitating  r^al  crowns. 

Nor  is  it  hard  to  beautify  each  month 
With  files  of  parti-colour*d  fruits,  that  please 
The  tongue,  and  view,  at  once.     So  Maro's  Muse, 
Thrice  saded  Muse !  commodious  precepts  gives 
Instructive  to  the  swains,  not  wholly  bent 
On  what  is  gainful :  sometimes  she  diverts 
From  solid  counsels,  shows  the  force  of  love 
In  savage  beasts ;  how  virgin  face  divine 
Attracts  the  helpless  youth  through  storms  and  waves,  | 
Alone,  in  deep  of  night :  then  she  describes  j 

The  Scythian  winter,  nor  disdains  to  sing  | 

How  under  ground  the  rude  Riphasan  race  | 

Mimic  brisk  Cider  with  the  brakes  product  wild ; 
Sloes  pounded.  Hips,  and  Servis'  harshest  juice. 

Let  sage  Experience  teach  thee  all  the  arts 
Of  grafting  and  in-eyeing ;  when  to  lop 
The  flowing  branches ;  what  trees  answer  best 
From  root,  or  kernel :  she  will  best  the  hours 
Of  harvest,  and  seed-time  declare ;  by  her 
The  diffSerent  qualities  of  things  were  found. 
And  secret  motions ;  how  with  heavy  bulk 
Volatile  Hermes,  fluid  and  unmoist. 
Mounts  on  the  wings  of  air ;  to  her  we  owe 
Tlie  Indian  weed*,  unknown  to  ancient  times. 
Nature's  dwice  gift,  whose  acrimonious  fume 
Extracts  superfluous  juices,  and  refines 
Hie  blood  distemper'd  from  its  noxious  salts ; 
Friend  to  tfie  spirits,  which  with  vapours  bland 
It  gendy  mitigates,  companion  fit 
Of  pleasantry,  and  wine;  nor  to  the  bards 
Unfriendly,  when  they  to  the  vocal  shell 
Warble  melodious  their  well-]abour*d  songs. 
She  found  the  poUsh'd  glass,  whose  small  convex 
Enlai^ges  to  ten  millions  of  degrees 
Hw  mite,  invisible  else,  of  Nature's  hand 
Least  animal;  and  shows,  what  laws  of  life 
The  cheese-inhabitants  observe,  and  how 
Fabric  their  mansions  in  the  harden'd  milk. 
Wonderful  artists !  But  the  hidden  ways 
Of  Nature  would'tt  thou  know?  how  fim  she  frames 
All  things  in  miniature?  Thy  specular  orb 
Apply  to  well-dissected  kernels ;  lo ! 
Sdvnge  forms  arise^  in  each  a  little  plant 
Unfolds  its  boughs :  observe  the  slender  threads 
Of  first  beginning  trees,  thdr  roots,  their  leaves. 
In  narrow  seeds  describ'd ;  thou'lt  wondering  say. 
An  inmate  oicfaat  every  apple  boasts. 
Hins  all  things  by  experience  are  display'd. 
And  most  improv'd.     Then  sedulously  think 
To  melionte  thy  stock ;  no  way,  or  rule, 

•  Tobacco. 


Be  unasM y'd ;  prevent  the  moraing 
Assiduous,  nor  vrith  ifae  western  Sun 
Surcease  to  work ;  lo !  thoughtful  of  tfay  gain. 
Not  of  my  own,  I  all  the  live-loog  day 
Consume  in  meditation  deep,  recluse 
From  human  converse,  nor,  at  sliut  of  eve, 
Enjoy  repose ;  but  oft  at  midn^fat  lamp 
Ply  my  bniin<«acking  studies,  ^  by  chance 
nice  I  may  counsel  right ;  and  oft  this  care 
Disturbs  me  slumbering.    Wilt  thou  then 
To  Ubour  for  thyself?  and  rather  choose 
To  lie  supinely,  hoping  Heaven  will  bless 
Thy  slighted  fhiits,  ai^  give  thee  bread  oneam'd? 
'Twill  profit,  when  the  stork,  sworn  ibe  of  snakes, 
Returns,  to  show  compassion  to  tfay  plants, 
Fatigu'd  with  breeding.     Let  the  arched  knile 
Well  sharpen'd  now  teaaSl  the  spreading  shades 
Of  vegetables,  and  their  thirsty  limbs 
Dissever :  for  the  genial  moisture,  due 
To  apples,  otherwise  mis^spends  itself 
In  barren  twigs,  and  for  th*  expected  crap. 
Nought  but  vain  shoots,  and  empty  leaves  ahnsind 
T^^n  swelling  buds  their  odorous  Ibliage  sbed. 
And  gently  harden  into  fruit,  the  wise 
Spare  not  the  little  oflTsprings,  if  they  grow 
Redundant ;  but  the  thronging  dusters  tbm 
By  kind  avulsion :  else  the  starveling  brood. 
Void  of  suffident  sustenance,  tiiU  yield 
A  slender  autunm ;  which  the  niggard  aonl 
Too  late  shall  weep,  and  curse  his  thrifky  hand,      i 
That  would  not  timely  ease  the  ponderous  bou^ 

It  much  conduces,  all  the  cares  to  know 
Of  gardening,  how  to  scare  nocturnal  thiev«s 
And  how  the  little  race  of  birds  that  hop  i 

FroA  spray  to  spray,  scooping  the  costlaeat  fmil 
Insatiate,  undisturb'd.     Friapus'  form  i 

Avails  but  little ;  rather  guard  each  row 
With  the  fiilse  terrours  of  a  breathless  kite.  i 

This  done,  the  timorous  flock  with  swiftest  wing 
Scud  tlirough  the  air ;  their  fancy  rcpnfscnti 
His  mortal  talons,  and  his  ravenous  beak  ! 

Destructive ;  glad  to  shun  his  hostile  gripe,  i 

They  quit  their  thefls,  and  unfrequent  the  fielda.    , 

Besides,  the  filthy  swine  will  oft  invade 
Thy  firm  endosure,  and  with  delving  snout 
The  rooted  forest  undermine :  forthwith 
Halloo  thy  furious  mastiff*,  bid  him  vex 
Tlie  noxious  herd,  and  print  upon  their  ears 
A  sad  memorial  of  their  past  offence. 

The  flagrant  Procyon  will  not  fail  to  bring        i 
Large  shells  of  slow  house-bearing  siuuls,  that  cxv^ 
O'er  the  ripe  fruitage,  paring  slimy  tracts 
In  the  sleek  rinds,  and  unprest  Cider  drink. 
No  art  averts  tlits  pest;  on  thee  it  lies, 
Witli  morning  and  with  evening  hand  to  rid 
The  preying  reptiles ;  nor,  if  wise,  wilt  thou 
Decline  tliis  labour,  which  itself  rewards  i 

With  pleasing  gain,  whilst  the  warm  limbec  dnawj 
Salubrious  waters  from  the  nocent  brood. 

Mjrriads  of  wasps  now  also  dustering  haui^ 
And  drain  a  spurious  honey  from  thy  groves. 
Their  winter  food ;  though  oft  repuls'd»  again 
Tliey  rally,  undismay'd ;  but  fraud  with  ease 
Ensnares  the  noisome  swarms ;  let  every  bo«^ 
Bear  frequent  vials,  pregnant  with  the  dregs 
Of  Moylc,  or  Mum,  or  Treacle's  viscous  juice  ; 
They,  by  th'  alluring  odour  drawn,  in  ha^ 
Fly  to  the  dulcet  cates,  and  crowding  sip 
Tlieir  palatable  banc ;  joyf\i)  thou'lt  see 
The  dammy  surface  aU  o'erstrown  with  tribes 
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Of  gncdy  iuccts,  tint  with  fruitless  toil 

Fbp  filoij  pennons  oft,  to  extricate 

ThtttT  feet,  in  Ii()uid  sImcIcIcs  bound,  till  dcatli 

Bemvc  them  of  their  worthless  souls :  such  doom 

Wilts  luiunr,  and  lawless  love  of  gain ! 

Howe*er  thou  may*st  forbid  external  force, 
Istotine  erils  will  prevail ;  damp  airs, 
Aod  firny  winters,  to  the  centre  pierce 
IW  firaiest  ihiits,  and  by  unseen  decay 
Tie  proper  relish  vitiate :  tlien  the  grub 
Oft  ifflobserv'd  invades  the  vital  core, 
I^nidotts  tenant,  and  her  secret  cave 
Ealv]ges  hourly,  preying  on  the  pulp 
Ceeeless;  meanwhile  tlw  apple's  outward  form 
Dekctible  the  witless  swain  beguiles, 
ini,  with  a  writfaen  mouth,  and  spattering  noise, 
He  liites  the  bitter  morsel,  and  rejects 
Din&h'd ;  not  with  less  surprise,  than  when 
Gmbsttlcd  troops  vrith  flowing  banners  pass 
Hmwgfa  iiowery  meads  delighted,  nor  distrust 
Hk  nuhng  surface ;  whilst  the  cavem'd  ground, 
With  giatn  incentive  stor'd,  by  sudden  blase 
BoTsti  fttil,  and  involves  the  hopes  of  war, 
In  fiery  whirls ;  full  of  victorious  thoughts, 
Tom  sod  dismcmber'd,  they  aloft  expire. 

^Nm  turn  thine  eye  to  view  Alcinous*  groves, 
TW  pride  of  the  Fhaeadan  isle,  from  whence, 
UUng  the  spaces  of  the  boundless  deep. 
To  Ariooaium  predous  fruits  anriv'd : 
IW  Pippin  burnishM  o*er  with  gold,  the  Moyle 
Of  sweetest  honied  taste,  the  &ir  Permain 
Tcnprr'd,  like  ooinllest  nymph,  with  red  and  white. 
Uofisn  acres  flourish  with  a  growtli 
Pbcttliar,  rtyl'd  tlie  Ottley :  be  thou  first 
THi  ipple  to  transplant ;  if  to  the  name 
^  DKrit  answers,  no  where  shalt  thou  find 
A  vine  more  pris*d,  or  laudable  of  taste. 
iKordoes  the  Eliot  least  deserve  thy  care, 
Hv  John- Apple,  whose  wither'd  rind,  intrcncfat 
^ith  many  a  furrow,  aptly  represents 
I^tcrepid  age,  nor  that  from  Harvey  nom'd, 
Qnidureli&hing :  why  should  we  sing  tlie  TTirift, 
(odling,  or  Poraroy,  or  of  pimpled  coat 
T!«'  Ruaneu  or  the  CatVHead's  weighty  orb, 
Kndnoous  in  its  growth,  for  various  use 
IVhi^  tfane  arc  mcvt,  though  after  full  lepast 
Art  oft  requir*d,  and  crown  die  rich  dessert  ? 

^i<tf,  though  tlic  Pear-tree  rival  not  tlie  worth 
Of  .\riconian  products  ?  yet  her  freight 
li  iv<  cootemn'd,  yet  her  wide-branching  arms 
fas  icrven  thy  mansion  from  the  fervent  Dog, 
A4<«Re  to  life ;  the  wintry  hurricanes 
Is  tain  employ  tiieir  roar,  her  trunk  unmov*d 
^f^ki  the  strong  onset,  and  controls  their  rage. 
^J**^y  the  Bosbury,  vdiose  large  increase, 
AnottI,  in  sumptuous  banquets  claims  applause, 
^^"ice  acceptable  beverage !  could  but  Art 
^Uoe  the  floating  lee,  Pomona's  self 
*><sikl  dread  thy  praise,  and  sliun  the  dubious  strife. 
^  it  thy  choice,  when  summer-Iieats  annoy, 
To  at  beneath  her  leafy  canopy, 
Mnafiog  rich  liquids !  oh !  Iiow  sweet  t*  enjoy, 
At  oecc  her  fruity  and  li08pital)lc  sliadc  ! 

Bat  how  with  equal  numbers  shall  we  match 
ng  Miuk*t  surpassing  worth ;  that  earliest  gives 
fcre  hopes  of  racy  urine,  and  in  its  youth, 
m  tender  oooage,  loads  tlie  spreading  boughs 
With  Urge  and  juicy  offspring,  that  defies 
Tlie  vernal  aippiogs  And  cold  sideral  blasts ! 
Ttt  Ut  her  to  the  Kcd-streak  yield,  tliat  once 


I  Was  of  the  sylvan  kind,  unciri]ls*d,  - 
Of  no  regard,  till  Scudamore's  skilful  liand 
Improv*d  lier,  and  by  courtly  discipline 
Taught  her  the  savage  nature  to  forget: 
Hence  styFd  tlie  Scudamorean  plant ;  whose  vrine 
Whoever  tastes,  let  him  vrith  grateful  heart 
Respect  tliat  ancient  loyal  house,  and  wish 
Hie  nobler  peer,  tliat  now  transcends  our  hopes 
In  early  worth,  liis  country's  justest  pride. 
Uninterrupted  joy,  and  healtli  entire. 
Let  every  tree  in  every  garden  own 
Tlie  Red-streak  as  supreme,  whose  pulpous  fhiit 
With  gold  irradiate,  and  vermilion  shines, 
Tempting,  not  fatal,  as  the  birtji  of  that 
Primeval  interdicted  plant  that  won 
Fond  Eve  in  hapless  hour  to  taste,  and  die. 
This,  of  more  bounteous  influence,  inspires 
Poetic  raptures,  and  the  lowly  Muse 
Kindles  to  loftier  strains ;  even  I  perceive 
Her  sacred  virtue.     See !  the  numbers  flow 
Easy,  whilst,  cheer*d  with  her  nectareous  juice. 
Hers,  and  my  country's  praises  I  exalt. 
Hail  Herefordian  plant,  that  dost  disdain 
All  other  fields !  Heaven's  sweetest  blessing,  hail  ? 
Be  tliou  tlie  copious  matter  of  my  song. 
And  thy  dioice  nectar ;  on  which  always  waits 
Laughter,  and  sport,  and  care-beguiling  wit, 
And  friendsliip,  chief  delight  of  human  life. 
What  should  we  wish  for  more  ?  or  why,  in  quest 
Of  foreign  vintage,  insincere,  and  mixt. 
Traverse  th*  extremest  world  ?  why  tempt  the  raga 
Of  the  rough  ocean  ?  when  our  native  glebe 
Imparts,  from  bounteous  womb,  annual  recruits- 
Of  wine  delectable,  that  far  surmounts 
Gallic,  or  Latin  grapes,  or  those  tliat  see 
The  setting  sun  near  Calpe's  towering  height. 
Nor  let  tlie  Rhodian,  nor  the  Lesbian  vines 
Vaunt  tlieir  rich  Must,  nor  let  Tokay  contend 
For  sovereignty ;  Phimieus'  self  must  bow 
To  th*  Ariconian  vales :  and  shall  we  doubt 
T*  improve  our  vegetable  wealth,  or  let 
Hie  soil  lie  idle,  which,  with  fit  manure, 
Witli  largest  usury  repay,  alone 
Empowered  to  supply  what  Nature  asks 
Frugal,  or  what  nice  appetite  requires  ? 
'^le  meadows  here,  witli  battening  oose  enrich'd, 
Give  spirit  to  the  gross ;  tlin^e  cubits  high 
Hie  jointctl  herbage  slioots ;  th*  unfallow'd  glebe 
Yearly  o'ercomen  the  granaries  with  store 
Of  golden  wheat,  the  strength  of  human  life. 
Lo,  on  auxiliary  poles,  tlie  hops 
Ascending  spiral,  raiig'd  in  meet  array ! 
Lo,  how  the  arable  witli  barley-grain 
Stands  tliick,  o'ersliadow'd,  to  the  thirsty  hind 
Transporting  prospect !  tliese,  as  modem  use 
Ordains,  infus'd,  an  auburn  drink  compose, 
MTholesome,  of  deatliless  fame.     Here,  to  the  sigh^ 
Apples  of  price,  and  plenteous  sheaves  of  com, 
Oft  interlac'd  occur,  and  both  imbibe 
Fitting  congenial  juice ;  so  rich  tlie  soil. 
So  much  docs  fructuous  moisture  o'er-abound ! 
Nor  are  tlie  hills  unamiahlc,  wlmse  tops 
To  Heaven  aspire,  affording  prospect  sweet 
To  human  ken  ;  nor  at  tlieir  feet  the  vales 
Descending  gently,  where  tlie  lowing  herd 
Chew  verdurous  pasture ;  nor  tlie  yellow  fields 
Gaily*  interchang'd,  with  rich  variety 
Incasing ;  as  when  an  emerald  green,  enchas'd 
In  flamy  gold,  from  the  bright  mass  acquires 
A  nobler  hue,  more  delicate  to  sight. 
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Neit  add  the  sylvan  thades,  and  dlent  grxirea, 
rKaiint  of  the  Druids)  whence  the  Earth  is  fed 
With  oopioua  fuel ;  whence  the  sturdy  oak, 
A  prince's  reAige  once,  th*  eternal  guard 
Of  £Uigland's  throne,  by  sweating  peasants  fcird. 
Stems  the  vast  main,  and  bears  tremendous  war 
To  distant  nations,  or  with  sor'reign  sway 
Awes  the  divided  world  to  peace  snd  love. 
IVhy  should  the  Chalybes,  or  Bilboa  boast 
Hieir  harden*d  iron ;  when  our  mines  produce 
As  perfect  martial  ore?    Can  TVnolus*  head 
Vie  with  our  safiVon  odours?  or  the  fleece 
Battle,  or  finest  Tarentine,  compare 
Wtlh  Lemster's  silken  wool  ?    Where  shall  we  find 
Men  more  undaunted,  for  their  country's  weal 
More  prodigal  of  life  ?  In  ancient  days 
Hie  Roman  legions^  and  great  Caesar,  found 
Our  fiuhers  no  mean  foes :  and  Cressy's  plains. 
And  Agincourt,  deep-ting*d  with  blood,  confess 
What  the  Silures*  vigour  unwithstood 
Could  do  in  rigid  fight ;  and  chiefly  what 
Brydges*  wide-wasting  hand,  first  garter'd  knight, 
Puissant  author  of  great  Chandos*  stem, 
Hi^  Chandos,  that  transmits  paternal  worth, 
Pkudence,  and  ancient  prowess,  and  renown, 
1*  his  noble  offspring.     O  thrice  happy  peer ! 
That,  blest  with  hoary  vigour,  view*st  diyself 
PVesh  blooming  in  thy  generous  spn ;  whose  lips, 
Rowing  with  nervous  eloquence  exact. 
Charm  the  wise  senate,  and  attention  win 
In  deepest  councils :  Ariconium  pleas*d. 
Him,  as  her  chosen  vrorthy,  first  salutes. 
Him  on  th'  Iberian,  on  the  Gallic  shore. 
Him  hardy  Britons  bless ;  his  faithful  hand 
Conveys  new  courage  from  afar,  nor  more 
Hie  general's  conduct,  than  his  care  avails. 

Hiee  also^  glorious  branch  of  Cecil's  line, 
This  country  claims ;  with  pride  and  joy  to  thee 
Thy  Alterennis  calls :  jret  she  endures 
Patient  thy  absence,  since  thy  prudent  choice 
Has  iix'd  thee  in  the  Muses*  fairest  scat  *, 
Where  Aldrich  f  reigns,  and  from  his  endless  store 
Of  universal  knowledge  still  supplies 
His  noble  care :  he  generous  thoughts  instils 
Of  true  nobility,  their  country's  love, 
(Oiief  end  of  life,)  and  forms  their  ductile  minds 
To  human  virtues :  by  his  genius  led, 
Hiou  soon  in  every  art  pre-eminent 
Shalt  grace  this  isle,  and  rise  to  Burleigh's  fame. 

Hail,  high-born  peer !  and  thou,  great  nurse  of  arts, 
And  men,  from  whence  conspicuous  patriots  spring, 
Hanmer,  and  Bromley ;  thou,  to  whom  with  due 
Respect  Wlntonia  bows,  and  joyful  owns 
Thy  mitred  oflfspring ;  be  for  ever  blest 
WMi  like  examples,  and  to  future  times 
IVoficuous,  such  a  race  of  men  produce, 
Ai,  in  the  cause  of  virtue  finn,  may  fix 
Her  throne  inviolate.     Hear,  ye  gods,  this  vow 
"From  one,  the  meanest  in  her  numerous  train ; 
Ihougfa  meanest,  not  least  studious  of  her  praise. 

Muse,  raise  thy  voice  to  Beaufort's  spotless  fame, 
To  Beaofort,  in  a  long  descent  deriv'd 
From  royal  ancestry,  of  kingly  rights 
Faithful  aaaertoTB,  in  him  centering  meet 
Their  glorious  virtues,  high  desert  from  pride 
Disjoin'd,  unshaken  honour,  and  contempt 
Of  strong  allurements.     O  illustrious  prince ! 

•  Oxford. 

t  Dr.  Aldrich,  dean  of  Christ  Church. 


O  thou  of  andent  fUth !  exulting,  thee^ 

In  her  fair  list  this  happy  land  enrolls. 

Who  can  refuse  a  tributary  verse 

To  Weymouth,  firmest  friend  of  stigfaled  worth 

In  evil  days  ?  whose  hospitable  gate, 

Unbarr'd  to  all,  invites  a  numerous  train 

Of  daily  guests;  whose  board,  vridi  plenty  crown' il, 

Revives  the  feast-intes  old :  meanwiule  fak  caic 

Forgets  not  the  afflicted,  but  content 

In  acts  of  secret  goodness,  shuns  the  praiw, 

Tliat  sure  attends.     Permit  roe,  bounteous  lord, 

To  blason  what,  though  hid,  will  beauteous  sliioe, 

And  with  thy  name  to  dignify  my  song. 

But  who  is  he,  that  on  the  winding  stnsm 
Of  Vaga  first  drew  vital  breath,  and  now 
Approv'd  in  Anna's  secret  councils  sits. 
Weighing  the  sum  of  things,  with  win  forecast 
Solicitous  of  public  good  ?  How  large 
His  mind,  that  comprehends  whate'er  was  kooira 
To  old,  or  present  time ;  yet  not  elate. 
Not  conscious  of  its  skill  ?    What  praise  deserrck 
His  liberal  hand,  that  gathers  but  to  give, 
Preventing  suit  ?  O  not  unthankful  Muse, 
Him  lowly  reverence,  that  first  deign'd  to  hear 
Thy  pipe,  and   screen'd  thee  fimn   opprobriooi 

tongues, 
Acknowledge  thy  own  Harlcy,  and  hb  name 
Inscribe  on  every  bark ;  the  wounded  plants 
Will  fast  inerease,  faster  thy  just  respect. 

Such  are  our  heroes,  by  their  virtues  known. 
Or  skill  in  peace,  and  war:  of  softer  mould 
The  female  sex,  with  sweet  attractiTe  airs 
Subdue  obdurate  hearts.     The  tiBvellen  oft, 
Hiat  view  their  matchless  forms  with  transient  glacct^ 
Catch  sudden  love,  and  sigh  for  nymphs  unkjMJWt 
Smit  with  the  magic  of  their  eyes :  nor  hath 
The  dsdal  hand  of  Nature  only  pour'd 
Her  gifts  of  outward  grace ;  their  innocence 
Unfeign'd,  and  virtue  most  engaging,  free 
From  pride,  or  artifice,  long  joys  afibrd 
To  th'  honest  nuptial  bed,  and  in  the  wane 
Of  life,  rebate  the  miseries  of  age. 
And  is  there  found  a  wretch  so  base  of  nund. 
That  woman's  powerful  beauty  dares  condcnui, 
Exactest  work  of  Heaven  ?  He  ill  deserves 
Or  love,  or  pity  ;  friendless  let  him  see 
Uneasy,  tedious  day,  despis'd,  forlorn. 
As  stain  of  human  race :  but  may  the  man, 
That  cheerfully  recounts  tlie  female's  praise. 
Find  equal  love,  and  love's  untainted  sweets 
Enjoy  with  honour !  O,  ye  gods !  might  I 
Elect  my  fate,  my  happiest  draice  slkould  be 
A  fair  and  modest  virgin,  tliat  invites 
With  aspect  chaste,  foriiidding  loose  desire, 
Tenderly  smiling ;  in  whose  heavenly  eye 
Sits  purest  love  entliron'd :  but  if  the  stars 
Mab'gnant  these  my  better  liopes  oppose. 
May  I,  at  least,  tlie  sacred  pleasures  know 
Of  strictest  amity ;  nor  ever  want 
A  friend,  with  whom  I  mutually  may  share 
Gladness  and  anguish,  by  kind  intercourse 
Of  speech  and  offices.     May  in  my  mind. 
Indelible  a  grateful  sense  remain 
Of  favours  undeserv'd  ]  —  O  thou  !  from  whom 
Gladly  both  rich  and  low  seek  aid ;  most  wise 
Interpreter  of  ri^^  whose  gracious  voice 
Breathes  equity,  and  curbs  too  rigid  law 
With  mild,  impartial  reason  ;  what  returns 
Of  thanks  are  due  to  thy  beneficence 
Freely  vouchsaTd,  when  to  the  gates  of  Death 
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teoM prane?  if  tiqr  indulisent  care 
fad  Dot  pmvn'd,  among  untiody*d  shades 
Mv  had  wander'd  ;  and  thcfiC  empty  thoughts 
>f  i,)^lcs  pensh'd ;  but,  uprais'd  by  ittce, 
I'jw  my  pipe  afresh,  eadi  night  and  day, 
1}  ttnc'xampkd  goodness  to  extol 
himx'i]  but  nor  nigbt,  nor  day,  suffice 
'or  tint  great  tssk ;  £e  highly.honour*d  name 
)f  Ticvor  must  employ  my  willing  thoughts 
Kaaat,  dwell  for  ever  on  my  tongue. 
^  CK  be  grateful ;  but  let  fiu*  from  me 
)e  &«iuDg  cringe,  and  false  dissembling  look, 
^  searile  flattery,  that  harbours  oft 
0  onits  snd  gilded  roofs.     Some  loose  the  bands 
tTiodent  friiaadship,  cancel  Nature's  laws 
or  pBgeantiy,  snd  tawdry  gewgaws.     Some 
ooonce  their  sires,  oppose  paternal  right 
ar  rule  sod  power ;  and  others  realms  invade 
Idi  ^pcdoos  shows  of  loTe.  This  traitorous  wretch 
Bn}i  his  sovereign.    Others,  destitute 
Tnil  aesl,  to  every  altar  bend 
f  Incn  iwsj'd,  and  act  the  basest  things 
>  be  ttjl'd  honourable :  tlw  honest  man, 
Bpl<!  of  besrt,  prefers  inglorious  want 
» ili-i^oc  wealth ;  rather  from  door  to  door, 
><niod  pilgrim,  though  distrcss'd,  he*ll  rove, 
■0  break  his  plighted  faith ;  nor  fear,  nor  hope^ 
m  ^Sock  hb  stedCast  soul ;  rather  debarr*d 
jch  oomnum  privilege,  cut  off  from  hopes 
ffieaoe^  giin,  of  present  goods  dcspoird, 
f'll  l*sr  the  imrks  of  infamy  contemn'd, 
^'^ ;  yet  his  mind,  of  evil  pure, 
{V^i  him,  and  intention  free  from  fraud. 
«o  retinue  with  observant  eyes 
Jmd  him,  if  he  can't  witli  purple  stain 
"loihnms  vestments,  labour'd  o'er  with  gold, 
^If  the  crowd,  and  set  them  all  agape ; 
Sclal  in  homely  weeds,  from  Envy's  darts 
^^  ht  lives,  nor  knows  the  nightly  pangs 
««cieDce,  nor  with  spectres*  grisly  forms, 
»oav  tod  mjur*d  souls,  at  dose  of  day 
>BO)r'd,  sad  interrupted  slumbers  finds ; 
(  ts  a  child,  whose  inexperienc*d  age 
ttrm  purpose  fears  no«^  knows)  enjoys 
pt*  nrect  refreshment,  humid  sleep  sincefe^ 
■n  Chanticleer,  with  chirion  shrill,  recalls 
»(vdycky,  he  to  his  hOMurs  hies 
"wmc,  intent  on  somewhat  that  may  ease 
^tfay  mortals,  and  with  curious  search 
^»«»  "ll  the  properties  of  herbs, 
«».  and  oinemls,  that  th*  cmbowell'd  Earth 
^'■JS  if  by  his  industry  he  can 
■"fit  huxaan  race :  or  ebe  his  thoughts 

•  nerris'd  with  speculations  deep 

,f">i  sod  just,  and  meet,  and  th*  wholesome  rules 

fcnpernnce,  and  aught  that  may  improve 

■nwrallifiB;  not  sedulous  to  rail, 

*^  cnvcnomM  tongue  to  blast  the  fame 

^stRnleii  men,  or  secret  whl<4)ers  spread 

ang  fcithfij  friends,  to  breed  distrust  and  hate. 

■*«a«  of  virtue,  be  no  life  observes, 

••r*  his  own ;  his  own  employs  his  cares, 

»J»»«hj«t?  that  he  labours  to  refine 

wy,  nor  of  his  litUe  stock  denies 

^J^^  to  laier^  merciful  and  meek. 

IaZ^T^ ^T^  KtM  from  courUy  vice, 

JJ  7***  ^  P<topoui  Rome  secure ;  at  court, 

"^gWulorthe  rural  honest  life, 

"  Iw^  f  improve  hb  grounds,  and  how  himself: 

*  P«t!  fit  fxcmpbr  for  tha  tribe 


Of  Phoebus  nor  less  lit  Mfeonidcs, 

Poor  eyeless  pilgrim !  aiul,  if  afWr  tlu»e, 

If  after  these  another  I  may  name. 

Thus  tender  Spenser  liv*d,  with  mean  repast 

Content,  depressed  by  penury,  and  pin*d 

In  foreign  realm ;  yet  not  debased  his  vefse 

By  Fortune's  frowns.     And  had  that  other  bard  *, 

Oh,  had  but  he,  that  first  ennobled  song 

With  holy  rapture,  like  his  Abdiel  been ; 

*Mong  many  faitMess,  strictly  faithful  found ; 

Unpity*d,  he  should  not  have  wail'd  his  ofba, 

That  roird  in  vain  to  find  the  piercing  ray. 

And  found  no  dawn,  liy  dim  difilision  veil'd ! 

But  he—- however,  let  the  Muse  abstain. 

Nor  blast  his  £une,  from  whom  she  learnt  to  ang 

In  much  inferior  strains,  grovelling  beneath 

Hi*  Ol3rmpian  hill,  on  pUuns,  and  vales  intent. 

Mean  follower.     There  let  her  rest  a  while, 

Pleased  with  the  fingrant  walks,  and  cool  retreat. 


Book  XL 

O  HAacouKT,  whom  th*  ingenuous  love  of  arts 
Has  carry*d  from  thy  native  soil,  beyond 
Hi*  eternal  Alpine  snows,  and  now  detains 
In  Italy's  waste  realms,  how  long  must  we 
Lament  thy  absence?  whilst  in  sweet  sojourn 
Thou  view*st  the  relics  of  old  Rome;  or,  what 
Unrivall*d  authors  by  their  presence  made 
For  ever  venerable,  rural  seats, 
Tibur,  and  Tusculum,  or  VirgiFs  urn , 
Green  with  immortal  bays,  whidi  haply  thou. 
Respecting  his  great  name,  dost  now  approach 
With  bended  knee,  and  strow  witli  purple  flowers ; 
Unmindful  of  thy  friends,  that  ill  can  brook 
This  long  delay.     At  lengtli,  dear  youth,  return. 
Of  wit  and  judgment  ripe  in  blooming  years, 
And  Britain's  isle  with  Latian  knowledge  grace. 
Return,  and  let  thy  fathcr*s  worth  excite 
Thirst  of  preeminence ;  see !  how  the  cause 
Of  widows,  and  of  orphans,  he  asserts 
With  winning  rhetoric,  and  well-argu*d  law ! 
Mark  well  liLs  footsteps,  and,  like  hi(n,  deserve 
Thy  prince's  favour,  and  thy  country's  love. 

Meanwhile  (altliough  the  Massic  grape  delights^ 
Pregnant  of  racy  juice,  and  Formlan  hills 
Temper  tliy  cups,  yet)  wilt  not  tfiou  reject 
Tliy  native  liquors :  lo !  for  thee  my  mill 
Xuw  grinds  choice  apples,  and  the  British  vats 
O'erflow  witli  generous  Cider ;  far  remote 
Accept  thLs  labour,  nor  despise  the  Muse, 
Hiat,  passing  lands  and  seas,  on  thee  attends. 

Thus  far  of  trees :  the  pleasing  task  remains. 
To  sing  of  wines,  and  Autumn's  blest  increase. 
Th*  effect  of  art  are  shown,  yet  what  avails 
'Gainst  Heaven?  ofl,  notwitlistanding  all  thy  care 
To  help  thy  plants,  when  the  small  fruitery  seems 
Exempt  from  ills,  an  oriental  blast 
Disastrous  flies,  soon  as  the  hind  fatigued 
Unyokes  his  team ;  the  tender  freight,  unskiird 
To  bear  the  hot  disease,  dlstempcr'd  pines 
In  tlie  year's  prime :  the  deadly  plague  annoys 
Tlie  wide  endosiue :  think  not  vninly  now 
To  treat  thy  neighbours  with  mellifluous  cups. 
Thus  disapp<rinted.     If  the  former  years 
Exhibit  no  supplies,  alas !  tliou  must 
With  tastelcts  water  wash  thy  droughty  throat. 

•  Milton. 
P  4 


216 


PHILIPS. 


BookU 


A  thousand  accidents  the  fkniMr't  hopes 
Subvert,  or  check  ;  uncertain  all  his  toil, 
'IIU  lusty  Autunm's  lulcewann  days»  allay'd 
With  gentle  colds,  insensibly  con6rm 
His  ripening  labours :  Autumn,  to  the  firuits 
£arth*s  various  lap  pnxluces,  vigour  gives 
Equal,  intenerating  milky  grain. 
Berries,  and  sky-dy*d  Plums,  and  what  in  coat 
Rough,  or  soft-rin*d,  or  bearded  husk,  or  shell ; 
Fat  Olives,  and  Fistedo's  fragrant  nut. 
And  the  Fine's  tasteful  apple  :  Autumn  paints 
Ausooian  hills  with  Grapes ;  vrhilst  English  plains 
Blush  ifith  pomaceous  harv^ts,  breathing  sweets. 
O  let  me  now,  when  the  kind  early  dew 
Unlocks  th'  emboaom*d  odoun,  walk  among 
Ihe  welUrang'd  files  of  trees,  whose  full.«g'd  store 
DiffVise  ambrosial  steams,  than  Myrrh,  or  Nard, 
More  gratelul,  or  perfuming  flowery  Bean ! 
Soft  vrhispering  airs,  and  the  lark's  mattin  song 
Tlien  woo  to  musing,  and  becalm  the  nrind 
Ferplex'd  with  irksome  thoughts.  Thrice  happy  time. 
Best  portion  of  the  various  year,  in  which 
Nature  rejoiceth,  sniling  on  her  works 
Lovely,  to  full  perfection  wrought !  but  ah ! 
Short  are  our  joys,  and  ndghbouring  griefs  disturb 
Our  pleasant  hours !  inclement  Winter  dwells 
Contiguous  ;  forthwith  fh»ty  blasts  deface 
llie  blilhsome  year  :  trees  of  their  shrivelled  fruits 
Are  widow'd,  dreary  storms  o'er  all  prevail ! 
Now,  now  *s  the  time,  ere  hasty  suns  foxbid 
To  work,  disburthen  thou  thy  sapless  wood 
Ofits  ridi  progeny  ;  the  turgid  fhiit 
Abounds  with  mellow  liquor:  now  exhort 
Hiy  hixuls  to  exercise  tlie  pointed  steel 
On  the  hard  rock,  and  give  a  wheely  form 
To  the  expected  grinder :  now  prepare 
Materials  for  thy  mill ;  a  sturdy  post 
Cylindric,  to  support  the  grinder's  weight 
Exoeaatve  ;  and  a  flexile  adlow,  intrench'd, 
Rounding,  capacious  of  the  juicy  hord. 
Nor  must  thou  not  be  mindful  of  thy  press. 
Long  ere  the  vintage ;  but  with  timely  care 
Shave  the  goat's  shaggy  beard,  lest  thou  too  late 
In  vain  should'st  seek  a  strainer  to  dispart 
The  husky,  terrene  dregs,  from  purer  MusL 
Be  cautious  next  a  proper  steed  to  find. 
Whose  prime  is  past ;  the  vigorous  horse  disdains 
Such  scTvfle  labours,  or,  if  forc'd,  forgets 
Hu  past  achievements,  and  victorious  palms. 
Blind  Bayard  rather,  worn  with  work,  and  years, 
ShaH  roll  th'  unwieldy  stone ;  with  «!ober  pace 
He'U  tread  the  dreling  path  till  dewy  eve, 
From  early  day-spring,  pleas'd  to  find  his  a^ 
Declining  not  unuseM  to  his  lord. 

Some,  when  the  press,  by  utmost  vigour  screw'd, 
Has  drain'd  the  pulpous  mass,  regale  Uieir  swine 
With  the  dry  refuse  ;  thou,  more  ^ise,  shall  steep 
Thy  husks  in  water,  and  again  employ 
Hie  ponderous  engine.     Water  will  imbibe 
The  small  remains  of  spirit,  and  acquire 
A  vinous  flavour  ;  this  the  peasants  blithe 
Will  quaff,  and  whistle,  as  thy  tinkling  team 
They  drive,  and  sing  of  Fusca's  radiant  eyes, 
Pleas'd  with  the  medley  draught.  Nor  shalt  thou  now 
Reject  the  apple-cheese,  though  quite  exhaust: 
Even  now  'twill  cherish,  and  improve  the  roots 
Of  sickly  plants ;  new  vigour  hence  convey'd 
Will  yield  an  hanreUof  unusual  growth. 
Such  profit  springs  from  husks  discreetly  us'd  ! 

The  tender  ^ples,  from  their  parents  rent 


I  By  stormy  shocks,  must  not  ncgleoiad  K^ 
I  The  prey  of  worms:  a  frugal  man  I  knew, 
I  Rich  in  one  barren  acre,  which,  subdued 
By  endless  culture,  with  sufiident  Muat 
His  casks  replenish'd  yeariy :  he  no  unre 
Desir'd,  nor  wanted ;  lUligent  to  learn 
Hie  various  seawns,  and  by  skill  rqwl 
Invading  pests,  successful  in  his  cares^ 
Till  the  damp  Libyan  vrind,  vrith  teoipeafcs  arm'd 
Outrageous,  bluster'd  honible  amidst 
His  Cider-grove :  o'ertum'd  by  liiiioos  Uasts, 
The  sigfady  ranks  fisU  prostrate^  and  anmod 
Tlieir  fruitage  scatter'd,  from  the  genial  boughs 
Stript  immature :  yet  did  he  not  repine. 
Nor  curse  his  stars :  but  prudent,  his  fidlen  hops 
Collecting,  dierish'd  with  the  tepid  vrreaths 
Of  tedded  grass,  and  the  Sun's  mellowing  beam 
Rivall'd  with  artful  heats,  and  thence  procur'd 
A  costly  liquor,  by  improving  time, 
Equall'd  vrith  what  the  happiest  vintage  bears. 

But  this  I  warn  diee,  and  shall  alvrays  worn. 
No  heterogeneous  mixtures  use,  as  aome 
With  wat'ry  turnips  have  debas'd  their  wines, 
Too  frugal ;  nor  let  the  crude  humours  dance 
In  heated  brass,  steaming  with  fire  intense; 
Althou^  Devonia  much  commends  the  use 
Of  strengthening  Vulcan :  with  their  native  streo^ 
lliy  wines  suflident,  other  aid  refuse  ; 
And,  whenth*  allotted  oib  of  time's  complete, 
Are  more  commended  than  the  labourM  drinks 

Nor  let  thy  avarice  tempt  thee  to  vntbdraw 
The  priest's  appointed  share ;  vridi  cheorful  faesn 
Tlie  tenth  of  thy  increase  be^w,  and  own 
Heaven's  bounteous  goodness,  that  will  sme  repa 
Thy  grateful  duty :  this  neglected,  ft 
Signal  avengeanoe,  such  as  ova  took 
A  miser,  that  unjustly  once  vridibeld 
Tlie  deigy's  due  :  relying  on  himself 
His  fields  he  tended,  vrith  suocesslea 
Early  and  late,  when  or  unwtsh'd-fior  rain 
Descended,  or  unseasonable  ttoats 
Curb'd  his  increasing  hopes  ;  or,  when  around 
Tlie  clouds  dropt  fatness,  in  the  middle  sky 
The  dew  suspended  staid,  and  left  unmoist 
His  execrable  glebe ;  recording  this. 
Be  just,  and  wise,  and  tremble  to  trans^gress. 

Learn  now  the  promise  of  the  coming  year. 
To  know,  that  by  no  flattering  signs  abused. 
Thou  wisely  may'st  provide :  the  various  Mooa 
IVophetic,  and  attendant  stars,  explain 
Each  rising  dawn ;  ere  icy  crusts  surmount 
The  current  stream,  the  heavenly  orbs  serene 
Twinkle  with  trembling  rays,  and  Cynthia  fksfwt 
With  light  unsully'd :  now  the  fowler,  vram'd 
By  these  good  omens,  vrith  swift  early  steps  [gXd 
Treads  the  crimp  earth,  ranging  through  fields  a 
Offensive  to  the  birds ;  sulj^ureous  doth 
Checks  their  mid  flight,  and  heedless  vrfaile  they  so 
Their  tuneful  throats,  the  towering,  heavy  Icacl 
O'ertakes  theu*  speed ;  they  leave  their  littk  li^wc 
Above  die  douds,  predpitant  to  Earth.  j 

The  woodcock's  early  visit,  and  abode  ' 

Of  long  condnuance  in  our  temperate  dimc^ 
Foretell  a  liberal  harvest ;  he  of  times 
Intelligent,  the  harsh  Hypeiborean  ice 
Shuns  for  our  equal  winters ;  wlien  our  suns 
Cleave  the  chill'd  soil,  he  backward  wings  his  m^ 
To  Scandinavian  froxen  summers,  meet 
For  his  numb'd  blood.     But  nothing  profits  vom 
llian  frequent  snows  ;  O,  may'st  thou  often  soc 
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If  furrows  whiten'd  by  the  woolly  nin 
fotritioos!  secret  nitre  lurks  within 
Ik  porous  wet,  quickening  the  huiguid  glebe. 
Sometimes  thou  shalt  with  fervent  tows  implore 
t  nodtiate  wind :  the  orcbat  lores  to  wave 
Vith  winter  winds,  before  the  gems  exert 
n«r  feeble  beads ;  the  loosen'd  rooto  theu  drink 
Urp  ineranent,  earnest  of  happy  years. 

Nor  will  it  nothing  profit  to  observe 
IV  Boothly  stars,  their  powerful  influence 
iVer  pbnied  fields,  what  vegetables  reign 
later  each  sign.     On  our  account  has  Jove 
[mblf^nit,  to  all  moons  some  succulent  plant 
tflctted,  that  poor  helpless  man  might  slack 
Ib  present  thirst,  and  matter  find  for  toil. 
i»0»  will  the  Corintfas,  now  the  Rasps,  supply 
Midous  draughts ;  the  Quinces  now,  or  Plums, 
k  Cbcffries,  or  the  foir  Thisbeian  fruit 
in  preit  to  wines ;  the  Britons  squeeie  the  works 
If  wluloos  bees,  and  mixing  odorous  herbs 
Vcpare  bahamic  cups,  to  wheezing  lungs 
Itdkinsl,  and  sbort-breath'd,  ancient  sires. 
Bat,  if  thou  *rt  mde&tigably  bent 
io  toil,  snd  omnifiuious  drinks  would'st  brew ; 
ksides  the  orchat,  every  hedge  and  bush 
i&nfa  ssBstance ;  ev*n  afflictive  Birch, 
Wd  by  unlettcsr'd,  idle  youth,  distils 
i  limpid  current  from  her  wounded  bark, 
^oftae  of  imrsng  sap.     When  solar  beams 
^mh  tfainty  human  veins,  the  damask*d  meads, 
^nfore'd,  (fisplay  ten  thousand  painted  flowers 
lawful  in  potables.     Thy  little  sons 
^Btnit  to  range  the  pastures :  gladly  they 
ViB  mow  the  Cowslip-posies,  faintly  sweet, 
riOB  whence  thou  aitifidal  wines  shalt  drain 
Vicj  tiBie,  that,  in  mid  fervours,  best 
Bkk  oaving  thirst,  and  mitigate  the  day. 
Happy  leme  *,  whose  most  wholesome  air 
P^nonacnvenom'd  spiders,  and  forbids 
IV  Vleful  toad,  and  viper,  from  her  shore  ! 
Hoiv  hippy  in  her  balmy  draughts,  enrich'd 
^(th  miscellaneous  spices,  and  the  root, 
[For  thirst^diating  sweetness  prais*d)  which  wide 
uimmI  her  fimie,  and  to  each  drooping  heart 
n*viit  redress,  and  lively  health  convey. 

^1  how  the  BelgK,  sedulous  and  stout, 
^Rh  bowk  of  fattening  Mum,  or  blissful  cups 
OrUraeUrdish'd  fltti£,  the  fair  star 
or  nrly  Raosphorus  salute,  at  noon 
*^oaA  widi  frequent-rising  fumes !  by  use 
^"^Md,  thus  to  quell  dieir  native  phlegm 
^***iHaKf  *nd  engender  wayward  mirth. 

Wktt  need  to  treat  of  distant  dimes,  remov*d 
J'ftwn  the  sloping  journey  of  the  year, 
yp^  Fetsors,  and  Islandic  coasts? 
^n  CTcr^during  snows,  perpetual  shades 
Wdukacsi,  would  congeal  their  Uvid  blood, 
^  not  the  Arctic  tnu:t  spontaneous  yield 
A  cVerii^^  pnrple  berry,  big  with  wine, 
J"**wlx  fervent,  which  each  hour  they  crave, 
^Pf^rooad  a  (hming  pile  of  pines,  and  oft 
^7  tnieriard  their  native  drinks  with  choice 
Of  ttmgcst  Brandy,  yet  scarce  with  these  aids 
™W  to  prevent  the  sudden  rot 
Of  freenng  nose,  and  quick-decaying  feet 

Nor  Icsi  the  saUe  boiderers  of  Nile, 
J^*«3r «ho Taprobane manure,  nor  they, 
^^  may  Borab  bears,  are  alor'd  with  streamt 
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For  liere,  expos'd  to  perpendicular  rays. 

In  vain  they  covet  shades,  and  Tlinicia*s  gale^ 

Pining  with  equinoctial  heat,  unless 

The  cordial  glass  perpetual  motion  keep, 

Quick  circuiting ;  nor  dare  they  close  their  eyes^ 

Void  of  a  bulky  charger  near  their  lips, 

With  which,  in  often  interrupted  sleep. 

Their  frying  blood  compels  to  irrigate 

Their  dry-furr*d  tongues,  else  minutely  to  death 

Obnoxious,  dismal  death,  th'  effect  of  drought !  ' 

More  happy  they,  bom  in  Columbus*  world, 
Carybbes,  and  they,  whom  the  Cotton  plant 
With  downy-sprouting  vests  arrays !  their  woods 
Bow  with  prodigious  nuts,  that  give  at  once 
Celestial  fbod,  and  nectar ;  then,  at  hand 
The  Lemon,  uncorrupt  with  voyage  long. 
To  vinous  spirits  added  (heavenly  drink  !) 
lliey  with  pneumatic  engine  ceaseless  draw, 
Intent  on  laughter;  a  continual  tide 
Flows  from  th*  exhilarating  fount     As,  when 
Against  a  secret  cliff,  with  sudden  shock 
A  ship  is  dash*d,  and  leaking  drinks  the  sea, 
Th*  astonish*d  mariners  aye  ply  tlie  pump. 
Nor  stay,  nor  rest,  till  tlie  wide  breach  is  cIos*d : 
So  they  (but  cheerful)  unfatigucd,  still  move 
The  draining  sucker,  then  alone  conccrn*d 
Wlien  the  dry  bowl  forbids  their  pleasing  work. 

But  if  to  hoarding  thou  art  bent,  thy  hopes 
Are  fhistrate,  should'st  thou  tliink  tiiy  pipes  will  flow 
With  early  limpid  wine.     Tlie  hoardtMl  store. 
And  the  harsh  draught,  must  twice  endure  the  Sun*s 
Kind  strengthening  heat,  twice  Winter*s  purging 
cold. 

There  are,  that  a  compounded  fluid  drain 
From  diflferent  mixtures, Woodcock,  Pippin,  Moyle, 
Rough  Eliot,  sweet  Permain :  the  blended  streams 
(Each  mutudly  correcting  each)  create 
A  pleasurable  medley,  of  what  taste 
Hturdly  distinguisli*d ;  as  the  showery  arch, 
With  listed  colours  gay,  ore,  azure,  gules. 
Delights  and  puzzles  the  beholder's  eye, 
That  views  the  wat*ry  brede,  with  tliousand  shows 
Of  painturc  vary*d,  yet  *s  unskilPd  to  tell 
Or  where  one  colour  rises,  or  one  faints. 

Some  Ciders  have  by  art,  or  age,  unlcam*d 
Their  genuine  relish,  and  of  sundry  vines 
Assum*d  the  flavour ;  one  sort  counterfeits 
The  Spanish  product;  tliis,  to  Gauls  has  seem*d 
The  sparkling  Nectar  of  Champaigne ;  with  that, 
A  G«Tnan  oft  has  swiird  his  throat,  and  sworn. 
Deluded,  that  imperial  Rhine  bestow'd 
The  generous  rummer,  whilst  tlie  owner,  p1eas*d, 
Laughs  inly  at  his  guests,  thus  entertain*d 
With  foreign  vintage  from  his  cider  cask. 

Soon  as  thy  liquor  from  the  narrow  cells 
Of  doae-prest  husks  is  freed,  thou  must  refrain 
Thy  thirsty  soul ;  let  none  persuade  to  broach 
lliy  thick,  unwholesome,  undigested  cades : 
Tlie  hoiuy  frosts,  and  northern  blasts,  take  care 
Thy  muddy  beverage  to  serene,  and  drive 
IVecipitant  the  baser,  ropy  lees. 

And  now  thy  wine's  transpicuous,  purg*d  from  all 
Its  earthy  gross,  yet  let  it  feed  awhile 
On  the  fat  refuse,  lest,  too  soon  disjoin*d, 
Fhnn  sprightly,  it  to  sharp  or  vapid  change. 
When  to  convenient  vigour  it  attains, 
Suflice  it  to  provide  a  brazen  tube 
Inflext ;  self-Uught,  and  voluntary,  flies 
I  The  defecated  liquor,  through  the  vent 
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AtlCBfriHpg,  then  by  downward  tnct  eoawefd, 

Spouts  into  subject  venels,  lovely  dear. 

As  whm  a  noontide  sun,  with  summer  beams, 

Darts  through  a  cloud,  her  wat'ry  skirts  are  edg*d 

With  ludd  amber,  or  undrossy  gold : 

So^  and  so  richly,  the  purg*d  Uquid  shines. 

Now  also,  when  the  colds  abate,  nor  yet 
F^  summer  shines,  a  dubious  season,  close 
In  glass  thy  purer  streams,  and  let  them  gain, 
f^om  due  confinement,  spirit,  and  flavour  new. 

For  this  intent,  ^he  subtle  chymist  feeds 
Perpetual  flames,  whose  unresisted  force, 
0*er  sand,  and  ashes,  and  the  stubborn  flint 
Fkwailing,  turns  into  a  fusil  sea. 
That  in  his  furnace  bubbles  sunny-red : 
Fhun  hence  a  glowing  drop  with  hoIlow*d  steel 
He  takes,  and  by  one  eflicadous  breath 
Dilates  to  a  surprising  cube,  or  sphere. 
Or  oval,  and  fit  receptacles  forms 
For  every  liquid,  wittk  his  plastic  lungs. 
To  human  life  subserrient ;  by  his  means 
Ciders  in  metal  frail  improve :  the  Moyle^ 
And  tasteful  Pippin,  in  a  moon's  short  year. 
Acquire  complete  perfection :  now  they  smoke 
IVsnsparent,  sparkling  in  each  drop,  delight 
Of  curious  palate,  by  fair  virgins  crav*d. 
But  harsher  fluids  d^erent  lengths  of  time 
Expect :  thy  flask  will  slowly  mitigate 
The  Eliot's  roughness.     Stirom,  firmest  fruit, 
Embottled  (long  as  Prisemian  TVoy 
Withstood  the  Greeks)  endures,  ere  justly  mild. 
Soflen'd  by  age,  it  youthful  vigour  gains. 
Fallacious  drink !  ye  honest  men,  beware. 
Nor  trust  its  smoothness ;  the  third  circling  glass 
Sufllces  virtue :  but  may  hypocrites, 
(That  slyly  speak  one  thing,  another  think, 
Hateful  as  Hell)  plcas'd  with  the  relish  weak, 
Drink  on  unwam'd,  till  by  enchanting  cups 
Infatuate,  they  tlieir  wily  thoughts  disclose. 
And  through  intemperance  grow  awhile  sincere. 

The  fiumer's  toil  is  done ;  his  cades  mature 
Now  call  for  vent;  his  lands  exhaust  permit 
T*  indulge  awhile.     Now  solemn  rites  he  pays 
To  Bacchus,  author  of  heart-cheering  mirth. 
His  honest  friends,  at  thirsty  hour  of  dusk. 
Come  uninrited ;  be  with  bounteous  lumd 
Imparts  his  smoking  vintage,  sweet  reward 
Of  his  own  industry ;  the  wdUfraught  bowl 
Circles  incessant,  whilst  the  humble  cell 
With  quavering  laugh  and  rural  jests  resounds. 
Ease,  and  content,  and  undissembled  love, 
Shine  in  each  face ;  the  thoughts  of  labour  past 
Increase  their  joy  :  As,  from  retentive  cage 
When  sullen  Philomel  escapes,  her  notes 
She  varies,  and  of  past  imprisonment 
Sweetly  complains;  her  liberty  retrieved 
Cheers  her  sad  soul,  improves  lier  pleasing  song. 
Gladsome  they  quaff,  yet  not  exceed  the  bounds 
Of  healthy  temperance,  nor  encroach  on  night, 
Season  of  rest,  but  well  bedew'd  repair 
Each  to  his  home,  vrith  unsupplanted  feet. 
Ere  Heaven  's  emblason'd  by  the  rosy  dawn. 
Domestic  cares  awake  them ;  brisk  diey  rise, 
Refresh'd,  and  lively  with  the  joys  that  flow 
From  amicable  talk,  and  moderate  cups 
Sweetly  interchanged.     The  pining  lover  finds 
Present  redress,  and  long  oblirion  drinks 
Of  coy  Lucinda.     Give  the  debtor  wine ; 
His  joys  are  short,  and  few ;  yet  when  he  drinks, 
Hia  dread  retires,  the  flowixig  ghoes  add 


Courage  and  ittirth :  magiiifieeat  in  llioa^ 
Imaginary  ridies  be  enjoys, 
And  in  the  gaol  eipatiatps  unoaiilin*d. 
Nor  can  the  poet  Baodms*  praise  indite^ 
Ddiarr'd  his  grape :  the  Moaea  still  reqnne 
Humid  regalonent,  nor  will  an^it  avail 
Imploring  Phoebus,  with  unmoisten*d  Iqpa. 
Thus  to  tiie  generous  bottle  all  incCnc^ 
By  parching  thirst  allured :  vrith  vehement  siaw 
When  dusty  Summer  bakes  die  cnunbling  dodo* 
How  pleasant  is  't,  beneadi  the  twisted  aidi 
Of  a  retreating  bower,  in  mid^lay's  reign 
To  ply  the  sweet  carouse,  remote  from 
Secur'd  of  feverish  heats !  When  th*  aged 
Inclines,  and  B<nreas*  s|Mrit  Musters  froi^ 
Bevrare  th*  inclement  Heavens ;  now  let  Ihj 
Crackle  with  juioeleas  boughs ;  thy  lingoiag  blood 
Now  instigate  vrith  th'  apple's  powerful 
Perpetual  showers,  and  stormy  gusts  cooliiie 
The  vrilling  plou^nnan,  and  December 
To  annual  jollities ;  now  qxHtive  youth 
Carol  incondite  rhymes,  with  suiting 
And  quaver  unharmonious;  sturdy 
In  clean  array  for  rustic  dance  prqiare, 
Mixt  with  the  buxom  <<«'nM*U ;  hoiad  in 
They  frisk  and  bound,  and  various  maae 
Shaking  their  brawny  limfaa,  vrith  unooudi 
Transported,  and  sometimes  an  oblique  ] 
Dart  on  their  loves,  sometimes  an  hasty 
Steal  from  unwary  lasses ;  they  vrith  soom. 
And  neck  redin'd,  resent  the  rarish'd  bliao. 
Meanwhile  blind  British  bards  vrith  volniit 
Traverse  loquadous  strings,  whose  solemn 
Provoke  to  hannless  reveu ;  these  amoo^ 
A  subtle  artist  stands,  with  wondrous  bs^ 
That  bears  imprison'd  winds  (of  gentler 
Than  those,  which  erst  Laertes'  sou  endos'd. ) 
Peaceful  they  sleep;  but  let  the  tuneful  squeexe 
Of  labouring  elbow  rouse  them,  out  they  fly 
Melodious,  and  with  qirightly  accents  cbam^ 
'Midst  these  de^Mrts,  forget  they  not  to  dren^ 
Themselves  vrith  bellying  goblets ;  nor,  when 
Returns,  can  they  rdiise  to  usher  in 
The  fredti-bom  year  vrith  loud  acclaim,  and 
Of  jovial  draughts,  now,  when  the  sappy  boughs 
Attire  themselves  vrith  blooms,  sweet  rudiment 
Of  future  harvesL     When  the  Gnoasian  Qumu 
Leads  on  expected  autumn,  and  the  trees 
Discharge  their  mellow  burthens,  let  them  tfMi«V 
Boon  Nature,  that  thus  annually  supplies 
"Dieir  vaults,  and  vrith  her  former  liquid  gifts 
Exhilarates  their  languid  minds,  within 
T!ie  golden  mean  confin'd :  beyond  there*a  non^ii 
Of  health,  or  pleasure.     Th&«fore,  when  tfay  fa^at 
Dilates  with  fervent  jo}'s,  and  eager  aoul 
Prompts  to  pursue  the  ^larkling  glass,  be 
'Us  time  to  shun  it ;  if  dtou  wilt  prolong 
Dire  oimpotation,  forthvrith  Reason  quits 
Her  empire  to  conAision,  and  misrule. 
And  vain  debates ;  then  twen^  tongues  st 
Conspire  in  senseless  jaigon,  nought  is  heeati 
But  din,  and  various  clamour,  and  mad  nunt  : 
Distrust,  and  jealousy  to  these  succeed. 
And  anger-kindling  taunt,  the  certain  bane 
Of  well-knit  fellowship.     Now  horrid  frays 
Commence,  the  brimming  glasses  now  are  hari*d 
With  dire  intent ;  bottles  with  bottles  dash 
In  rude  encounter,  round  their  temples  fly 
Hie  aharp-edg'd  ftagmcnta,  down  their  fa^ner'd 
cheeks 
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lix'dganiiidcU»i0ir.    VfhUtbtSlwmf 

f  nah  ElpfsoTy  who  in  evil  hour 

ly'd  an  unmnnnliile  bowl,  and  tiioiigfat 

'  exhale  his  surfeit  by  irrigoous  sleep, 

Dprudeot?  him  Death's  iroiKsIeep  oppntt, 

feKcndiDg  careless  from  his  couch;  the  fitU 

ttit  fab  neck-joiot,  and  spinal  manow  bruis'd. 

br  Dod  we  tell  what  anxious  cares  attend 

"ht  tuitNilent  miitfa  of  wine ;  nor  all  the  kinds 

^nahdics,  that  lead  to  Death's  grim  cave, 

tTroBi^  by  intemperance,  joint-racking  gout, 

Metoesione,  and  pining  atiuphy, 

U]  ms  when  the  Sun  with  July  heats 

Mr  (he  lODKh'd  soil,  and  dropsy  all  a-fioat, 

etcnriii^  liqnids :  nor  the  Centaurs  tale 

rhm  Kpcated ;  how,  with  lust  and  wine 

iiaa'd,  they  fbugbt,  and  split  their  drunken  souls 

Ifcastiiig  hour*  Te  heavenly  Powers,  that  guard 

it  British  iskH,  such  dire  events  remove 

rfram  Cur  Albion,  nor  let  civil  broils 

RucQi  from  social  cups :  may  we,  remote 

n  the  hoarse,  bnoen  sound  of  war,  enjoy 

vLumid  products,  and  with  seemly  draughts 

ikittdk  mirth,  and  hospitable  love. 

0 aft,  alas!  has  mutual  hatred  di«nch*d 

ir  nonb  m  native  blood ;  too  oft  has  pride,       ^ 

a)  hcUiih  discord,  and  intwtiate  thirst 

Kiirn  rights  oi^  quiet  discompos*d. 

He  we  forgot,  how  fell  Destruction  rag'd 

^*ffKadiDgf  when  by  Eris'  torch  incens*d 

r  h'Jwn  warr*d  ?  what  bsroes,  signalis'd 

r  knhy  and  prowess,  met  thdr  fate 

taeh,  uDdesenr'd  !  how  Bertie  fell, 

RpUm,  and  Granville,  dauntless  sons  of  Mars, 

I  tirmes  of  endless  grief,  but  that  we  view 

eir  lirtoes  yet  surviving  in  their  race ! 

■  w  forget,  how  the  mad,  headstrong  rout 

p'd  their  prince  to  arms,  nor  made  account 

^  or  duty,  or  allegiance  sworn  ? 

Hate,  atheist  rebels !  bent  to  ill, 

ib  framing  sanctity,  and  cover*d  fraud, 

aiS'd  by  him,  who  first  presum'd  t*  oppose 

Bsipocence;  alike  their  crime,  th'  event 

k  not  alike ;  these  triumph'd,  and  in  height 

^hufjiuuus  mslice,  and  insulting  pride, 

^Q'd  not  fipom  imperial  blood.     O  fact 

Vnilerd!  O  Charles,  O  best  of  kings ! 

■t  ttan  their  Uack  disastrous  influence  shed 

I  ^1}  nativity,  that  thou  shou1d*st  fall 

■B>  b^  inglorious  hands,  in  this  thy  realm, 

P^nie  and  innocent,  adjudg'd  to  death 

'  thoK  diy  mercy  only  would  have  sav*d ! 

S  •%  the  Gdcr-land  unstain'd  with  guilt ; 

K  Cidcr4and,  obsequious  still  to  thrones, 

^^'d  such  base  disloyal  deeds,  and  all 

ff  yrnning'hooks  extended  into  swords, 

idtfinied,  to  assert  the  trampled  rights 

r  jj-iaarcfay :  but,  ah !  successless  ^ 

Wtfrer  fa^hful !  then  was  no  r^ard 

^ri;:t^  or  wrong.     And  this  once  happy  land, 

'  iMnrfacfil  fnry  rent,  long  groan*d  beneath 

fnanic  sway,  till  fair  revolving  years 

a^ixil'd  kings  and  liberty  restor'd. 

^  «e  eiuh,  by  mighty  Anna's  care 

nnv  athone,  while  she  to  foreign  realms 

"ds  forth  hcrdrcadfid  legions,  and  restnuns 

^ngc  of  kings:  here,  nobly  she  supports 

win  oppress'd ;  here,  her  victorious  arms 

ttril  the  snhitious:  firom  her  hand  alone 

U  Europe  fcari  revenge,  or  hopes  redress. 


Rejoice,  O  Albion!  lever'd  fVom  the  world 

By  Nature's  wise  indulgence,  indigent 

Of  nothing  from  without ;  in  one  supreme 

Entirely  blest ;  and  from  beginning  time 

Design'd  thus  happy;  but  the  fond  desire 

Of  rule  and  grandeur  multiply'd  a  race 

Of  kings,  and  numerous  sceptres  introduc'd. 

Destructive  of  the  public  weal.     For  now 

Each  potentate,  as  wary  fear,  or  strength. 

Or  emulation  urg*d,  his  nei^bour*s  bounds 

Invades,  and  ampler  territory  seeks 

Witli  ruinous  assault ;  on  every  plain 

Host  cop*d  with  host,  dire  was  tlie  din  of  war. 

And  ceaseless,  or  short  truce  haply  procur*d 

By  liavoc,  and  dismay,  till  jealousy 

Rais*d  new  combustion.     Thtis  was  peace  in  vain 

Sought  for  by  martial  deeds,  and  conflict  stem : 

1111  Edgar  grateful  (as  to  those  who  pine 

A  dismal  half-year  night,  tfie  orient  beam 

Of  Phoebus*  lamp)  arose,  and  into  one 

Cemented  all  the  long-contending  powers. 

Pacific  monarch  ;  then  her  lovely  head 

Concord  rear*d  high,  and  all  around  difTus'd 

The  ^irit  of  love.     At  ease,  tlie  bards  new  strung 

Their  silent  harps,  and  taught  the  woods  and  valea^ 

In  uncouth  rhymes,  to  echo  Edgar's  name. 

ITien  gladness  smil'd  in  every  eye ;  the  years 

Ran  smootldy  on,  productive  of  a  line 

Of  wise,  heroic  kings,  that  by  just  laws 

Establish*d  happiness  at  home,  or  crush'd 

Insulting  enemies  in  furtliest  climes. 

See  lion-hearted  Richard,  with  his  force 
Drawn  from  the  North,  to  Jewry's hailow*d  plains! 
Piously  valiant  (like  a  torrent  swcll'd 
With  wintry  tempests,  that  disdains  all  mounds, 
Breaking  a  way  impetuous,  and  involves 
Within  its  sweep,  trees,  houses,  men)  he  press'd 
Amidst  the  tliickest  battle,  and  o'crtfarew 
Wlute'er  witlistixxl  his  zealous  rage :  no  pause. 
No  stay  of  slaughter,  found  his  vigorous  arm, 
But  th*  unbelieving  squadrons  turn'd  to  flight. 
Smote  in  the  rear,  and  with  dislionest  wounds 
Mangled  Ix^hind.     Tlie  Soldan,  as  he  fled, 
Oil  odrd  on  Alia,  gnashing  with  despite. 
And  shame,  and  mumiur'd  many  an  empty  curse. 

Behold  tliird  Edward's  streamers  blazing  liigh 
On  Gallia's  hostile  ground  !  his  right  witliheld. 
Awakens  vengeance.     O  imprudent  Gauls, 
Ilclyirtg  on  false  hopes,  thus  to  incense 
The  warlike  Englisli !     One  important  day 
Shall  teach  you  meaner  tlioughts.     Eager  of  fight. 
Fierce  Brutus*  ofi'spring  to  the  adverse  front 
Advance  resistless,  and  their  deep  array 
With  furious  inroad  pierce  :  the  mighty  force 
Of  Edward  twice  o'ertum'd  their  desperate  kingf 
Twice  he  arose,  and  jmn'd  the  horrid  shock : 
The  third  time,  witli  his  wide^extended  wings, 
He  fugitive  declin'd  superior  strength, 
Discomfited ;  piursued,  in  the  sad  chase 
Ten  thousand  ignominious  fidl;  with  blood 
The  vallies  float.     Great  Edward  thus  aveng'd. 
With  golden  Iris  his  broad  shield  emboss'd. 

Thrice  glorious  prince !  whom  Fame  with  all  her 
tongues 
For  ever  shall  resound.     Yet  from  his  loins 
New  authors  of  dissension  spring :  from  him 
Two  branches,  that  in  hosting  long  contend 
For  aov'reign  sway ;  and  can  such  anger  dwell 
In  noblest  minds  ?    But  little  now  avul'd 
The  ties  of  f^endship ;  every  man,  as  led 
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Bj  inclinirion,  or  wthi  hope,  repair*d 
To  either  cunp,  and  bfcath'd  immortal  hate. 
And  dire  revenge.     Now  hovrid  Slaugfalcr  reigns : 
Sons  against  fii^here  tih  die  fatal  lance, 
Careless  of  duty,  and  their  native  grounds 
Distain  with  kindred  blood;  the  twanging  bows 
Send  showers  of  shafts,  that  on  their  baibed  points 
Alternate  ruin  bear.     Here  might  you  see 
Barons,  and  peasants  on  th*  embattled  field 
Slain,  or  half-dead,  in  one  huge,  ghasdy  bei^ 
Promiscuously  amass'd.     With  dismal  groans. 
And  efuladon,  in  the  pangs  of  death 
Some  call  for  aid,  neglected ;  some  o'eftum'd 
In  the  fierce  shock,  lie  gas{Hng,  and  expire, 
Thonpled  by  fiery  coursers :  Horrour  thus, 
And  wild  Uproar,  and  Desolation,  reign'd 
Unrespited.     Ah !  who  at  length  will  end 
This  long,  pernicious  fxay  ?  what  man  has  Fate 
ResenrM  for  this  great  work  ?  —  Hail,  happy  prince 
Of  Tudor*s  race,  whom  in  the  womb  of  Time 
Cadwallador  foresaw  !  thou,  thou  art  he. 
Great  Richmond  Henry,  that  by  nuptial  rites 
Must  close  die  gates  of  Janus,  and  remove 
DestructiTe  Discord.     Now  no  more  the  drum 
IVovokes  to  arms,  at  trumpet's  clangour  shriU 
AflfUghti  the  wives  or  dulls  the  virgin's  blood ; 
But  joy  and  pleasure  open  to  the  view 
Uninterrupted !  with  presaging  skill 
Hiou  to  thy  own  unitest  Fergus*  line 
By  wise  alliance :  from  thee  James  descends. 
Heaven's  chosen  favourite,  first  Britannic  king. 
To  him  alone  hereditary  right 
Gave  power  supreme ;  yet  still  some  seeds  remain'd 
Of  discontent :  two  nations  under  one. 
In  laws  and  interest  diverse,  still  pursued 


PBcoliar  cods,  on  cMfa  aide  icnbte 
To  fly  ooojunction;  ncitlMr  lesr,  norhope. 
Nor  the  sweet  prospect  of  a  nintual  gata, 
Could  aught  avail,  till  prudent  Anna  mid. 
Let  there  be  unioQ :  strait  with  renrenoe  dai 
To  her  conunand,  they  vriDingly  nniie, 
One  in  affocdon,  laws  and  gofanmcBt, 
IndisBolubly  firm;  fkon  Dubris south, 
To  northern  Orosdes,  her  long  domain. 

And  now,  thus  leagued  by  an  derasl  bood, 
What  shall  retard  the  Britons'  bold  deagni) 
Or  who  sustain  their  force,  in  union  koii, 
Sufiident  to  withstand  the  powers  conbin'd 
Of  all  this  globe?     At  this  impoitant  act 
The  Mauiitsnian  and  Cathaian  kings 
Abeady  tremble,  and  th'  unbaptis'd  Tiuk 
Dreads  war  from  utmost  Thule.     UnoasCraU'd 
The  British  navy  through  die  ocean  vast 
Shall  wave  her  double  cross,  t'  eztreiBcst  diiDa 
Terrific,  and  return  with  odoroua  spoib 
Of  Araby  well  fraught,  or  Indus*  wesltfa, 
Pearl,  and  barbaric  gold:  meanwhile  the  snias 
Shall  unmolested  reap  what  Plenty  strosn 
FVom  well-stor'd  honi,  rich  grsin,  andtimdj  tok 
The  elder  year,  Pomona,  pleas'd,  sfaaU  deck 
With  ruby-dnctur'd  births,  whose  liquid  #or 
Abundant,  flowing  in  wdUUended  stresm^ 
The  native  shall  applaud ;  whUe  glad  they  tilk 
Of  baleful  ills,  caus'd  bv  Bellona's  wrstk 
In  other  realms ;  where  er  the  British  tf^^ 
Triumphant  banners,  or  their  ftme  has  rescfa'ii 
Diflusive,  to  tlie  utmost  bounds  itf  this 
Wide  universe,  Silurian  dder  borne 
Shall  please  all  tastes,  and  triumph  o'er  the  fine* 
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THOMAS  PARNELL. 


[mmxM  pAKniXy  an  agreeable  poet,  was  de- 
aded  from  an  ancient  famil  j  in  Cheshire.  His 
Iber,  who  was  attached  to  the  cause  oi  the  Far- 
■aott  in  the  drfl  wars  of  Charles  I.,  withdrew  to 
(issd  after  the  Restoration,  where  he  purchased 
I  estate.  Hb  eldest  son,  Thomas,  was  bom  at 
lAIin,  in  1679,  and  received  his  school  edu- 
Bin  in  thst  city.  At  an  early  age  he  was  re- 
ncd  to  the  coUcge,  where  he  was  admitted  to 
edegracof  M.  A.  in  1700,  took  deacon's  orders 
dw  same  year,  and  was  ordained  priest  three 
n  iftcrwards.  In  1705  he  was  presented  to  the 
ii^ncanry  of  Clogher,  and  about  the  same  time 
nicd  s  lady  of  great  beauty  and  merit.  He 
■  began  to  make  those  frequent  excursions  to 
^K^and,  in  which  die  most  desirable  part  of  his 
i  was  thenceforth  spent.  His  first  connections 
R  pnndpaUy  with  the  Whigs,  at  that  time  in 
■V;  and  Addison,  Congreve,  and  Steele  arc 
■ad  among  his  chief  companions.  When,  at  the 
lEr  part  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  the  Tories  were 
npfiant,  Famell  deserted  his  former  friends, 
i  tmdataA  with  Swift,  Pope,  Gay,  and  Ar- 
^Bot  Swift  introduced  him  to  Loid -Treasurer 
vkr ;  sad,  with  the  dictatorial  air  which  he  was 
id  d  asauming,  insisted  upon  the  Treasurer's 
m§  with  his  staff*  in  his  hand  into  the  anti- 
i^er,  where  FsmcU  was  waiting  to  welcome 
k  It  b  ssid  of  this  poet,  that  every  year,  as  soon 
k  bad  collected  the  rents  of  his  estate,  and  the 
RBBc  of  his  benefices,  he  came  over  to  England, 
'  <pefit  xome  months,  living  in  an  elegant  style, 
indwr  impairing  than  improving  his  fortune, 
itlasume  he  was  an  assiduous  preacher  in  the  Lon- 1 


don  pulpits,  with  the  intention  of  rising  to  notice ;  but 
the  change  of  the  ministry  at  Queen  Anne's  death 
put  an  end  to  his  more  brilliant  prospects  in  the 
church.  By  means,  however,  of  Swift*s  recom- 
mendation to  Archbishop  King,  he  obtained  a  pre* 
bend,  and  the  valuable  living  of  Finglass. 

His  domestic  happiness  received  a  severe  shock 
in  1712,  by  the  death  of  hb  beloved  wife;  and  it 
was  the  efiect  on  his  spirits  of  this  affliction  which 
led  him  into  such  a  habit  of  intemperance  in  wine 
as  shortened  his  days.  This,  at  least,  is  the  gloss 
put  upon  the  circumstance  1:^  his  historian.  Gold- 
smith, who  rqiresents  him,  "  as  in  some  measure  a 
martyr  to  conjugal  fidelity."  But  it  can  scarcely 
be  doubted,  that  this  mode  of  life  had  already  been 
formed  when  his  very  unequal  spirits  had  required 
the  aid  of  a  glass  for  his  support.  He  died  at 
Chester,  on  his  way  to  Ireland,  in  July  1717,  in 
the  thirty-eighth  year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  in 
IVinity  Church,  in  that  city. 

Fismell  was  the  author  of  several  pieces,  both  in 
prose  and  verse;  but  it  is  only  by  the  latter  that  he 
is  now  known.  Of  these  a  collection  was  published 
by  Pope,  with  a  dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 
Their  characters,  are  ease,  sprightlineas,  fancy, 
clearness  of  language,  and  melody  of  versification  ; 
and  though  not  ranking  among  the  most  finished 
productions  of  the  British  muse,  they  claim  a  place 
among  the  most  pleasing.  A  large  addition  to 
these  was  made  in  a  work  printed  in  Dublin,  in 
1758,  of  which  Dr.  Johnson  says,  **  I  know  not 
whence  they  came,  nor  have  ever  enquired  whither 
they  are  going." 


FAIRY  TALE, 
n  TBS  Avcmrr  xycusH  sttlx- 

1  n  Britain's  isle,  and  Arthur's  days, 
When  nudnight  $une%  danc'd  the  maste, 

Liv'd  Edwin  of  the  Green ; 
Edwin,  I  wia,  n  gentle  youth, 
Eadow'd  with  courage,  sense,  and  truth, 

Though  badly  ahap'd  he'd  been. 


His  mountain  back  mote  well  be  said, 
To  measure  height  against  his  head. 

And  lift  itself  above : 
Yet,  spite  of  all  that  Nature  did 
To  make  his  uncoutli  form  forbid, 

This  creature  dar'd  to  love. 

He  felt  the  charms  of  Edith's  eyes, 
Nor  wanted  hope  to  gain  the  prize, 

Could  ladies  look  within  ; 
But  one  sir  Topaz  dress'd  with  art. 
And,  if  a  shape  could  win  a  heart. 

He  had  a  shape  to  win. 
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Edwth,  if  right  I  read  my  long, 
With  slighted  passion  pac'd  along 

All  in  the  moony  light ; 
*l'was  near  an  old  enchanted  coiuC, 
Where  sportive  fairies  made  resort 

To  revel  out  the  night. 

His  heart  was  drear,  his  hope  wa$  croaa^d, 
*Twas  late,  'twas  far,  the  path  was  lost 

Tliat  rcach*d  the  neighbour-town ; 
With  weary  steps  he  quits  the  shades, 
IlcsoIv*d,  the  darkling  dome  he  treads^ 

And  drops  his  limbs  adown. 

But  scant  he  lays  him  on  the  floor, 
IVhen  hollow  winds  remove  the  door. 

And  trembling  rocks  tlie  ground : 
And,  well  I  ween  to  count  aright. 
At  once  a  hundred  tapers  light 

On  all  the  walls  around. 

Now  sounding  tongues  assail  his  ear. 
Now  sounding  feet  approached  near. 

And  now  the  sounds  increase : 
And  from  the  comer  where  he  lay 
He  sees  a  train  proAwely  gay. 

Come  prankling  o*er  the  place. 

But  (trust  me,  gentles !)  never  yet 
Was  dight  a  masquing  half  so  neat. 

Or  half  so  rich  before  ; 
The  country  lent  tlie  sweet  perfumes. 
The  sea  the  pearl,  the  sky  die  plumes, 

llic  town  its  silken  store. 

Now  wliilst  he  ga2*d,  a  gallant  drest 
In  flaunting  robes  above  the  rest. 

With  avrful  accent  cry*d ; 
What  mortal  of  a  wretched  mind, 
Whose  sighs  infect  tlie  balmy  wind, 

Has  here  presum'd  to  hide  ? 

At  this  tlic  swain,  whose  venturous  soul 
No  fears  of  magic  art  control, 

Advanc'd  in  open  sight; 
"  Nor  have  I  cause  of  dreed,**  he  said, 
**  Who  view,  by  no  presumption  led. 

Your  revels  of  the  night. 

"  'Twas  grief,  for  scorn  of  faithful  love, 
Which  made  my  steps  unweeting  rove 

Amid  the  nightly  dew.** 
"  *Tis  well,**  the  galUnt  cries  again, 
**  We  fairies  never  injure  men 

Who  dare  to  tell  us  true. 

**  Exalt  thy  love^iejected  heart. 
Be  mine  the  task,  or  ere  we  part. 

To  make  thee  grief  resign  ; 
Now  take  the  pleasure  of  thy  chaunce ; 
Whilst  I  with  Mab,  my  partner,  daunoe, 

Be  little  Mable  thine.** 

He  i^wke,  and  all  a  sadden  there 
Light  muac  floats  in  wanton  air ; 

Tlie  monarch  leads  tiie  queen : 
The  rest  their  fairy  partners  found : 
And  Mable  trimly  tript  the  ground 

With  Edwin  of  the  Green. 


The  douncing  past,  tlie  board  was  laid, 
And  sikcr  such  a  feast,  was  made. 

As  Iieart  and  lip  desire, 
Withouten  liands  the  dislies  fly. 
The  glasses  with  a  wish  come  niglu 
•  And  with  a  wish  retire. 

But,  now  to  please  the  fairy  lung, 
FuSl  every  deal  they  laugh  and  sing. 

And  antic  feats  devise ; 
Some  wind  and  tumble  like  an  ape. 
And  other  some  transmute  their  shape 

In  Edwin's  wondering 


Till  one  at  last,  that  Robin  hi^it, 
Renown'd  for  pinching  maids  by  ni^H, 

Has  bent  him  up  aloof: 
And  full  against  the  beam  he  flung^ 
Where  by  the  back  the  youth  be  hung 

To  spraul  unneath  the  rooC 

From  thence,  *<  Reverse  my  cbann,**  he  ctu^ 
**  And  let  it  fidrly  now  suffice 

The  gambol  has  been  shown.** 
But  Oberon  answers  with  a  smile, 
"  Content  thee,  Edwin,  for  a  whiles 

The  vantage  is  thine  own.** 

Here  ended  all  the  phantom-iday  ; 
They  smelt  the  fresh  approach  of  dqf. 

And  heard  a  cock  to  crow  ; 
Tlie  whirling  wind  that  bore  the  crowd 
Has  clopp'd  the  door,  and  whistled  lewd. 

To  warn  them  all  to  go. 

I 

Then  screaming  all  at  once  they  fly. 
And  all  at  once  the  tapers  dye  ; 

Poor  Edwin  falls  to  floor ; 
Forlorn  his  state,  and  dark  the  p]ace» 
Was  never  wight  in  such  a  case 

Through  all  the  land  before. 

But  soon  as  Dan  Apollo  rose,  "^ 

Full  jolly  creature  home  he  goea» 

He  feels  his  bock  the  less ; 
His  honest  tongue  and  steady  mind 
Had  rid  him  of  the  lump  behind. 

Which  made  him  want  succcn. 

With  lusty  livelyhed  be  talka. 
He  seems  a  daundng  as  he  walks. 

His  story  soon  took  wind; 
And  beauteous  Edith  sees  the  youdi 
Endow*d  with  courage,  sense,  and  tnitl^ 

Without  a  bunch  behind. 

The  story  told,  sir  Topas  mov'd. 
The  youth  of  Edith  erst  approv'd. 

To  see  the  revel  scene : 
At  close  of  eve  he  leaves  his  hooM^ 
And  wends  to  find  the  ruin'd  dome 

All  on  the  gloomy  plain. 

As  there  he  bides,  it  so  befell, 

Tlie  wind  came  rustling  down  a  d^, 

A  shaking  seix'd  dbe  wall ; 
Up  spring  the  tapers  as  before^ 
The  fairies  bragly  foot  the  floor» 

And  music  fiUs  tlie  halL 


A  NIGHT-PIECE  ON  DEATH. 


But  oertcs  tofely  sunk  with  woe 
Sir  Topu  sees  the  dphin  shcyw, 

Htt  vpSanU  in  faim  dyf : 
When  Oberon  criei,  **  A  msn  b 
A  mortal  pusioa,  deeped  fear, 

Hmgt  flagging  in  the  sky." 


With  that  air  Topax,  hapless  youth ! 
In  accents  &ulteiing,  ay  for  ruth, 

Entreats  them  pity  graunt ; 
For  ab  be  been  a  mister  wight 
Betmy*d  by  wandering  in  the  night 

To  tread  the  circled  haunt ; 

"  Ah,  load  vile,**  at  once  they  roar : 
^  And  little  skiUM  of  fairie  lore^ 

Thy  cause  to  come,  we  know : 
Now  has  thy  kestrel  courage  fell ; 
And  fairies,  since  a  lye  you  tell. 

Are  free  to  work  thee  woe.*' 

Tha  Will,  who  bears  the  whispy  lire 
To  tiail  the  swuns  among  the  mire. 

The  cattifi'  upward  iiung ; 
There^  like  a  tortoise,  in  a  shop 
He  dangled  from  the  chamber-top. 

Where  whilome  Edwin  hung. 

The  revd  now  proceeds  apace. 
Deftly  they  Irisk  it  o*er  the  place, 

Tliey  sit,  they  drink,  and  eat ; 
The  time  with  frolic  mirth  beguile. 
And  poor  sir  Topax  hangs  the  while 

TO!  all  the  rout  retreat. 


By  this  the  stars  hegfuk  to  wink. 
They  shriek,  tliey  fly,  the  tapers  sink. 

And  down  y-drops  the  knight : 
Far  nerer  spell  by  iairie  laid 
With  strong  enchantment  bound  a  glade, 

Beyond  the  length  of  ni^it 

CiiUl,  dark,  alone,  adreed,  he  lay, 
i  ill  up  the  welkin  rose  the  day. 

Then  deem*d  the  dole  was  o*er  ; 
Bat  wot  ye  well  his  harder  lot  ? 
Ills  seely  back  the  bundi  had  got 

Whkfa  £dwm  lost  afore. 

Tht«  tale  a  Sybil-nurse  aied; 

iihe  loftiy  stniak'd  my  youngling  head. 

And  when  the  tale  waa  done, 
"  Thus  some  are  bom,  my  son,**  she  cries, 
**  With  base  impediments  to  rise. 

And  BODie  are  bom  with  none. 


"  But  rirtue  can  itself  advance 

Jo  what  the  fiivoonte  foob  of  chance 

By  Ibttune  seem  design*d ; 
Mrtue  can  gain  the  odds  of  Fate, 
Aad  from  itaelf  shake  off  the  wdght 

Upon  th'  unworthy  mind.*' 


A  NIGHT-PIECE  ON  DEATH. 

Br  the  blue  taper's  trembling  light. 
No  more  I  waste  tin-  wakeful  night. 
Intent  with  endless  view  to  pore 
The  schoolmen  and  the  sages  o'er : 
Tlieir  books  from  wisdom  widely  stray. 
Or  point  at  best  the  longest  way 
I'll  seek  a  readier  path,  and  go 
Where  wisdom  's  surely  tmight  below. 

How  deep  yon  azure  dyes  the  sky ! 
Where  orbs  of  gold  unnumber'd  lie. 
While  through  their  ranks  in  silver  pride 
Tlie  nether  crescent  seems  to  glide. 
The  slumbering  breeze  forgets  to  breathy 
"Die  lake  is  smooth  and  clear  beneadi. 
Where  once  again  the  spangled  show 
Descends  to  meet  our  eyes  below, 
llie  grounds,  which  on  the  right  aspire. 
In  dimness  from  the  view  retire : 
Tbe  left  presents  a  place  of  graves, 
Whose  wall  the  silent  water  laves. 
That  steeple  guides  thy  doubtful  sight 
Among  the  livid  gleams  of  night 
Tliere  pass  with  melancholy  state 
By  all  the  solemn  heaps  of  Fate, 
And  think,  as  softly-sad  you  tread 
Above  the  venerable  dead. 
Time  was,  like  thee^  they  life  pouet^ 
And  Hme  thaU  6f  ,  timt  thou  shalt  rest* 

Those  with  bonding  osier  bound, 
T!mt  nameless  heave  the  crambled  gioundy 
Quick  to  the  glandng  thought  disdoae, 
WlKTe  toil  and  poverty  repose. 

The  flat  smooth  stones  that  bear  a  name, 
lite  chisel's  slender  help  to  fiune, 
(^\'llich  ere  our  set  of  friends  decay 
Tlieir  frequent  steps  may  wear  away) 
A  middle  race  of  mortals  own. 
Men,  half  ambitious,  all  unknown. 

'Ilie  maxfole  tombs  that  rise  on  high. 
Whose  dead  in  vaulted  arches  lie, 
Wliose  pillars  swell  with  8culptur*d  stones^ 
Arras,  angels,  epitaphs,  and  bones, 
'nicsc,  all  the  poor  remains  of  states 
Adorn  the  ridi,  or  praise  the  graat ; 
Who,  while  on  Eardi  in  fame  they  liv^ 
Are  senseless  of  the  fame  they  give. 

Ha !  while  I  gaze,  pale  Cynthia  fades, 
The  bursting  earth  unvdls  the  shades ! 
All  slow,  and  wan,  and  wrap'd  with  shrouds^ 
They  rise  in  visionary  crowds. 
And  all  with  sober  accent  cry, 
*<  Think,  mortal,  wluU  it  is  to  die." 

Now  from  yon  black  and  funeral  yew. 
That  bathes  the  charnel-house  witii  dew, 
Methinks,  I  hear  a  voice  begin ; 
( Ye  ravens,  cease  your  croaking  din. 
Ye  tolling  docks,  no  time  resound 
O'er  the  long  lake  and  midnight  ground  !) 
It  sends  a  peal  of  hollow  groans, 
Thus  speaking  fitmi  among  the  bones. 

<'  When  men  my  scythe  and  darts  supply, 
How  great  a  king  of  fears  am  I ! 
They  view  me  like  the  last  of  things ; 
They  make,  and  then  they  draw,  my  string. 
Fools!  if  you  less  provok'd  your  tan. 
No  moi«  my  spectre-form  appears. 
Dteth's  but  a  path  that  must  be  trod. 
If  man  would  ever  pass  to  God : 
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A  port  of  calmi,  a  state  to 
"Ftam  the  rough  lage  of  swelling 

Why  tfien  &j  flowing  sable  stoles. 
Deep  pendant  cypress,  mourning  poles, 
Loose  scarfs  to  fall  athwart  thy  weeds, 
Long  palls,  drawn  hearses,  cover'd  steeds. 
And  plumes  of  black,  that,  as  they  tread. 
Nod  o*er  the  escutcheons  of  the  dead? 

Nor  can  the  parted  body  know. 
Nor  wants  the  soul  these  forms  of  woe; 
As  men  who  long  in  prison  dwell, 
With  lamps  that  glimmer  round  die  cdl. 
Whene'er  thor  suffering  years  are  run. 
Spring  forth  to  greet  the  glittering  Sun : 
Such  joy,  though  bar  transcending  sense, 
Have  pious  souls  at  parting  hence. 
On  Earth,  and  in  the  body  plac'd, 
A  few,  and  eril  years,  they  waste : 
But  when  their  diains  are  cast  aside. 
See  the  glad  scene  unfolding  wide, 
Clap  the  glad  wing,  and  tower  away. 
And  mingle  with  the  blase  of  day. 


THE  HERMIT. 

Fak  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  public  view, 
From  youth  to  nm  a  reverend  hermit  grew ; 
Hie  moss  his  bed,  the  cave  his  humble  cell, 
Hb  food  the  fruits,  Us  drink  the  crysta]  wdl : 
Remote  from  men,  with  Godhe  passed  the  days, 
IVsyer  all  his  business,  all  his  pleasure  praise. 

A  life  so  sacred,  such  serene  repose, 
Seem*d  Heaven  itself,  till  one  suggestion  rose ; 
Ibat  Vice  should  triumph.  Virtue,  "^ce  obey, 
lliis  sprung  some  doubt  of  Fh>vidence*s  sway : 
His  hopes  no  more  a  certain  proepect  boast, 
And  all  the  tenour  of  his  soul  is  lost : 
So  when  a  smooth  expanse  receives  imprest 
Calm  Nature's  image  on  its  watery  breast, 
Down  bend  the  bai&s,  the  trees  depending  grow. 
And  skies  beneath  wiUi  answering  colours  glow  : 
But  if  a  stone  the  gentle  sea  divide. 
Swift  rufiBing  circles  curl  on  every  side. 
And  glimmering  fragments  of  a  broken  Sun, 
Bank^  trees,  and  skies,  in  diick  distMrdor  run. 

To  clear  this  doubt,  to  know  the  world  by  sight. 
To  find  if  books,  or  swains,  report  it  right, 
(For  yet  by  swains  alone  the  world  he  knew. 
Whose  feet  came  wandering  o*er  the  nightly  dew) 
He  quits  his  cell ;  the  pilgrim-staff  he  bore. 
And  fix'd  the  scallop  in  his  hat  before  ; 
Then  with  the  Sun  a  rising  journey  went. 
Sedate  to  think,  and  watching  each  event. 

Hie  mom  was  wasted  in  the  padiless  grass. 
And  long  and  lonesome  was  the  wild  to  pass ; 
But  when  the  southern  Sun  had  warm*d  the  day, 
A  youth  came  posting  o*er  a  crossing  way ; 
His  raiment  decent,  his  complexion  fair. 
And  soft  in  graceful  ringlets  wav'd  his  hair. 
Hien  near  approaching,  "  Father,  hail !"  he  cry'd, 
"  And  ludl,  my  son,**  the  reverend  sire  reply'd ; 
Words  folloWd  words,  from  question  answer  flow'd. 
And  talk  of  various  kind  deceiv*d  the  road ; 
mi  each  with  other  pleas*d,  and  lodi  to  part. 
While  in  their  age  they  differ,  join  in  heart. 
Tims  stands  an  aged  elm  in  ivy  bound. 
Thus  youthful  ivy  clasps  an  elm  around. 
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Now  sunk  the  Sun ;  the  donig  hour  ofda^ 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  with 
Nature  in  silence  bid  the  world  repo 
When  near  the  road  a  stately  palace 
There  by  the  Moon  tinougfa  ranks  of  i 
Whose  verdure  crown'd  their  sloping 
It  chanc'd  the  noble  master  of  the  dome 
Still  made  his  house  the  wandering 
Yet  still  the  kindness,  from  a  tfaint  of 
Prov*d  the  vain  flourisfa  of  expensive 
The  pair  arrive :  the  livery*d  servants  wait; 
Their  lord  reonves  them  at  the  pompous  gate. 
The  table  groans  with  costly  pQes  of  food. 
And  all  is  more  than  hospitably  good. 
Then  led  to  rest,  the  day*s  long  toil  tliey  divwD, 
Deep  sunk  in  sleep,  and  silk,  and  heaps  of  dcmn. 

At  length  *tis  mom,  and  at  the  davra  of  daj. 
Along  tiie  wide  canak  the  xei^yn  play : 
Fresh  o*er  the  gay  parterres  the  breeaes  creep, 
And  shake  the  neighbouring  wood  to  bsniafa  sleep. 
Up  riae  the  guests,  obedient  to  the  call : 
An  eariy  banquet  deck*d  the  splendid  hall ; 
Rich  luscious  wine  a  golden  goblet  grBC*d, 
Which  tlie  kind  master  forc*d  the  guests  to  taste.    : 
Then,  pleas*d  and  thankful,  from  the  parditfaey  go| 
And,  but  the  landlord,  none  had  cause  of  woe : 
His  cup  was  vanish*d;  for  in  secret  guise 
The  younger  guest  purloin*d  the  glittering  priae. 

As  one  who  spies  a  serpent  in  hb  vray. 
Glistening  and  basking  in  the  summer  ny^ 
Disorder*d  stops  to  shun  the  danger  near. 
Then  walks  with  faintness  on,  and  looks  with  fiear ;  | 
So  seem*d  the  sire ;  when  far  upon  the  road!, 
Ibe  shining  spoil  hb  wily  partner  showed. 
He  stopp*d  with  silence,  walk*d  with  trembling  beai^ 
And  much  he  wish*d,  but  durst  notaak  to  past .    I 
Murmuring  he  lifts  liis  eyes,  and  thinks  it  faard» 
Hiat  generous  actions  meet  a  base  reward. 

While  thus  they  pass,  the  Sun  his  glory  dbraod 
The  changing  skies  hang  out  their  sable  dowb ; 
A  sound  in  air  presag'd  approadiing  rain^ 
And  beasts  to  covert  scud  acroas  the  plain. 
Wara*d  by  the  signs,  the  wandering  pair  ivtieat, 
To  seek  for  shelter  at  a  neighbouring  seat. 
*Twas  built  with  turrets  on  a  rising  grooad. 
And  strong,  and  large,  and  unimprov'd  around  ;   \ 
Its  owner's  temper,  timorous  and  severe. 
Unkind  and  griping,  caus*d  a  desert  there. 

As  near  the  miser's  heavy  doors  they  drew,        i 
Fierce  rising  gusts  with  sudden  ftiry  blew  ;  , 

Hie  nimble  liglitning  mix*d,  widi  lowers  beigan. 
And  o*er  their  heads  loud  rolling  thunders  nn.     | 
Here  long  they  knock,  but  knodk  or  call  in  vain. 
Driven  by  the  wind,  and  batter'd  by  the  rain. 
At  length  some  pity  warm*d  itte  master's  brcasi,  I 
rTwas  then  his  threshold  first  receiv*d  a  guest}  ;  , 
Slow  creeking  turns  the  door  with  jealous  carev 
And  half  he  welcomes  in  the  shivering  pair; 
One  frugal  fagot  li^ts  the  naked  walls. 
And  Nature's  fervour  through  their  limbs  vecalKj 
Bread  of  the  coarsest  sort,  with  eager  wine« 
(Each  hardly  granted)  serv*d  them  both  to  diD*-  ; 
And  when  the  tempest  first  appear'd  to  cease, 
A  ready  warning  bid  them  part  in  peace. 

With  still  remark  the  pondering  hermit  view'tt^ 
In  one  so  rich,  a  life  so  poor  and  rude ; 
"  And  why  should  such**  within  himself  be  cry '  .j 
*<  Lock  the  lost  wealth  a  thousand  want  beside  '^  ^ 
But  what  new  marks  of  wonder  soon  take  plaor« 
In  every  settling  feature  of  his  fiice  ; 
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Wha  ftm  fail  ntit  fhe  Touog  canapuiion  bore 
Vat  cii|v  the  goiamis  undlard  o«m*d  befbre^ 
And  pakl  pratbady  with  tiw  precious  bowl 
Tbe  Hmted  kindneai  of  this  diiuliih  toiU. 
But  now  the  doudi  in  airjr  tumult  fly; 
T^  Sun  aDoging  opes  an  asure  iky; 
A  frofaer  green  &  mwlHng  lesvci  display, 
Aoi  glmoing  as  tfaey  ticnSile,  dieer  the  diy: 
TW  vtatber  oourts  them  fimn  the  poor  retreat, 

And  the  glad  master  bohs  the  wary  gate. 
Vbile  hence  tfaey  walk,  the  pilgrim's  bosom 
wrought 
WA  ill  the  tranrel  of  uncertain  tliougfat ; 
Hs|wtnci*s  acta  witliout  tiieir  cause  appear, 
Tvii  there  a  noe^  and  seem'd  a  madness  hae : 
Detadag  that,  and  pitying  this,  he  goes, 
lot  and  ooolbanded  with  the  various  shows. 

Nov  l^gfat*s  dim  shades  again  involve  the  sky, 
ApiB  die  wanderers  want  a  place  to  lie, 
Apio  they  search,  and  find  a  lodging  nigh. 
The  soil  imptov'd  around,  the  mansion  nea^ 
And  DOtfaer  poorly  low,  nor  idly  great : 
It  Keni'd  h>  speak  Ha  master's  turn  of  mind, 
Coataii,  and  not  to  praise,  but  virtue  kind. 

Hither'diawalken  turn  with  weary  feet, ' 
Tin  bleu  the  manaion,  and  the  master  greet ; 
lUr  graetiag  fiyr,  bestow'd  vrith  modest  guise, 
IW  couiteoua  master  hean^  and  thus  replies : 

"  Witfaont  a  vain,  without  a  nudging  heart, 
To  ban  who  gives  oa  all,  I  yield  a  part ; 
hom  Um  yoB  come,  lor  him  accept  it  here, 
i  fink  and  sober,  more  than  costly  cheer." 
Hc^Mke,  and  bid  die  vrdoome  table  spread, 
On  talk  of  virtue  till  the  time  of  bed, 
Vbn  the  grn"e  hopoadiold  round  his  hall  repair, 
Vire'd  by  abdl,  and  dose  the  hours  with  prayer. 

At  length  the  world,  renew*d  by  calm  repose^ 
V« itroog  fyt  toil,  the  dappled  Mom  arose; 
^^Bn  the  pilgrims  part,  the  younger  crept^ 
Kev  the  doi'd  cradle  where  an  hifant  slept, 
lad  wnfa'd  iM  node :  the  landloid's  Uttle  pride, 
Oanage  return !  grew  biadk,  and  gasp'd,  and  dy*d. 
BflRonr  of  horroma !  what !  his  <mty  eon ! 
Bov  look*d  our  hermit  when  the  Act  was  done ; 
Kit  Hctt,  though  Hdl's  Uack  jaws  in  sunder  piart, 
lad  breaihe  blue  fire,  could  more  assault  hk  heart. 

Ctnfas'd,  and  struck  with  silence  at  the  deed,^ 
Bt  fEea,  hot  trembling,  Ihils  to  fly  with  speed. 
H><tp«  the  youth  pursues ;  tiie  country  lay 
I'^plei'd  with  roads,  a  servant  show'd  the  way : 
^  rn«r  cross'd  tiie  path ;  the  pasuge  o'er 
^■i  nice  to  find ;  the  servant  trod  l^ore ; 
Im|^  anni  of  oaks  an  open  bridge  supply  *d, 
U  deep  the  waves  beneath  the  bending  glide. 
IW  yeatb,  who  seem'd  to  watch  a  time  to  rin, 
^ff*Mdied  the  careleas  guide,  and  thrust  him  in; 
(^uagBf  he  fUK  and  riring  lifb  his  h«4 
Khn  flsahiag  turns,  and  dA*  among  the  dead. 

^>U,  fpBikling  rage  inflames  the  &ther*s  eyes, 
9*  boms  the  bands  of  fear,  and  madly  cries, 
'  DHcaiad  wreldi !"— But  scarce  his  speech  began, 
"^  the  Aange  partner  seem'd  no  longer  man : 
&  yimifafiil  fiiee  pew  more  serenely  sweet ; 
Bkrabetam'd  whiter  and  flow'd  upon  his  feet ; 
Fiir  rounds  of  radiant  points  invest  his  hair; 
Cdotial  odours  breathe  through  purpled  air ; 
Aid  win^  whoee  odours  glitter'd  on  the  day, 
JHde  at  his  back  their  gradual  plumes  display. 
Ike  Cbrm  etherial  bunt  upon  his  sight, 
M  noiei  in  an  (be  nu^tsty  of  light 


Though  loud  at  first  the  pilgrim's  passion  grew, 
Sudden  he  gas'd,  and  wist  not  what  to  do; 
Surprise  in  secret  chains  his  words  suspends. 
And  in  a  calm  his  settling  temper  ends. 
But  silence  here  the  beauteous  angel  broke 
(The  voice  of  music  lavish'd  as  he  spoke). 

«  Thy  prayer,  thy  praise,  thy  life  to  vice  unknown, 
In  sweet  memorial  rise  before  the  throne : 
Hiese  charms,  success  in  our  bright  region  find. 
And  force  an  angel  dovm,  to  calm  thy  mind; 
For  this,  commission'd,  I  forsook  the  sky, 
Nay,  cease  to  kned  ^thy  fdlow-aervant  I. 

"  Then  know  the  truth  of  government  divine. 
And  let  these  scruples  be  no  longer  thioe. 

*'  The  Maker  justly  claims  that  world  he  made^ 
In  this  the  right  of  Providence  is  laid ; 
Its  sacred  majesty  through  all  depends 
On  using  second  means  to  work  his  ends : 
'Tis  thus,  withdrawn  in  state  from  human  eye^ 
The  power  exerts  his  attributes  on  high, 
Tour  actions  uses,  nor  controls  your  will,  ^ 
And  bids  the  doubting  sons  of  men  be  stflL 

'^  What  strange  events  can  strike  with  more  sur- 
prise, 
Tlian  those  which  latdy  struck  thy  wondering  eyes? 
Yet,  taught  by  these,  confess  th'  Almighty  just. 
And  whm  you  can't  unriddle^  learn  to  trust ! 

**  The  great,  vain  man,  who  far'd  on  costly  food, 
Whooe  life  was  too  luxurious  to  be  good ; 
Who  made  his  ivory  stands  with  goblets  shine^ 
And  forc'd  his  guests  to  moniing  drau^ts  of  wine, 
Has,  with  the  cup,  the  gracdesa  custom  lost. 
And  still  he  welcomes,  but  with  less  of  cost 

"  The  mean,  su^idous  wretch,  whose  bolted  door 
Ne'er  mov'd  in  duty  to  the  vrandering  poor; 
With  him  I  left  the  cup,  to  teach  his  mind 
That  Heaven  can  bless,  if  mortak  will  be  kind. 
Consdous  of  wanting  worth,  he  views  the  bowl. 
And  feels  compassion  touch  his  gmteftd  aouL 
Thus  artists  melt  the  sullen  ore  of  lead, 
VHth  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  its  head ; 
In  the  kind  warmth  the  metal  learns  to  glow. 
And  loose  firom  dross  the  silver  runs  bdow. 

**  Long  had  our  pious  friend  in  virtue  trod. 
But  now  the  diihl  hdf-wean'd  his  heart  from  God ; 
(Child  of  his  age)  for  hhn  he  liv'd  in  pain. 
And  measur'd  back  his  steps  to  Earth  again. 
To  what  excesses  had  his  dotage  run? 
But  God,  to  save  the  father,  took  the  son. 
To  all  but  thee,  in  fits  he  seem'd  to  go, 
(And  'twas  my  minis^  to  deal  the  blow,) 
The  poor  fond  parent,  humbled  in  the  dust. 
Now  owns  in  tears  the  punishment  was  just 

*<  But  now  had  ail  his  fortune  fdt  a  wrack, 
Had  that  false  servant  qped  in  safety  back ; 
This  night  his  trcasur'd  heaps  he  meant  to  steal. 
And  what  a  fund  of  charity  would  &U ! 
Thus  Heaven  instmcts  thy  mind :  this  trial  o'er. 
Depart  in  peace,  resign,  and  sin  no  more." 

On  sounding  pinions  here  the  youth  withdrew. 
The  sage  stood  wondering  as  the  seraph  fiew. 
Thus  look'd  Eliaha  when,  to  mount  on  high. 
His  master  took  the  chariot  of  -the  sky ; 
The  fiery  pomp  ascending  left  to  view ; 
Tlie  prophet  gas'd,  and  wish'd  to  follow  too. 

TIm  bending  hermit  here  a  prayer  begun, 
"  Lord  /asm  Heaven^  on  Earth  thy  vnll  he  dongi** 
Tlien  gladly  turning  sought  his  andent  place^ 
And  pass'd  a  life  of  piety  and  peace. 
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What  ancient  times  (those  times  we  fiuicy  wise)     ^ 
HsTe  left  on  long  record  of  wonum's  rise^ 
What  morals  teach  it,  and  what  fables  hide. 
What  author  wrote  it,  how  that  author  dy*d. 
All  these  I  sing.     In  Greece  they  firam*d  the  tale 
(In  Greece  'twas  thought  a woauun  might  befiaQ) ; 
Ye  modem  heauties!  where  the  poet  drew 
His  softest  pencil,  think  he  dreamt  of  you ; 
And,  wam*d  by  him,  ye  wanton  pens  beware 
How  Heaven's  concem'd  to  vindicate  the  fidr. 
Ilie  case  was  Hesiod's;  he  the  iable  writ ; 
Some  think  with  meaning,  some  with  idle  wit : 
Fdrhaps  'tis  either,  as  the  ladies  please ; 
I  wave  the  contest,  and  commence  the  lays. 

In  days  of  yore  (no  matter  where  or  when, 
*Twas  ere  the  low  creation  swarmed  with  men) 
That  one  lYometheus,  sprung  of  heavenly  birdi, 
(Our  author's  song  can  witness)  liv'd  on  Earth : 
He  carv'd  the  tuif  to  mould  a  manly  frame. 
And  stole  from  Jove  his  animating  flame. 
The  sly  contrivance  o'er  Olympus  ran. 
When  thus  the  monardi  of  the  stars  b^gan : 

**  O  vers'd  in  arts !  whose  daring  thoughts  aspire, 
To  kindle  day  with  never-dying  £e ! 
Enjoy  thy  glory  past,  tfiat  ^ft  was  thine ; 
Tlie  next  thy  creature  meets,  be  Curly  mine  : 
And  sudi  a  gift,  a  vengeance  so  design'd. 
As  suits  the  counsel  of  a  god  to  find; 
A  pleasing' bosonucheat,  a  specious  ill. 
Which  felt  the  curse,  yet  covets  still  to  feeL" 

He  said,  and  Vulcan  straight  the  sire  commandsi 
To  temper  mortar  with  ethereal  hands ; 
In  such  a  shape  to  mould  a  rising  fidr. 
As  virgin  goddesses  mte  proud  to  wear ; 
To  make  her  eyes  with  diamond-water  shine, 
And  form  her  organs  for  a  voice  divine. 
'Twaa  thus  the  sire  oidain'd :  the  power  obey'd ; 
And  work'd,  and  wonder'd  at  the  work  he  made ; 
Tlie  fiurest,  softest,  sweetest  frame  beneath. 
Now  made  to  seem,  now  more  than  seem  to  breathe. 

As  Vulcan  ends,  the  cheerful  queen  of  charms 
Clasp'd  the  new-panting  creature  in  her  arms : 
From  that  embrace  a  fine  complexion  spread. 
Where  mingled  whiteness  glow'd  with  softer  red. 
Then  in  a  luss  she  breath'd  her  various  arts, 
Of  trifling  prettQy  with  wounded  hearts ; 
A  mind  for  love,  but  still  a  changing  mind : 
The  lisp  afieded,  and  the  glance  design'd ; 
The  sweet  mnfihing  Uush^  the  secret  wink. 
The  gentle  swimming  walk,  the  courteous  sink ; 
Hie  stare  for  strangeness  fit,  for  scorn  the  frown ; 
For  decent  yielding,  looks  declining  down ; 
Hie  practis'd  languish,  where  well-feign'd  desire 
Wmild  own  its  melting  in  a  mutual  fire ; 
Gay  smiles  to  comfort :  April  showors  to  move ; 
And  all  the  nature,  all  the  art  of  love. 

Gold  scepter'd  Juno  next  exalts  the  fiur; 
Her  touch  endows  her  with  imperious  air. 
Self-valuing  fimcy,  highly-created  pride. 
Strong  sovereign  wiU,  and  some  desire  to  chide ; 
For  which,  an  eloquence,  that  aims  to  vex, 
With  native  troops  of  anger,  arms  the  sex. 
Minerva,  skilfiU  goddess,  tiain'd  the  maid 
To  twirle  the  spindle  by  the  twisting  thread ; 


To  fix  the  loom,  insHucI  the  reeds  to  pat. 
Cross  the  long  weft,  and  doee  the  web  widi 
An  useful  gift ;  but  what  proftise  expense. 
What  world  of  fiufaions,  took  its  rise  from 

Young  Heimes  next,  a  dose  contriving  go^ 
Her  brows  encircled  widi  fab  serpent  rod; 
Then  plots  and  fair  excuses  fill'd  her  brain. 
The  views  of  breaking  amorous  vows  Ibr  gain ; 
llie  price  of  fiivouxs ;  the  dpsignfng  arts 
Tliat  aim  at  riches  in  contpmpt  of  heaits ; 
And,  for  a  comfort  in  the  marriage  lilc^ 
Hie  little  pilfering  temper  of  a  wifie. 

Full  on  the  fiur  fab  beams  ApoUo  flm^ 
And  fond  persuasion  tipp'd  her  easy  tongue  ; 
He  gave  her  words,  where  oOy  flattery  \Kf% 
The  pleasing  colours  of  the  art  of  praise; 
And  wit,  to  scandal  exquisitely  prone, 
Whidi  firets  another's  spleen  to  cure  its 

Tliose  sacred  Virgins  ^mbam  the  baida 
Tun'd  all  her  voice,  and  shed  a  sweetncsi 
To  make  her  sense  with  double  cfaarma  aboond. 
Or  make  her  livdy  nonsense  please  by  sound. 

To  dress'the  maid,  the  decent  Graces  bsuugbi 
A  robe  in  all  the  dies  of  beauty  wrougfat. 
And  plac'd  their  boxes  o'er  a  rich  brocade. 
Where  pictur'd  Loves  on  every  cover  play*d  ; 
Then  qpread  those  implements  that  Vulcaa'a  art 
Had  firam'd  to  merit  Cytherea's  heart ; 
The  wire  to  curi,  the  dose  indented  comb 
To  call  the  locks,  that  lightly  wander,  boow  ; 
And  chief,  the  mirror,  where  the  rmvi^'d  maid 
Beholds  and  loves  her  own  reflected  shade. 

Fair  Flora  lent  her  stares ;  the  purpled  He 
Confin'd  her  tresses  with  a  vrreath  of  flowvra ; 
Within  the  wreath  arose  a  rsdiant  crown  ; 
A  veil  pdludd  hung  depending  down'; 
Back  roll'd  her  asure  vdl  with  serpent  fiildy 
Tbe  purfled  border  deck'd  the  floor  with  gold. 
Her  robe  (which  dosdy  by  the  girdle  brac*d 
Reveal'd  the  beauties  of  a  slender  waist) 
Flow'd  to  the  feet,  to  copy  Venus*  air. 
When  Venus'  statues  have  a  robe  to  wear. 

The  new-qirung  creature^  finiah'dtbus  for 
Adjusts  her  habit,  practises  her  charms, 
¥nth  blushes  glows,  or  shines  with  livdy 
Confirms  her  will,  or  recollects  her  wiles  : 
Then,  consdcms  of  herworth,  with  easy 
GUdes  by  the  glass,  and  turning  views  her  Is 

A  finer  flax  than  what  they  wrought  before^ 
Through  Time's  deep  cave,  the  sister  Fates  cxpkac, 
Then  fix  the  loom,  their  fingers  nimbly  weav«. 
And  thus  thdr  toil  prophetic  songs  dcoetvew 

'<  Flow  fitm  the  rock,  my  flax !  and  swriftly  flow, 
Pursue  thy  thread ;  the  spindle  runs  below. 
A  creature  fond  and  changing,  bar  and  vsin. 
The  creature  woman,  rises  now  to  reign. 
New  beauty  blooms,  abeauty  form'd  to  lly  ; 
New  lore  begins,  a  love  produc'd  to  die ; 
New  parts  distress  the  troubled  scenes  of  lUe, 
The  fondling  mistress,  and  the  ruling  wile. 

'<  Men  Yum  to  labour,  all  with  pains  provide ; 
Women  have  time  to  saoifice  to  pride : 
They  want  the  care  of  man,  theu'  want  they 
And  dress  to  please  with  heartFalluring  ibow  ; 
The  show  prevailing,  for  the  sway  oootend. 
And  make  a  servsnt  where  they  meet  n  fiienii 

**  Thus  in  a  thousand  wax-erected  forts 
A  loitering  race  the  painful  bee  supports; 
From  sun  to  sun,  irom  bank  to  bank  be  flies» 
With  honey  loads  hb  b^  with  wax  hia  thighs ; 
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FIj  when  be  will,  at  home  the  race  reraainy 
PruM  the  silk  dress,  and  murmuiing  eat  the  gainr 

**  Tct  here  and  there  we  grant  a  gentle  bride, 
Whw  temper  betters  by  the  father's  side ; 
Uofike  tbe  rest  that  double  human  care, 
Foad  to  relieve^  or  resolute  to  share: 
Rappjr  the  man  whom  dms  his  stars  advance ! 
The  cane  is  general,  but  the  blessing  chance.  '* 
Thus  song  the  sisters,  while  the  gods  admire 
TW  beauteous  creature,  made  for  man  in  ire  ; 
Ibf  ^ming  FSuidoni  she,  whom  all  contend 
Tvflttke  too  perfect  not  to  gain  her  end : 
Ha  bid  the  winds,  that  fly  to  breathe  the  q>ring, 
ietan  to  bear  her  on  a  gentle  wing; 
With  vifting  airs  the  winds  obsequious  blow. 
And  bad  tbe  shining  vengeance  afe  below. 
A  goldeo  colftr  in  Ikt  hand  she  bore, 
the  present  treacfaeroos,  but  the  bearer  more; 
'Twai  fiwglit  with  pangs ;  for  Jove  ordain'd  above, 
ItegoU  should  aid,  and  pangs  attend  on  love. 

Her  gay  descent  the  man  perceiv*d  afer, 
Wondaingheran  to  catch  the  felling  star: 
Bbtso  smpris'd,  as  none  but  be  can  tell. 
Who  lov'd  so  quickly,  and  who  lov*d  so  welL 
O'er  ill  his  veins  tbe  wandering  passion  bums. 
He  calls  her  nymph,  and  every  nymph  by  turns. 
Her  form  to  lovely  Venus  he  prefers, 
Ot  iwesn  that  Venua'  must  be  such  as  hers. 
Ae,  proud  to  rule,  yet  strangely  firam*d  to  tease, 
Kegkcti  his  offers  while  her  airs  she  plays, 
ftMCsicomful  glances  from  the  bended  frown, 
Ib  hnk  disorder  trips  it  up  and  down ; 
Ikn  hums  a  cardeas  tune  to  lay  the  storm, 
Aad  aia,  andblnahes,  smiles,  and  yields,  in  form. 

**  Now  take  what  Jove  design'd,"  she  softly  cry'd, 
'  Has  box  thy  portion,  and  myself  the  bride.*' 
f^'d  with  the  prospect  of  the  double  charms. 
Be  malch'd  tbe  box,  and  bride,  with  eager  arms. 

Unhappy  man !  to  whom  so  bright  she  shone, 
The  teal  gift,  ber  tempting  self,  unknown ! 
Ibe  winds  were  s9eot,  aU  tbe  waves  asleep, 
lad  Heaven  waa  trac'd  upon  the  flattering  deep : 
Bs»  whilst  he  looks  unmindful  of  a  storm, 
Afid  thiaks  the  water  vrears  a  stable  form, 
Vlat dreadftil din  around  his  ears  shall  rise! 
Vbal  frowns  coolitse  his  picture  of  the  ikies  ! 
At  fint  the  creature  num  vras  fram'd  alone, 
lAd  of  biaMelf,  and  all  the  world  his  own. 
Fw  him  the  nymphs  in  green  forsook  the  woodsy 
Iv  him  the  nympfaa  in  blue  forsopk  the  floods; 
Ib  viin  the  Saityra  rage,  the  Tritons  rave, 
7bey  bore  him  heroes  in  the  secret  cave. 
Ko  ore  destroy'd,  no  sick  disorder  prey'd, 
Ko  bending  age  hia  sprightly  form  decay'd, 
Xo  wan  were  knowi^  no  females  heard  to  rage, 
Aad,  poeis  tell  ua^  'twaa  a  golden  age. 

^^  woman  came,  those  ills  the  box  confln'd 
1^  furious  out,  and  poiaon'd  all  the  wind. 
From  point  to  point,  from  pole  to  pole  they  flew, 
%^  as  they  went,  and  in  the  progress  grew : 
1W  Bynphi  re«citing  left  tbe  mortal  race, 
Aad  altering  Mtore  wore  a  sickly  face. 
*^  tanns  of  felly  roae^  new  statea  of  care ; 
'^  P^Mi,  to  soOer,  and  to  please,  the  fair ! 
^  days  cf  wfaimng,  and  of  wild  intrigues, 
^^«"ncac*d,  or  iniah'd  with  the  breach  of  leagues; 
tW  naaa  daaigna  of  weU-disaembled  love ; 
^  sorfid  Diatthes  never  join'd  above : 
Aiwoad  the  labour,  and  at  home  the  noise, 
(3^*t  double  tafcinp  for  domestic  joys,) 


The  curse  of  jealousy  ;  expense  and  strife ; 
Divorce,  the  public  brand  of  shameful  life ; 
The  rival's  sword ;  the  qualm  that  takes  the  feir ; 
Disdain  for  passion,  passion  in  despair  — 
These,  and  a  thousand  yet  unnam'd,  we  find ; 
Ah  fear  the  thousand  yet  unnam'd  behind ! 

Thus  on  Parnassus  tuneful  Hesiod  sung. 
Hie  mountain  echoed,  and  the  valley  rung, 
Tbe  sacred  groves  a  fix'd  attention  show. 
Hie  crystal  Helicon  forebore  to  flow, 
The  sky  grew  bright,  and  (if  his  verse  be  true) 
Tlie  Muses  came  to  give  the  laurel  too^ 
But  what  avail'd  the  verdant  prise  of  wit, 
If  Love  swore  vengeance  for  the  tales  he  writ  ? 
Ye  fair  offended,  hear  your  friend  relate 
What  heavy  judgment  prov'd  the  writer's  fete^ 
lliough  when  it  happen'd  no  relation  clean, 
'Us  bought  in  five,  or  five  and  twenty  years. 

Where,  dark  and  silent,  with  a  twisted  shade 
Tlie  neighbouring  woods  a  native  arbour  wifl^jft^ 
There  oft  a  tender  pair,  for  amorous  play 
Retiring,  toy'd  the  ravish'd  hours  away ; 
A  Locrian  youth,  the  gentle  IVoilus  he^ 
A  fair  Milesian,  kind  Evanthe  she: 
But  swelling  nature  in  a  fatal  hour 
Betray'd  the  secrets  of  the  oonsdous  bower ; 
Hie  dire  disgrace  her  brothers  count  their  own. 
And  track  her  steps^  to  make  its  author  known. 

It  chanc'd  one  evening,  'twas  the  lover's  day, 
Conceal'd  in  brakes  the  jealous  kindred  lay ; 
¥^n  Hesiod,  wandering,  mus'd  along  the  plain. 
And  fix'd  his  seat  where  love  had  fix'd  the  scene ; 
A  strong  suspicion  straight  possess  their  imnd, 
(For  poets  ever  were  a  gentle  kind,) 
But  when  Evanthe  near  the  passage  stood. 
Flung  back  a  doubtful  look,  and  shot  the  wood, 
<<  Now  take"  (at  once  they  cry)  «thy  due  reward,** 
And,  urg'd  with  erring  rage,  assault  the  bard. 
His  corpse  the  sea  reoeiv'd.     The  dolphins  bore 
('Twas  all  the  gods  would  do)  the  corpse  to  shore. 

Methinks  I  view  the  dead  with  pitying  eyes. 
And  see  the  dreams  of  ancient  wisdom  rise : 
I  see  the  Muses  round  tbe  body  cry, 
But  here  a  Cupid  loudly  laughing  by ; 
He  wields  his  arrow  with  insulting  hand. 
And  thus  inscribes  the  moral  on  &  sand. 
"  Here  Hesiod  lies :  ye  future  bards,  beware 
How  far  your  moral  tales  incense  the  feir. 
Unlov'd,  unloving,  'twas  his  fate  to  bleed ; 
Without  his  quiver,  Cupid  caus'd  the  deed : 
He  judg'd  this  turn  of  malice  justly  due, 
And  Hesiod  dy'd  for  joys  he  never  knew." 


AN  ALLEGORY  ON  MAN. 

A  TBOUOHT7UL  being,  long  and  spare. 
Our  race  of  mortals  call  him  Care, 
(Were    Homer  living,  well  he  knew 
What  name  the  gods  have  call'd  him  too,) 
With  fine  mechanic  genius  wrought, 
And  lov'd  to  work,  though  no  one  bought. 
Hiis  being,  by  a  model  ^ed 
In  Jove's  eternal  sable  head, 
Contriv'd  a  shape  empower'd  to  breathe^ 
And  be  the  worldling  here  beneath. 

The  man  rose,  staring  like  a  stake; 
Wondering  to  see  himself  awake ! 
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Then  look*d  ao  wise,  before  be  knew 
Hie  business  he  was  nuide  to  do ; 
That,  pleas'd  to  see  with  what  a  grace 
He  gravely  show'd  his  forward  ftce, 
Jove  talk*d  of  breeding  him  on  high, 
An  under-something  of  the  sky. 

But  ere  he  gave  the  mighty  nod. 
Which  ever  binds  a  poet's  god, 
(For  which  his  curls  ambrosial  shake, 
And  mother  Earth's  oblig'd  to  quake,) 
He  saw  old  modier  Earth  arise. 
She  stood  oonfess*d  before  his  eyes ; 
But  not  with  what  we  read  she  wore, 
A  castle  for  a  crown  before. 
Nor  with  long  streets  and  longer  roads 
Dangling  be^nd  her,  like  commodes : 
As  yet  widi  wreaths  idone  she  drest. 
And  tnuU'd  a  landskip-painted  vest 
Tben  thnoe  she  raised,  as  Ovid  said. 
And  tfaiioe  she  bow*d  her  weighty  head. 

Her  honours  made,  "  Great  Jove,**  she  cry'd, 
«  This  thing  was  fashion*d  from  my  side : 
His  hands,  his  heart,  his  head  are  mine ; 
Then  vrhat  hast  thou  to  call  him  thine?*' 

"  Nay,  rather  ask,'*  the  monarch  said« 
«  What  boots  his  hand,  his  heart,  his  head. 
Were  vdiat  I  gave  remov*d  away  ? 
Thy  part's  an  idle  shape  of  clay." 

**  Halves,  more  than  halves!**  cry'dlionesi  Care^ 
"  Your  pleas  would  make  your  titles  £ur. 
You  claim  the  body,  you  the  soul. 
But  I  who  join'd  them,  claim  the  whole.*' 

Thus  wiUi  the  gods  debate  b^an. 
On  such  a  trivial  cause,  as  man. 
And  can  celestial  tempers  rage  ? 
Quoth  ^igil,  in  a  later  age  ? 

As  thus  they  wrangled.  Time  came  by ; 
T1iere*s  none  that  paint  him  such  as  I, 

or  what  the  fid>ling  ancients  sung 
Makes  Saturn  old,  when  Time  was  young). 
As  yet  his  winters  had  not  shed 
Their  silver  honours  on  his  head; 
He  just  had  got  his  pinions  free, 
Fhxn  his  old  sire.  Eternity. 
A  serpent  girdled  round  he  wore, 
Tlie  tail  within  the  mouti),  before; 
By  whidi  our  almanacs  are  clear 
That  learned  Egypt  meant  the  year. 
A  staff  he  carry'd,  where  on  high 
A  glass  was  fiz'd  to  measure  by. 
As  amber  boxes  made  a  show 
For  heads  of  canes  an  age  ago. 
His  vest,  for  day  and  night,  was  py*d ; 
A  bending  sickle  arm'd  his  side ; 
And  Spring's  new  months  his  train  adorn ! 
llie  other  seasons  were  unborn. 

Known  by  the  gods,  as  near  he^draws, 
Tliey  make  him  imipire  of  the  cause. 
O'er  a  low  trunk  his  arm  he  laid. 
Where  since  his  hours  a  dial  made ; 
Then  leaning  heard  the  nice  debate. 
And  thus  pronounc'd  the  words  of  Fate : 

'<  Since  body  fit>m  the  parent  Earth, 
And  soul  from  Jove  received  a  birth, 
Return  they  where  they  fint  began ; 
But  since  their  union  makes  the  man, 
Till  Jove  and  Earth  shall  part  these  two, 
To  Care  who  join'd  them,  man  is  due." 
He  said,  and  sprung  with  swift  career 
To  trace  a  drele  for  the  year ; 
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Where  ever  smce  the  seasons  wheel 
And  tread  on  one  another's  bed." 
"  *Tis  well,"  said  Jove,  and  for 
Thundering;  he  shook  the  firmament. 
"  Our  umpire  Time  shall  have  hb  vrij, 
With  Care  I  let  the  creature  stay : 
Let  business  vex  him,  avarice  bUnd, 
het  doubt  and  knowledge  nuck  his  nmid, 
Let  errour  act,  opinion  speak. 
And  want  afflict,  and  sickness  breakt 
And  anger  bum,  dejection  diill. 
And  joy  distract,  and  sorrow  kill. 
Till,  arm'd  by  Care,  and  taught  to  mow, 
Time  draws  the  long  destructive  Uow; 
And  wasted  man,  whose  quick  decay 
Comes  hurrying  on  before  his  day. 
Shall  only  find  by  this  decree. 
The  soul  flies  sooner  badi  to  me. " 


THE  BOOK. WORM. 

Com  hither,  boy,  we'll  hunt  to-day. 
The  book-worm,  ravening  beast  of  prey, 
Ftaduc'd  by  parent  Earth,  at  odds, 
As  Fame  reports  it,  with  the  gods. 
Htm  frantic  hunger  vnldly  drives 
Against  a  thousand  authors*  lives: 
Tlvough  all  the  fields  of  wit  he  flies ; 
Dreadful  his  head  with  clustering  eyea^ 
With  horns  witiiout,  and  tusks  vritfaui. 
And  scales  to  serve  him  for  a  skin. 
Observe  him  nearly,  lest  he  diznb 
To  wound  tbe  bards  of  ancient  tiin^ 
Or  down  the  vale  of  fancy  go 
To  tear  some  modem  wretch  below. 
On  every  comer  fix  thine  eye, 
Or  ten  to  one  he  slips  thee  by. 
See  where  his  teeth  a  passage  eaft : 
We'll  rouse  him  fixnn  the  deep  retreat. 
But  who  the  dielter's  forc'd  to  give  ? 
'Tls  sacred  Virgil,  as  I  live ! 
From  leaf  to  loif,  from  song  to  aon^ 
He  draws  the  tadpole  form  along. 
He  mounts  the  gUded  edge  before^ 
He's  up,  he  scuds  the  cover  o'er. 
He  turns,  he  doubles,  there  he  past. 
And  here  we  have  him,  caught  at  last 
Insatiate  brute,  whose  teeth  abuse 
The  sweetest  servants  of  the  Muae-^ 
(Nay  never  offer  to  deny, 
I  took  thee  in  the  fact  to  fly). 
His  roses  nipt  in  every  pegCy 
My  poor  Anacreon  mourns  thy  n^  ; 
By  thee  my  Ovid  vrounded  lies  ; 
By  thee  my  Lesbia's  qiarrow  dies  ; 
Thy  rabid  teeth  have  half  destroy'd 
The  work  of  love  in  Biddy  Floyd, 
They  rent  Belinda's  locks  away. 
And  spoil'd  the  Blouzelind  of  Gay. 
For  all,  for  every  single  deed. 
Relentless  Justice  bids  thee  bleed. 
Then  frdl  a  victim  to  the  Nine, 
Myself  the  priest,  my  desk  the  shrina 
Bring  Homer,  Virgil,  Tasso  near. 
To  pile  a  sacred  altar  here ; 
Hold,  boy,  thy  hand  out-runs  thy  wit, 
You  reiKh'd  the  plays  that  Dennis  writ; 
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Toa  leich'd  me  Fhilips'  rustic  strain ; 
hij  take  your  mortal  bards  again. 

Come,  l»Dd  the  rictim,  — there  he  li^ 
And  here  between  his  numerous  eyes 
Hiis  venerable  dust  I  lay, 
Frao  manuscripts  just  swept  away. 

The  goblet  in  my  hand  I  take, 
[For  the  libation's  yet  to  make,) 
A  health  to  poets  ■  ail  their  days 
Miy  they  have  bread,  as  well  as  praise ; 
Sense  may  they  seek,  and  less  engage 
In  papers  fiU'd  with  party-rage. 
But  if  their  riches  spoil  Uieir  vein. 
Ye  Muses,  nsake  them  poor  again. 

Now  bring  the  weapon,  yonder  blade, 
With  which  my  tuneful  pens  are  made. 
I  stTike  the  scales  that  arm  thee  round. 
And  twice  and  tfarice  I  print  the  wound ; 
Hk  lacred  altar  floats  with  red. 
And  now  be  dies,  and  now  he*s  dead. 

How  like  the  son  of  Jove  I  stand, 
Thb  Hydn  stretched  beneath  my  hand ! 
Isr  bare  the  monster's  entrails  here. 
To  see  what  daogers  threat  the  year : 
Ye  gods !  what  scmnets  on  a  wench ! 
Wlatlemtranslationaoutof  French! 
*Tis  plain,  this  lobe  b  so  unsound, 
S —  prints  befiire  the  months  go  round. 


But  hold,  before  I  dose  the  scene, 
The  sacred  altar  should  be  clean. 
Oh  had  I  ShadweU's  second  bays. 
Or,  Tate !  thy  pert  and  humble  lays ! 
(Ye  pair,  forgive  me,  when  I  vow 
I  never  iniss*d  your  works  till  now,) 
I*d  tear  the  leaves  to  wipe  the  shrine, 
(That  only  way  you  please  the  Nine,) 
Qut  since  I  dumce  to  want  these  two^ 
I*U  make  the  songs  of  Durfey  do. 

Rent  from  the  corps,  on  yonder  pin, 
I  hang  the  scales  that  brac'd  it  in ; 
I  hang  my  studious  morning-gown, 
And  write  my  own  inscription  down. 

*'  This  trophy  from  the  Fithon  won. 
This  robe,  in  which  the  deed  was  done, 
Tliese,  Pamell,  glorying  in  the  feat. 
Hung  on  these  shelves,  the  Muses'  seat 
Here  Ignorance  and  Hunger  found 
Large  realms  of  Wit  to  ravage  round : 
Here  Ignorance  and  Hunger  fell  ? 
Two  foes  in  one  I  sent  to  HelL 
Ye  poets,  who  my  laboun  see. 
Come  share  the- triumph  all  with  me ! 
Ye  critics !  bom  to  vex  the  Muse, 
Go  mourn  the  grand  ally  you  lose.' 
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NICHOLAS  ROWE. 


INicHOLAs  Rowx,  descended  from  an  ancient 
famfly  in  Deronahire,  was  the  son  of  John  Rowe, 
Esquire,  a  barrister  of  reputation  and  extensiTe 
practice.  He  was  bom  in  1673,  at  the  bouse  of  his 
maternal  grandfather,  at  little  Berkford,  in  Bed- 
fordshire. Being  placed  at  Westminster-school, 
under  Dr.  Busby,  he  pursued  the  classical  studies 
of  that  place  with  credit.  At  the  age  of  sixteen  he 
was  removed  from  school,  and  entered  a  student  of 
the  Middle  Temple,  it  being  his  fother's  intention 
to  bring  him  up  to  his  own  profession ;  but  the 
death  of  this  parent,  when  Nicholas  was  only  nine- 
teen, freed  him  from  what  he  probably  dwught  a 
pursuit  fordgn  to  his  disposition ;  and  he  turned 
his  chief  studies  to  poetry  and  polite  literature. 
At  the  age  of  twenty-five  he  produced  his  first  tra- 
gedy, "  The  Ambitious  Stepmother ;"  whidi  was 
afterwards  succeeded  by  "  Tamerlane  ;**  "  The  Fair 
Penitent;"  "Ulysses;"  "The  Royal  Convert;" 
"  Jane  Shore;"  and  "  Lady  Jane  Grey."  Of 
these,  though  aU  have  their  merits,  the  third  and 
the  two  last  alone  keep  possession  of  the  stage ;  but 
Jane  Shore  in  particular  never  fiuls  to  be  viewed 
with  deep  interest.      His  plays,  from  which  are 


derived  his  principal  claims  upon  posleritf,  m 
chiefly  founded  on  the  model  of  fVendi  tn^^; 
and  in  his  diction,  whidi  is  poetical  withtwt  bong 
bombastic  or  affected ;  in  his  versificatioo,  irindi  a 
singularly  sweet ;  and  in  tirades  of  aenlimeat,  girea 
with  force  and  deganoe,  he  has  few  oompetilaR. 

As  a  miscellaneous  poet,  Rowe  occupies  but  as 
inconaderable  place  among  his  countrymen;  but  H 
has  been  thought  proper  to  give  some  of  fab  nop 
or  ballads  in  the  pastoral  strain ;  wfaidi  haveafeoocb' 
ing  simplicity,  scarcely  exceUed  by  any  pieces  of 
the  kind.  HU  principal  efforts,  boweier,  vere  is 
poetical  translation ;  and  hb  version  of  Lucu's 
Fharsalia  has  been  placed  by  Dr.  Johnson  sBflSf 
the  greatest  productions  of  English  poeby. 

In  politics,  Rowe  joined  the  party  of  tfK  Wbi^ 
under  whose  influence  he  had  some  gainfol  post^ 
without  reckoning  that  of  poetJaureat,  on  the  iC' 
cession  of  George  I.  He  was  twice  married  to 
women  of  good  connections,  by  the  first  of  iriun 
he  had  a  son,  and  by  the  second,  a  daughter.  He 
died  in  December,  1718,  in  the  45th  year  of  hi> 
age,  and  was  interred  among  the  poets  in  Wctt- 
minster  Abbey. 


COLIN*S  COMPLAINT. 
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ssPAiaivo  beside  a  clear  stream, 

A  shepherd  forsaken  was  laid ; 
And  while  a  fiilse  nymph  was  his  theme, 

A  willow  supported  his  head. 
Tlie  wind  that  blew  over  the  plain. 

To  his  sighs  with  a  sigh  did  reply ; 
And  the  brook,  in  return  to  his  pain« 

Ran  mournfully  murmuring  by. 

<«  AUm,  silly  swain  that  I  was !" 

Thus  sadly  complaining,  he  cry*d, 
"  When  first  I  beheld  that  faur  face, 

*Twere  better  by  far  I  had  dyU 
She  talked,  and  I  bless*d  the  dear  tongue ; 

When  she  smiTd,  'twas  a  pleasure  too  great. 
I  listened,  and  cry*d,  when  she  sung. 

Was  nightingale  ever  so  sweet  ? 


"  How  foolish  was  I  to  beliefe 

She  could  doat  on  so  lowly  a  clown. 
Or  that  her  fond  heart  would  not  grieve^ 

To  forsake  the  fine  folk  of  the  town  ? 
To  think  that  a  beauQr  so  gay. 

So  kind  and  so  constant  would  prove; 
Or  go  clad  like  our  maidens  in  gray. 

Or  live  in  a  cottage  on  love  ? 


<c 


What  though  I  have  ddil  to  complain. 

Though  the  Muses  my  temples  baveotuniM; 
What  though,  when  they  hear  my  soft  strata, 

The  vnrgins  sit  weeping  around. 
Ah,  Colin,  thy  hopes  are  in  vain. 

Thy  pipe  and  tiiy  laurel  resign ; 
Thy  fidse-one  inclines  to  a  swam. 

Whose  music  is  sweeter  than  thine. 


« 


And  you,  my  companions  so  dear. 
Who  sorrow  to  see  me  betny*d. 
Whatever  I  suffer,  foibear, 

Forl>ear  to  accuse  the  fidse  maid. 
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Hmq^  tliiODgh  the  wide  world  I  should  nrnge, 
'Tb  in  vain  from  my  fortune  to  fly ; 

*T«Bs  hen  to  be  &lse  and  to  change, 
'TSs  mine  to  be  constant  and  die. 

"  If  while  my  hard  fate  I  sustain. 

In  her  breast  any  pity  is  found, 
Ut  her  come  with  the  nymphs  of  the  plain, 

And  tee  me  laid  low  in  the  ground. 
T\tt  last  humble  boon  that  I  crave, 

Is  to  shade  me  with  cypress  and  yew ; 
And  when  she  looks  down  on  my  grave. 

Let  her  own  that  her  shepherd  was  true. 

«  Tlien  to  her  new  love  let  her  go. 

And  deck  her  in  golden  array. 
Be  finest  at  every  fine  show. 

And  frolic  it  all  the  long  day ; 
While  Colin,  forgotten  and  gone. 

No  more  shall  be  talk'd  of,  or  seen. 
Unless  when  beneath  the  pale  Moon, 

His  ghost  shall  glide  over  the  green.*' 


THE  CONTENTED  SHEPHERD. 

TO  Mas.   A  P  ■* 

As  on  a  summer's  day 
In  the  greenwood  shade  I  lay. 

The  maid  that  I  lov*d, 

As  her  &ncy  mov*d. 
Came  walking  forth  that  way. 

And  as  she  passed  by 
With  a  scornful  glance  of  her  eye, 

"  What  a  shame,*'  quoth  she, 

*'  For  a  swain  must  it  be, 
like  a  lazy  loon  for  to  die ! 

**  And  dost  thou  nothing  heed. 
What  Pan  our  God  has  decreed ; 

What  a  prize  to-day 

Shall  be  given  away, 
To  the  sweetest  shepherd's  reed ! 

"  There's  not  a  single  swain 
Of  all  this  fruitftil  plain. 

But  with  hopes  and  fears 

Now  busily  prepares 
The  bonny  boon  to  gain. 

**  Shall  another  maiden  shine 
In  brighter  array  than  thine? 
Up^  up,  dull  swain. 
Tune  thy  pipe  once  again. 
And  make  tfie  garland  mine. 


»♦ 


"  Alas !  my  love,"  he  cry*d, 
**  Wimt  avails  this  courtly  pride  ? 

Sbice  thy  dear  desert 

Is  written  in  my  heart 
Wbtt  is  aU  the  world  beside  ? 

"  To  me  thou  art  more  gay, 
In  this  homely  russet  gray, 

Hun  the  nymphs  of  our  green, 

So  trim  and  so  sheen ; 
Or  the  brightest  queen  of  May. 

*  AAcrwaids  his  wife« 


*<  What  though  my  fortune  frown. 
And  deny  thee  a  silken  gown ; 
My  own  dear  nuud. 
Be  content  with  this  shade. 
And  a  shepherd  all  thy  own." 


AH  WILLOW. 


SONG. 

TO  TBI  SAMX  XX  HBK  SICKMBSS. 


To  the  brook  and  the  willow  that  heard  him  complain. 

Ah  willow,  willow. 
Poor  Colin  sat  weeping,  and  told  them  hb  pain ; 

Ah  willow,  willow ;  ah  willow,  willow. 

Sweet  stream,  he  cry'd  sadly,  I'll  teach  thee  to  flow. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  the  waters  shall  rise  to  the  brink  with  my  woe. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

All  restless  and  painful  poor  Amoret  lies. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  counts  the  sad  moments  of  time  as  it  flies. 

Ah  willow,  &C. 

To  the  nymph  my  heart  loves,  ye  soft  slumbers 
repair; 

Ah  willow,  &c.  fyour  care. 

Spread  your  downy  wings  o'er  her,  ana  make  her 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

Dear  brook,  were  thy  chance  near  her  pillow  to  creep. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
Perhaps  thy  soft  murmurs  might  lull  her  to  sleep. 

Ah  willow,  &C. 

Let  me  be  kept  waking,  my  eyes  never  dose. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
So  the  sleep  that  I  lose  brings  my  fiur  one  repose, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

But  if  I  am  doom'd  to  be  wretched  indeed  ; 

Ah  willow,  &C. 
If  the  loss  of  ray  dear-one,  my  love  is  decreed ; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

If  no  more  my  sad  heart  by  those  eyes  shall  be 
cheer'd ; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
If  the  voice  of  my  warbler  no  more  shall  be  heard; 

Ah  willow,  &c. 


Believe  me,  thou  fair-one ;  thou  dear-one  believe, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
Few  sighs  to  thy  loss,  and  few  tears  will  I  giT& 

Ah  willow,  &C. 

One  fate  to  thy  Colin  and  thee  shall  be  ty*d. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
And  soon  lay  thy  shepherd  close  by  thy  cold  side. 

Ah  willow,  &c 

Then  run,  gentle  brook;  and  to  lose  thyself,  haste ; 

Ah  willow,  willow. 
Fade  thou  too,  my  willow,  this  verse  is  my  last ; 

Ah  willow,  willow ;  ah  willow,  willow. 

Q4 
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JOSEPH  ADDISON. 


J  osKPU  Addison,  a  person  in  the  foremoet  nnks 
of  wit  and  elegant  literature,  was  the  son  of  the 
Reverend  Lancelot  Addison,  at  whose  parsonage  at 
Milston,  near  Ambrosbury,  Wiltshire,  he  was  bom 
in  May,  1672.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  he  was  entered 
of  Queen*s  College,  Oxford,  where  he  distinguished 
himself  by  his  proficiency  in  classical  literature, 
especially  in  Latin  poetry.  He  was  afterwards 
elected  a  demy  of  Mi^pdalen  College,  where  he  took 
the  degrees  of  badielor  and  roaster  of  arts.  In  his 
twenty-second  year  he  became  an  author  in  his  own 
language,  publishing  a  short  copy  of  verses  addressed 
to  £e  veteran  poet,  Dryden.  Other  pieces  in  verse 
and  prose  succeeded ;  and  in  1695  he  opened  the 
career  of  his  fortune  as  a  literary  man,  by  a  com- 
plimentary poem  on  one  of  the  campaigns  of  King 
William,  addressed  to  the  Lord^keepei*  Somers.  A 
pension  of  300^  from  the  crown,  which  his  patron 
obtained  for  him,  enal>led  him  to  indulge  his  inclin- 
ation for  travel ;  and  an  epistolary  poem  to  Lord 
Halifax  in  1701,  with  a  prose  relation  of  his  travels, 
publislied  on  his  return,  are  distinguished  by  the 
spirit  of  liberty  which  they  breathe,  and  which,  during 
life,  was  his  ruling  passion.  Tlie  most  famous  of  his 
political  poems,  **  The  Campaign,**  appeared  in 
1704.  It  was  a  task  kindly  imposed  by  Lord  Ha- 
lifax, who  intimated  to  him  that  the  writer  should 
not  lose  his  labour.  It  was  accordingly  rewarded 
by  an  immediate  appointment  to  the  post  of  com^ 
missioner  of  appeals. 

Tliis  will  be  the  proper  place  for  considering  the 
merits  of  Addison  in  his  character  of  a  writer  in 
verse.  Though  Dryden  and  Pope  had  already  se- 
cured tlie  first  places  on  the  British  Parnassus,  and 
other  rivals  for  fame  were  springing  to  view,  it  will 
scarcely  be  denied  that  Addison,  by  a  decent  me- 
diocri^  of  poetic  language  rising  occasionaUy  to 


A  LETTER  FROM  ITALY. 

TO   TH£    alGRT    HON.    CRART.ES    LORD    HALIFAX,    IN 

THK  YXAR  XDCCL 

Salve  magna  parens  frugum  Satumia  tellus, 
Magna  virikm  !  tibi  res  antiquv  laudis  etartis 
Aggredior,  sanctos  ausus  redudere  fontes. 

Viao.  Georg*  ii. 

W  HiLX  you,  my  lord,  the  rund  shades  admire^ 
And  from  Britannia's  public  posts  retire, 
Nor  longer,  her  nngrateful  sons  to  please^ 
^or  their  advantage  sacrifice  your  ease ; 


saperior  efforts,  has  deserved  that  degree  of 
whidi,  in  general  estimation,  has  been  allotted  to 
him.  It  cannot  be  doubted  that  playful  and  fan- 
mortms  wit  was  the  quality  in  which  be  obtained 
almost  unrivalled  preeminence ;  but  the  readv  of 
his  poem  to  Sir  Godfrey  KneUer  will  discover,  is 
the  comparison  of  the  painter  to  Phidias,  a  my 
happy  and  el^ant  resemblance  pointed  out  in  ha 
verse.  His  celebrated  tragedy  of  "  Cato^*'  equally 
remarkable  for  a  oorrectneasof  plan,  and  a  wwiainwt 
elevation  of  style,  then  unusual  on  the  EagEdi 
stage,  was  furdier  distinguished  by  the  glow  of  its 
sentiments  in  &vour  of  political  liberty  and  wm 
equally  i^plauded  by  both  parties. 

A  very  short  account  will  suffice  fir  the  remaiD- 
der  of  his  works.  His  connection  vrith  Steele  esh* 
gaged  him  in  occasionally  writing  in  the  Tatkr,  the 
Spectator,  and  the  Guardian,  in  which  his  produc- 
tions, serious  and  humorous,  conferred  upon  him 
immortal  honour,  and  placed  him  deservedly  at  die 
head  of  his  class.  Some  other  periodical  papcfv 
decidedly  political,  wore  traced  to  Addiaon,  of  adacfa 
The  Freeholder  was  one  of  the  most  eomspieoaa^ 
In  1716  he  married  the  Countess-Dowager  of  War- 
wick,  a  connexion  which  is  said  not  to  have  been 
remarkably  happy.  In  the  following  year  he  tm 
raised  to  the  office  of  one  of  the  principal  secrets- 
ries  of  state ;  but  finding  himself  ill  suited  to  the 
post,  and  in  a  declining  state  of  health,  he  resigned 
it  to  Mr.  Craggs.  In  reality,  his  ccmsdtution  was 
suffering  from  an  habitual  excess  in  wine;  and  it  is 
a  lamentable  circumstance  that  a  person  so  generally 
free  from  moral  defects,  should  have  given  way  to  a 
fondness  for  the  pleasures  of  a  tavern  life.  Addiaon 
died  in  June,  1719,  leaving  an  only  daughter  by  the 
Countess  of  Warwick. 


Me  into  foreign  realms  my  fate  conveys 
Through  nations  fruitful  of  immortal  lays. 
Where  the  soft  season  and  inviting  clime 
Conspire  to  trouble  your  repose  with  rfaymcu 

For  wheresoe*er  I  turn  my  ravidi'd  ejFCS, 
Gay  gilded  scenes  and  shining  pro^iects  riae^ 
Poetic  fields  encompass  me  around. 
And  still  I  seem  to  tread  on  classic  ground  ; 
For  here  the  Muse  so  oft  her  harp  baa  strange 
That  not  a  mountain  rears  its  head  nnsnog^ 
Renown'd  in  verse  each  shady  thicket  grows, 
And  every  stream  in  heavenly  numbers  flows. 

How  am  I  pleas*d  to  search  the  hills  and 
For  risiDg  springs  and  celebrated  floods  I 
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*e  m«  iht  Nar»  tamnHooas  in  hb  ooone» 
lod  tratt  the  flMOtfa  CUtuiniiin  to  his  source, 
b  Mt  the  Mmdo  dmw  his  watoy  store, 
Inugh  the  long  windiiigsof  a  fruitful  diore, 
sd  bovy  Albola's  tnlected  tide 
1*9  the  Winn  bed  of  smoking  sulphur  glide. 
FSr*d  with  t  thooMnd  ra|itnres,  I  survey 
MiDu  tfaroogfa  flowery  meadows  stray, 
^  kmg  of  floods  *  that,  rolling  o'er  the  plains, 
!W  towering  Alps  of  half  their  moisture  drains, 
\d  pnNidiy  iwoln  with  a  whole  winter's  snows, 
Mbatcs  wealth  and  plenty  where  he  flows. 
SBBwdmesy  misguided  by  the  tuneful  throng, 
hck  tar  itRanis  inmiortalis*d  in  song, 
bt  lort  in  slence  and  oblivion  lie, 
)uDb  are  their  fountains  and  their  channels  dry,) 
t  nan  ibr  ever  by  the  Muse's  skill, 
id  in  the  mooth  description  murmur  stiU. 
Sometimes  to  gentle  Tiber  I  retire, 
id  the  fiun'd  river's  empty  shores  admire, 
■I  dcsMute  of  strength  derives  its  course 
on  thrifty  ums  and  an  unfruitful  source  ; 
t»ing  io  often  in  poetic  lays, 
ih  scorn  the  Danube  and  the  Nile  surveys ; 
U|h  the  desthless  Muse  ezaks  her  theme! 
A  was  the  Boyne,  a  poor  inglorious  stream, 
a  in  Hibernian  vales  obscurely  stray'd, 
d,  miobaerr'd,  in  wild  meanders  play'd ; 
Ikjr  your  tines  and  Nasuu's  sword  rcnown'd, 
rinng  billows  through  the  world  resound, 
icft'er  the  hero's  godlike  acts  can  pierce, 
*here  the  fame  of  an  immortsl  verse. 
3h,  could  the  Muse  my  ravish'd  breast  inspire 
tti  warmth  like  yours,  and  raise  an  equal  fire, 
Bsmber'd  beauties  in  my  verse  should  shine;, 
i  Virgil*!  Italy  should  yield  to  mine ! 
^  him  the  golden  groves  around  me  smile^ 
ttbtto  the  coast  of  Britain's  stormy  isle, 
•hen  tnoisplantcd  and  preserv'd  with  care, 
<*  the  cold  clime,  and  starve  in  northern  air. 
t  kindly  waimdi  their  mountain  juice  ferments 
MMer  tastes,  and  more  exalted  scents : 
>  (^  nxigh  rocks  with  tender  myrtle  bloom, 
t  tradden  weeds  send  out  a  rich  perfume, 
r  nie,  acme  god,  to  Baia's  gentle  seats, 
Bverme  in  Umbria's  green  retreats ; 
^  weaiem  gales  eternally  reside, 
I  iQ  dw  seasons  lavish  all  tiieir  pride : 
*oau^  md  Ihiita,  and  floweis  togi'ther  rise, 
1  the  whole  year  in  gay  confusion  lies. 
^Hrtsl  glories  in  my  mind  revive, 
'  is  my  soul  a  thousand  passions  strive, 
n  Rmne's  exalted  beauties  I  descry 
^*fi«ett  in  pOca  of  ruin  lie. 
BBphttheatre's  amazing  height 
t  ills  my  eye  with  terrour  and  delight, 
t  on  its  public  shows  unpeopled  Rome, 
^U,  oncrowded,  nations  in  its  womb : 
t  pilbn  rough  with  sculpture  pierce  the  skies, 
here  the  proud  trTamphsl  ardies  rise, 
''r  (he  old  Romans  deathless  acts  display'd, 
'  base  degenerate  progeny  upbraid : 
Ae  riven  here  fbnake  the  fields  below,       [flow, 
voadering  at  their  height  through  airy  channels 
ill  to  new  scenes  my  wandering  Muse  retires, 
!  ^  domb  show  of  breathing  rocks  admires : 
n  the  smooth  dUael  all  its  force  has  riiown, 
vAen'd  into  flesh  die  rugged  stone. 
>kmo  wience,  a  mmcstic  band, 
Ml,  aid  gods,  and  Ranan  consob  stand. 


Stem  tyrants,  whom  tfadr  oudtaea  renown^ 
And  empwors  in  Parian  marble  frown : 
Whik  die  bright  dames,  to  whom  they  humbly  sued. 
Still  show  the  charms  that  their  prood  heaita  sub- 
dued. 

Fain  would  I  Raphael's  godlike  art  rdiean^ 
And  show  th*  immortal  labouia  in  my  veise^ 
Where,  from  the  mingled  strengthof  shade  and  ligfa^ 
A  new  creation  rises  to  my  sight. 
Such  heavenly  figures  from  liis  pencil  flow. 
So  warm  with  life  his  blended  colours  glow. 
Fhmi  theme  to  theme  with  secret  pleasure  t0it» 
Amidst  the  soft  variety  I  'm  lost : 
Here  pleasing  airs  my  ravisli'd  soul  confound 
With  circling  notes  and  labyrinths  of  sound ; 
Here  domes  and  temples  rise  in  distant  views^ 
And  opening  palaces  invite  my  Muse. 

How  has  kind  Heaven  adom'd  die  happy  land. 
And  scatter'd  blessings  with  a  wasteful  hand ! 
But  what  avail  her  unexhausted  stores. 
Her  blooming  mountains,  and  her  sunny  shores. 
With  all  the  gifts  that  Heaven  and  Earth  bnpart^ 
The  smiles  of  Nature,  and  tlic  charms  of  Ar^ 
While  proud  oppression  in  her  valleys  reigns, 
And  tyranny  usurps  her  happy  plains  ? 
The  poor  inhabiunt  beholds  in  vain 
The  reddening  omngc  and  the  swelling  grain : 
Joyless  he  sees  the  growing  oils  and  wines, 
And  in  the  myrtle's  fVagrant  shade  repines  : 
Starves  in  the  midst  of  Nature's  bounty  curst, 
And  in  the  loadcn  rineyard  dies  for  thinL 

O  Liberty,  thou  goddess  heavenly  bri^t^ 
Pkfofuse  of  bliss,  and  pregnant  with  delight ! 
Eternal  pleasures  in  thy  presence  reign, 
And  smiling  Plenty  leads  thy  wanton  train; 
Eas'd  of  her  loail.  Subjection  grows  more  ligfa^ 
And  Poverty  looks  cheerful  in  thy  sight ; 
Thou  mak'st  the  gloomy  face  of  Nature  gay, 
Giv'st  beauty  to  die  Sun,  and  pleasure  to  tbe  day. 

Thee,  goddcsK,  thee,  Britannia's  isle  adores; 
How  has  slie  oft  exhausted  all  her  stores. 
How  oft  in  fields  of  death  thy  presence  sought. 
Nor  thinks  tlic  mighty  prise  too  dearly  bought  I 
On  foreign  mountains  may  the  Sun  refine 
The  grape's  soft  juice,  and  mellow  it  to  win^ 
Witli  citron  groves  adorn  a  distant  soil. 
And  the  fat  olive  swell  with  floods  of  dl : 
We  envy  not  the  warmer  clime,  that  lies 
In  ten  d^prees  of  more  indulgent  skies, 
Nor  at  the  coarseness  of  our  Heaven  repine. 
Though  o'er  our  heads  the  frozen  Plejads  shine : 
'Tis  Liberty  that  crowns  Britannia's  isle. 
And  makes  her  barren  rocks  and  her  bleak  momw 
tains  smile. 

Others  with  towering  piles  may  please  the  sight. 
And  in  their  proud  aspiring  domes  delight ; 
A  nicer  touch  to  the  stretcht  canvas  give. 
Or  teach  their  animated  rocks  to  live : 
'Tis  Britain's  care  to  watch  o'er  Europe's  fate. 
And  hold  in  balance  each  contending  state. 
To  threaten  bold  presumptuous  kings  widi  war. 
And  answer  her  afflicted  neighbour's  prayer. 
The  Dsne  and  Swede,  rous'd  up  by  fierce  alama^ 
Bless  the  wise  conduct  of  her  pious  arms : 
Soon  as  her  fleets  appear,  their  terrours  oeaae, 
And  all  the  northern  world  lies  hush'd  in  peace. 

Th'  ambitious  Gaul  beholds  with  secret  dread 
Her  thunder  aim'd  at  his  aspiring  head. 
And  fiun  her  god-like  sons  would  disunite 
By  foreign  gold,  or  by  domestic  spite : 
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But  itrivca  in  viiB  to  conquer  or  divide, 
Whom  NasHu't  arms  ddind  and  ocwnads  guid& 
•    Fir'd  with  the  name,  which  I  ao  oft  hare  found 
Hie  distant  climes  and  di£Raent  tongues  resound, 
I  hridle-in  my  struggling  Muse  with  pain. 
That  longs  to  launch  into  ahdider  strain. 

But  I  'Te  already  troubled  you  too  long, 
Kor  dare  attempt  a  more  adventurous  song. 
My  humble  Terse  demands  a  softer  theme, 
A  painted  meadow,  or  a  purling  stream; 
Unfit  for  heroes :  whom  immoitsl  lays, 
And  fines,  like  Virgil's,  or  like  yours,  should  praise. 


THE  CAMPAIGN, 
A  rozic 

lO  BIS  ORACX  TBB  OVKS  OF  XAftLSOaOUOH,  1705. 

Rheni  pacator  et  Istri. 
Omnis  in  hoc  uno  Tariis  disoordia  cessit 
Ordtnibus ;  Uetatur  eques,  plauditque  senate, 
Votaque  patrido  certant  plebeia  favorL 

CuLUD.  de  Laud,  StiSe* 

Esse  aliquam  in  terris  gentem  quae  suA  impensa, 
suo  labore  ac  periculo^  bella  gent  pro  libertatc 
aliorum.  Nee  hoc  finitimis,  aut  propinquae  vi* 
rinifatis  hmninibus,  aut  terris  continenti  junctis 
pnestet.  Maria  trajioiat:  ne  quod  toto  orbe 
terrarum  injustum  imperium  sit,  et  ubique  jus, 
ha,  lex,  potendaauna  sint.         Lit.  Hitt.  lib.  SS. 

WHII.K  crowds  of  princes  your  deserts  prochum, 
Phnid  in  their  number  to  enrol  your  name ; 
While  emperors  to  you  commit  their  cause. 
And  Anna's  praises  crown  the  Test  applause ; 
Accept,  great  leader,  what  the  Muse  redtea^ 
That  in  ambitious  Terse  attempts  your  fights. 
Fir'd  and  transported  with  a  theme  so  new. 
Ten  thousand  wonders  opening  to  my  Tiew 
Shine  forth  at  once ;  sieges  and  storms  appear. 
And  wars  and  conquests  fill  th*  important  year : 
RiTers  of  blood  I  see,  and  hills  of  shun. 
An  Iliad  rising  out  o£  one  campaign. 

The  haughty  Gaul  beheld,  with  towering  pride. 
His  ancient  bounds  enlarg'd  on  eTery  side ; 
Fyrene*s  lofty  barriers  were  subdued. 
And  in  the  midst  of  his  wide  empire  stood ; 
Ausonia's  states,  the  rictor  to  restrain. 
Opposed  their  Alps  and  Apennines  in  Tain, 
Nor  found  themselTes,  with  strength  of  rocks  im- 

mur'd, 
Bdiind  their  eTerlasting  hills  secur'd ; 
The  rising  Danube  its  long  race  b^an. 
And  half  its  course  through  the  new  conquests  ran ; 
Amax'd  and  anxious  for  her  soTereign's  fiites, 
Germania  trembled  through  a  hundred  states ; 
Great  Leopold  himself  was  seiz'd  with  fear ; 
He  gazM  around,  but  saw  no  succour  near ; 
He  gas'd,  and  hidf-abandon*d  to  despair 
His  hopes  on  HeaT*n,  and  confidence  in  prayer. 

To  Britain's  queen  the  nations  turn  their  eyes, 
On  her  resolTes  the  western  world  relies, 
Confiding  still,  amidst  its  dire  alarms. 
In  Anna's  councils,  and  in  Churchill's  aims. 
Tlnrice  happy  Britain,  tnm  the  kingdoms  rent,. 
To  sit  the  guardian  of  the  continent ! 


That  sees  her  bnracst  son  advancM  sohigli 
And  flouiisfaiiig  so  near  her  prince's  eye; 
Thy  fiiTourites  grow  not  up  by  fintnne's  ifatt. 
Or  from  tfaecrimesorfoUiesofacoait; 
On  the  firm  basis  of  desert  they  rise, 
Vtom  long-tiy'd  fistth,  and  ftindbUp's  boly  an: 
Their  soTereign's   weUndistinguiA'd  flsflcs  Afj 


Her  ornaments  in  peace,  her  stiength  in  war; 
The  nation  thanks  them  with  a  public  Toioe; 
By  showers   of  blessings  HcaTcn  approm  As 

choice; 
EuTy  itaelf  is  dumb,  in  wonder  lost, 
And  factions  stnTe  who  shall  applaud  da  wot 

Soon  as  soft  Tcmal  breeses  warm  the  ^, 
Britannia's  ookwrs  in  the  aephyrs  fly ; 
Her  chief  already  has  his  mtfcfa  begun. 
Crossing  the  prorinces  himself  had  woo, 
Till  the  Mosdle,  appearing  fiom  a&r, 
Retards  the  progress  of  the  moTing  war. 
Delightful  stream,  had  Nature  bid  her  isU 
In  distant  climes  far  from  the  perjur'd  Gnl; 
But  now  a  purchase  to  the  sword  she  lie^ 
Her  harrests  for  uncertain  owners  rise. 
Each  Tineyard  doubtful  of  its  master  gronii 
And  to  the  rictor's  bowl  each  Tintage  ilo»^ 
The  discontented  shades  of  slaughtered  boib. 
Tlmt  wander'd  on  her  banks,  her  heroes*  gboiti> 
Hop'd,  when  they  saw  Britannia's  arms  qfcar, 
The  Tengeance  due  to  their  great  desdn  vai  vtt. 

Our  godlike  leader,  ere  the  stresm  be  pist, 
The  mighty  scheme  of  all  his  labours  cssi, 
Forming  the  wondrous  yor  within  hn  tbngfai; 
His  bosom  glow'd  with  battles  yet  unlbngbt. 
The  long  laborious  march  he  first  surreys, 
And  joins  the  distant  Danube  to  the  Mae«» 
Between  whose  floods  such  pathless  foreatt  gn«» 
Such  mountains  rise,  so  many  liTcrs  flow : 
The  toil  looks  lorely  in  the  hero's  eyes, 
And  danger  serTes  but  to  enhance  the  priae. 

Big  with  the  fiUe  of  Europe,  he  renem 
His  dreadful  course,  and  the  proud  foe  panao' 
Infected  by  the  burning  Scorpion's  best, 
The  sultry  gales  round  his  chaf  d  temples  best. 
Till  on  the  borders  of  the  liaine  he  finds 
DefienaiTe  shadows,  and  refreshing  winds. 
Our  British  youth,  with  in-born  fivedom  bo)4 
Unnumber'd  scenes  of  serritude  beboM, 
Nations  of  slaTes,  with  tyranny  debas'd, 
(Their  Maker's  image  more  than  half  &Ac^) 
Hourly  instructed,  as  they  uige  their  toil. 
To  prise  their  queen,  and  lore  their  native  soil 

Still  to  the  rising  Sun  diey  take  ibcar  wsy 
Through  clouds  of  dust,  and  gain  upon  tfac  dst . 
When  now  the  Neckar  on  its  friendly  cosat 
With  cooling  streams  reriTes  the  framing  boitf 
That  cheerfully  his  labours  past  forget^  ! 

The  mid-ni^  watches,  and  the  noon-dsy  fatf^ 

O'er  prostrate  towns  and  palaces  they  psai 
(Now  coTer'd  o'er  with  woods,  and  hid  m  p^\ 
Breathing  reTenge ;  whilst  anger  and  disdaia 
Fire  eTery  breaat,  aind  boil  in  erery  Tcia :         i 
Here  ahatter'd  walls,  like  broken  rocks  fitan  it,\ 
Rise  up  in  hideous  Tiews,  the  guilt  of  war. 
Whilst  here  the  Tine  o'er  hills  of  ruin  dbnbi. 
Industrious  to  conceal  great  Bourbon's  ainA 

At  length  the  fame  of  England's  hero  drew 
Eugcnio  to  the  glorious  interview. 
Great  souls  by  instinct  to  each  other  tun. 
Demand  alliance^  and  in  friendship  bum ; 
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i  smUco  iUoidddp,  wUk  with  itfetdi*dp<mt  njs 
^bgf  meet  «teh  odicr,  mingling  bUie  with  blase. 
\Jidi*d  in  coiiit%  and  haracn'd  in  the  field,  * 
2aioiwn*d  fer  conquest,  and  in  council  ekill'd, 
[hflxr  coangt  dwdli  not  in  a  troubled  flood 
)f  Boontdn  wpirila,  and  fcnnentidg  blood ; 
jaAg*d  io  the  toal,  with  riitue  orer-rul'd, 
iiin'd  bj  raaeon,  and  by  leasan  oool'd. 
In  faoon  of  peace  content  to  be  unknown, 
Ind  oalj  in  the  field  of  battle  shown : 
ro  nob  like  theses  in  mutual  ftiendship  join*d, 
Savca  dam  intrust  the  cause  of  human-kind. 

fidtanaia's  gnceAil  sons  appear  in  armsy 
far  fasFBS8*d  tioopa  die  hero*s  presence  wanna, 
PhOsi  the  faigb  hiUa  and  rivers  all  around 
rob  tfanndenng  peals  of  British  shouts  resound : 
keubling  their  speed,  tfaej  march  with  fiieshddigfat, 
s^  for  ^ory,  and  require  the  fi^ht. 
>  the  stanch  hound  the  trembling  deer  pursues, 
ad  onells  hb  footsteps  in  the  tainted  dews, 
he  tedious  tnsdL  unrarelling  by  degrees : 
m.  when  the  scent  comes  warm  in  every  breese, 
br'd  at  the  near  approach  he  shoots  away 
a  fads  ftdl  stretdi,  and  bears  upon  his  prey. 
The  march  concludes,  the  various  reafans  are  past; 
b*  ammortal  Schellenberg  appears  at  last : 
ke  bolls  th*  aqnring  ramparts  rise  on  hi^ 
k«  Tilkjrs  at  their  feet  the  trenches  lie ; 
Meriescm  batterica  guard  each  fiOal  pass, 
bmraing  deatmction ;  rows  of  hollow  brass, 
ibe  behind  tube,  the  dreadful  entrance  keep* 
k3st  in  their  wombs  ten  thmisand  thunders  sleep : 
las  Cfaurcfaill  owns,  charm'd  with  the  glorious 

■  narch  o'cr-pnid  by  such  a  promis*d  fight. 
The  wcsaem  Sun  now  shot  a  feeble  ray, 
id  iatntly  acatter'd  the  remains  of  day : 
^niBg  appnMcfa*d;  but  oh  what  host  of  foes 
Be  Devcr  to  behold  that  evening  dose ! 
arkening  their  ranks,  and  wedg*d  in  firm  array, 
e  doar^compectfd  Britons  win  their  way ; 
«in  the  cannon  their  throng*d  war  defiu:*d 
iib  tracts  of  denth,  and  laid  the  battle  waste ; 
D  preanng  forward  to  the  fight,  they  broke 
loagfa  flames  of  sulphur,  and  a  night  of  smoke^ 
B  siaogfater'd  legions  fill*d  the  trench  below, 
■1  bore  their  fierce  avengers  to  their  foe. 
Bt|ch  on  the  works  the  mingling  hosts  engage ; 
c  battle,  kindled  into  tenfold  rage, 
ob  ihowcrs  of  bullets  and  with  storms  of  fire 
ras  in  full  fiiry ;  heaps  on  heaps  expire, 
tiou  with  nntifona  miz'd  confu8*dly  die, 
id  loae  in  one  promiacuous  carnage  lie. 
Hov  anoy  generous  Britons  meet  their  doom, 
w  to  the  field,  and  heroes  in  the  bloom  I 
r  iUustrioos  youths,  that  left  their  native  shore 
I  narch  where  Britons  never  march'd  before^ 
bttl  love  of  &me !  O  glorious  heat, 
ily  destructive  to  the  brave  and  great !) 
Icr  such  taSs  o'ercome,  such  dangers  past, 
rtch'd  oo  Bisvarian  ramparts  breathe  their  last : 
t  hold,  mj  Muse^  may  no  complaints  appear, 
r  bloc  tfae  dny  with  an  ungrateful  tear : 
0c  MaiiboitMigh  lives,  Britannia's  stars  dispense 
friesHDj  fight,  and  shine  in  innocence, 
mging  tfaroogh  seas  of  blood  hb  fieiy  steed 
lov'cr  faia  Irienda  retire,  or  foes  succeed ; 
•V  he  enpports,  these  ^vcs  to  sudden  flight, 
id  tnnis  the  various  fintune  of  the  fight. 
PodMsr,  great  man,  reoown'd  in  arms,  forbear^ 
brave  ^  tlockest  terrours  of  the  war, 


Nor  hasard  thus,  confus*d  in  crowds  of  foca^ 
Britannia's  safirty,  and  the  world's  repose ; 
Let  nations  anxious  for  thy  life  abate 
Ibb  scorn  of  danger,  and  contempt  of  firts: 
Thou  liv'st  not  finr  thyself;  thy  queen' demanda 
Conquest  and  peace  from  thy  rictorious  hands ; 
Kingdoms  and  empires  in  thy  fortune  join. 
And  Europe's  desdny  depends  on  thine. 

At  lengtfi  the  long-4isputed  pass  they  gain. 
By  crovrded  armies  fortify'd  in  vain ; 
The  war  breaks  in,  the  fierce  Bavarians  yield. 
And  see  their  camp  widi  British  legions  fill'dl 
So  Belgian  mounds  bear  on  their  shatter'd  sides 
The  sea's  whole  weight  increas'd  vrith  swelling  tides; 
But  if  the  rushing  vfsve  a  passage  find% 
Enrag'd  by  vratery  moons,  and  warring  vrinda. 
The  trembling  peasant  sees  hb  country  round 
Giver'd  vrith  tempests,  and  in  oceans  drown'd. 

The  few  sunriring  foes  disperst  in  fiigfat, 
(Refuse  of  swords,  and  gleanings  of  a  fight,) 
In  every  rustling  wind  the  rictor  hear. 
And  l^lborough's  form  in  every  shadow  fear. 
Till  the  dark  cope  of  night  vrith  kind  embxace 
Befriends  the  rout,  and  covers  their  disgrace. 

To  Donavert,  vrith  unresisted  force^ 
The  gay  victorious  army  bends  its  course. 
Tlie  growth  of  meadows,  and  the  pride  of  fields^ 
Whi^ver  spoib  Bavaria's  summer  yields, 
(The  Danube's  great  increase^)  Britannia  sharea, 
Tlie  food  of  armies  and  support  of  vrars : 
With  magasines  of  death,  destructive  balls. 
And  cannon  doom'd  to  batter  Landau's  walls, 
The  victor  finds  each  hidden  cavern  stor'd. 
And  turns  their  fury  on  thdr  guilty  lord. 

Deluded  prince !  how  b  thy  greatness  crost. 
And  all  the  gaudy  dream  of  empire  lost. 
That  proudly  set  thee  on  a  fimcy'd  throne. 
And  made  imaginary  realms  thy  own ! 
Thy  troops,  that  now  behind  the  Danube  join. 
Shall  shortly  seek  for  shelter  from  the  Rhine, 
Nor  find  it  there !  Surrounded  vrith  alarms. 
Thou  hop'st  the  assistance  of  the  Gallic  arms ; 
The  Gallic  arms  in  safety  shall  advance. 
And  (Towd  thy  standards  vrith  the  power  of  FVance; 
While,  to  exalt  thy  doom,  th*  aq>iring  Gaul 
Shares  thy  destruction,  and  adorns  thy  fall. 

Unbounded  courage  and  compassion  jinn'd. 
Tempering  each  other  in  the  victor's  mmd. 
Alternately  proclaim  him  good  and  great, 
And  make  the  hero  and  the  man  complete. 
Long  did  he  strive  th'  obdurate  foe  to  gain 
By  profibr'd  grace,  but  long  he  strove  in  vain ; 
Till,  fir'd  at  length,  he  thinks  it  vain  to  spare 
Hb  rising  wrath,  and  gives  a  loose  to  ¥rar. 
In  vengeance  rous'd,  the  soldier  filb  hb  hand 
With  sword  and  fire,  and  ravages  the  land, 
A  thousand  villages  to  ashes  turns. 
In  crackling  flames  a  thousand  harvests  bums. 
To  the  thick  woods  the  woolly  flocks  retreat, 
And  mixt  vrith  bellovring  heids  confus'dly  bleat; 
Tbeir  trembling  lords  the  common  shade  partake^ 
And  cries  of  infrnts  sound  in  every  brake : 
The  listening  soldier  fixt  in  sorrow  standi 
Loth  to  obey  his  leader's  just  commands ; 
The  leader  grieves,  by  generous  pity  sway'd. 
To  see  his  just  commands  so  well  obey'd. 

But  now  the  trumpet  terrible  from  far 
In  shriller  clangors  animates  the  war ; 
Confederate  drums  in  fuller  concert  bea^ 
And  echoing  bilb  the  loud  alaim  repeat : 
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GaUia*s  prtnid  ttaBdardfl^  to  Bttfiuu*!  join*d. 
Unfurl  their  gilded  lilies  in  the  wind ; 
Th^  daring  prince  his  blasted. hopes  renews, 
And,  while  the  thick  embattled  host  he  views 
Stretcht  out  in  dc»ep  amy,  and  dreadful  length. 
His  heart  dilates,  and  glories  in  his  strength.. 

The  &tal  day  its  mi^ty  course  began. 
That  the  griev'd  world  had  long  deair*d  in  vain ; 
States  that  their  new  c^itivity  bemoan'd, 
Annies  of  martyrs  that  in  exile  groan 'd. 
Sighs  finom  the  depth  of  gloomy  dungeons  heard, 
And  prayers  in  bitterness  of  soul  preferred, 
Europe's  loud  cries,  that  Phyvidence  assail'd, 
And  Ansa's  ardent  tows  at  length  prendl'd ; 
The  day  was  come  when  Heaven  design'd  to  show 
His  care  and  conduct  ot  the  world  below. 

Behold  in  awful  march  and  dread  array 
The  long-extended  squadrons  shape  their  way ! 
Death,  in  lypmarhing,  terrible,  imparts 
An  anxious  honour  to  the  bravest  hearts ; 
Yet  do  their  beating  breasts  demand  the  strife, 
And  thirst  of  gkny  quells  the  love  of  life. 
No  vulgar  fean  can  British  minds  control : 
Heat  of  revenge,  and  noble  pride  of  soul, 
O'erlook  the  foe^  advantag'd  by  his  post, 
licsaen  his  numbers,  and  contract  his  host ; 
Though  fens  and  floods  possest  the  middle  space. 
That  unprovok'd  they  would  have  fear'd  to  pass ; 
Kcr  fens  nor  floods  can  stop  Britannia's  bands, 
When  her  proud  foe  nmg'd  on  their  borders  stands. 

But  O,  my  Muse,  what  numba!s  wilt  thou  find 
To  sing  the  ftirious  troops  in  battle  join'd ! 
Methinks  I  hear  the  drums  tumultuous  sound 
The  victors*  shouts  and  dying  groans  confound. 
Hie  dreadful  burst  of  cannon  rend  the  skies, 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  battle  rise.  [prov'd, 

*Twas  then  great  Mariborough's  mighty  soul  was 
That,  in  the  shock  of  charging  hosts  unmov'd. 
Amidst  confusion,  horrour,  and  despair, 
Examin'd  all  the  dreadful  scenes  of  war : 
In  peaceful  thought  the  field  of  death  survey'd, 
To  fainting  squadrons  sent  the  timely  aid, 
In^ir'd  repuls'd  battalions  to  engage. 
And  taught  the  doubtful  battle  where  to  rage. 
So  when  an  angel  l^  divine  command 
With  rising  tempests  shakes  a  guilty  land. 
Such  as  of  late  o'er  pale  Britannia  past. 
Calm  and  serene  he  drives  the  furious  blast ; 
And,  pleas'd  th'  Almishty  cnrders  to  perform. 
Rides  in  the  whirlwind  and  directs  the  storm. 

,  But  see  the  haughty  household  troops  advance  ! 
Tlie  dread  of  Europe,  and  the  pride  c^  FVance. 
Tlie  war's  whole  art  each  private  soldier  knows, 
And  .with  a  general's  love  of  conquest  glows ; 
]^oudly-he  marches  on,  and  void  of  fear 
Laughs  at  the  shaking  of  the  British  spear : 
Vain  insolence !  with  muive  freedom  brave. 
The  meanest  Briton  scorns  the  highest  slave  : 
Contempt  and  fury  fire  their  souls  by  turns. 
Each  nation's  glory  in  each  warrior  bums ; 
Each  fights,  as  in  his  arm  th'  important  day 
And  all  the  fate  of  his  great  monarch  lay : 
A  thnusand  glorious'  actions,  that  might  daim 
IViumphant  laurels,  and  immortal  fame, 
Confua'd  in  crowds  of  glorious  actions  lie, 
And  troops  of  heroes  undistinguish'd  die. 
O  Dormer,  how  can  I  behold  thy  &te. 
And  not  the  wonders  of  thy  youth  relate ! 
How  can  I  see  the  gay,  the  brave,  the  young. 
Fall  in  the  cloud  of  war,  and  lie  unsung  ! 


In  joys  of  conquest  ha  rengns  fais  hmthf 
And,  fill'd  with  England's  glory,  soula  is  desk. 

IV  rout  begins,  the  GalHc  squadrons  ran, 
Compell'd  in  crowds  to  meet  the  fiOe ifacy  sbiiti 
Thousands  of  fieiy  steeds  with  wounds  uintf  I'i 
Floating  in  gore,  with  their  dead  msstan  mist, 
'Midst  heaps  of  spears  and  sttndsrds  dmcn  irocDii 
Lie  in  the  Danube's  bloody  whiripools  dranU 
Troops  of  bold  youths,  bom  on  the  distuu  Sane 
Or  sounding  borders  of  the  rapid  Rhone, 
Or  where  the  Seine  her  flowery  fieUb  dnuks 
Or  where  the  Loire  through  winding  we^ 

glides, 
In  heaps  the  rolling  billows  sweep  avaji 
And  into  Sc3rthian  seas  their  bloated  corps  cob^}. 
From  Blenheim's  towers  the  Gaul,  widiinldifii^ 
Beholds  the  various  havoc  of  the  figlit; 
His  waving  banners,  that  so  <A  had  stood 
Phmted  in  fields  of  death,  and  streams  of  btood, 
So  wont  the  guarded  enemy  to  reach, 
And  rise  triumjrfiant  in  the  firtal  breach, 
Or  pierce  the  broken  foe's  remotest  lines, 
The  hardy  veteran  with  tears  resigns. 

Unfortunate  Tallard !  Oh,  who  csn  nsmr 
The  pangs  of  rag^  of  sorrow,  and  of  sbsme. 
That  with  mixt  tumult  in  thy  bosom  svellU 
When  first  thou  saw'st  thy  bravest  troops  npA'i 
Tliine  only  son  pierc'd  with  a  deadly  woond, 
Chok'd  in  his  blood,  and  gasping  oo  fSbt  gnxM 
Thyself  in  bondage  by  the  victor  kept! 
The  chief,  the  father,  and  the  captive,  wept 
An  English  Muse  is  touch'd  with  generooivoc, 
And  in  th'  unhappy  man  forgets  the  foe ! 
Greatly  distrest !  thy  loud  complaints  (bibar, 
Blame  not  the  turns  of  fate,  and  chance  of ««; 
Give  thy  brave  foes  their  due,  norUush  toon 
Hie  fatal  field  by  such  great  leaders  won. 
The  field  whence  fiun'd  Eugenio  bore  s«s; 
Only  the  second  honours  of  the  day. 


. 


With  floods  of  gore,  that  from  the  vantpn^'^ 
The  marshes  stagnate,  and  the  riven  swdL 
Mountains  of  shun  lie  heap'd  upon  the  grooad. 
Or  'midst  the  roarings  of  the  Danube  <ho«n'd. 
Whole  eaptive  hosts  the  conqueror  detains 
In  painful  bondage,  and  inglorious  chains ; 
Ev'n  those  who  'scape  the  fetten  and  the  svni 
Nor  seek  the  fortunes  of  a  happier  lord. 
Their  raging  king  dishonours,  to  complete 
Marlborough's  great  work,  and  finish  the  def^ 

From  Menuninghen's  high  domes,  snd  Ai^ 
burg's  walla, 
The  distant  battle  drives  th*  insulting  Gauk ; 
Freed  by  the  terrour  of  the  victor's  name 
The  rescu'd  states  his  great  protection  daim; 
Whilst  Uhne  th'  approach  of  her  deliverer  ^^ 
And  longs  to  open  her  obsequious  gates.        J 

The  hero's  breast  still  swdls  with  great  i^ 
In  every  thought  the  towering  genius  shinn 
If  to  the  foe  lus  dreadful  course  he  bends» 
O'er  the  wide  continent  his  mardi  extends ; 
If  sieges  in  his  labouring  thoughts  are  fonnU 
Camps  are  assaulted,  and  an  army  atonn'd ; 
If  to  the  fight  his  active  aoul  is  bent. 
The  fate  of  Europe  turns  on  its  event. 
What  distant  land*  what  region,  can  aflbrd 
An  action  worthy  hb  victorious  sword  ? 
Where  will  he  next  the  flying  Gaul  dcfot. 
To  make  the  series  of  hb  toils  complete  ? 

Where  the  swoln  Rhine,  rushing  with  all  iii^ 
Divides  the  hostQe  nations  in  its  coune. 
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'bSecMfa  contnccttti  bounds,  or  wider  grows, 

nbrg'd  or  fiiitten'd  as  the  river  llows^ 

n  GaUis't  ade  a  miglity  bulwaik  stands, 

hit  ill  the  wide-extended  plain  commands ; 

»iee,  sDce  the  war  was  kindicd,  has  it  tryM 

K  nctor't  iBge,  and  twice  has  chang'd  its  side ; 

t  oft  whole  snnies,  with  the  prixe  o'eijoj'd, 

vt  tbp  long  summer  on  its  waUs  emplc^'d. 

itixr  oar  migfatj  chief  hb  arms  directs, 

lent  future  triumphs  from  the  war  expects ; 

jhl  though  the  dog  star  had  its  course  bq^n, 

inieshifi  aims  stiU  nearer  to  the  Sun : 

ixt  ofi  the  glorious  action,  be  forgets 

ke  chiage  of  seasons,  and  increase  of  heats; 

D  toils  are  psinful  that  can  danger  show, 

» dimes  unlovely,  that  contain  a  foe. 

He  roring  Gaid,  to  his  own  bounds  restraint, 

■ns  to  tocamp  within  his  native  land, 

<sooa  as  the  rictorious  host  he  spies, 

on  hill  to  bin,  from  stream  to  stream  he  flies : 

ch  dire  impressions  in  his  heart  remain 

'  ftUrlboiDugh*8  sword  and  Hochtste*s  &tal  plain : 

ndo  Britamiia's  mighty  chief  besets 

cir  shady  coverts,  and  obscure  retreats ; 

ey  iy  the  OHiqueror's  approaching  fame, 

■  bears  the  force  of  armies  in  his  name. 

Austria's  young  monarch,  whose  imperial  sway 

fCrn  and  thrones  are  destin'd  to  obey, 

kiK  boasted  ancestry  so  high  extends 

» in  the  pagan  gods  his  lineage  enda^ 

nn  from  afar,  in  gratitude  to  own 

F  ^neat  supporter  of  his  father's  throne : 

Mtides  of  glory  to  his  bosom  ran, 

ip'd  in  th*  embraces  of  the  godlike  man ! 

IV  vere  his  eyes  with  pleasing  wonder  fixt 

ve  such  fire  with  so  much  sweetness  mixt, 

'^  osj  greatness,  such  a  graceful  port, 

DiD'd  sod  finish'd  for  the  camp  or  court ! 

iddllcs  thus  was  fonn'd  with  er'ry  grace, 

d  Nimis  shone  but  in  the  second  place  ; 

M  the  great  father  of  almighty  Rome 

nraely  fiusbt  with  an  immortal  bloom, 

*  Cfthcrea*B  fragrant  breath  bestow*d) 

ill  tiw  charms  of  his  bright  mother  glow'd. 

^  nyal  youth    by  Marlborough's    presence 

I^ndsQ  with  redoubled  fury  falls, 

dargn  aO  the  thunder  on  its  walla, 

r  nines  and  caves  of  death  provokes  the  fight, 

d  learm  to  conquer  in  the  hero's  sight. 

^e  Briti^  chief,  for  mighty  toils  renown'd, 

nas'd  in  titles,  and  with  conquests  crown'di, 

^Igisn  coasts  his  tedious  march  renews, 

d  the  long  windings  of  the  Rhine  pursues, 

*i>^  iti  borders  from  usurping  foes, 

d  Met  by  rescued  nations  as  he  goes. 

^*o  fesn  DO  more,  freed  from  its  dire  alarms ; 

1  Traerbach  feels  the  terrour  of  his  arms : 

led  or*  rocks  her  proud  foundations  shake, 

"Ic  Mariboraogh  prcsBcs  to  the  bold  attack. 

Bts  an  his  batteries,  bids  his  cannon  roar, 

'  diows  how  Landau  might  have  fall'n  before. 

r'dat  his  near  approach,  grnt  Louis  fears 

'**«"«  rescrv'd  for  his  declining  years, 

T^  his  tfaint  of  universal  sway, 

*  tifw  can  teach  his  subjects  to  obey ; 

I  vnn  he  finds  on  vain  attempts  employ *d, 
'  «B)»tiaaa  projects  for  his  race  destroy'd, 

*  w«k»  of  ages  sunk  in  one  campaign, 
d  Urn  of  oiUiona  acrific'd  in  vain. 
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Such  are  th*  eflbcti  of  Anna*s  royal  catcs : 
By  her,  Britannia,  great  in  foreign  vrars, 
Ranges  through  nations,  wheresoe*er  disjoin'd, 
Without  the  wonted  aid  of  sea  and  wind. 
By  hertir  unfetter'd  Ister's  states  are  free. 
And  taste  the  sweets  of  English  liberty : 
But  who  can  tell  the  jojrs  of  those  that  lie 
Beneath  the  constant  influence  of  her  eye ! 
Whilst  in  diflusivc  showers  her  bounties  fall 
Like  Heaven's  indulgence,  and  descend  on  all, 
Secure  the  happy,  succour  the  distrest. 
Make  every  subject  glad,  and  a  whole  people  blest. 

Thus  would  I  fain  Britannia's  wars  rehearse^ 
In  the  smooth  records  of  a  faithful  verse ; 
That,  if  such  numbers  can  o'er  time  prevail, 
May  tell  posterity  the  wondrous  tale. 
When  actions,  unadorn'd,  are  faint  and  weak, 
Cities  and  countries  must  be  taught  to  speak  ; 
Gods  may  descend  in  factions  from  the  skies, 
And  rivers  from  their  oozy  beds  arise ; 
Fiction  may  deck  the  truth  with  spurious  rays. 
And  round  the  hero  cast  a  borrow'd  blase. 
Marlborough's  exploits  appear  divinely  bright. 
And  proudly  shine  in  their  own  native  light, 
Rais'd  of  themselves  their  genuine  charms  they 

boast. 
And  those  who  paint  them  truest  praise  tliem  mosL 


TO  SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

ON  HIS  riCTURX  or  THI  KINO. 

Knxlccr,  with  silence  and  surprise 
We  see  Britannia's  monarch  rise, 
A  godlike  form,  by  tlice  display'd 
In  all  the  force  of  light  and  shade ; 
And,  aw'd  by  thy  delusive  luind. 
As  in  the  presences-chamber  stand. 

The  magic  of  thy  art  calls  forth 
His  secret  soul  and  hidden  worth. 
His  probity  and  mildness  shows. 
His  care  of  friends,  and  scorn  of  foes  • 
In  every  stroke,  in  every  line, 
Does  some  exalted  virtue  shine. 
And  Albion's  happiness  we  trace 
Through  all  the  features  of  his  face. 

O  may  I  live  to  luul  the  day. 
When  the  glad  nation  shall  survey 
Their  sovereign,  through  his  wide  conunand. 
Passing  in  progress  o'er  the  land ! 
Each  heart  shall  bend,  and  every  voice 
In  loud  applauding  shouts  rejoice. 
Whilst  all  his  gracious  aspect  praise,     ^ 
And  crowds  grow  loyal  as  they  gaze. 

Hie  image  on  the  medal  plac'd, 
With  its  bright  round  of  titles  grac'd. 
And  stampt  on  British  coins  shall  live. 
To  richest  ores  the  value  give. 
Or,  wrought  within  the  curious  mold, 
Shape  and  adorn  the  running  gold. 
To  bear  this  form,  the  genial  Sun 
Has  daily  since  his  course  begun 
Rejotc'd  the  metal  to  refine. 
And  ripen'd  the  Peruvian  mine. 

Thou,  Knoller,  long  witli  noble  pride. 
The  foremost  of  thy  art,  hast  vy'd 
With  nature  in  a  generous  strife, 
Aad  touch'd  the  canvas  into  life. 


ADDiSOtf. 


Vtook  nsgn  tn  idgn  in  cnninc  wroii^iCf 
And,  in  tbe  robes  of  sine  anrny'd. 
The  kings  of  half  an  age  (Uaplay'd. 

Here  swarthy  Cliarks  appears,  and  there 
His  broCfaer  widi  dejected  air ; 
THumpfaant  Nawrsn  here  we  find. 
And  with  him  bright  Maria  join*d ; 
There  Anna,  great  as  when  she  sent 
Her  armies  throu^  tbe  continent. 
Ere  yet  her  hero  was  disgrsc'd : 
O  may  finn'd  ftunswick  be  the  last, 
(Hmw^  Heaven  should  with  my  wish  agrees 
And  long  preserve  thy  art  in  thee) 
The  last,  the  happiest  British  king. 
Whom  thou  shalt  paint,  or  I  shall  sing! 

Wise  Ffaidias  thus^  his  skill  to  proves 
Through  many  a  god  advanc'd  to  Jovc^ 
And  taught  the  poUsh'd  rocks  to  shine 
With  airs  and  lineaments  dirine ; 
Till  Greece,  amas'd,  and  ha]f.4ifiraid, 
Th'  aswimWed  deities  sunrey'd. 

Great  Fsn,  who  wont  to  chase  the  fiur, 
And  lor'd  the  spreading  oak,  was  there  ; 
Old  Saturn  too  with  upcast  eyes 
Beheld  his  abdicated  skies ; 
And  migMy  Mars,  for  war  renown'd. 
In  adamantine  armour  frown'd^ 
By  him  the  diildless  goddess  rose^ 
lifinenra,  studious  to  compose 
Her  twisted  threads ;  the  web  she  strung. 
And  o'er  a  loom  of  marble  hung : 
Thetis,  the  troubled  ocean's  queen, 
Match'd  with  a  mortal,  next  was  seen. 
Reclining  on  a  funeral  urn. 
Her  short-liv'd  darling  son  to  mourn. 
The  last  was  he,  whose  thunder  slew 
The  Titan-race,  a  rebel  crew. 
That  from  a  hundred  hills  ally'd 
In  impiooi  leagues  their  king  deiy  d. 


TUs 
l^oduc'd.  Ids  art  was  at  a 
For  who  would  hope  new  fine  to  mm. 
Or  risk  his  weU-establidi'd  |awe, 
That,  nshi^h  gcnnts  to  approic, 
Had  drawn  a  George^  or  can'd  a  Joie? 


PARAPHRASE  ON  PSALM  XXm 

Tbb  Lara  my  pasture  shall  pripsrc, 
And  feed  me  with  a  sbepbcrd's  csic; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  tap^f 
And  guard  me  withn  waldifnl  c^s 
My  Doon-day  walks  he  shsll  attca^ 
And  all  my  midni^  hours  defend. 

When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  fimt, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountsin  pant ; 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  incaib 
My  weary  waildering  steps  he  leads: 
WiMre  peaceful  rivei^  soft  and  dov, 
Amid  the  verdant  landsrape  flow. 

Tlaongh  in  tfie  padB  of  death  I  tRsd, 
Widi  gloomy  horrours  overspread, 
My  stedfittt  heart  shadl  fear  no  ill. 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  an  with  me  sdD; 

Thy  friendly  crook  afaaU  give  me  sid, 
And  guide  me  dnxNigh  the  dreadfol  dade. 


Tliou^  in  a  bare  and  ragged  way, 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds  I  sti^ 
Tliy  bounty  shall  my  wants  begmk : 
The  barren  vrilderneas  diall  sn^ 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  aovn'i 
And  streams  shall  munnur  all  anmni 
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MATTHEW  PRIOR. 


VlARnw  PuoBy  a  distinguisbed  poet,  was  born 
1 1664,  in  London  according  to  one  account, 
Boordiog  to  another  at  Winbome,  in  Dorsetshire. 
Bt  &tfaer  djing  when  he  was  young,  an  uncle^ 
b  was  a  vintner,  or  tavern-keeper,  at  Charing- 
nm,  took  him  under  hit  care,  and  sent  him  to 
^ettnimier-school,  of  which  Dr.  Bushy  was 
a  master.  Before  he  had  pasted  through  the 
hooJ,  his  uncie  took  him  home,  for  the  pur- 
se of  bringing  him  into  his  own  business ;  but 
r  Earl  of  Doraiet,  a  great  patron  of  letters,  having 
lad  him  one  day  reading  Horace,  and  being 
toed  with  his  conversation,  determined  to  give 
B  SB  oaivendty  education.  He  was  accordingly 
Bitted  of  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  in 
&S,  proceeded  bachelor  of  arts  in  1686,  and  was 

■  after  elected  to  a  fellowship.  Alter  having 
'nd  hii  poetic  talents  by  some  college  exercises, 
*■  introduced  at  court  by  the  Earl  of  Dorset, 
1  vas  9o  effectually  recommended,  that,  in  1690, 
*■&  appointed  secretary  to  the  English  pleni- 
Bttiyries  who  attended  the  congress  at  the 
|ae.  Being  now  enlisted  in  the  service  of  the 
irt,  tat  productions  were,  for  some  years,  chiefly 
Eeted  to  courtly  topics,  of  which  one  of  the  most 
■deraMe  was  an  Ode  presented  to  King  William 
1695,  on  the  death  of  Queen  Mary.  In  1697, 
■a  iwminated  secretary  to  the  commissioners 
the  treity  of  Ryswick ;  and,  on  his  return,  was 
^  Macuuy  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland. 

*ent  Id  Fiance  in  the  following  year,  as  secre- 
f>  fint  to  the  Earl  of  Portland,  and  then  to  the 
d  of  Jersey ;  and  being  now  r^arded  as  one 
"vnwt  in  public  afiaurs,  he  was  summoned  by 
^  WilHain  to  Loo,  where  be  had  a  confidential 
Knee.  In  the  bc|^uming  of  1701  he  sat  in  Far- 
Mi  fer  East  Grinsiead. 

PHor  hsd  hitherto  been  promoted  and  acted  with 
^^:  but  the  Tories  now  having  become  the 
*lnt  party,  he  turned  about,  and  ever  after  ad- 
id  to  them.      He  even  voted  for  the  impeach- 

■  of  those  lords  who  advised  that  pojtition 
iyinwfaifdi  be  had  been  oflicially  employed. 
^  noat  oonvtrts,  he  embraced  bis  new  friends 
i  much  seal,  and  firom  that  time  almost  all  his 
^  raonections  vrcre  confined  within  the  limits  of 
^rty. 


in  tfie  beginning  of  Qyeen  Anne*s 

r*ere  celcfarated  by  the  poets  on  both  sides  ; 
Prior  sung  the  victories  of  Blenheim  and 
■Blies:  he  afterwards,  however,  joined  in  the 
ic^  of  the  great  general  who  had  been  his  theme. 


It  win  not  be  worth  while  here  to  take  notice  of  all 
his  changes  in  the  political  world,  eicept  to  mention 
the  disgraces  which  followed  the  famous  congress 
of  Utrecht,  in  which  he  was  deeply  engaged.  For 
the  completion  of  that  business  he  was  left  in 
fiance,  with  the  appointments  and  authority  of  an 
ambassador,  though  without  the  title,  the  proud 
Duke  of  Shrewsbury  having  refused  to  be  joined  in 
commission  with  a  man  so  meanly  bom.  Prior, 
however,  publicly  assumed  the  character  till  he 
was  superseded  by  the  Earl  of  Stair,  on  the  acces- 
sion of  George  I.  Tlie  Whigs  being  now  in  power, 
be  was  welcomed,  on  his  return,  by  a  warrant  from 
tlie  House  of  Commons,  under  which  he  was  com- 
mitted to  the  custody  of  a  messenger.  He  was  ei- 
amined  before  the  Privy  Council  respecting  llis 
share  in  the  peace  of  Utrecht,  was  treated  with 
rigour,  and  Walpole  moved  an  impeachment 
against  him,  on  a  charge  of  high  treason,  for  hold- 
ing clandestine  conferences  widi  the  French  pleni- 
potentiary. His  name  was  excepted  from  an  act  of 
grace  paaed  in  1717  :  at  length,  however,  he  was 
discharged,  without  being  brought  to  trial,  to  end 
his  days  in  retirement. 

We  are  now  to  consider  Prior  among  the  poetical 
characters  of  the  time.  In  his  writings  is  found 
that  incongruous  mixture  of  light  and  rather  in- 
decent topics  vrith  grave  and  even  religious  ones^ 
which  was  not  uncommon  at  that  period.  In  the 
faculty  of  telling  a  story  with  ease  and  vivacity,  he 
yields  only  to  Swift,  compared  to  whom  his  humour 
is  occasionally  strained  and  quaint.  Hb  songs 
and  amatory  pieces  are  generally  elegant  and  clas- 
sical. The  most  popular  of  liis  serious  compo- 
sitions are  '*  Henry  and  Enuna,"  or  the  Nut-brown 
Maid,  modernised  from  an  antique  original ;  and 
^  Solomon,"  the  idea  of  which  is  taken  from  the 
book  of  Ecclesiastes.  These  are  harmonious  in 
their  versification,  splendid  and  correct  in  tlidr 
diction,  and  copious  in  poetical  imagery ;  but  they 
exert  no  powoiul  effect  on  the  feelings  or  the 
fancy,  and  are  enfeebled  by  prolixity.  His  **  Alma," 
a  piece  of  philosophical  pleasantry,  was  written  to 
console  himself  when  under  confinement,  and  dis- 
plays a  considerable  share  of  reading.  As  to  his 
eUborate  effusions  of  loyalty  and  patriotism,  tliey 
seem  to  have  sunk  into  total  neglect. 

The  life  of  Prior  was  cut  short  by  a  lingering 
illness,  which  closed  his  days  at  Wimpole,  this  seat 
of  Lord  Oxford,  in  September,  1721,  in  the  58th 
year  of  Usage. 
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HENRT  AND  EMMA. 

A  pom. 

Upon  the  Model  if  the  Nut-Srown  Maid, 

TO  CLOE. 

mojti  to  whose  eyes  I  bend,  at  whose  oommuid 
(Though  low  mj  Yoice,  though  aitlos  be  my  hand), 
I  take  the  sprightly  reed,  and  sing,  and  pUy, 
Careless  of  what  the  censuring  world  may  say : 
Bri^t  Goe,  object  of  my  constant  vow. 
Wilt  thou  awhile  unbend  thy  serious  brow  ? 
Wilt  thou  with  pleasure  hear  thy  lover*s  strains, 
And  with  one  heavenly  smile  o*erpay  his  pains  ? 
No  longer  shall  the  Nut-brown  Maid  be  old ; 
Though  since  her  youth  three  hundred  years  have 

roll'd : 
At  thy  desire,  she  shall  again  be  nus*d ; 
And  her  reviving  charms  in  lasting  verse  be  prais'd. 

No  longer  man  of  woman  shall  complain. 
That  he  may  love^  and  not  be  lov*d  again : 
Tliat  we  in  vain  the  fickle  sex  pursue. 
Who  change  the  constant  lover  for  the  new. 
Whatever  has  been  writ,  whatever  said. 
Of  female  passion  feigned,  or  faith  decay*d> 
Henceforth  shall  in  my  verse  refuted  stand. 
Be  said  to  winds,  or  writ  upon  the  sand. 
And,  while  my  notes  to  future  times  proclaim 
Unconquer*d  love,  and  ever-during  flame^ 
O  fairest  of  the  sex !  be  thou  ray  Muse : 
Deign  on  my  work  thy  influence  to  diffuse. 
Let  me  portake  the  blessings  I  rehearse, 
And  grant  me,  love,  the  just  reward  of  verse ! 

As  beauty's  potent  queen,  with  every  grace, 
lliat  once  was  Emma's,  has  adorn'd  thy  fiice ; 
And,  as  her  son  has  to  my  bosom  dealt 
Tliat  constant  flame,  which  faithful  Henry  felt : 
O  let  the  story  with  thy  life  agree : 
Let  men  once  more  the  bright  example  see ; 
What  Emma  was  to  him,  be  thou  to  me. 
Nor  send  me  by  thy  frown  from  her  I  love. 
Distant  and  sad,  a  banish*d  man  to  rove. 
But,  oh !  with  pity,  long-entreated,  crown 
My  pains  and  hopes ;  and,  when  thou  say*st  that  one 
Of  all  numkind  thou  lov*st,  oh !  think  on  me  alone. 

Whxb.s  beauteous  Isis  and  her  husband  Tame, 
With  mingled  waves,  for  ever  flow  the  same. 
In  times  ^yore  an  ancient  baron ']iv*d ; 
Great  gifts  bestow'd,  and  great  respect  receivU 

When  dreadful  Edward,  with  successful  care^ 
Led  his  free  Britons  to  the  Gallic  war ; 
This  lord  had  headed  his  appointed  bands. 
In  firm  allc^pance  to  his  king's  conmiands ; 
And  (all  due  honours  faithfully  discharg'd) 
Had  brought  back  his  paternal  coat,  enUrg*d  ' 
With  a  new  mark,  the  witness  of  his  toil. 
And  no  inglorious  part  of  foreign  spoil. 

FhHn  the  loud  camp  retir'd,  and  noisy  court, 
In  honouiable  ease  and  rural  sport. 
The  remnant  of  his  days  he  safely  past ; 
,    Nor  found  they  lagg'd  too  slow,  nor  flew  too  fiut. 
He  made  his  wish  with  his  estate  comply, 

^l  to  Uve,  yet  not  afraid  to  die. 


One  child  he  had,  a  daikgbler  dmttbe  and  fttr, 
Ifis  age's  eonolbr^  and  his  Ibrtiine'a  bar. 
They  oall'd  bar -finima;  Ibr  the  beanleoas  dsn. 
Who  gave  the  virgin  birth,  had  borne  the  nsmc: 
The  name  tfa'  indulgent  firther  doubly  kw'd : 
For  in  the  child  the  mother's  cfaanns  itoprav'd. 
Yet  as,  when  little,  round  his  knees  she  plaj'd. 
He  call'd  her  oft,  in  sport,  his  Nut-l«own  Msid, 
Hie  friends  and  tenants  took  the  fondling  word, 
(As  still  they  please,  who  imitate  their  ktd) : 
Usage  Goniinn'd  what  fancy  bed  bc|gim ; 
Hie  mutual  terms  around  the  land  wcr 
And  Emma  and  the  Nut-brown  Maid 

As  with  her  stature,  still  her  channs  incraft'd; 
Hirough  all  the  isle  her  beauty  was  oonfiessU 
Oh !  what  perfections  must  that  virgin  ahave^ 
Who  fiureat  is  esteem'd,  where  all  are  fiir ! 
FVom  distant  shires  repair  the  noUe  youth. 
And  find  report,  for  onoe^  bad  lessen'd  trutk 
By  wonder  fin^  and  then  by  paiaon  mov'd, 
They  came ;  they  saw ;  th^  marvcU'd;  and  Ac] 

lov'd. 
By  public  praises^  and  by  aecret  sigfai» 
Each  own'd  the  general  power  of  Eonne's  cyok 
In  tilts  and  tournaments  the  vaHant  strove^ 
By  glorious  deeds,  to  purchase  Emma's  lova» 
In  gentle  verse  the  witty  told  their  flamc^ 
And  giac'd  their  choicest  songs  with  Emma's  asaa 
In  vain  they  combated,  in  vain  they  writ : 
Useless  th«r  strength,  and  impotent  their  viL 
Great  Venus  only  must  direct  the  dart. 
Which  else  will  never  reach  the  fair-one's  beaii. 
Spite  of  th'  attempts  of  force,  andsoft  cfiedsflfal 
Great  Venus  must  prefer  the  happy  one : 
In  Henry's  canae  biar  &vour  must  be  dhown; 
And  y^tirnia^  of  mankind,  must  knfe  but  him  akw 

While  these  in  public  to  the  castle  camc^ 
And  by  their  grandeur  justified  their  flame  ; 
More  secret  ways  the  careful  Henry  takes ; 
His  squires,  his  arms,  and  equipi^  fimakes ; 
In  borrow'd  name^  and  fidse  attire  amsy'd, 
Oft  he  finds  means  to  see  die  beauteous  oaaid. 

When  Emma  hunts,  in  huntsman's  habit  dRK, 
Henry  on  foot  pursues  the  bounding  beasL 
In  his  light-hand  his  beeclien  pole  he  bean; 
And  graceful  at  his  side  his  horn  he  wean. 
Still  to  the  glade,  where  she  has  lient  her  way. 
With  knowing  skill  he  drives  the  future  prey ; 
Bids  her  decline  the  hill,  and  shun  the  brake; 
And  shows  the  path  her  steed  may  safest  taks; 
Directs  her  spear  to  fix  the  glorious  wound ; 
Pleas'd  in  his  toils  to  have  her  triumph  oowa'A  , 
And  blows  her  praises  in  no  common  sound. 

A  falconer  Henry  ia,  when  Emma  hawks: 
With  her  of  tarsals  and  of  lures  be  tsQu. 
Upon  his  wrist  the  towering  merlin  stands, 
Practis'd  to  rise,  and  stoop  at  her  ganmawk 
And  when  superior  now  the  bird  has  ilawn. 
And  headlong  brought  the  tumbling  quany 
With  humble  reverence  he  accosts  the  fiur. 
And  with  the  honour'd  feather  decks  her  bair. 
Yet  still,  aa  from  the  sportive  field  she  goes, 
His  down-cast  eye  reveals  his  inward  woes ; 
And  by  his  look  and  sorrow  is  exprest, 
A  nobler  game  pursued  than  Inrd  or  beasL 

A  shepherd  now  along  the  plain  he  rovei ; 
And,  with  his  jolly  pipe,  delights  the  grofvc^ 
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TbtBHritatriiig  iwainsarouod  theatnnger  throng, 
Orto  aandrciy  or  fwiirtrtu  his  tong : 
Wbile  with  soft  Mnrow  be  renews  hb  lays. 
Nor  heedful  of  their  envy,  nor  their  pnuae. 
But,  mm  as  Emma's  ejres  adorn  the  plain, 
Hii  notes  he  ruses  to  a  nobler  strain, 
With  dutifiil  respect  and  studious  fear ;, 
Lacsnj  careless  sound  offend  her  ear. 
A  ftaotic  gipsy  now,  the  bouse  he  haunts, 

And  in  wild  phrases  speaks  dissembled  wants. 

Vhji  the  fond  maids  in  ^palmistry  he  deals : 

"Aey  tdl  the  secret  first,  which  he  reveals ; 

Sm  who  thai!  wed,  and  who  shall  be  beguil'd ; 

Wbit  groom  ifaall  get,  an4  squire  maintain  the  child. 

Bnti  when  bri^  Enuna  would  her  fortune  know, 

A  Kder  kMk  unbends  his  opening  brow ; 

With  tRmUing  awe  he  gases  on  her  eye, 

And  IB  ioft  accents  forms  the  kind  reply  ; 

Hat  ahe  shall  prove  as  fortunate  as  fkir ; 

And  Hymen's  choicest  gifts  are  all  reserv'd  for  her. 

Now  oft  had  Henry  cfaang*d  his  sly  disguise, 
Camaik*d  by  all  but  beauteous  Emma's  eyes : 
Oft  had  found  means  alone  to  see  the  dame. 
And  at  her  feet  to  breathe  his  amorous  flame ; 
And  oft,  the  pangs  of  absence  to  remove, 
Bj  lettos,  toft  interpretcn  of  love : 
THl  Tmt  and  Industry  (the  mighty  two 
T)at  bring  our  wishes  nearer  to  our  view) 
Made  him  perceive,  duit  the  inclining  fair 
Reedv'd  hn  vows  with  no  reluctant  ear ; 
1^  Venus  had  confirm'd  her  equal  reign. 
And  (halt  to  Emma's  heart  a  share  of  Henry's  pain 

While  Cupid  smil'd,  by  kind  occasion  bless'd, 
And,  with  the  secret  kept,  the  love  increas'd ; 
The  amorous  youth  frequents  the  silent  groves ; 
And  much  he  meditates,  for  much  he  loves. 
He  lofcs,  'tis  true;  and  is  belov'd  again : 
Gnat  are  hb  joys ;  but  will  they  long  remain  ? 
Kbdos  with  miles  receives  his  present  flame  p 
But,  ■niting,  will  she  ever  be  the  same  ? 
Benitiful  looks  are  rul'd  by  fickle  minds ; 
And  nramier  seas  are  tum'd  by  sudden  winds. 
AuMher  love  may  gain  her  easy  youth : 
^Bne  changes  thought,  and  flattery  conquers  truth. 

0  hnpoient  estate  of  human  life ! 
Where  Hope  and  Fear  maintain  eternal  strife ; 
What  fiecdng  joy  does  lasting  doubt  inspire ; 
And  moat  we  question,  what  we  most  desire ! 
Anoogirt  ^  various  gifts,  great  Heaven,  bestow 
^rcnpofloveunmiz'd;  forbear  to  throw 
Koff  ingredients  in  ;  nor  pall  the  draught 
with  aaoscous  grief:  for  our  ilUjudging  thought 
Hudlj  etijoys  the  pleasurable  taste ;     , 
Or  dsons  it  not  sincere  ;  or  fears  it  cannot  last 

With  wiabes  rsis'd,  with  jealousies  opprest, 
(Alierasle  tyrants  of  die  human  breast) 
%  ODC  gieat  trial  be  resolves  to  prove 
nettth  of  woman,  and  the  force  of  love. 
Ij^KaBniag  Eonna's  virtues,  he  may  find 
^  hrsnteous  ftame  enclose  a  steady  mind, 
«T1  ix  his  hope,  of  future  joy  secure ; 
A«  five  a  ilare  to  Hymen's  happy  power. 
B«  if  Ae  ftuMme,  as  he  fears,  is  ftail ; 
|C  poisM  srig^in  Reason's  equal  scale, 
jj(5*t  jly  her  merit,  and  her  faults  prevail ; 
Ua  niBd  he  vows  to  fiee  from  amorous  care, 
The  latent  aaiscfaief  from  his  heart  to  tear, 
"^""^  *■»  ««ire  arma,  and  shine  again  in  war. 

Soath  of  the  casile,  in  a  verdant  glade, 
A  ipreading  beech  extendf  her  friendly  shade : 


Here  oft.the  nymph  bis  breathing  vows  had  heard ; 
Here  oft  her  sUence  had  her  heart  declor'd. 
As  active  Spring  awak'd  her  infant  buds, 
And  genial  life  inC^rm'd  the  verdant  woods ; 
Henry,  in  knots  involving  Emma's  name, 
Had  half  ezpress'd,  and  half  conceai'd,  his  flame^ 
Upon  this  tree :  and,  as  the  tender  mark 
Grew  vrith  the  year,  and  widen'd  with  the  bark, 
Venus  had  heard  the  virgin's  soft  address, 
Tluit,  as  the  wound,  the  passion  might  increase. 
As  potent  Nature  shed  her  kindly  siiower^ 
And  deck'd  the  various  mead  with  opening  flowers^ 
Upon  this  tree  the  nymph's  obliging  care 
Had  left  a  frequent  wreath  for  Henry's  hair ; 
Which,  as  with  gay  delight  the  lover  found, 
Fleas'd  with  his  conquest,  with  her  present  crown*d« 
Glorious  through  all  the  plains  he  oft  had  gone^ 
And  to  each  swain  the  mystic  honour  shown ; 
Hie  gift  still  prais'd,  the  giver  still  unknown. 

His  secret  note  the  troubled  Henry  writes : 
To  the  lone  tree  the  lovely  maid  invites. 
Imperfect  words  and  dubious  terms  express, 
That  unforeseen  mischance  disturb'd  his  peace ; 
Tliat  he  must  something  to  her  ear  commend, 
On  which  her  conduct  and  his  life  depend. 

Soon  as  the  fair-one  had  the  note  receiv'd. 
The  remnant  of  tbe  day  alone  she  griev'd  : 
For  different  this  from  every  former  note, 
Which  Venus  dictated,  and  Henry  wrote ; 
Which  told  her  all  his  future  hopes  were  laid 
On  the  dear  bosom  cf  his  Nut-brown  Maid ; 
Which  Idways  bless'd  her  eyes,   and  own'd  her 

power; 
And  bid  her  oft  adieu,  yet  added  more. 
Now  night  advanc'd.  The  house  in  sleep  were  laid; 
Tlie  nurse  ezperienc'd,  and  the  prying  maid. 
And,  last,  that  sprite,  which  does*  incessant  haunt 
The  lover's  steps,  the  ancient  maiden- aunt 
To  her  dear  Henry,  Emma  wings  her  way, 
With  quicken'd  pace  repairing  forc'd  delay ; 
For  Love,  fantastic  power,  that  is  afraid 
To  stir  abroad  till  Watchfulness  be  laid, 
Undaunted  then  o'er  cliffs  and  valleys  strays, 
And  leads  his  votaries  safe  through  pathless  waya 
Not  Argus,  with  his  hundred  eyes,  shall  find 
Where  Cupid  goes ;  though  he,  poor  guide!  u  blind. 

Tlie  maiden  first  arriving,  sent  her  6ye 
To  ask,  if  yet  its  chief  delight  were  nigh : 
With  fear  and  with  desire,  with  joy  and  pain, 
She  sees,  and  runs  to  meet  him  on  the  plain. 
But,  oh !  his  steps  proclaim  no  lover's  hasty : 
On  the  low  ground  his  fix'd  regards  are  cast ; 
His  artftil  bosom  heaves  dissembled  sighs; 
And  tears  subom'd  fall  copious  from  his  eyes. 

With  ease,  alas !  we  credit  what  we  love : 
His  painted  grief  docs  real  sorrow  move 
In  tiie  afflicted  fair ;  adown  her  check 
Trickling  the  genuine  tears,  their  current  break  ; 
Attentive  stood  the  mournful  nymph :  tlie  man 
Broke  silence  first :  the  tale  alternate  ran. 

HKNRT. 

SiNCBRK,  O  tell  me,  hast  thou  felt  a  pain, 
Enuna,  beyond  what  woman  knows  to  feign  ? 
Has  thy  uncertain  bosom  ever  strove 
With  tbe  first  tumults  of  a  real  love  ? 
Hast  thou  now  dreaded,  and  now  blest  his  sway. 
By  turns  averse,  and  joyful  to  obey  ? 

R 


2^ 


PRIOH. 


Tliy  Tiigin  softness  hast  tfaou  e*er  bewail'd* 

As  Reaaon  yielded,  and  as  Love  prenul*d? 

And  wept  the  potent  god's  resistless  dart. 

His  killing  pleasure,  his  ecstatic  smart, 

And  heavenly  poison  diTilling  through  thy  heart? 

If  so,  with  pity  view  my  wretched  state ; 

At  least  deplore,  and  then  fbrget  my  fate : 

To  some  more  happy  knisht  reserve  thy  charms. 

By  Fortune  fitvour'd,  and  soccessftiLanns; 

And  only,  as  the  Sun's  revolving  ray 

Brings  back  each  year  this  melancholy  day, 

Plermit  one  sigh,  and  set  apart  one  tear. 

To  an  abandon'd  exile's  endless  care. 

For  me,  alas  I  out-cast  of  human  race, 

Love's  anger  only  waits,  and  dire  disgrace ; 

For,  lo !  these  hands  in  murther  are  imbrued  ; 

Thne  trembling  feet  by  Justice  are  pursued : 

Fate  calls  alou^  and  hastens  me  away ; 

A  shameful  death  attends  my  longer  stay ; 

And  I  this  night  must  fly  firom  tlwe  and  love, 

Condemn'd  in  lonely  woods,  a  bamsh'd  man,  to  rove. 

SMMA. 

What  is  our  bliss,  that  changeth  with  the  Moon  ? 
And  day  of  life,  that  darkens  ere  'tis  noon  ? 
What  is  true  passion,  if  unblest  it  dies  ? 
And  where  is  Emma's  joy,  if  Henry  flies  ? 
If  love,  alas !  be  pain ;  the  pain  I  bear 
No  thought  can  figure,  and  no  tongue  declare. 
Ne'er  faithful  woman  felt,  nor  fidse  one  feign'd. 
The  flames  which  long  have  in  my  bosom  reign'd : 
The  god  of  love  himself  inhabits  there. 
With  all  his  rage,  and  dread,  and  gridT,  and  care^ 
His  complement  of  stores,  and  total  war. 

O  !  cease  then  coldly  to  suspect  my  love ; 
And  let  my  deed  at  least  my  faith  approve. 
Alas !  no  youth  shall  my  endearments  share ; 
Nor  day  nor  night  shall  interrupt  my  care; 
No  future  story  shall  with  truth  upbraid 
The  cold  indifoence  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid ; 
Nor  to  hard  banishment  shall  Henry  run. 
While  careless  Emma  sleeps  on  beds  of  down. 
View  me  resolv'd,  where'er  thou  lead'st,  to  go. 
Friend  to  thy  pain,  and  partner  of  thy  woe ; 
For  I  attest,  &ir  Venus  and  her  son. 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  will  love  but  thee  alone. 

MZNST. 

Let  prudence  yet  obstruct  thy  venturous  way ; 
And  take  good  heed,  what  men  will  think  and  say  j 
That  beauteous  Enuna  vagrant  courses  took ; 
Her  father's  house  and  ci^  life  forsook ; 
That,  full  of  youthful  blood,  and  fond  of  man, 
Slie  to  the  wood-Und  with  an  exile  ran. 
Reflect,  that  lessen'd  fame  is  ne'er  regain'd, 
And  vifgin  honour,  once,  is  always  stain'd  : 
Timely  advis'd,  the  coming  evil  shun  : 
Better  not  do  the  deed,  than  weep  it  done. 
No  penance  can  absolve  our  guilty  fame ; 
Nor  tears,  that  wash  out  sin,  can  wash  out  shame. 
Hwn  fly  the  sad  effbcts  of  desperate  love. 
And  leave  a  banish'd  man  through  lonely  woods  to 


rove. 


XMMA. 


I«t  Emma's  hapless  case  be  falsely  told 
By  the  rash  young,  or  the  ill-natur'd  M : 
Let  every  tongue  its  various  censures  choose  ; 
Absolve  with  coldness,  or  with  spite  accuse  : 


Faur  TVtttii,  aft laat,  hernMiiaiit baflDBwffl niv; 

And  Malice  vanqi^'d  heigfaleBa  Virtne's  pniit. 

Let  then  thy  flavour  bat  in&lgc  ny  flight ; 

O  !  let  my  preaenoe  make  thy  tisvclB  light; 

And  potent  Venns  shaU  exalt  my 

Above  the  rumours  of  censorioos  Fs 

Nor  from  that  busy  demon's  restli 

Will  ever  Emma  other  grace  implore^ 

Than  that  this  truth  should  to  the  vroiid  be  knomv 

That  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lov*)!  bat  thee  slam. 


HENRT. 


But  canst  thou  widd  the  svrord,  and  bead  the  bee? 
With  active  force  repd  the  sturdy  fiie? 
When  the  loud  tumult  speaka  tlie  battle  ni^ 
And  vringed  deaths  in  wliistling  arrows  fly ; 
Wilt  thou,  though  vroonded,  yet  undanntad  Hit, 
Perform  thy  part,  and  share  ^  dangcrons  day? 
Then,  as  tlqr  strength  decays,  thy  heart  will  fid, 
Tliy  Umbs  all  trembling,  and  thy  cbedcs  all  psie; 
With  fruitless  sorrow,  thou,  inglorious  maid. 
Wilt  weep  thy  safety  by  thy  love  bctray'd : 
Then  to  thy  friend,  by  foes  o'er-cfaaig'd,  deny 
Thy  little  uadeas  aid,  and  oovrard  fly : 
Tlien  wilt  thou  curse  the  chance  that  madathie  Ion 
A  banish'd  man,  condemn'd  in  lonely  woods  to  row. 


With  fatal  certainty  Thalestria  ki 
To  send  the  arrow  from  the  twanging  yew ; 
And,  great  in  arms,  and  foremost  in  the  war, 
Bonduca  brandish'd  high  the  British  ipear. 
Could  thirst  of  vengeance  and  deaire  of  fiune 
Excite  the  female  breast  with  martial  flame? 
And  shall  not  love's  diviner  power  injure 
More  hardy  virtue,  and  mora  generous  fire  ? 

Near  thee,  mistrust  not,  *^^«»iit  I*U  ^idv. 
And  fall,  or  vanquish,  fiji^ting  by  tl^  side. 
Hiough  my  inferior  strength  may  not  allow 
That  I  should  bear  or  draw  the  vrarrior  bow ; 
With  ready  hand  I  will  the  shaft  aui>ply. 
And  joy  to  see  thy  victor  airows  fly. 
Touch'd  in  the  battle  by  the  hostile  raed, 
Should'st  thou,  (but  Heaven  avert  it !)  shooU'tt 

thou  bleed ; 
To  stop  the  wounds,  my  finest  Iswn  Fd  tear. 
Wash  them  with  tears,  and  vripe  them  vhth  mj  Inir ; 
Blest,  when  my  dangers  and  my  toila  have  dhmrs 
That  I,  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  tfaee  alaoc^ 

HKNRT. 

But  canst  thou,  tender  maid,  canst  thou  sustss 
Afllictive  want,  or  hunger's  pressing  pain  ? 
Those  limbs,  in  lawn  and  softest  silk  amy'd* 
From  sun-beams  guarded,  and  of  winds  afraUl, 
Can  they  bear  angry  Jove?  can  they  resist 
The  parching  dog-star,  and  the  Ueak  noitb-east? 
When,  chill'd  by  adverse  snows  and  ***^*^*«g  nia. 
We  tread  with  weary  steps  the  longsome  plain ; 
When  with  bard  toll  we  seA  our  evening  food. 
Berries  and  acorns  from  the  neighbouring  wood; 
And  find  among  the  difls  no  other  houae 
But  the  thin  covert  of  some  gather'd  boughs ; 
Wilt  thou  not  then  reluctant  send  thine  eye 
Around  the  dreary  waste,  and,  weqpin^  try 
(Though  then,  alas !  that  trial  be  too  late) 
To  find  thy  father's  hoefutable  gate, 
And  seats,  where  ease  and  plenty  broofng  sale? 
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Thm  itm,  whcooe  long  wduded,  thou  ^nut 

moam: 
IbA  put,  far  evtr  tarr'd  to  tfay  return : 
Wat  thou  not  then  bewaQ  ilUfiited  loTe,        [rove  ? 
Aul  hite  t  buMh'd  nuuiy  ooiidann*d  in  wotods  to 


Thf  me  of  fortune  did  I  only  wed, 
f^  its  decline  determin'd  to  recede ; 
Did  I  but  puqpoae  to  emfaaik  with  thee 
0)  desmootfa  surfiice  of  a  summer's 
VUe  fgan^  Zephyrs  pky  in  prosperous  gales^ 
ind  Fortune's  &TOur  fills  the  swelling  sails ; 
Art  would  fonake  the  ship,  and  make  the  shore, 
When  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  tempests  roar  ? 
Nok  Henry,  no :  one  sacred  oath  has  tied 
Ca  Jovcs :  one  destiny  our  life  shall  guide ; 
Nor  wild  nor  deep  our  common  way  cuvide. 

Wben  from  the  cave  thou  risest  with  the  day, 
To  bat  the  woods,  and  rouse  the  bounding  prey ; 
7k  cne  with  moos  and  branches  1*11  adorn, 
Asd  dKciful  sit,  to  wait  my  lord's  return : 
And,  when  thou  frequent  biing'st  the  smitten  deer. 
Tor  WMoin,  ardierB  say,  thy  arrows  err) 
iQ  fttcfa  quick  fiiel  fiom  the  neighbouring  wood, 
Asd  strike  the  sparkling  flint,  and  dress  the  food ; 
^th  faamUe  duty,  and  officious  haste, 
m  cnU  the  fortbest  mead  for  thy  repast; 
IVcWeest  herfao  I  to  thy  board  will  bring, 
^  dnw  thy  water  from  the  freshest  quing : 
^,  when  at  night  with  weary  toil  opprest, 
M  sJoniberi  thou  enjoy'st,  and  wholesome  rest, 
Viidiful  rn  guard  thee,  and  with  midnight  prayer 
^csry  the  gods  to  keep  thee  in  their  care ; 
^  jofous  ask,  at  mom's  returning  ray, 
f  thou  hast  health,  and  I  may  bless  the  day. 
Iv  tfaoogfaia  shall  fix,  my  latest  wish  depend, 
^  thee,  guide,  guardian,  kinsman,  father,  friend : 
^  all  these  sacred  names  be  Henry  known 
'o  Emma's  heart ;  and  grateful  let  him  own 
kcibc^  of  all  mankind,  could  love  but  hhn  alone! 


Vainhr  thou  tdl'st  me,  what  the  woman's  care 
^  in  die  wildnese  of  the  wood  prepare : 
hoQ,  ere  thou  goest,  unhappiest  of  Uiy  kind, 
|utt  kare  the  habit  and  the  sex  behind. 
'0  longer  diall  thy  comely  tresses  break 
B  Bowing  ringlets  on  thy  snowy  neck ; 
*r  «t  bdiind  thy  bead,  an  ample  round, 
1  graceful  braids  with  various  ribbon  bound: 
'o  longer  shall  the  bodice  aptly  lac'd, 
nxB  tfay  fun  bosom  to  thy  slender  waist, 
W  air  and  harmony  of  shape  express, 
Be  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  less : 
or  ilnll  tiby  lower  garments*  artful  plait, 
nxQ  tfay  &cr  side  dependent  to  thy  feet, 
rm  thor  chaste  beauties  with  a  modest  pride, 
lid  doable  ercry  charm  they  seek  to  hide, 
b'  anbnMBal  plenty  of  thy  shining  liair, 
mpt  off  and  lost,  scarce  lower  than  thy  ear 
all  «uid  uncouth  :  a  borseiruin's  coat  shall  hide 
hy  taper  diape,  and  comeliness  of  ude : 
^  ibort  tnmklboae  shall  show  thy  foot  and  knee 
itcuiious,  and  to  common  eye-sight  free : 
nd,  with  a  bolder  stride  and  looser  air, 
linked  with  men,  a  man  thou  must  appear. 

Nor  soUtade,  nor  gentle  peace  of  mind, 
Gscakcn  aaakl,  ihalt  thou  in  foresU  find : 


'Tb  long  since  Cynthia  and  her  train  were  theic^ 
Or  guaraian  gods  made  innocence  their  care. 
Vagrants  and  outlaws  shall  offend  thy  riew : 
For  such  must  be  my  friends,  a  hideous  crew 
By  adrerse  fortune  mix'd  in  social  ill, 
JThun'd  to  assault,  and  disdplin'd  to  kill ; 
Their  conunon  lotes,  a  lewd  abandon'd  pack. 
The  beadle's  lash  still  flagrant  on  their  back : 
By  sloth  corrupted,  by  disorder  fed, 
Mede  bold  by  want,  and  prostitute  for  bread : 
With  such  must  Emma  hunt  the  tedious  day, 
Assist  their  violence,  and  divide  their  prey : 
With  such  she  must  return  at  setting  light. 
Though  not  partaker,  witness  of  their  night. 
Tfay  ear,  inur'd  to  charitable  sounds 
And  pitying  lore,  must  feel  the'  hateful  wounds 
Of  jest  obs^ne  and  vulgar  ribaldry. 
The  ilUbred  question,  and  the  lewd  reply ; 
Brought  by  long  habitude  from  bad  to  worse. 
Must  hear  the  frequent  oath,  the  direful  curse, 
Tfaat  latest  weapon  of  the  wretches'  war. 
And  blasphemy,  sad  comrade  of  despair. 

Now,  Emma,  now  the  last  reflection  make. 
What  thou  would'st  follow,  what  thou  must  forsake: 
By  our  ill-omen'd  stars,  and  adverse  Heaven, 
No  middle  object  to  thy  choice  is  given. 
Or  yield  thy  virtue,  to  attain  thy  ^vc ; 
Or  leave  a  banish  'd  man,  condemn'd  in  woods  to 


rove. 


O  grief  of  heart !  that  our  unhappy  fates 
Force  thee  to  suffer  what  thy  honour  hates: 
Mix  thee  amongst  tlie  bad ;  or  make  thee  run 
Too  near  the  paths  which  Virtue  bids  thee  shun. 
Yet  with  her  Henry  still  let  Emma  go ; 
With  him  abhor  the  vice,  but  share  £e  woe  : 
And  sure  my  little  heart  can  never  err 
Amidst  the  worst,  if  Henry  still  be  there.  - 

Our  outward  act  is  prompted  fVom  within ; 
And  from  the  sinner's  mind  proceeds  the  sin : 
By  her  own  choice  free  Virtue  is  approv'd ; 
Nor  by  the  force  of  outward  objects  mov'd. 
Who  has  assay'd  no  danger,  gains  no  praise. 
In  a  small  isle,  amidst  the  wildest  seas, 
Triumphant  Constancy  has  fix'd  her  seat : 
In  vain  the  Syrens  sing,  the  tempests  beat ; 
Their  fiattery  she  rejects,  nor  fears  their  threat. 

For  thee  alone  these  little  charms  I  drest : 
Condenm'd  them,  orabsolv'd  them  by  thy  test. 
In  comely  figure  rang'd  my  jewels  shone. 
Or  negligenUy  plac'd  for  thee  alone : 
For  thee  again  they  shall  be  laid  aside ; 
The  woman,  Henry,  shall  put  off  her  pride 
For  thee :  my  clothes,  my  sex,  exchang'd  for  thec^ 
I'll  mingle  with  the  people's  wretched  lee : 
O  line  extreme  of  human  infamy ! 
Wanting  the  scissars,  with  these  hands  1*11  tear 
(If  that  obstructs  my  flight)  this  load  of  hair. 
Black  soot,  or  yellow  walnut,  shall  disgrace 
This  little  red  and  white  of  £mma*s  face. 
These  nails  with  scratches  shall  deform  my  breast| 
Last  by  my  look  or  colour  be  express'd 
The  mark  of  aught  high-bom,  or  ever  better  dreas'd. 
Yet  in  this  commerce,  under  this  disguise. 
Let  me  be  grateful  still  to  Henry's  eyes ; 
Lost  to  the  world,  let  me  to  him  be  known : 
My  fate  I  can  absolve,  if  he  shall  own 
ThtA,  leaving  all  mankind,  I  love  but  him  alone. 
*  R  « 
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O  wildest  tboiigfata  of  an  abandoii*d  mind ! 
Name,  habit,  parents,  woman,  left  bdiind, 
£T*n  honour  dubious,  thou  preferr'st  to  go 
Wild  to  the  woods  with  me :  said  Emma  so  ? 
Or  did  I  dream  what  Emma  never  said? 
O  guilty  errour !  and  O  wretched  maid ! 
Whose  roving  fancy  would  resolve  the  same 
With  him,  who  next  should  tempt  her  easy  fame ; 
And  blow  vrith  empty  words  the  susceptible  flame. 
Now  why  should  doubtful  terms  thy  mind  perplex? 
Confess  thy  frailty,  and  avow  the  sex  : 
No  longer  loose  desire  for  constant  love      [to  rove. 
BCistake :  but  say,  *tis  man  with  whom  thou  long*st 


Why  dioiild'at  thou  wcq»?  let  Nilaeja^av 


Are  there  not  poisons,  racks,  and  flames,  and 
swords. 
That  Emma  thus  must  die  by  Henry's  words  ? 
Yet  what  could  swords  or  poison,  racks  or  flame. 
But  mangle  and  disjoint  this  brittle  frame  !    [fame. 
More  fatal  Henry*s  words ;  they  murder  Emma's 

And  fall  these  sayings  from  that  gentle  tongue. 
Where  dvil  speech  and  soft  persuasion  hung ; 
Whose  artful  sweetness  and  harmonious  stndn. 
Courting  my  grace,  yet  courting  it  in  vain, 
Call'd  sighs,  and  tears,  and  wishes,  to  its  aid ; 
And,  wlulst  It  Henry*s  glovdng  flame  convey'd. 
Still  blam*d  the  coldness  of  the  Nut-brown  Maid  ? 

Let  envious  Jealousy  and  canker'd  Spite 
Phxluce  my  actions  to  severest  light. 
And  tax  my  open  day,  or  secret  night. 
Did  e*er  my  tongue  speak  my  unguarded  heart 
The  least  india'd  to  play  the  wanton's  part? 
Did  e'er  my  eye  one  inward  thought  reveal. 
Which  angels  misfat  not  bear,  and  virgins  tell  ? 
And  hast  thou,  Henry,  in  n^  conduct  known 
One  fioilt,  but  that  wldch  I  must  never  own, 
lliat  I,  of  all  mankind,  have  lof*d  but  thee  alone? 

HEHar. 

Vainly  thou  talk'st  of  loving  me  alone : 
Each  man  is  man ;  and  all  our  sex  is  one. 
False  are  our  words,  and  fickle  is  our  mind : 
Nor  in  Love's  litual  can  we  ever  find 
Vows  made  to  last,  or  promises  to  bind. 

By  Nature  prompted,  and  for  empire  nude^ 
Alike  by  strength  or  cunning  we  invade : 
When,  ann'd  with  rage,  we  march  against  the  foe. 
We  lift  the  battlfr4Uce,  and  draw  the  bow : 
When,  fir'd  with  passion,  we  attack  the  har. 
Delusive  si^is  and  brittle  vows  we  bear ; 
Our  falsehood  and  our  arms  have  equal  use ; 
As  they  our  conquest  or  delight  proiduce. 
Tlie  foolish  heart  thou  gav'st,  again  receive^ 
The  only  boon  departing  love  can  give. 
To  be  less  wretched,  be  no  longer  true ; 
What  strives  to  fly  thee,  why  siiould'st  thou  pursue  ? 
Forget  the  present  flame,  indulge  a  new ; 
Single  the  loveliest  of  the  amorous  youth : 
Ask  for  his  vow ;  but  hope  not  for  his  truth. 
The  next  man  (and  the  next  thou  shalt  believe) 
Will  pawn  his  gods,  intending  to  deceive ; 
Will  kneel,  implore,  persist,  o'ercome,  and  leave. 
Hence  let  thy  Cupid  aim  his  arrows  riobt ; 
Be  wise  and  false,  shun  trouble,  aeA  delight: 
Change  thou  the  first,  nor  wait  thy  lover's  flight 


I  saw  thee  young  and  fiur ;  pursued  the  dne 
Of  Youth  and  Beauty :  I  another  saw 
Fairer  and  younger ;  yielding  to  the  law 
Of  our  all-ruling  mother,  I  pursued 
More  youth,  more  beauty :  blest  vidaitmie! 
My  active  heart  still  keeps  its  pristine  flame ; 
T^  object  alter'd,  the  desire  the  same. 

This  younger,  &irer,  pleads  her  rightful  dHw; 
With  present  power  compels  me  to  her  anu. 
And  much  I  fear,  from  my  subjected  mind, 
(If  Beauty's  force  to  constant  love  can  bind,) 
Tliat  years  may  roll,  ere  in  her  turn  the  msid 
Shall  weep  the  fury  of  my  love  decay'd ; 
And  weeping  follow  me,  as  thou  dost  no«r, 
With  idle  damours  of  a  broken  vow. 

Nor  can  the  wildness  of  thy  wishes  err 
So  wide,  to  hope  that  thou  may'st  live  widiber. 
Love,  well  thou  know'st,  no  partnership  aUovs: 
Cupid  averse  rejects  divided  vows : 
Then,  from  thy  foolish  heart,  vain  maid,  remofc 
An  useless  sorrow,  and  an  iU-starr^d  love ; 
And  leave  me^  with  the  fur,  at  large  in  woods  10 
rove. 


Are  we  in  life  through  one  great  errour  led? 
Is  each  man  peijur'd,  and  each  nymph  belr^'d? 
Of  the  superior  sex  art  thou  the  worst  ? 
Am  I  of  mine  the  most  completely  curst? 
Yet  let  me  go  with  thee ;  and  going  prove. 
From  what  I  wiU  endure,  how  much  I  love. 

This  potent  beauty,  this  triumphant  ftir. 
This  happy  object  of  our  different  care. 
Her  let  me  follow.;  her  let  me  attend 
A  servant  (she  may  scorn  the  name  of  friend). 
What  she  demands,  incessant  I'll  prepare : 
I'll  weave  her  garlands ;  and  I'll  plait  her  hsir : 
m^buay  diligence  shall  deck  her  board, 
(IVv  there  at  least  I  may  approach  my  lord,) 
And,  when  her  Henry's  softer  hours  advise 
His  servant's  absence,  with  dejected  eyes 
Far  I'll  recede,  and  sighs  forbid  to  rise. 

Yet,  when  increasing  grief  brings  slow  disen^ 
And  d>bing  life,  on  terms  severe  as  these. 
Will  have  its  little  lamp  no  longer  fed; 
When  Henry's  mistress  shows  him  Emma  dead; 
Rescue  my  poor  remains  from  vile  n^lect. 
With  virgin  honours  let  m^  hearse  be  deckt. 
And  decent  emblem ;  and  at  least  persuade 
This  happy  nymph,  that  Emma  may  be  laid 
Where  thou,  dear  author  of  my  death,  where  ihe. 
With  frequent  eye  my  sepuldve  may  sec. 
The  nymph  amidst  her  joys  may  haply  busthf 
One  pious  si^  reflecting  on  my  deirth. 
And  the  sad  fate  which  dbe  may  one  day  prove. 
Who  hopes  from  Henry's  vows  eternal  love. 
And  thou  forsworn,  thou  cruel,  as  thou  art. 
If  Emma's  image  ever  touch'd  thy  heart ;       J^ 
TI10U  sure  must  give  one  thought,  and  drop  oi 
To  her,  whom  love  abandon'd  to  despair ; 
To  her,  who,  dying,  on  the  wounded  sume 
Bid  it  in  lasting  characters  be  known. 
That,  of  mankind,  she  lov'd  but  thee  alone. 


Hear,  solemn  Jove ;  and  consdoos  Venus*  he* 
And  thou,  bright  maid»  believe  me  whilst  I  s««< 


HENRT  AND  EMMA. 
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Ko  dme,  no  chuige,'  no  fliture  fliune,  shall  more 
7%e  «tU.pbc*d  bras  of  my  lasting  lore. 
0  povcrftil  virtue !  O  victorious  fair  ? 
At  Icsst,  excuse  a  trimi  too  severe : 
RMctire  ilie  triumph,  and  forget  die  war. 

No  baniah*d  man,  condemn*d  in  woods  to  rove, 
Entreats  thy  pardon,  and  implores  thy  love : 
Ko  peijor*d  knight  desves  to  quit  thy  arms, 
FatRst  collection  of  thy  sex's  charms, 
CfDvn  of  my  love,  and  honour  of  my  youth ! 
Heniy,  tfay  Henry,  vrith  eternal  truth. 
As  thou  may'st  wish,  shall  all  his  life  employ, 
And  found  hb  glory  in  his  £mma*s  joy. 
Ifl  me  behold  the  potent  Edgar's  lieir, 
Illttstrious  earl :  him  terrible  in  war 
Let  Lqjre  confess,  for  she  has  felt  his  sword, 
And  tmnbling  fled  before  the  British  lord. 
Hin  great  in  peace  and  wealth  fair  Deva  knows ; 
For  she  amidst  his  spacious  meadows  flows ; 
Inclines  bcr  urn  upon  his  fattened  lands ; 
And  sees  his  numerous  herds  imprint  her  aands. 
And  thou,   my  fiur,  my  dove,  shalt  raise  thy 
thought 
To  greatness  next  to  empire :  shalt  be  brought 
With  solemn  pomp  to  my  paternal  seat ; 
^^btn  peace  and  plenty  on  thy  word  shall  wait 
Music  and  song  shall  wake  the  marriage^ay : 
And,  wliiist  the  priests  accuse  the  bride's  delay, 
M}nie5  and  roses  shall  obstruct  her  way. 
FrKnrisliip  shall  still  thy  evening  feasts  adorn  ; 
And  blooming  Peace  shall  ever  bless  thy  mom. 
Sucrecding  yean  their  happy  race  shall  run. 
And  Age,  unheeded,  by  delight  come  on : 
IKIiiW  yet  superior  Love  shall  mock  his  power : 
And  when  old  Time  shall  turn  the  fated  hour, 
^liicfa  only  can  our  vrell-tied  knot  unfold, 
WHst  rests  of  both,  one  sepulchre  shall  hold. 

Hence  then  for  ever  from  my  Emma's  breast, 
(TW  heaven  of  softneas,  and  that  seat  of  rest,) 
Tc  doubts  and  fean,  and  all  tliat  know  to  move 
Tormenting  grief,  and  all  that  trouble  love, 
&sUcrM  by  winds  recede,  and  wild  in  forests  rove. 


0  day,  the  fairest  sure  that  ever  rose  ! 
Poiod  and  end  of  anxious  Emma's  woes ! 
Sin  of  lier  joy,  and  source  of  her  delight ; 
0'  wiag*d  with  pleasure,  take  thy  happy  fliglit. 
And  give  each  future  morn  a  tincture  of  thy  white. 
Y«t  tell  diy  votary,  potent  queen  of  love,. 
Henry,  my  Henry,  vrill  he  never  rove  ? 
^U  he  be  ever  kind,  and  just,  and  good? 
And  b  there  yet  no  mistress  in  the  wood  ? 
^HKie,  none  tliere  is;  tlie  thought  was  rash  and  vain ; 
A  false  idea,  and  a  fancy'd  pain. 
I^Mibc  ifaall  for  ever  quit  my  strengthen'd  heart, 
And  anxious  jealousy's  contMUng  sndart; 
Nor  ocber  inmate  shall  inhabit  there. 
Bat  soft  Belief,  young  Joy,  and  pleasing  Care. 

Hence  let  the  tides  of  plenty  ebb  and  flow. 
And  Fortune's  various  j^e  unheeded  blow. 
If  at  my  feet  die  suppliant  goddess  stands. 
And  sheds  her  treasure  with  unweary'd  hands ; 
HvT  present  favour  cautious  I'll  embrace. 
And  not  unthankful  use  the  profler'd  grace : 
If  «ht  redaims  the  temporary  boon. 
And  tries  her  pinions,  fluttering  to  be  gone ; 
Snitrv  of  miiid,  1*11  obviate  her  intent. 
And  unQgnecm'd  return  itw  goods  she  lent. 


Nor  happiness  can  I,  nor  misery  feel, 
From  any  turn  of  her  fantastic  wheel : 
Friendship's  great  laws,  and  Love's  superior  powers, 
Must  mark  the  colour  of  my  future  hours. 
From  the  events  which  thy  commands  create 
I  must  my  blesangs  or  my  sorrows  date; 
And  Henry's  will  must  dictate  Emma's  fate. 

Yet,  while  with  close  delight  and  inward  pride 
(Which  from  the  world  my  careful  soul  slull  hide) 
I  sec  thee,  lord  and  end  of  my  desire, 
Exalted  high  as  virtue  can  require ; 
With  power  invested,  and  with  pleasure  dieer'd ; 
Sought  by  the  good,  by  the  oppressor  fear'd ; 
Loaded  and  blest  with  all  the  affluent  store. 
Which  hunum  vows  at  smoking  shrines  implore ; 
Grateful  and  humble  grant  me  to  employ 
My  life  subservient  only  to  thy  joy ; 
And  at  my  death  to  bless  thy  kindness  shown 
To  her,  who  of  mankind  could  love  but  thee  alone. 

Wrils  thus  the  constant  pair  alternate  said. 
Joyful  above  them  and  around  them  play'd 
Angels  and  sportive  Loves,  a  nimierous  crowd ; 
Smiling  they  clapt  their  wings,  and  low  they  bow'd : 
They  tumbled  all  their  little  quivers  o*er, 
To  choose  propitious  shafts,  a  precious  store ; 
That,  when  their  god  should  take  his  future  darts, 
To  strike  (however  rarely)  constant  hearts. 
His  happy  skill  might  proper  arms  employ, 
All  tipt  with  pleasure,  and  all  wing'd  with  joy  : 
And  those,  they  vow'd,  whose  lives  should  imitate 
Hiese  lovers'  constancy,  should  sliare  their  fate; 

Hie  queen  of  beauty  stopt  her  bridled  doves ; 
Approv'd  the  little  labour  of  the  Loves ; 
Was  proud  and  pleas'd  the  mutual  vow  to  hear ; 
And  to  the  triumph  call'd  the  god  of  war  : 
Soon  as  she  calls,  the  god  is  always  near. 

'<  ^ow.  Mars,"  she  said,  «  let  Fame  exalt  ber 
voice: 
Nor  let  thy  conquests  only  be  her  choice : 
But,  when  she  sings  great  Edward  from  the  field 
Return'd,  the  hostile  spear  and  captive  shield 
In  Concord's  temple  hung,  and  Gallia  taught  to 

yield; 
And  when  as  prudent  Saturn  shall  complete 
The  years  design'd  to  perfect  Britain's  state, 
The  swift-wing'd  power  shall  take  her  trump  agaii^ 
To  sing  her  favourite  Anna's  wondrous  reign ; 
To  recollect  unweary'd  Marlborough's  toils, 
Old  Rufus'  hall  unequal  to  his  spoils ; 
The  British  soldier  fhim  his  high  command 
Glorious,  and  Gaul  thrice  vanquisli'd  by  his  hand : 
Let  her,  at  least,  perform  what  I  desire  ; 
With  second  breath  the  vocal  brass  inspire ; 
And  tell  the  nations,  in  no  vulgar  strain. 
What  wars  I  manage,  and  what  wreaths  I  gain. 
And,  when  thy  tumults,  and  thy  fights  are  past ; 
And  when  thy  laurels  at  my' feet  are  cast ; 
Faithful  mayst  thou,  like  Britisli  Henry,  prove : 
And,  Emma-like^  let  me  return  tliy  love. 

**  Renown'd  for  truth,  let  all  thy  sons  appear; 
And  constant  beauty  shall  reward  their  care." 

Mars  smil'd,  and  bow'd  :  the  Cyprian  deity 
Tum'd  to  the  glorious  ruler  of  the  sky ; 
*<  And  thou,"  she  smiling  said,  **  great  god  of  days 
And  verse^  behold  my  deed,  and  sing  my  praise; 
As  cm  the  British  earth,  my  favourite  isle, 
Thy  gentle  rays  and  kindest  influence  smile. 
Through  all  hier  laughing  fields  and  verdant  groves, 
Piroclaun  irith  joy  these  memorable  loves. 
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Eram  every  annnal  ooiine  let  one  greirt  day 

To  celebrated  sports  end  floral  play 

9e  set  aside ;  and,  in  the  softest  Uyi 

Of  thy  poetic  sons,  be  solemn  praise 

And  everlasting  marks  of  honour  paid 

To  the  true  lover,  and  the  Nat4>rown  Bfaid. 
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THE  PROGRESS  OF  THE  MIND. 

XK  THaXK  CAVTOS. 

Ttmfra  yit^  1{  mXiytn  i#ti  rm  ytytiftitm, 

Incert.  ap.  Stobsum. 

Cavto  I. 

Mattrsw  *  met  Richard  f ,  when  or  where 
FVom  story  is  not  mighty  clear : 
Of  many  knotty  points  they  spoke^ 
And  pro  and  con  by  turns  they  took. 
Rats  half  the  manuscript  have  eat : 
Dire  hunger !  which  we  still  r^ret 
O !  may  they  ne*er  again  digest 
The  honrours  of  so  sad  a  feast ! 
Yet  less  our  grief,  if  what  remains. 
Dear  Jacob  |,  by  thy  care  and  pains 
Shall  be  to  future  times  convey*d. 
It  thus  begins : 

Here  Matthew  said, 

*'  Alma  in  verse,  in  prose  the  Mind, 
By  Aristotle's  pen  defin'd, 
Throughout  the  body,  squat  or  tall. 
Is,  bonAjide,  all  in  aJl. 
And  yet,  slap-dash,  is  all  again 
In  every  sinew,  nerve,  and  vein : 
Runs  here  and  there,  like  Hamlet's  ghost; 
"While  every  where  she  rules  the  roast. 
*<  This  tyttem,  Richard,  we  are  told. 
Hie  men  of  Oxford  firmly  hold. 
The  Cambridge  wits,  you  know,  deny 
With  ipse  dixit  to  comply. 
They  say,  (for  in  good  truth  they  speak 
With  small  respect  of  that  old  Greek,)    - 
That,  putting  all  his  words  together, 
'Tis  three  blue  beans  in  one  blue  bladder. 

"  Alma,  they  strenuously  maintain. 
Sits  cock^iorse  on  her  throne,  the  brain ; 
And  from  that  seat  of  thought  dispenses 
Her  sovereign  pleasure  to  the  senses. 
Two  optic  nerves,  they  say,  she  ties, 
Like  spectacles,  across  the  eyes ; 
By  which  tibe  ^irits  bring  her  word. 
Whene'er  the  balls  are  fiz'd  or  stirr'd. 
How  quick  at  park  and  play  they  strUce; 
The  duke  they  court;  the  toast  tfiey  like ; 
And  at  Sc  James's  turn  their  grace 
Fhim  former  friends,  now  out  of  place. 

»<  Without  these  aids,  to  be  more  serious, 
Her  power,  they  hold,  had  been  precarious: 
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TIm  eyes  tngfat  haw  ootwpir^d  her  tna. 
And  she  not  known  what  they  m 
Foolish  it  had  been,  and  nnkind, 
That  they  should  see,  and  she  be  bfiad. 

•*  Wise  Nature  likewise,  they  supposi^ 
Has  drawn  two  conduits  down  our  dor: 
Could  Alma  else  with  judgment  tell 
When  cabbage  stinks,  or  mses  smell? 
Or  wto  would  ask  for  her  opmion 
Between  an  ayster  and  an  tmion^ 
For  from  most  bodies,  Dicky  you 
Some  little  bits  ask  leave  to  flow ; 
And,  as  through  these  canala  they  rail. 
Bring  up  a  san^le  of  the  whole ; 
Uke  footmen  running  befoie  coariiei^ 
To  tell  the  inn  vrhat  lord  approaches. 

"  By  nerves  about  our  palate  piac'd. 
She  likewise  judges  <^  the  taste. 
Else  (dismal  thought!)  our  vrarlika  men 
Might  drink  thidc  port  fmr  fine  ckawipagm  . 
And  our  ill-judging  wives  and  dau^itcn 
Mistake  small-beer  for  ohtm-waten.  | 

"  Hence,  too,  that  she  might  better  hesr        i 
She  sets  a  drum  at  either  ear : 
And,  loud  or  gentle,  harsh  or  sweet. 
Are  but  th*  alarums  which  they  beat 

**  Last,  to  enjoy  her  sense  of  feeling 
(A  thing  she  much  delights  to  deal  in,) 
A  thousand  little  nerves  she  sends 
Quite  to  our  toes  and  fingers'  aids ; 
And  these^  in  gratitude,  again 
Return  dieir  spirits  to  the  brsin ; 
In  which  their  figure  being  printed, 
(As  just  before,  I  think,  I  hinted,) 
Alma,  inform'd,  can  try  the  case. 
As  the  had  been  upon  the  place. 

**  Hius,  while  the  judge  gives  different  jounia 
To  country  council  and  attomies. 
He  on  the  bench  in  quiet  sits. 
Deciding,  as  they  bring  the  writ& 
The  pope  thus  prays  and  sleeps  at  Kotait, 
And  very  seldom  stirs  from  home : 
Yet,  sending  forth  his  holy  spies. 
And  having  heard  what  they  advis^ 
He  rules  the  church's  blest  dominion^ 
And  sets  men's  faith  by  his  opini( 

"  The  scholars  of  the  Stagyrite, 
Who  for  the  old  opinion  fight. 
Would  make  their  modem  friends 
The  difference  but  firom  more  to  I 
The  Mind,  say  they,  while  you  sustaia 
To  hold  her  station  in  the  brain; 
You  grant,  at  lesst,  she  is  extended : 
Ergo  the  whole  dispute  is  ended. 
For,  till  to-morrow  should  you  plead. 
From  form  and  structure  to  the  heid. 
The  Mind  as  visibly  is  seen 
Extended  through  the  whole  modbmc 
Why  should  all  honour  then  be  ta'en 
From  lower  parts  to  load  the  braia» 
When  other  limbs,  we  plainly  see^ 
Eadi  in  his  way  as  brisk  as  he  ? 
For  music,  grant  the  head  receive  it, 
It  is  the  artist's  hand  that  gave  it ; 
And,  though  the  skull  may  wear  the  laoitl^ 
Hie  soldier's  arm  sustains  the  quarvsL 
Besides,  the  nostrils,  ears,  and  eyes» 
Are  not  his  parts,  but  his  allies  ; 
Ev'n  what  you  hear  the  tongue  pradtfiB 
Cornea  ah  origine  from  them. 
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Vfaat  could  the  httd  pofonb  alone. 
If  all  tfaeir  fiiendly  aids  were  gone  ? 
A  foolish  figure  be  must  make  ; 
Do  nothing  else  but  sleep  and  ake. 

**  Nor  matters  it,  that  you  can  ahow 
How  to  the  bead  the  spirits  go ; 
Thow  spirits  started  iram  some  goal, 
Bdbie  they  through  the  veins  could  rolL 
Kowy  we  should  hold  them  much  to  blame, 
If  they  went  badi,  before  they  came. 

*'  If,  therefore,  as  we  must  suppose, 
Ibey  came  from  fingen,  and  from  toes ; 
Or  teeth,  or  fingers,  in  tiiis  case, 
(H Nnm-thiirs  self  should  take  the  place: 
Di^Miting  fiur,  you  grant  thus  much, 
Thst  all  sensation  is  but  touch. 
Dip  but  your  toes  into  cold  water, 
Ibeir  correspondent  teeth  will  chatter : 
And,  strike  the  bottom  of  your  feet, 
You  act  your  bead  into  a  heat 
The  bully  beat,  and  happy  lover, 
Confess  that  fe^ng  lies  ^1  over. 

"  Note  here,  Lucretius  dares  to  teach 
(As  all  our  youth  may  learn  from  Creech) 
Tbtt  eyes  were  made^  but  could  not  view, 
Mflr  hands  embrace,  nor  feet  punue : 
But  heedlesa  Nature  did  produce 
The  members  first,  and  then  the  use. 
What  each  must  act  was  yet  unknown, 
Till  all  is  mov*d  by  Chance  alone. 

*'  A  man  first  builds  a  country-seat, 
IVn  finds  the  walls  not  good  to  eat. 
Another  plants^  and  wondering  sees 
Nor  books  nor  medals  cm  his  trees. 
Tet  poet  and  philosc^her 
Was  he,  who  durst  such  whims  aver. 
Blest,  ibr  his  sake,  be  human  reason. 
That  came  at  all,  though  late  in  season. 
Bat  no  man,  sure,  e*er  left  his  bouse. 

And  saddled  Ball,  with  thoughts  so  wild. 
To  bring  a  midwife  to  his  qwuse, 

Bc&uc  he  knew  she  was  with  diild. 
And  DO  num  ever  rea^  his  cwn. 

Or  from  the  oven  drew  his  bread. 
Ere  hinds  and  bakers  yet  were  hem. 

That  taught  them  both  to  sow  and  knead. 
Before  they're  ask*d,  can  maids  refuse  ? 
Can"—  «*  P^ay,"  says  Dick, "  hold  in  your  Muse 
While  you  Pindaric  truths  rehearse. 
She  hobbles  in  aUemalt  verse.*'  — 
«  Verse,"  Mat  reply *d ;«  is  that  my  care  ?"  — 
**  Go  on,'*  quoth  Richaid,  «  soft  and  fair." 
<«  Tins  looks,  firiend  Dick,  as  Nature  had 

But  cxenss'd  the  talesman*^  trade ; 

As  if  she  haply  had  sat  down. 

And  cot  out  dothes  for  all  the  town ; 

IWn  sent  them  out  to  Monmoutb-street, 

To  try  what  persons  they  would  fit. 

But  every  free  and  licens'd  taylor 

Would  in  this  lArsu  find  a  fiulure. 

Stould  whims  like  these  his  head  perplex, 

How  could  he  work  for  either  sex  ? 

His  dothes^  as  atoms  might  prevail. 

Might  fit  a  pismire,  or  a  whale. 

^o»  no:  he  views  with  studious  pleasure 

Tour  sfaspe,  before  he  takes  your  measure 

For  real  Kate  he  made  the  bodice, 

And  not  for  an  ideal  goddess. 

Ko  snour  near  his  8hop4)oard  lork'd ; 

Hchaew  ifae  Iblka  for  whom  he  work'd : 


SdU  to  their  site  he  aam'd  hu  skill : 
Else,  pr'ythee,  who  would  pay  his  bill  ? 

"  Next,  Dick,  if  Chance  herself  should  vary. 
Observe,  how  matters  would  miscarry : 
Across  your  eyes,  friend,  place  your  shoes ; 
Your  spectacles  upon  your  toes : 
Then  you  and  Memmius  shall  agree 
How  nicely  men  would  walk,  or  see. 

*'  But  Wisdom,  peerisfa  and  cross-grain'd, 
Must  be  oppos'd,  to  be  sustain'd ; 
And  still  your  knowledge  will  increase. 
As  you  make  other  people's  less. 
In  arms  and  science  'tis  the  same ; 
Our  rival's  hurts  create  our  fame. 
At  Faubert's,  if  disputes  arise 
Among  the  champions  for  the  prize. 
To  prove  who  gave  the  fairer  butt, 
John  shows  the  chalk  on  Robert's  *co4t 
So,  for  the  honour  of  your  book, 
It  tells  where  other  folks  mistook  : 
And,  as  their  notions  you  confound, 
Tliose  you  invent  get  farther  ground. 

'*  Tlie  commentators  on  old  Ari- 
stotle ('tis  urg'd)  in  judgment  vary : 
They  to  their  own  conceits  have  brought 
The  image  of  his  general  thought ; 
Just  as  the  melancholic  eye 
Sees  fleets  and  armies  in  the  sky ; 
And  to  the  poor  i^pprentice  ear 
The  bells  sound,  *  Whittington,  lord-mayor.* 
The  conjuror  thus  explains  his  scheme  ; 
Ilius  spirits  walk,  and  prophets  dream ; 
North  Britons  thus  have  teamd-^si^t  / 
And  Germans,  free  from  gun-shot,  fight. 

"  Hieodoret  and  Origen, 
And  fifty  other  learned  men. 
Attest,  that,  if  their  comments  find 
llie  traces  of  their  master's  mind. 
Alma,  can  ne'er  decay  nor  die : 
This  flatly  t'  other  sect  deny ; 
Simplicius,  Theophrast,  Durand, 
Great  names,  but  hard  in  verse  to  stend. 
lliey  wonder  men  should  have  mistook 
The  tenets  of  their  master's  book, 
And  hold,  that  Alma  yields  her  breath, 
O'ercome  by  age,  and  seiz'd  by  death. 
Now  which  were  wise  ?  and  which  were  fooJf? 
Poor  Ahna  sits  between  two  stools : 
ITie  more  she  reads,  the  more  perplezt ; 
The  comment  ruining  the  text : 
Now  fears,  now  Ix^ies,  her  doubtful  &ta : 
But,  Richard,  let  her  look  to  that— 
Whilst  we  our  own  afiSurs  pursue. 

"  Hiese  different  systems,  old  or  new, 
A  man  vridi  half  an  eye  may  see, 
Were  only  form'd  to  disagree. 
Now,  to  bring  things  to  fair  concluson. 
And  save  much  Chri^ian  ink's  effusion. 
Let  me  propose  an  healing  scheme. 
And  sail  along  the  middle  stream ; 
For,  Dick,  if  we  could  reconcile 

Old  Aristotle  with  Gassendus, 
How  many  would  admire  our  toil  \ 

And  yet  how  few  would  comprehend  us ! 

"  Here^  Richard,  let  my  scheme  fommmciP ; 
Oh !  may  my  words  be  lost  in  sense ! 
While  pleas'd  Thalia  deigns  to  write 
Hie  slips  and  bounds  of  Alma's  fli^it* 

«  My  single  system  shall  suppose 
That  Alma  enters  at  the  toes : 
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Thai  then  the  mount*  bj  juit  dtgreci 
Up  to  the  ancles,  legs,  and  knees ; 
Next,  as  the  sap  of  1  ife  does  rise, 
She  lends  her  Tigour  to  the  thighs ; 
And  all  these  under-regions  past, 
She  nestles  somewhere  near  the  waist ; 
Gives  pain  or  pleasure,  grief  or  laughter. 
As  we  shall  show  at  large  hereafter. 
Mature,  if  not  improv'd  by  time. 
Up  to  tlie  heart  she  loves  to  climb ; 
From  thence,  compell'd  by  craft  and  ag^ 
She  makes  tlie  head  her  latest  stage. 

**  From  the  feet  upward  to  the  head" — 
"  Pithy  and  short,"  «iys  Dick,  "  proceed.** 
"  Dick,  tills  is  not  an  idle  notion  : 
Observe  the  pro^^ress  of  tlie  motion. 
First,  I  demonstratively  prove, 
Tbat  feet  were  only  made  to  move ; 
And  legs  desire  to  come  and  go, 
For  they  have  nothing  else  to  do. 

**  Hence,  long  be&re  the  child  can  crawl, 
He  learns  to  kick,  and  wince,  and  sprawl : 
To  hinder  which,  your  midwife  knows 
To  bind  those  parts  extremely  close ; 
Lest  Alma,  newly  enter'd  in. 
And  stunn'd  at  her  own  di listening's  din, 
Fearful  of  future  g^ef  and  pain. 
Should  silently  sneak  out  again. 
Full  piteous  seems  young  Alma*s  case ; 
As  in  a  luckless  gamester's  place. 
She  would  not  play,  yet  must  not  pass. 

*'  Again  ;  as  she  grows  something  stronger, 
And  master's  feet  arc  swatli'd  no  longer. 
If  in  the  night  too  oft  he  kicks. 
Or  shows  liis  loco-motive  tricks ; 
Tliese  first  assaults  fat  Kate  repays  him  ; 
When  half  asleep,  she  overlays  him. 

"  Now  mark,  dear  Richard,  from  the  age 
Hiat  children  tiead  this  worldly  stage. 
Broom-staff  or  poker  they  bestride. 
And  round  fhe  parlour  love  to  ride*. 
Till  thouglitful  father's  pious  care 
IVovides  his  brood,  next  Smithfield  Fair, 
With  supplemental  hobby-horses : 
And  happy  be  their  infant  courses  ! 

"  Hence  for  some  years  they  ne*er  stand  still : 
llieir  legs,  you  see,  direct  their  will , 
From  opening  mom  till  setting  sun. 
Around  the  fields  and  woods  tliey  run  ; 
They  frisk,  and  dance,  and  leap,  and  play, 
Nor  heed  what  Freind  or  Snape  can  say. 

**  To  tier  next  stage  as  Alma  flies. 
And  likes,  as  I  have  said,  the  thighs, 
With  symjxUhetic  power  slie  warms 
Their  good  allies  and  friends,  the  arms ; 
While  Betty  dances  on  tlie  green. 
And  Susan  is  at  stool-ball  seen ; 
While  John  for  nine-pins  does  declare, 
And  Roger  loves  to  pitch  the  bar : 
Both  legs  and  arms  spontaneous  move ; 
Which  was  tlie  thing  I  meant  to  prove. 

"  Another  motion  now  she  makes  : 
O,  need  I  name  the  scat  she  takes  ? 
His  thought  quite  cliang*d  the  stripling  finds ; 
The  sport  and  race  no  more  he  minds; 
N^lected  Tray  and  pointer  lie. 
And  covies  unmolested  fly. 
Sudden  the  jocund  plain  he  leaves. 
And  for  tlic  nynii>li  in  secret  grieves. 


In  dying  aoeeiits  he  cnmpilnnii 
Of  cruel  fires,  and  raging  paii& 
"Die  nymph  too  longi  to  be  alooe, 
Leaves  aU  the  swains,  and  sag^  for  one. 
The  nymph  is  waim'd  with  young  desbt^ 
And  feels,  and  dies  to  quench  Us  fire. 
They  meet  each  evening  in  the  grave; 
Tlieur  parley  but  augments  their  knc: 
So  to  the  priest  their  case  they  tdl : 
He  ties  the  knot ;  and  all  goes  wdL 

"  But,  O  my  Muse,  just  distance  keep; 
Thou  art  a  maid,  and  must  not  pecp^ 
In  nine  months  time,  the  bodice  looser 
And  petticoats  too  short,  disdose 
Hiat  at  this  age  the  active  mind 
About  the  waist  lies  most  oonfin'd ; 
And  that  young  life  and  quickcnii^  ccbk 
Spring  from  his  influence  daited  thence. 
So  from  the  middle  of  the  world 
The  Sun's  prolific  rays  are  hnrl'd : 
'Tis  from  that  seat  he  darts  dnse  beams, 
Which  quicken  Earth  with  genial  fismcs." 

Dick,  who  thus  long  had  passive  sat,  I 

Here  s^tik'd  his  chin,  and  eodc*d  fan  hst; 
Then  slapp*d  his  hand  upon  llie  board. 
And  thus  the  youth  put  in  hb  wnd. 
"  Lovc*s  advocates,  sweet  sir,  would  find  Ism 
A  higher  place  than  you  assign'dfaim.'* 

'<  Love*s  advocates  1  Dick,  who  are  thou  r- 
"  The  poets,  you  may  well  suppose^ 
I'm  sorry,  sir,  you  have  discarded 
The  men  with  whom  till  now  you  herded. 
Prose-men  alone,  for  private  ends, 
I  thought,  forsook  thdr  ancient  fiiendlL 
In  cor  Uillantf  cries  Lucretiiis ; 
If  he  may  be  aHow*d  to  teach  us. 
The  self-same  thing  soft  Ovid  ssy% 
(A  proper  judge  in  such  a  case,) 
Horace's  phrsMs  is,  torret  jeeurg 
And  happy  was  that  curious  speaker. 
Here  '^^igil  too  has  plac*d  this  paaiioa 
What  signifies  too  long  quotation  ? 
In  ode  and  epic,  plain  this  case  is. 
That  Love  holds  one  of  these  two  places.** 

",  Dick,  without  passion  or  reflection, 
1*11  strsight  demolidi  this  objection. 

"  First,  poets,  all  the  world  agrees, 
Write  half  to  profit,  half  to  please. 
Matter  and  figure  they  produce ; 
For  garnish  this,  and  that  for  use  : 
And  in  the  structure  of  their  feasts, 
They  seek  to  feed  and  please  their  gucrts : 
But  one  may  balk  diis  good  intent. 
And  take  things  otherwise  than  meant. 
Thus,  if  you  ^€  with  my  lord-mayor. 
Roast-beef  and  venison  is  your  Art ; 
Thence  you  proceed  to  swan  and  bustard. 
And  persevere  in  tart  and  custard : 
But  tuUp-leavet  and  lemon-ped 
Hdp  only  to  adorn  the  meal ; 
And  painted  flags,  superb  and  neat. 
Proclaim  you  welcome  to  the  treat. 
The  man  of  sense  hb  meat  devours, 
But  only  smells  the  peel  and  flowers ; 
And  he  nuist  be  an  idle  dreamer. 
Who  leaves  the  pie,  and  gnaws  the  streanier. 

**  That  Cupid  goes  with  bow  and  arrows. 
And  Venus  keeps  her  coach  and  sparrowv 
Is  aU  hut  emblem,  to  acquaint  one, 
'Jliv  son  is  sharp,  the  mother  wantoiL 


IamtoJ. 

Socfa  imaga  hvm  ■ometimei  shown 
A  ffljidc  lenae,  but  oftener  none. 
Far  who  coocdTtt,  what  bards  devise. 
Hat  Hetven  is  plac*d  in  Celia's  eyes ; 
Or  iriMre's  the  sense,  direct  and  moral, 
Ikt  teeth  are  peari,  or  lips  are  coral  ? 

**  Yottr  Honoe  owns,  he  vaiious  writ, 
Ai  mid  or  sober  maggots  bit : 
And,  wboe  too  mndi  the  poet  nmted. 
The  sage  philosopher  recanted*. 
fin  gnte  Epistles  may  disprove 
The  vantoD  Odes  he  made  to  love. 

"  Lucretius  keeps  a  mighty  pother 
Vitb  Cupid  and  his  fancy'd  mother ; 
CiUs  bcr  grest  queen  of  Earth  and  Air, 
I^clara  thst  winds  and  seas  obey  her ; 
Aad,  whOe  her  honour  he  rehearses, 
ImpioRs  her  to  inspire  his  verees. 

**  Yet,  free  from  this  poetic  madness^ 
Xezt  p^e  he  says,  in  sober  sadness, 
nat  the  sad  all  her  feUow-gods 
St  idlmg  b  their  hi^  abodes, 
Hfgsdless  of  this  world  below. 
Oar  health  or  hanging,  weal  or  woe ; 
K«  once  disturb  their  heavenly  spirits 
(Htfa  Scspin's  cheats,  or  Csnar*8  merits. 

'*  Nor  e*er  can  Latin  poets  prove 
I^Hiere  lies  the  real  seat  of  Love. 
fcntf  they  blun,  and  cor  tliey  pierce, 
^  either  beat  supplies  their  verse ; 
iod,  if  folks  ask  the  reaaon  for't, 
hjr,  one  was  long,  and  t'other  short. 
[^ttS  1  presume,  the  British  Muse 
K«7  take  the  freedona  strangers  use. 
s  proie  our  property  is  greater : 
^  should  it  then  be  less  in  metre  ? 
'Cupid  dnows  a  tin^e  dart, 
^e  make  him  woand  the  lover's  AanrT  .* 
H  if  be  tskes  his  bow  and  quiver ; 
Tis  sure  he  must  transfix  the  Over: 
w  rhpne  with  reason  may  dispense, 
Isd  wand  has  right  to  govern  sense. 
**  But  let  your  friends  in  verse  suppose, 
Rat  ne'er  siadl  be  aUow'd  in  prose  ; 
htfrantft  can  make  it  clear, 
^  liser  minds  his  own  affair ; 
^ly  supplies  our  public  uses, 
^  parts  sod  stnins  the  vital  juices ; 
^  lays  some  useful  bUe  aside, 
« tbge  the  chyle's  insipid  tide : 
^  we  dMNild  want  both  gibe  and  satire ; 
^aU  be  burst  with  pore  good-nature. 
"*  gsU  is  bitter  with  a  vritness, 
^  lore  is  all  delight  and  sweetness, 
ly^v  then  has  lost  its  aim, 
f  iwect  aad  bitter  be  the  same : 
bid  he,  methinks,  is  no  great  scholar, 
n»o  can  mialake  desire  for  choler. 
**  The  like  may  of  the  AAiff  be  said ; 
^VH«  sad  terroor  there  are  bred. 
^  tfaoae,  aiaose  hearts  are  loose  and  low, 
tet,  if  they  hear  but  the  tattoo  .• 
|«l  migfaty  physical  theb  (ear  is  ; 
V,  mm  at  noise  of  combat  near  is, 
^  heart,  descendfaig  to  their  breeches, 
[*|^^^their  stoosach  cruel  twitches. 
**  l*n*^  who  o'csvome  or  die, 
m  their  hearts  hung  extremely  high, 
^  strings  of  which,  in  battle's  heat, 
^pim  their  very  cortleti  beat ; 
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Keep  time  with  their  own  tnimpet's  mearan^ 
And  yield  them  most  excessive  pleasure. 

**  Now,  if  'tis  chiefly  in  the  heart 
Hiat  Courage  does  itself  exert, 
'Twill  be  prodigious  hard  to  prove 
That  this  is  eke  the  throne  of  Love. 
Would  Nature  make  one  place  the  seat 
Of  fond  desire,  and  fell  debate  ? 
Must  people  only  take  delight  in 
Those  hours,  when  they  are  dr'd  of  fighting? 
And  has  no  man,  but  who  has  kill'd 
A  fruher,  right  to  get  a  child? 
These  notions  then  I  think  but  idle ; 
And  Love  shall  still  possess  the  middle. 

"  This  truth  more  phdnly  to  discover, 
Suppose  your  hero  were  a  lover. 
Though  be  before  had  gall  and  rage, 
'Which  death  or  conquest  must  assuage. 
He  grows  dispirited  and  low ; 
He  hates  the  fight,  and  shuns  the  foe. 

"  In  scornful  sloth  Achilles  slept. 
And  for  his  wench,  like  TaU'-boy,  wept : 
Nor  would  return  to  war  and  slaughter. 
Till  they  brought  back  the  parson's  daughter. 

'*  Antonius  fled  from  Actium's  coast, 
Augustus  pressing,  Asia  lost : 
His  sails  by  Cupid's  hands  unfurl'd. 
To  keep  the  fair,  he  gave  the  world. 
Edward  our  Fourth,  revered  and  crown'il. 
Vigorous  in  youth,  in  arms  renown'd, 
While  England's  voice,  and  Warwick's  cars, 
Design'd  him  Gallia's  beauteous  heir, 
Chang'd  peace  and  power  for  rage  and  wan^ 
Only  to  dry  one  widow's  tears-* 

**  France's  fourth  Henry  we  may  see 
A  servant  to  the  fair  d'Estree ; 
When,  quitting  Coutras*  prosperous  field. 
And  Fortune  taught  at  length  to  yield. 
He  from  his  guards  and  midnight  tent 
Disguis'd  o*er  hills  and  vallies  went. 
To  wanton  with  the  sprightly  dam^ 
And  in  his  pleasure  lost  his  fame. 

«  Bold  is  the  critic  who  dares  prove 
These  heroies  were  no  friends  to  love ; 
And  bolder  he,  who  dares  aver 
That  they  were  enemies  to  war. 
Yet,  when  their  thought  should,  now  or  never. 
Have  rsis'd' their  heart,  or  fir'd  their  iwer. 
Fond  Alma  to  those  parts  was  gone. 
Which  Love  more  justly  calls  his  own. 

«  Examples  I  could  cite  you  more ; 
But  be  contented  with  these  four : 
For  when  one's  proofii  are  aptly  chosen. 
Four  are  as  valid  as  four  dosen. 
One  came  from  Greece,  and  one  from  Rome; 
The  other  two  grew  nearer  home. 
For  some  in  ancient  books  delight ; 
Others  prefer  what  modems  vnrite : 
Now  I  should  be  extremely  loth, 
Not  to  be  thought  expert  in  both. " 


Canto  IL 

«  But  shall  vre  take  the  Muse  abroad, 
To  drop  her  idly  on  the  road  ? 
And  leave  our  subject  in  the  middle. 
As  Butler  did  his  Bear  and  Fiddle? 
Yet  he,  consummate  master,  knew, 
When  to  recede,  and  where  punue : 
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nw  nobfe  B^^ni^ncM  lucli 
What -others  toiU  despair  to  reach. 
He,  perfect  dancer,  climbs  the  rope, 
And  balances  your  fear  and  hope  : 
If,  after  some  distingiiish*d  leap. 
He  drops  his  pole,  and  seems  to  slip, 
Scraiglit  gathering  all  his  active  strength, 
He  rises  higher  half  his  length. 
With  wonder  you  approve  his  slight. 
And  owe  your  pleasure  to  your  fright: 
But  like  poqr  Andrew  I  advance. 
False  mimic  of  my  master's  dance. 
Around  the  cord  awhile  I  sprawl. 
And  thence,  though  low,  in  earnest  fall. 

*<  My  preface  tells  you,  I  digress'd : 
He*s  half  absoWd  who  has  confess*d." 

**  I  like,'*  quoth  Dick,  **  your  dmitef 
And,  in  return,  take  two  fWmi  me. 
As  masters  in  the  cUire  chscure 
With  various  light  your  eyes  allure, 
A  flaming  yellow  here  they  spread. 
Draw  off  in  blue,  or  cfaaige  in  red ; 
Yet,  from  these  colours  oddly  mix'd. 
Your  sight  upon  the  whole  is  fix'd : 
Or  as,  again,  jrour  courtly  dames 
(Whose  clothes  returning  birth-day  claims) 
,  By  arts  improve  the  stuffs  they  vary. 
And  things  are  best  as  most  contrary ; 
Tlie  gown,  with  stiff*  embroidery  shining. 
Looks  churraing  with  a  slighter  lining ; 
The  out-,  if  Indian  figure  stain. 
The  in-side  must  be  rich  and  plain. 
So  3fOu  great  authors  have  thought  fit 
To  make  digression  temper  wit : 
When  aiguments  too  fiercely  glare,  ^ 

You  calm  them  with  a  milder  air : 
To  lyeak  their  points,  you  turn  tlicir  force. 
And  furbelow  the  plain  discourse.*' 

•<  Richard,"  quoth  Mat,  "  these  words  of  thine 
Speak  something  sly,  and  something  fine : 
But  I  shall  e'en  resume  my  themtj 
However  thou  may'st  praise  or  blame. 

*'  As  people  marry  now,  and  settle, 
Fierce  Love  abates  his  usual  mettle : 
Worldly  desires,  and  household  cares, 
INsturt)  the  godhead's  soft  affairs : 
So  now,  as  health  or  temper  changes, 
In  larger  compass  Alma  ranges. 
This  day  below,  the  next  above. 
As  light  or  solid  whimsies  move. 
So  merchant  has  his  house  in  town. 
And  country-seat  near  Bansted-down : 
From  one  he  dates  his  foreign  letters, 
Sends  out  his  goods,  and  duns  his  debtors : 
Jn  t'other,  at  lus  hours  of  leisure. 
He  smokes  his  pipe,  and  takes  his  pleasure 

'*  And  now  your  matrimonial  Cupid, 
Lash'd  on  by  Time,  grows  tir'd  and  stupid. 
For  stoiy  and  experience  tell  us 
.  That  man  ffrows  old,  and  woman  jealous. 
Both  would  their  little  ends  secure ; 
He  sighs  for  fteedom,  she  for  power : 
His  wishes  tend  abroad  to  roam, 
And  hers  to  domineer  at  home. 
Thus.pasMMi  flags  bv  slow  degree^ 
And,  nil&ed  more,  delighted  kas, 
The  busy  mind  doiet  seldom  go 
To  those  0Dea.«lianning  seats  below ; 
But,  in  the  brcatt  iocmp'd,  prtpana 
^or  wdUbred  Mots  and  fiiture 


Hw  man  luycta  Us  My*s  tiling 
(When  he  la^  autumn  lay  a-dying) 
Was  but  to  gain  liim  to  appoint  her 
By  codicil  a  laiver  jointure. 
The  woman  fin£  it  all  a  trick, 
Hiat  he  could  swoon  when  she  was  sck ; 
And  knows,  that  in  tint  grief  he  reckoa'd 
On  black-ey*d  Susan  for  his  second. 

**  Thus  hiving  strove  some  tedious  ycsn 
With  feign'd  desires,  and  real  (can ; 
And,  tir'd  with  answers  and  replies 
Of  John  affirms,  and  Martha  lies, 
Leaving  this  endless  altercation. 
The  Mind  affects  a  higher  station. 

"  Poltis,  that  generous  king  of  Thncc, 
I  think,  was  in  this  very  case. 
All  Asia  now  was  by  the  ears. 
And  gods  beat  up  for  volunteers 
To  Greece  and  Tkoy;  while  Ftoltissat 
In  quiet  governing  his  state 
'  And  whence,'  said  the  pacific  king,  ^ 

<  Does  all  this  noise  and  discoid  spring?* 

<  Why,  Fkris  took  Atrides'  wife.*~ 

'  With  ease  I  could  compose  this  strife : 
The  injur'd  hero  should  not  loae^ 
Nor  the  young  lover  want  a  spouse. 
But  Helen  chang'd  her  first  conditioQ, 
Without  her  husband's  just  permission. 
What  from  the  dame  can  Paris  hope  ? 
She  may  as  well  from  him  elope. 
Again,  how  can  her  old  good  man. 
With  honour,  take  her  bwk  again? 
From  hence  I  logically  gatfier, 
Tlie  woman  cannot  live  with  either 
Now,  I  liavc  two  right  honest  wives. 
For  whose  possesion  no  man  strives: 
One  to  Atrides  I  will  send. 
And  t'otlier  to  my  Thjan  friend. 
Each  prince  sliall  tlius  with  honour  have 
What  both  so  warmly  seem  to  crave : 
The  wrath  of  gods  and  man  shall  cesse. 
And  Poltis  live  and  die  in  peaces* 

**  Dick,  if  this  story  pleaseth  tface^ 
Fray  thaiyk  Dan  Pope,  who  uAA  h  me. 

**  Howe'er  swift  Abna's  flight  may  wy^ 
(Take  this  by  way  of  comUary) 
Some  limbs  she  finds  the  \ery  amne^ 
In  place,  in  dignity,  in  name : 
These  dwell  at  sudi  convenient  HiHanrf, 
That  each  may  give  his  friend  *^«"^y"^ 
Thi)s  he  who  runs  or  dances  bega 
The  equal  vigour  of  two  legs ; 
So  much  to  both  does  Alma  tnisty 
She  ne'er  regards  which  goes  the  first. 
Teague  could  make  neither  of  them  stiy. 
When  with  himself  he  nn  awaj. 
Hie  mao  who  struggles  in  the  fight, 
Fatigues  left  arm  as  well  as  rigtit ; 
For,  whilst  one  hand  exalts  the  blow. 
And  on  the  earth  extends  the  fise^ 
T'other  would  take  it  wondioos  ill. 
If  in  your  pocket  it  lay  stilL 
And,  wlien  you  shoot,  and  shut  one  cye^ 
You  cannot  think  he  would  deay 
To  Iqnd  the  other  friendly  aid. 
Or  vrink  as  coward,  and  afraid. 
No,  sir;  whilst  he  withdraws  his 
His  comrade  takes  the  suigpr  aim: 
One  moii|ciit  if  his  beams  recede 
As  soon  as  e'er  tfaa  bird  is  dead, 
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Opeiiiig  agdD,  bi  Itjs  Ui  dlliii 

To  Uf  the  profit,  half  the  fiunc^ 

And  hdps  to  pocket  up  tbe  gameu 

"ns  thus  one  tradesman  slips  away, 

To  pvt  his  psrtner  ^iicr  play. 
"  Some  limbs  again,  in  bulk  or  stature 

Unlike,  sad  not  aJun  by  natme, 

lo  ooDoert  act,  like  modem  friends, 

B«cnw  one  serves  tbe  other's  ends. 

Tin  inn  thus  waits  upon  tbe  heart, 

Stqmk  to  lake  the  bully's  part. 

Hat  one,  tfaou^  warm,  dcddes  more  slow 

Han  t'other  executes  tbe  blow. 

A  tfuder-by  may  chance  to  have  it. 

En  Hsck  himself  perceives  he  gave  it. 
"  Tlie  smorous  eyes  thus  always  go 

A-«tTxiI]ing  for  their  friends  below ; 

For,  long  before  the  squire  and  dame 
BantSt^^-iHe  relier'd  their  flame, 
En  viata  yet  are  brought  about, 
IIk  eye  by  sympathy  looks  out. 
Knows  Florimel,  and  longs  to  meet  her, 
And,  if  he  sees,  is  sure  to  greet  her, 
IWgfa  at  safOi-window,  on  the  stairs, 
At  court,  naj  (authors  say)  at  prayers.  — 

**  The  fiuiefal  of  some  Taliant  knight 
Hit  give  this  thing  its  proper  light. 
View  his  two  gauntlets ;  these  declare 
That  both  his  hands  were  us'd  to  war. 
Aad  from  his  two  gilt  spurs  'tis  leam'd 
Bii  feet  were  equally  concem'd. 
kt  hsve  vou  not,  with  thought,  beheld 
IW  swora  hang  dangling  o'er  Uie  shield  ? 
^^  ibows  the  breast,  that  plate  was  us*d  to. 
Bid  so  sUy  right  arm  to  trust  to  : 
Ind,  by  the  peep-boles  in  his  crest, 
bit  not  virtually  confest, 
Ast  there  his  eyes  took  distant  aim, 
Ini  glsoc'd  reqpect  to  that  bright  dame^ 
n  vbose  delight  his  hope  was  center'd, 
Itti  for  whose  glove  his  life  he  ventur'd  ? 

"  Objections  to  my  general  ^tient 
^  rise,  perfaapa;  wad  I  have  mist  them ; 
hit  I  can  call  to  my  assistance 
^Miniity  (mark  that !)  and  distance ; 
JB  prove,  that  all  things,  on  occasion, 
«ffe  union,  and  desire  adhesion  ^ 
3at  Ahna  merely  ia  a  scale, 
^  modves,  like  tbe  weights,  prevaiL 
t  setthcr  side  turn  down  nor  up, 
Tab  l<Ms  or  gain,  with  fear  or  hope, 
IWbslsnce  ilwrnya  would  hang  even, 
A«  Msh'met's  tomb,  'twist  £arth  wad  Heaven. 

*'Tbi^  Bidiard,  is  a  curious  case  : 
>9poos  your  eyes  sent  equal  xays 
foo  two  cBslant  poU  of  ale, 
(flt  knowing  wfaicfa  waa  mild  or  stale : 
B  thb  ad  state  your  doubtful  choice 
^«ild  never  have  the  castins  voice ; 
Hudi  best  or  wont  you  could  not  think, 
^  die  you  must  for  want  of  drink ; 
^tiem  tome  diance  inclines  your  sight, 
B&ng  one  pot  in  fairer  light ; 
Va  you  praAr  or  A,  or  B, 
II  tines  and  an^ea  best  agree: 
our  «nae  resolv'd  impels  your  will : 
^  guides  your  hand — so  drink  your  filL 

**'  Have  you  not  seen  a  baker's  maid 
Ittwtcn  two  efual  baonicrs  sway'd  ? 


Her  tallies  useless  lie,  and  Idle, 
If  plac'd  exactly  in  the  middle : 
But,  forc'd  from  this  tmactive  state 
By  virtue  of  some  casual  weight. 
On  either  side  you  hear  them  clatter. 
And  judge  of  right  and  left  hand  matter. 

*<  Now,  Richard,  this  coercive  force, 
l^thout  your  choice,  must  take  its  coune ; 
Great  kings  to  wars  are  pointed  forth. 
Like  loadeid  needles  to  the  north. 
And  tfaou  and  I,  by  power  unseen. 
Are  barely  passive,  and  suck'd-Jn 
To  HenauU's  vaults,  or  Celia's  chambcry 
As  straw  and  paper  are  by  amber. 
If  we  sit  down  to  play  or  set, 
(Suppose  at  ombre  or  bastet,) 
Let  people  call  us  cheats  or  fools. 
Our  cards  and  we  are  eoual  tools. 
'  We  sure  in  vain  the  cards  condemn; 
Ourselves  both  cut  and  shuffled  them. 
In  vain  on  Fbrtune's  ai^  rely : 
She  only  is  a  stander-by. 
Poor  men !  poor  papers !  we  and  tfaey 
Do  some  impulsive  force  obey : 
And  are  but  play'd  vrith  —  do  not  pUy. 
But  space  and  matter  we  should  blame  ; 
They  palm'd  the  trick  that  lost  the  game. 

**  llnis,  to  save  further  contradiction 
Against  what  you  may  think  but  fiction, 
I  for  attraction,  Dick,  declare  : 
Deny  it  those  bold  men  that  dare. 
As  well  your  motion,  as  your  thou^t, 
Is  all  by  hidden  impulse  wrought : 
Ev'n  saying  that  you  think  or  walk. 
How  like  a  coun^  squire  you  talk ! 

**  Mark  then ; — Where  fancy,  or  desire^ 
Collects  the  beams  of  vital  fire ; 
Into  that  limb  fair  Alma  slides. 
And  there,  pro  tempore,  resides. 
She  dwells  in  Nicolini's  tongue. 
When  Fyrrhiis  chants  tbe  heavenly  song. 
When  Pedro  does  the  lute  commuid. 
She  guides  the  cunning  artist's  hand. 
Through  Macer's  gullet  she  runs  down, 
When  the  vile  glutton  dines  alone. 
And,  v<nd  of  modesty  and  thought. 
She  follows  Bibo's  endless  draught. 
TVough  the  soft  sex  again  she  rangei^ 
As  youth,  caprice,  or  fhshion,  changes. 
Fair  Alma,  careless  and  serene. 
In  Fanny's  sprightly  eyes  is  seen  ; 
While  they  diffuse  their  infant  beams, 
Hiemselves  not  conscious  of  their  flames. 
Again  fair  Alma  sits  confest 
On  Florimel's  experter  breast ; 
When  she  the  rising  sigh  constrains. 
And,  by  concealing,  speaks  her  pains. 
In  Cynthia's  neck  fair  Alma  glows, 
When  the  vain  thing  her  jewels  shows  i 
When  Jenny's  stays  are  newly  lac'd. 
Fair  Alma  plays  about  her  waist ; 
And  when  the  swelling  hoop  sustains 
The  rich  brocade,  fair  Alma  deigns 
Into  tbat  lower  space  to  enter, 
Of  the  large  round  herself  tbe  centra^ 

"  Again :  that  single  limb  or  feature, 
(Such  is  the  cogent  force  of  Nature,) 
Which  most  did  Alma's  passion  move 
In  tbe  first  olgect  of  her  love, 
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For  ever  will  be  found  confest. 
And  printed  on  the  amorous  breast 

*'  O  Abelard  *  ilUfafled  youth. 
Thy  tale  will  justify  this  truth  : 
But  well  I  weet,  thy  cruel  wrong 
Adorns  a  nobler  poet's  song. 
Dan  Pope  for  thy  misfortune  grier'dy 
With  kind  concern  and  skill  has  weav'd 
A  silken  web ;  and  ne*er  shall  fiide 
Its  colours ;  gently  has  he  laid 
The  mantle  o'ei  thy  sad  distress. 
And  Venus  shall  the  texture  bless. 
He  o*cr  the  weeping  nun  has  drawn 
Such  artful  folds  of  sacred  lawn, 
That  Love,  with  equal  grief  and  pride. 
Shall  see  the  crime  be  strives  to  hide. 
And,  sofUy  drawing  back  the  veil. 
The  god  shall  to  his  votaries  tell 
Eadi  conscious  tear,  each  blushing  grace. 
That  deck'd  dear  £loisa*s  face. 
Hapi^  the  poet,  blest  the  lays. 
Which  Buckingham  has  deign'd  to  pruae ! 

"  Next,  Dick,  as  youth  and  habit  sways, 
A  hundred  gambols  Alma  plays. 
If,  whilst  a  boy,  Jack  ran  from  school. 
Fond  of  his  hunting-bom  and  pule ; 
Though  gout  and  age  his  ^>eed  detain. 
Old  John  halloos  his  hounds  again ; 
By  his  fire^side  he  starts  the  hare. 
And  turns  her  in  his  wicker-diair ; 
His  feet,  however  lame,  you  find. 
Have  got  the  better  of  his  Mind. 

*'  If,  while  the  Mind  was  in  her  1^, 
Tlie  duice  affected  nimble  Peg ; 
Old  Madge,  bewitch'd  at  six^-one, 
Calls  for  Green  Sleeves,  and  Jumping  Joan. 
In  public  mask,  or  private  ball. 
From  Lincoln*s-inn  to  Goldsmiths-hali^ 
All  ChristnuM  long  away  she  trudges, 
TVips  it  with  prentices  and  judges. 
In  vain  her  diildren  urge  her  stay, 
And  age  or  palsy  bar  the  way 
BBt,.if  those  images  prevail 
Which  whilom  did  affect  the  tail. 
She  still  renews  the  ancient  scene, 
Forgets  the  forty  years  between : 
Awkwardly  gay,  and  oddly  merry. 
Her  scarf  pale  pink,  her  head-knot  cherry ; 
0*er-heated  with  ideal  rage, 
She  cheats  her  son,  to  wed  her  page. 

**  If  Alma,  whilst  the  man  was  young, 
Slipp'd  up  too  soon  into  his  tongue, 
Pleas*d  with  his  own  fantastic  skill. 
He  lets  that  weapon  ne'er  lie  stilL 
On  any  point  if  you  dispute, 
Impend  upon  it,  he'll  confute : 
CSiange  «des,  and  you  increase  your  pain, 
For  he'll  confute  you  back  again. 
For  one  may  speak  with  TuUy's  tongue, 
Yet  all  the  while  be  in  the  wrong. 
And  'tis  remarkable,  tliat  they 
Talk  most,  who  have  the  least  to  say. 
Your  dainty  speakers  have  the  curse. 
To  plead  bad  causes  down  to  worse : 
As  dames,  who  native  beauty  want. 
Still  uglier  look,  the  more  they  paint 

"  Again :  if  in  the  female  sex 
Alma  should  on  this  member  fix, 
'  A  cruel  and  a  desperate  case, 

tm  which  Heaven  ihield  my  lovely  Ums  1) 
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For  ever  more  all  care'is  vam. 
That  would  bring  Alma  down  agdo. 
As,  in  habitual  gout  or  stone, 
Tlie  only  thing  that  can  be  done, 
Is  to  correct  your  drink  and  diet. 
And  keep  the  inward  foe  in  quiet; 
So,  if  for  any  sins  of  ours, 
Or  our  forefiahers*  hi(^ier  powers, 
Severe,  though  just,  afflict  our  life 
With  that  prime  ill,  a  talking  wife ; 
Till  Death  sludl  bring  the  kind  letiei; 
We  must  be  patient,  or  be  deaf. 

**  You  know  a  certain  lady,  Dick, 
Who  saw  me  when  I  last  was  sick  : 
She  kindly  talk'd,  at  least  tliree  boun, 
Of  jtUtstic  forms,  and  menial  powers ; 
Describ'd  our  pre-existing  station 
Before  this  vile  terrene  creation ; 
And,  lest  I  should  be  wcary'd,  madsni, 
To  cut  things  short,  came  down  to  Adam ; 
From  whence,  as  fast  as  she  was  able. 
She  drowns  the  worid,  and  builds  up  BadieL 
Through  Syria,  Persia,  Greece,  she  goes, 
And  takes  the  Romans  in  the  close. 

'<  But  we'll  descant  on  general  natiuv : 
This  is  a  ^rstem,  not  a  satire. 

**  l\im  we  this  globe,  and  let  us  see 
How  different  nations  disagree 
In  what  we  wear,  or  eat  and  drink ; 
Nay,  Didc,  perhaps  in  what  we  Hunk. 
In  water  as  you  smell  and  taste 
The  soUs  through  which  it  rose  and  past, 
In  Alma's  manners  you  may  read 
The  place  where  she  was  born  and  bred. 

"  One  people  from  their  swaddling  bsnAs 
Releas'd  their  infants*  feet  and  hands : 
Here  Alma  to  these  limbs  was  brought. 
And  Sparta's  offspring  kick'd  and  fought 

*<  Another  taught  their  babes  to  talk, 
Ere  they  could  yet  in  go-carts  walk : 
There  Alma  settled  in  the  tongue. 
And  orators  from  Athens  sprung. 

**  Observe  but  in  these  neighbouring  hadt 
The  different  use  of  mouths  and  hands ; 
As  men  lepos'd  their  various  hopes. 
In  battles  these,  and  those  in  tropes. 

*'  In  Britain's  isles,  as  Heylin  notes. 
The  ladies  trip  in  petticoats ; 
Which,  for  the  honour  of  tlieir  nation. 
They  quit  but  on  some  great  occasion. 
Men  there  in  breeches  clad  you  view : 
They  daim  that  garment  as  their  due. 
In  Turkey  the  reverse  appears ; 
Long  coats  tlie  liaughty  husband  vrears. 
And  greets  his  wife  with  angry  !q>eccfaes, 
If  slie  be  seen  M'ithout  her  breeches. 

*'  In  our  fantastic  climes  the  fair 
With  cleanly  powder  dry  tlieir  hair : 
And  round  their  lovely  breast  and  head 
Fresh  fiowers  tlieir  mingled  odours  slied. 
Your  nicer  Hottentots  Uiink  meet 
With  guts  and  tripe  to  deck  their  feet ; 
Witli  down-cast  looks  on  Totta's  legs 
Tlie  ogling  youth  most  humbly  begs 
She  would  not  from  his  hopes  leuiuta 
At  once  his  breakfast  and  his  love  : 
And,  if  tlie  skittisli  nymph  should  flj. 
He  in  a  double  sense  must  die. 

«  We  simple  toasters  take  delight 
To  Me  our  women's  teeth  look  whiter 
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And  evtrf  aocj  iU-bred  felloir 

Soccn  at  a  mouth  profoundly  yellow. 

In  China  nooe  hxAd  women  iweet, 

Eicept  their  nagi  are  black  as  jet. 

King  Chihu  put  nine  queens  to  demth^ 

Comict  on  statute,  Ivory  Teeth. 
**  At  T(Hiquin,  if  a  prince  should  die, 

fAi  Jesuits  write,  who  never  lie,) 

The  wife,  and  counsellor,  and  priest, 

Wlto  «nr'd  him  most,  and  lov*d  him  best, 

Aipsic  and  light  his  funeral  fire. 

And  cheerful  on  the  pile  expire. 

la  Europe  *twouId  be  hard  to  find 

in  etch  degree  one  half  so  kind. 

"  Now  turn  we  to  the  fiutfaest  east, 
Ajid  diere  obaerre  the  gentry  drest. 
Ainoe  Giolo,  and  his  royal  sisters, 
Sorr'd  with  tra  thousand  comely  blisters ; 
Ibe  mariis  remaining  on  the  skin, 
To  tell  the  quality  within. 
Dbtinguish'd  slashes  deck  the  great : 
As  each  excels  in  birth  or  state, 
ffis  oyletJioles  are  more  and  ampler : 
Ihe  king's  own  body  was  a  sampler. 
Bappy  the  climate,  where  the  beau 
flan  the  same  suit  for  use  and  show  : 
iml  at  a  small  expense  your  wife, 
fence  weU  puik'd,  is  doth'd  with  life. 

"  Westward  again,  the  Indian  fair 
s  aicdy  smear*d  with  fat  of  bear : 
More  you  see,  you  smell  your  toast ; 
ind  sweetest  she  who  stinks  the  most 
(V  finest  sparks  and  cleanest  beaux 
Drip  from  the  shoulders  to  the  toes : 
low  sleek  their  skins !  their  joints  how  easy ! 
iWre  iknrens  only  are  not  greasy  ! 

"  1  mtntion'd  diflferent  ways  of  breeding : 
fegia  we  in  our  children's  rndin^ 
'o  master  John  tbe  English  maid 
i  horn-book  gives  of  gingerbread ; 
lad,  that  the  child  may  learn  the  better, 
ts  he  can  name,  he  eats  tbe  letter, 
'^weeding  thus  with  vast  dcb'ght, 
b  qttlls,  and  gnaws,  from  left  to  light 
^  ihow  a  Hebrew's  hopeful  son 
Htcre  we  suppose  the  book  begun, 
he  child  would  thank  you  for  your  kindness, 
•nd  read  quite  backward  from  out  finis. 
^our  he  learning  ne'er  so  fast, 
*nat  A  would  be  resenr'd  the  last 

**  An  equal  instance  of  this  matter 
iin  the  manners  of  a  daughter. 
I  Europe,  if  a  harmless  maid, 
i  Nature  and  by  Lore  betray'd, 
^Id,  ere  a  wife,  become  a  nurse, 
ler  friends  would  look  on  her  the  worse. 
1  China,  Dunpier's  TVavels  tell  ye, 
l^ook  in  his  Index  for  F^lli,) 
Mo  as  the  British  ships  unmoor, 
ad  joUy  long4MMt  rows  to  shore, 
^>*^  come  the  nobles  of  the  land : 
acfa  brings  his  daughter  in  his  hand, 
*^c«chxng  the  imperious  tar 
0  make  her  but  one  hour  his  care. 
^  tender  mother  stands  afTrighted, 
e^  her  dear  daughter  should  be  slighted : 
od  poor  miss  Yaya  dreads  the  shame 
^p)ing hack  tbe  rottd  she  came. 
**•  OlMcrre  how  custom,  Dick,  compels 
^  bdy  that  in  Europe  dwells : 


Aha  herte%  die  slips  away, 
And  what  to  do^  one  need  not  say.    . 
Now  see  how  great  Fomonque's  queen 
BehaT'd  henelf  amongst  the  men : 
Fleas*d  with  her  punch,  the  gallant  soul 
First  drank,  then  water'd  in  the  bowl ; 
And  sprinkled  in  the  captain's  hem 
Tbe  marks  of  her  peculiar  grace.  — 

**  To  close  this  point,  we  need  not  roam 
For  instances  so  far  from  home. 
What  parts  gay  France  from  sober  Spain? 
A  little  rising  rocky  chain. 
Of  men  bom  south  or  north  o*th'  hill, 
Hiose  seldom  move,  these  ne'er  stand  stilL 
Dick,  you  love  maps,  and  may  perceive 
Rome  not  far  distant  frx>m  Geneve. 
If  the  good  pope  remains  at  home. 
He's  the  first  prince  in  Cltfistendom. 
Choose  then,  good  pope,  at  home  to  stay, 
Nor  westward  curious  take  thy  way : 
Hiy  way  unhappy  should'st  diou  take 
From  liber's  bank  to  Leman  lak^ 
Ibou  art  an  aged  priest  no  more. 
But  a  young  flaring  painted  whore : 
Thy  sex  is  lost,  thy  town  is  gone ; 
No  longer  Rome,  but  Babylon. 
Tlut  some  few  leagues  should  make  this  change^ 
To  men  unleam'd  seems  mighty  strange. 

"  But  need  we,  friend,  insist  on  this  ? 
Since,  in  the  very  Canton  Swiss, 
All  your  philosophers  agree. 
And  prove  it  plain,  that  one  may  be 
A  heretic,  or  true  believer, 
On  this,  or  t'other  side  a  river." 

"  Here,"  with  an  artful  smile,  quoth  Dick, 
**  Your  proofs  come  mighty  full  and  thick.' 

The  bard,  on  this  extensive  chapter 
Wound  up  into  poetic  rapture. 
Continued :  **  Richard,  cast  your  eye. 
By  ni^it,  upon  a  vrinter-sky : 
Cast  it  by  day-light  on  the  stnnd. 
Which  compasses  fiur  Albion's  land ; 
If  you  can  count  the  stars  that  glow 
Above,  or  sands  that  lie  below. 
Into  ^ose  common  places  look. 
Which  from  great  authors  I  luTe  took. 
And  count  the  proofs  I  have  collected, 
To  have  my  writings  well  protected. 
Tliese  I  lay  by  for  time  of  need. 
And  thou  may'st  at  thy  leisure  read. 
For,  standing  every  critic's  rage, 
I  saftly  will  to  future  age 
My  ayjfem,  as  a  gift,  bequeath, 
^ctorious  over  %iite  and  Death.' 


CAirro  III. 

Richard,  who  now  was  half  asleep, 
Rous'd,  nor  would  longer  silence  keep ; 
And  sense  like  this,  in  vocal  breath, 
Broke  from  his  two-fold  hedge  of  teeth. 
Now,  if  this  phrase  too  harsli  be  thought, 
Pope,  tell  the  world,  'tis  not  my  fault 
Old  Homer  taught  us  thus  to  speak ; 
If  'tis  not  sense,  at  least  'tis  Greek. 

«  As  folks,"  quoth  Richard,  «  prone  to  laaflng^ 
Say  things  at  first,  because  they're  pleasiDg, 
Then  prove  what  they  have  once  asaerted. 
Nor  care  to  have  their  lie  deserted, 
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'411I  taBir  own  citttBBKt  St  iRign  uWavc  cioBy 
And,  oft  repeating,  tky  bel£ve  'em : 
Or  as,  again,  thode  amorous  blades, 
VHio  trifle  with  their  mothers'  maidi^ 
Hiougb  at  th^  first  their  wild  desire 
Was  but  to  quench  a  present  fire  ; 
Yet  if  the  object  of  their  lo?e 
Chance  by  Ludna's  aid  to  proves 
Tliey  seldom  let  die  bantling  roar 
In  basket  at  a  neighbour's  door ; 
But,  by  the  flattering  glass  of  Nature 
Viewing  themselves  in  cake-hreaiV^  feature^ 
With  serious  thought  and  care  support 
What  only  was  begun  in  sport : 

"  Just  so  with  you,  my  friend,  it  hres, 
Who  deal  in  philosophic  wares. 
Atoms  you  cut,  and  forms  you  measure 
To  gratify  your  private  pleasure; 
Till  airy  seeds  of  casual  wit 
Do  some  fantastic  birth  beget ; 
And,  pleas'd  to  find  your  system  mended 
Beyond  what  you  at  first  intended, 
The  happy  whimsey  you  pursue. 
Till  you  at  length  believe  it  true* 
Caught  by  your  own  delusive  art. 
You  fancy  first,  and  then  assert.** 

Quoth  Matthew :    "  Friend,  as  far  as  I 
Tlirough  Art  or  Nature  cast  my  eye, 
TTiis  axiom  clearly  I  discern, 
Tbat  one  must  teach,  and  t'other  learn. 
No  fool  Pythagoras  was  thought ; 
Whilst  he  his  weighty  doctrines  taught. 
He  made  his  listening  scholars  stand. 
Their  mouth  still  cover'd  ynth  their  hand ; 
Else,  may  be,  some  odd-thinking  youth, 
Less  friend  to  doctrine  than  to  truth. 
Might  have  refus*d  to  let  his  ears 
Attend  the  music  of  the  spheres ; 
Deny*d  all  transmigrating  scenes. 
And  introduced  the  use  of  beans. 
From  great  Lucretius  take  his  void. 
And  aU  the  world  is  quite  destroy'd. 
Deny  Des-cart  his  subtil  matter. 
You  leave  him  neither  fire  nor  water. 
How  oddly  would  Sir  Isaac  look, 
If  you,  in  answer  to  his  book, 
Say  in  the  front  of  your  discourse. 
That  things  have  no  elastic  force ! 
How  could  our  chymic  friends  go  on. 
To  find  the  jtiiUosojtfiic  stone. 
If  you  more  powerful  reasons  bring. 
To  prove  that  there  is  no  sudi  thing  ? 

*'  Your  chiefs  in  sciences  and  arts 
Have  great  contempt  of  Alma's  parts. 
Hiey  find  she  giddy  is,  or  dull ; 
She  doubts  if  things  are  void,  or  full : 
And  who  should  be  presum'd  to  tell 
What  she  herself  should  see,  or  feel  ? 
She  doubts  if  two  and  two  make  four. 
Though  she  has  told  them  ten  times  o'er. 
It  can't  —  it  may  be— and  it  must; 
To  which  of  these  must  Alma  trust  ? 
Nay  further  yet  they  make  her  go 
In  doubting,  if  she  doubts,  or  no. 
Can  ^fUogism  set  things  right  ? 
No  *.  majors  soon  with  minors  fight; 
Or,  both  in  friendly  consort  join'd. 
The  amsequence  limps  fidse  behind. 
So  to  some  cunnings  man  she  goes, 
And  aaks  of  him,  bow  much  die  knows. 


With  paocDce  giwe  he  hem  herspeu. 
And  from  his  diort  notes  gives  hfr  btck 
What  from  her  tale  he  comprehended; 
Thus  the  dilute  is  wisely  ended. 

**  From  the  account  the  loser  brings, 
The  conjuror  knows  who  stole  the  t^i^** 

**  'Squire,"  mtemipted  Dick,  **  uce  wba 
Were  you  amongst  thoe  cunnii^  men?'* 

"  i)ear  Dick,"  quoth  Mat,  <«let  not  tkyCm 
Of  eloquence  spoil  my  discount, 
I  tell  thee,  this  is  Alma's  case, 
Still  asking  what  some  wise  man  mjs 
Who  does  his  mind  in  words  reveal, 
Which  all  must  grant,  though  few  csnipdL 
You  tell  your  doctor  that  y*re  ill : 
And  what  does  he,  but  write  abill? 
Of  which  you  need  not  resul  one  lettff : 
The  worse  the  scnwl,  the  dose  the  better. 
For  if  you  knew  but  what  you  take. 
Though  you  recover,  be  must  break. 

"  Ideas,  formSf  and  intellects. 
Have  fumish'd  out  three  different  seds, 
Substance,  or  accident,  divides. 
All  Europe  into  adverse  sides. 

"  Now,  as,  engag'd  in  arms  or  laws, 
You  must  have  friends  to  back  yoor  caose ) 
In  pkUosojthie  matters  so 
Your  judgment  must  with  othen  go : 
For  as  in  senates,  so  in  scbools, 
Majority  of  voices  rules. 

*'  Poor  Alma,  like  a  lonely  deer. 
O'er  hills  and  dales  does  doubtful  err : 
With  panting  haste,  and  quick  surprise, 
From  every  leaf  that  stirs,  she  flies ; 
nil,  mingled  with  the  neighbouring  herd, 
She  slights  what  erst  she  singly  fear'd  : 
And  now,  exempt  from  doubt  and  dieid, 
She  dares  pursue,  if  they  dare  lead ; 
As  their  example  still  prevails, 
Siie  tempts  the  stream,  or  leiqis  the  palcs^" 

"  He  then,"  quoth  Dick,  «  who  by  yowr 
Thinks  for  himself,  becomes  a  fool ; 
As  party  man,  who  leaves  the  rest, 
Is  caird  but  tohimsical  *  at  besL 

*'  Now,  by  your  &vour,  master  Mat, 
Like  Ralpho,  here  I  smell  a  rat. 
I  must  be  listed  in  your  sect. 
Who,  though  tliey  teadi  not,  can  protect" 
"  Right,  Richard,"  Mat  in  triumph  Cfy'd: 
"  So  put  off  all  mistrust  and  pride. 
And,  while  my  principles  I  beg, 
Piray  answer  only  with  your  leg* 
Believe  what  friendly  I  advise : 
Be  first  secure,  and  then  be  wise. 
The  man  within  tlic  coach  that  sits. 
And  to  another's  skill  submits. 
Is  safer  much,  (whate*er  arrives,) 
And  warmer  too,  than  he  that  drives. 

"  So  Dick  Adejtt,  tuck  back  thy  hair. 
And  I  will  pour  into  thy  ear 
Remarks,  which  none  did  e'er  diyloaf 
In  smooth-pac*d  verse,  or  hobbling  proK. 
Attend,  dear  Dick  ;  but  don't  re^ : 
And  thou  may'st  prove  as  wise  as  I. 

'*  When  Alma  now,  in  different  age% 
Has  finish'd  her  ascending  stages^ 

*  Some  of  the  Tories,  in  the  queen's  mp* 
distinguished  by  thiit  appellation. 
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Into  the  bnid  at  la^  dw  gsli, 

And  diere  in  paUic  gnmdeiir  flil% 

To  judge  of  thiiigs,  and  cenaiire  wita. 
**  Here,  Richvd,  how  could  I  azplaiB 

Die  nriotts  libyrintha  of  the  bnia  f 

Surprise  my  raodera,  whOat  I  tell  'em 

Of  oitAnoN,  and  cerebeOum  / 

Hov  could  I  play  the  commentator 

Ob  dura  and  on  pia  mater  I 

^KImr  hot  and  cold,  and  dry  and  wet, 

&n*e  each  the  other*!  place  to  get ; 

And,  with  incenant  toU  and  strife, 

Would  keep  poaession  during  life. 

'cooJd  demonstrate  every  pore, 

VlKfe  memfliy  \k^  np  liX  her  itore; 

And  to  an  nich  compute  the  station 
*T»iit  judflnent  and  imagination. 
0  firirad !  I  could  diq>]ay  much  learning 
At  lent  to  men  of  small  diaceming. 
IV  brain  containa  ten  diousand  ceUs : 
lo  each  lome  active  ftncy  dwells ; 
^^^lach  always  is  at  woric,  and  firuning 

IV  «ienl  follies  I  waa  naming. 
As  in  a  hiire*s  rimineous  dome 

TcD  thooaand  bees  enjoy  their  home, 
£*cli  does  her  studious  actions  vary, 
Togo  and  come,  to  fetch  and  carry ; 
EKh  rtill  renews  her  little  labour, 
Nvjitftlcs  her  assiduooa  neighbour : 
Evh^  whilst  this  tkau  I  maintain, 
1^,  Dick,  I  know  thy  brain. 
0.  with  the  mighty  iktme  affected, 
^d  I  but  see  thy  hcnd  disaected!** 

"  Mj  head!"  quoth  Dick,  «to  aenre  your 

whim! 
^  that,  and  take  some  other  limb. 
^<  io  your  nice  affiurs  of  jystem, 
^ae  men  propose  ;  but  fools  assist  *em." 

^  Matthew,  m  Ridiard,  keep  thy  head, 
lod  hold  thy  peace;  and  1*11  proceed.'* 

"  IVoceed  !*'  quoth  Dick  :  *<  Sur,  I  aver, 
'00  \am  already  gone  too  far. 
^hen  people  once  are  in  the  wrong, 
*^  line  they  add  is  much  too  long. 
Hm)  Cute«  walks,  but  walks  astray, 
^<nly  6nthest  from  his  way. 
1^  ymr  ooneeits  !  must  I  believe, 
^e'cr  absurd,  what  you  conceive  ; 
^  for  your  fiiendaUp,  live  and  die 
'  Pipiit  in  pfailoaopby? 
■?,  whatever  you  maintain 
f  Alma  in  the  heart  or  brain, 

V  plaineat  nan  alive  may  tell  ye^ 
''' «nt  of  flupire  is  the  beUy  t 

^  hence  she  sends  out  thooe  suppUaa, 
'nidi  makes  us  cidier  atout  or  wise ; 

V  itrengdi  of  every  other  member 
'<M»ded  on  your  brily-timber  ; 

V  quafans  or  raptures  of  your  blood 
■*  in  proportion  to  your  food  ; 

■^  if  you  would  improve  your  thought, 
«  mot  be  led  as  well  m  taupht. 
"w  «omadi  makes  your  labnc  roO, 
B(  a»  the  bias  rules  the  bowL 
"^  gnat  Athtilft  raj^it  employ 
^  ^ngih  designed  to  ruin  TVoy ; 
*  d:n'd  on  lion*«  marrow,  spread 
D  Ujostft  of  ammunition  bread : 
ut,  by  bk  moUier  oent  away, 
Bwigvt  die  Itearian  prls  to  play. 
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Strange  product  of  a  rhwse  rake  diet  f 

How  give  my  argument  lair  play^ 

And  take  the  thing  the  other  way  : 

The  youngster,  who  at  nine  and  three 

Drinks  with  hb  sisters  milk  and  tea, 

FVom  breakiaat  reads  till  twdve  o'clock, 

Burnet  and  Heylin,  Hobbea,  and  Locke : 

He  pays  due  visits  after  noon 

To  cousin  Alice  and  undo  John. 

At  ten  from  coffee-houae  or  play 

Returning,  finiabes  the  day. 

But,  give  him  port  and  potent  aade. 

From  mattsqp  he  starts  up  Mukatkt 

Holda  that  the  happy  know  no  hours  ; 

So  tiirough  the  atreet  at  midnight  aooun^ 

Breaks  watchmen's  heads  and  chairmen's  ^aaaca^ 

And  thence  proceeds  to  nicking  sashes  ; 

Till,  by  some  tougher  hand  o'ercome. 

And  first  knock'd  down,  and  then  led  hom^ 

He  damns  the  footman,  strikea  the  maid. 

And  decently  reela  up  to  bed. 

'<  Observe  the  various  operations 
Of  food  and  drink  in  eeveral  "^t*ffnffL 
Was  ever  Tartar  fierce  or  cruel 
Upon  the  strength  of  water-gruel  ? 
But  who  ahall  stand  his  rage  and  fonse. 
If  first  he  rides,  then  eats  his  horse  ? 
Salads,  and  eggs,  and  lighter  fiue^ 
Tune  the  ItaUan  spark's  guitar. 
And,  if  I  take  Dan  Congreve  right. 
Pudding  and  beef  make  Britons  fight. 
Tokay  and  coffee  cause  this  work 
Between  the  German  and  the  Turk ; 
And  both,  as  they  provisions  want, 
Chicane  avoid,  retire  and  faint. 

"  Hunger  and  thirst,  or  guns  and  swords, 
Give  the  same  death  in  different  words. 
To  push  this  argument  no  further ; 
To  starve  a  man,  in  law  is  murthcr. 

'*  As  in  a  watch's  fine  machine, 
Hiough  many  artful  springs  are  seen  ; 
The  added  movement^  which  declare 
How  AiU  the  Moon,  how  old  the  year. 
Derive  their  aecondvy  power 
From  that  which  simply  points  the  hour. 
For,  though  those  gim-cracks  were  away, 
(Quare  would  not  awear,  but  Quare  would  aayj 
However  more  reduc'd  and  plain. 
The  watch  would  still  a  watch  remain : 
But,  if  the  Aora/-orbit  ceases. 
The  whole  stands  still,  or  breaks  to  pieoea; 
Is  now  no  longer  what  it  was, 
And  you  may  e'en  go  sell  the  caae. 
So,  if  unpiejudic'd  you  scan 
The  goings  of  this  clocb-wofk  man. 
You  find  a  hundred  movements  made 
By  fine  devices  in  his  head  ; 
But  'tis  the  stomach's  solid  stroke 
That  tells  his  being  what's  o'clock. 
If  you  take  off  this  rheiorie  trigger. 
He  talks  n^  more  in  mode  andfigm^ ; 
Or,  clog  his  maMfinalic-wheel, 
His  buildings  fall,  his  ship  stands  stiU; 
Or,  lastly,  break  his  potStic-wdght, 
His  voice  no  longer  rules  the  state. 
Yet,  if  these  finer  whinas  are  gone. 
Your  dock,  though  phtin,  vrould  still  goon  ; 
But  tpoil  the  engme  of  digestion, 
And  you  ontirely  change  the 
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Alma*!  afikin  no  power  cm  inenid ; 
Th^je8t,akg!  katanend: 
Soon  ceases  all  the  worldly  busdet 
And  you  consign  the  corpse  to  RusseL 

"  Now  make  your  Alma  come  or  go 
FVom  leg  to  hand,  from  top  to  toe, 
Tour  i^ttenh  without  my  addition. 
Is  in  a  very  sad  condition. 
So  Harlequin  eztoU'd  his  horse. 
Fit  for  the  war,  or  road,  or  course ! 
His  mouth  was  soft,  his  eye  was  good. 
His  foot  was  sure  as  ever  trod : 
One  fault  he  had  (a  fault  indeedl) 
And  what  was  that?  the  hone  was  dead." 

**  Dick,  from  these  instances  and  fetdies, 
Thou  mak*8t  of  horses,  docks,  and  watches," 
Quoth  Mat,  "  to  me  .thou  seem'st  to  mean. 
That  Alma  u  a  mere  machine : 
That,  telling  others  what's  o'clock. 
She  knows  not  what  herself  has  struck  ; 
But  leavca  to  standers-by  the  trial 
Of  what  is  mark'd  upon  her  dial." 

<<  Here  hold  a  blow,  good  friend,"  quoth  Dick, 
And  rais'd  his  Toioe  exceeding  quick. 
**  Fight  fair,  sir :  what  I  never  meant 
Don't  you  infer.     In  argument 
Smilies  are  like  songs  in  love : 
They  much  describe;  they  nothing  prove." 

Mat,  who  was  here  a  little  gravdl'd. 
Tost  up  his  nose,  and  would  bsve  cavill'd ; 
But,  calling  Hermes  to  his  aid. 
Half  pleas'd,  half  angry,  thus  he  said : 
(Where  mind  ('tis  for  the  author's  fame) 
That  Matthew  call'd,  and  Hermes  came. 
In  danger  heroes,  and  in  doubt 
Poets  find  gods  to  help  them  out) 

**  Friend  Richard,  I  begin  to  see, 
That  you  and  I  shall  scarce  agree. 
Observe  how  oddly  you  behave : 
The  more  I  grant,  the  more  you  crave. 
But,  comrade,  as  I  said  just  now, 
I  should  affirm,  and  you  allow. 
We  jysfrm-makers  can  sustain 
The  tkeuh  which  you  grant  vras  plain ; 
And  with  remarks  and  comments  teaze  ye, 
In  case  the  thing  before  was  easy. 
But,  in  a  point  obscure  and  dark. 
We  fight  as  Leibnits  did  with  Clarke ; 
And,  when  no  reason  we  can  show, 
Why  matters  this  or  that  way  go. 
The  shortest  way  the  thing  we  try. 
And  what  we  know  not,  we  deny ; 
IVue  to  our  own  o'erbearing  pride, 
And  false  to  all  the  world  ^side. 

**  That  old  philosopher  grew  cross, 
Who  could  not  tell  what  motion  was: 
Because  he  walk'd  against  his  will. 
He  he* A  men  down,  that  he  stood  still. 
And  he  who»  reading  on  the  heart, 
(When  aU  his  quod&eU  of  art 
Could  not  expound  its  pulse  and  heat) 
Swore  be  had  never  felt  it  beat. 
Chryaippus,  foil'd  by  £picurus. 
Makes  bold  (Jove  bless  him !)  to  assure  us, 
That  all  things,  which  our  mind  can  view, 
May  be  at  once  both  false  and  true. 
And  Malebrandie  has  an  odd  oonoeit, 
As  ever  enter'd  Frenchman's  pate : 
Says  he,  *  So  little  can  our  minid 
Of  mattar  or  of  qiirit  findt 


That  we  by  goeas  at 

Something,  wfaicfa  may  be  bolfe^  or 

Faith,  Dick,  I  must  confess,  'tis  tras^ 

(But  this  is  only  emtre  NOMt) 

That  many  knotty  pomts  there  are, 

Which  all  discuss,  but  few  can  desr; 

As  Nature  slily  ImmI  tfaoogfat  fit. 

For  some  by-ends,  to  cross-bile  wit : 

Circles  to  square,  and  cubes  to  doabk^ 

Would  give  a  man  excessive  traofale; 

Ihe  longitude  uncertain  roams. 

In  spite  of  Whiston  and  his  bomha. 

What  system,  Dick,  has  right  avcfr'd 

Hie  cause  why  woman  has  no  besrd? 

Or  why,  as  years  our  frame  attack. 

Our  hairs  grow  white,  our  teeth  pom  bbd! 

In  points  like  these  we  must  agrse, 

Our  barbers  know  as  mudi  as  we. 

Tet  still,  unable  to  explain. 

We  must  persist  the  best  we  can ; 

With  care  our  syttem  stiU  renew. 

And  prove  things  likely,  though  not  trae. 

**  I  could,  tbou  aeest,  in  quaint  dispute, 
By  dint  ot logic,  strike  thee  mute; 
"^^th  learned  skill,  now  push,  now  psny, 
From  Darii  to  Bocanio  vary. 
And  never  yidd ;  or,  what  ia  worst. 
Never  conclude  the  point  diacoura'd. 
Yet,  that  you  Uc  4-  mmc  nu^  know 
How  much  you  to  my  candour  owe, 
I'll  from  the  disputant  dcsosnd. 
To  show  thee,  I  assuma  the  friend : 
I'll  tske  thy  notion  for  my  own— 
(So  most  philosophers  have  done) 
It  makes  my  system  more  complete : 
Dick,  can  it  have  a  nobler  fate  ?*'  [fned 

'*  Take  what  thou  wUt,"  said  Dick,  '*  M 
^  But  bring  thy  matters  to  an  end." 

*«  I  find,"  quoth  Mat,  **  reproof  is  nan:    j 
Who  first  oflTend,  will  first  oomf^ain. 
Thou  wishest  I  should  make  to  shore ; 
Tet  still  putt'st  in  thy  thwarting  oar.  I 

What  I  have  told  thee  fifty  times 
In  prose,  receive  for  once  in  ifaymes:  | 

A  huge  fat  man  in  oountry-fiar, 
Or  dty-church,  (no  matter  whne^) 
Labour'd  and  push'd  amidst  the  crowd, 
Still  bawling  out  eztremdy  loud* 
'  Lord  save  us !  why  do  people  press  !* 
Another,  marking  lus  distress 
Friendly  reply'd,  *  Flump  gentleman. 
Get  out  as  fast  as  e'er  you  can ; 
Or  cease  to  push,  or  to  exdaim : 
You  make  the  veiy  crowd  you  blama.* " 

Says  Dick,  «  Your  moral  daem  not  acsd 
The  least  return ;  so  e'en  proceed : 
Your  tale,  hovre'er  apply'd,  was  sbott : 
So  fiff,  at  least,  I  thank  you  for't." 

Mat  took  his  thanks ;  and,  in  a  tone         | 
More  magisterial,  thus  went  on. 

<<  Now  Alma  settles  in  the  head,  | 

As  has  before  been  sung  or  said  : 
And  here  b^ins  this  farce  of  life ; 
Enter  Revenge,  Ambition,  Strife : 
Behold  on  both  sides  men  advance. 
To  form  in  earnest  Bays's  dance. 
L' Avare,  not  using  half  his  store. 
Still  grumbles  that  he  has  no  more ; 
Strikes  not  the  present  tun,  for  fear 
The  vintage  should  be  bad  neit  year; 
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And  fats  todij  with  inward  acmow, 

An(i  dmA  of  fancy'd  want  to-tnorrow. 

AbroQt)  if  the  ntrUnU  you  wear 

Ht'pels  the  rigour  of  the  air ; 

WuuJd  you  be  winner,  if  at  home 

You  had  the  fabric  and  the  loom  ? 

And,  if  two  boots  keep  oat  the  weather, 

What  need  you  have  two  hides  of  leather  ? 

Coald  Pedro^  thfaik  you,  make  no  trial 

OfaiDiuitoODhis  viol, 

Uoien  be  bad  the  total  gut  ' 

Whraee  every  string  at  first  was  cut? 

"  yiheti  Rams  shows  you  his  cartone, 
Hf  ilwajrs  tells  you,  with  a  groan, 
^Vliere  two  of  tlttt  same  hand  were  torn, 
1^  before  you  or  he  were  bom. 

**  Poor  Vento*s  mind  so  much  is  cn»t, 
Fv  put  of  bis  Petronius  lost, 
Art  he  can  nerer  take  the  pains 
To  undcntand  what  yet  remains. 

"  Whsttofl  did  honest  Curio  take^ 
l^t  strict  inquiries  did  he  nuke, 
To  ;^  one  medal  wanting  yet, 
iml  perfect  all  his  Roman  set ! 
n* found:  and,  O  his  happy  lot! 
n>  bought,  lock*d  up,  and  lies  forgot : 
tf  thew  no  more  you  hear  him  speak  : 
1«  DOW  begins  upon  the  Greek. 
W,  rmg'd  and  showed,  shall  in  their  turns 
ienain  ol»cure  as  in  their  urns. 
If  copper  lamps,  at  any  rate. 
Far  being  tnie  antique,  I  bought ; 

*  wisely  mdted  down  my  plate. 

On  modem  modela  to  be  wrought : 

ad  trite  I  alike  pursue, 

■ao«  they're  old,  because  they're  new. 

"  Dick,  I  hare  seen  you  with  delight, 

V  Geoigy  *  make  a  paper  kite 

ad  simple  ode  too  many  show  ye 

^}  vrrOe  conplaiaance  to  Chloe. 

wwits  and  lovers  are  decreed 

r  Nature  fools."  —  "  That's  brave,  indeed!" 

iW'H  Dick :  "  such  tmths  are  worth  receiving. 

n  ^l]  Dick  look'd  as  not  believing. 

**  ^*ow,  Alma,  to  divines  and  prose 

icsTe  tfav  frauds,  and  crimes,  and  woes ; 

*  think  to-night  of  thy  ill-nature, 
X  of  tfaj  follies,  idle  creature  ! 

kr  turns  of  thy  uncertain  wingi 

rd  ooc  the  mdice  of  thy  sting : 

*f  pride  of  being  great  and  wise 

do  bat  mention,  to  despise ; 

^t  with  anger  and  disdain,  ^ 

0*  little  gives  thee  joy  or  pain ; 

V^  a  6mur,  a  flower,  a  root, 

^Ui  a  butterfly,  can  do't : 

f'n  a  romance,  a  tune,  a  rhyme, 

^  thee  to  paas  die  tedious  tune, 

"ch  ebe  would  on  diy  hand  remain ; 

'ou^  flown,  it  ne'er  looks  back  again ; 

Bd  canfa  are  dealt,  and  cfaess-boaru  broagfat, 

*  case  the  pain  of  coward  Thou^ : 
^PPT  result  of  human  wit! 

M  Alma  nay  betielf  forget. 
**  Dick,  thua  we  act ;  and  thus  we  are, 
[  tov'd  by  hope,  or  sunk  by  care, 
lih  endless  pain  tbb  man  pursues 
^  if  he  gaio'd  he  ooold  not  use : 

*  9{r.  Shelton's  son. 


And  t'otlicr  fondly  hopes  to  sec 
What  never  was,  nor  e'er  shall  ))e. 
We  err  by  use,  go  wrong  by  rules. 
In  gesture  grave,  in  action  fools : 
We  join  hypocrisy  to  pride. 
Doubling  the  faults  we  strive  to  hide. 
Or  grant  that,  vrith  extreme  surprise. 
We  find  ourselves  at  siity  wise, 
And  twenty  pretty  things  are  known. 
Of  which  we  can't  accomplish  one ; 
Whilst,  as  my  syttem  says,  the  Mind 
Is  to  these  upper  rooms  confin'd. 
Should  I,  my  friend,  at  laige  repeat 
Her  borrow'd  sense,  her  fond  conceit. 
The  bead-roll  of  her  vicious  tricks. 
My  poem  would  be  too  prolix. 
For,  could  I  my  remarks  sustain. 
Like  Socrates,  or  Miles  Montaigne, 
Who  in  these  times  would  read  my  books, 
But  Tom  o' Stiles,  or  John  o'Nokes? 

"  As  Brentford  kings,  discreet  and  wise, 
After  long  thought  and  ghive  advice, 
Into  Lardella's  coflin  peeping. 
Saw  nought  to  cause  their  mbrth  or  weeping : 
So  Alma,  now  to  joy  or  grief 
Superior,  finds  her  late  relief: 
Weary'd  of  being  high  or  great, 
And  nodding  in  her  chair  of  state ; 
Stunn'd  and  worn  out  with  endless  chat 
Of  WiU  did  this,  and  Nan  said  that; 
She  finds,  poor  thing,  some  little  crack. 
Which  Nature,  forc'd  by  Time,  must  make, 
Hutmgh  which  she  wings  her  destin'd  way ; 
Upward  she  soars,  and  down  drops  clay : 
While  some  surviving  friend  supplies 
Hie  jacet,  and  a  hundred  lies. 

*<  O  Richard,  till  that  day  appears. 
Which  must  decide  our  hopes  and  fears, 
lll^uld  Fortune  calm  her  present  rage, 
And  give  us  play-things  for  our  age : 
Would  Clotho  wash  her  hands  in  milk. 
And  twist  our  thread  with  gold  and  silk ;      * 
Would  she,  in  friendship,  ,peace  and  plenty, 
Spin  out  our  years  to  four  times  twenty ; 
And  should  we  botli,  in  this  condition. 
Have  conquer'd  Love,  and  worse  Ambition, 
(Else  those  two  passions,  by  the  way. 
May  chance  to  show  us  scurvy  play,) 
Then,  Richard,  tiien  should  we  sit  down, 
Far  from  the  tumult  of  this  town ; 
I  fond  of  my  well'.chosen  seat. 
My  pictures,  medals,  books  complete. 
Or,  should  we  mix  our  friendly  talk, 
O'ershaded  in  that  favourite  walk. 
Which  thy  own  hand  had  whilom  planted. 
Both  pleas'd  with  all  we  thought  we  wanted ; 
Yet  then,  ev'n  then,  one  cross  reflection 
Would  spoil  thy  grove,  and  my  collection : 
Thy  son,  and  his,  ere  that,  may  die. 
And  Time  some  uncouth  hair  supply. 
Who  shall  for  nothing  elae  be  known 
But  spoiling  all  that  thou  hast  done. 
Who  set  the  twigs  shall  he  remember 
That  is  in  haste  to  sell  the  timber? 
And  what  shall  of  thy  woods  remain, 
Except  the  box  that  threw  the  main? 

*<  Nay,  may  not  Time  and  Death  remove 
The  near  relations  whom  I  love  ? 
And  my  coi  Tom,  or  his  coz  Mary, 
(Who  hold  the  plough,  or  skim  the  dairy,) 
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M  J  favourite  booki  and  pictures  lell 
To  Smart,  or  DoUey,  by  the  ell  ? 
Kindly  throw  in  a  little  figure, 
And  set  the  price  upon  the  bigger  ? 
Tlioae  who  could  never  read  the  grammar. 
When  my  dear  volumes  touch  the  hammer. 
May  think  books  best,  as  richest  bound ; 
My  copper  medals  by  the  pound 
May  be  with  learned  justice  weish'd ; 
To  turn  the  balance,  Otho's  head 
May  be  thrown  in ;  and,  for  the  metal, 
Tlie  coin  may  mend  a  tinker*s  kettle— 

«Tir*d  with  these  thoughu"  — <*  Less  tir*d 
than  I," 
Quoth  Dick,  **  with  your  philosophy '- 
That  people  live  and  die,  I  knew 
An  hour  ago,  as  well  as  you. 
And,  if  Fate  spins  us  longer  yeare. 
Or  is  in  haste  to  take  the  shears, 
I  know  we  must  both  fortunes  try, 
And  bear  our  evils,  wet  or  dry. 
Tet,  let  the  goddess  smile  or  ftown, 
Brttd  we  shall  eat,  or  white  or  brown ; 
And  in  a  cottage,  or  a  court, 
Drink  fine  champaigne,  or  muddled  port. 
What  need  of  bo^  these  truths  to  tell. 
Which  folks  perceive  who  cannot  spell  ? 
And  must  we  spectacles  apply. 
To  view  what  hurts  our  naked  eye  \ 

*<  Sir,  if  it  be  your  wisdom's  aim 
To  make  me  merrier  than  I  am, 
I'll  be  all  night  at  your  devotion  — 
Come  on»  friend,  broach  the  pleasing  notion; 
But,  if  you  would  depress  my  thought. 
Your  tystem  is  not  worth  a  groat  — 

«  For  Plato's  fancies  what  care  I  ? 
I  hope  you  would  not  have  me  die. 
Like  simple  Cato  in  the  play, 
For  any  thing  that  be  can  say : 
E'en  let  him  of  ideas  speak 
To  heathens  in  his  native  Greek. 
If  to  be  sad  is  to  be  wise, 
I  do  most  heartily  despise 
Whatever  Socrates  has  said. 
Or  TuUy  writ,  or  Wanley  read. 

**  Dear  Drift  *,  to  set  our  matters  rights 
Remove  these  papers  from  my  sight ; 
Bum  Mat's  Des-cart,  and  Aristotle : 
Here !  Jonathan,  your  master's  bottle.  *' 

*  Mr.  Prior's  secretary  and  executor. 
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Siquis  Dcus  mihi  largiatur,  ut  ex  hac  setate  repo- 
emscam,  et  in  cunis  vagiam,  valde  recusein. 

Cic.  de  Snux.'. 

The  bewailing  of  man*s  mueries  has  been  eti*pr> 
and  copiously  set  forth  by  many  in  the  wniiB;:<> 
as  well  of  philosophers  as  divines;  and  is  bock  a 
pleasant  and  a  profitable  contemplatioB. 
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The  words  of  the  Preacher  the  son  of  Dsftf, 
king  of  Jerusalem." —  Ecclxs.  ckap,  L  vtr.  I. 

Vanity  of  vanities,  says  the  IVeacfacr,  vanitj  d 
vanities,  all  is  vanity." — Ver.  2. 

I  communed  with  mine  own  heer^  "Tingy  I^* 
I  am  come  to  great  estate,  and  have  gotten  men 
wisdom  than  all  they  that  have  been  bdbrr  » 
in  Jerusalem  *.  yea,  my  heart  had  great  etp»-, 
rience  of  wisdom  and  knowledge." —  Ver,  16.    I 

He  spake  of  trees,  Iran  the  cedar^tzee  that  is  .p 
Lebanon,  even  unto  the  hyssop  that  sprin^er^ 
out  of  the  wall :  he  spake  idso  of  beasts  ai:^  d 
fowl,  and  of  creeping  things,  and  of  fishes.  **~ 
1  Kings,  cAa/y.  iv.  ver,  S3. 

I  know,  that  whatsoever  God  doetfa,  at  daU  fa 
for  ever :  nothing  can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any 
taken  from  it;  and  God  doeth  it,  that i 
fear  before  him."  •—  Ecclxs.  ch^.  iiL  per.  14. 

He  hath  made  every  thing  beautiftil  in  his 
also  he  hath  set  the  world  in  their  heart,  « 
no  man  can  find  out  the  work  that  God 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end."  —  Ver,  11. 

For  in  much  wisdom  is  mud)  grief:  and  hrcSiri 
increaseth  knowledge,  increaaeth  sorrow.**  ^ 
OL  L  ter.  18. 

«  And  further,  by  these,  my  son,  be  adaotdihcd 
of  making  many  books  there  is  no  end:  am 
much  study  is  a  weariness  of  the  ficsfa."— >  CL  sSi 
Ver,  12. 

7%r  Argumtent, 

Solomon,  seeking  happiness  from  kiKVirledgc;  cvbi 
venes  tbe  learned  men  cf  his  kingdom ;  rcquR 
them  to  explain  to  him  the  varioua 
and  effects  of  Nature ;  diacouraes  of 
-  animals,  and  man ;  proposes  som 
concerning  the  origin  and  atuatioa  (iftlie  fashkS 
able  Earth ;  proceeds  to  examine  the  systsa  « 
the  visible  Heaven;  doubts  if  there  nay  a' 
be  a  plurality  oi  worlds;  inquires  into  the  tm 
^ure  of  spirits  and  angels;  and  wisbes  to  be  w 
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fully  infamwl  is  to  the  attrltiutes  of  the  Supreme 
Bdng.  He  is  unpcrfcctly  ansi«'cred  by  the  reb- 
bins  sDii  doctors ;  blames  his  own  curiosity ;  and 
concludes,  that,  as  to  human  8cience|    All  is 

TuitT. 

't  sons  of  men,  witii  just  regard  attend, 

IbcrTe  the  preacher,  and  believe  the  friend, 

\)xKt  serious  Muse  inspires  him  to  explain, 

[Vat  all  we  act,  and  all  we  think,  is  vain  ; 

Hat,  in  this  pilgrimage  of  seventy  years, 

Ya  rocks  of  perils,  and  through  vales  of  tears. 

Xesdo'd  to  march,  our  doubtful  steps  we  tend, 

tr'd  with  the  t(»l,  yet  fearful  of  its  end : 

iMtfrom  the  womb  we  take  our  fatal  shares 

tffoilies,  psssicms,  labours,  tumults,  cares  ; 

Ad»  at  approach  of  Death,  shall  only  know 

be  tnith,  wliich  from  these  pensive  numbers  flow, 

kst  we  pursue  false  joy,  and  suffer  real  woe. 

Hippiness,  object  of  that  waking  dream, 

lich  we  call  life,  mistaking :  fugitive  theme 

fmy  punuing  verse,  ideal  shade, 

DOmul  good,  by  fimcy  only  mad^ 

sd  bj  tndition  nurs'd,  fallacious  fire, 

l>«e  dancing  beams  mislead  our  fond  desire, 

lutt  of  our  care,  and  errour  of  our  mind ; 

k'  hadst  thou  ever  been  by  Heaven  design*d 

» Adam,  and  his  mortal  race ;  the  boon 

vbK  had  been  reaerv'd  for  Solomon : 

a  nte  the  partial  lot  had  been  bestow*d, 

nd  in  ray  cup  the  golden  draught  had  flow*d. 

B«t  0!  ere  yet  original  man  was  made, 

R  dK  foundations  of  this  Earth  were  laid, 

**»>>  opponent  to  our  search,  ordain*d 

W  joy,  still  sought,  should  never  be  attain'd. 

»  «d  experience  cites  me  to  reveal, 

Dd  what  I  dictate  is  from  what  I  feel. 

Born,  as  I  was,  great  David*s  favourite  son, 

■r  to  my  people,  on  the  Hebrew  throne, 

ibiirae  my  court,  with  Ophir's  treasures  blest, 

f  lume  extended  to  the  farthest  east, 

J  Uidy  cloch'd  with  every  outward  grace, 

fn^ih  in  my  limbs,  and  beauty  in  my  face, 

J  'JJn  ng  thought  with  fruitful  notions  crown*d, 

n>:k  Riy  invention,  and  my  judgtnent  sound : 

Ariw/*  I  commun*d  with  myself,  "  arise ; 

^^«  to  be  happy ;  to  be  great,  be  wise : 

kUiit  of  «pirit  must  from  science  flow, 

'  'ti«  a  godlike  attribute  to  know.  ** 

I  'Aid ;  and  sent  my  edict  through  the  land : 

l^tuid  my  throne  the  letter*d  rabbins  stand ; 

voric  leaves  revolve,  long  volumes  spread, 

e  old  discounang  as  the  younger  read  : 

tint  I  heard,  propoa*d  my  doubts,  and  said  : 

"  rfae  vegetable  world,  each  plant  and  tree, 

( tefd,  its  name,  its  nature,  its  degree, 

■Bi  allaw*d,  as  Fame  reports,  to  know 

vtn  the  fair  cedar  on  die  craggy  brow 

rLdmoo,  nodding  supremely  tall, 

>civcping  moas  and  hyssop  on  the-  wall : 

%  ju»t  sod  conscious  to  myself,  I  find 

^ix'ttund  doubts  oppose  the  searching  mind. 

*  I  know  not  why  the  beech  delights  the  glade 

Ui  bou|rfa9  extended,  and  a  rounder  sliade ; 

^14  towering  firs  ni  eonie  forms  arise, 

^  «>th  a  pointed  ^pear  divide  the  skies : 

f  vhy  again  the  changing  oak  should  slicd 

Itr  yvariy  honour  of  fab  stately  head  ; 

VM  the  di«tinguisb*d  yew  is  ever  sceii, 

(■chiiig'd  Ins  bnndiy  aiid  permanent  his  green. 


Wanting  the  Sun,  why  docs  the  caltla  fade  ? 
Why  does  the  cy|)ress  flourish  in  the  shade  ? 
The  fig  and  date,  why  love  they  to  remain 
In  middle  station,  and  an  even  plain  ; 
While  in  the  lower  marsh  the  gourd  is  found, 
And  while  the  hill  witli  olive  shade  is  crown*d  ? 
Why  does  one  climate  and  one  soil  endue 
The  blushing  poppy  with  a  crimson  hue. 
Yet  leave  the  lily  pale,  and  tinge  the  violet  blue? 
Why  does  the  fond  carnation  love  to  shoot 
A  various  colour  from  one  parent  root ; 
While  the  fantastic  tulip  strives  to  break 
In  twofold  beauty,  and  a  parted  streak  ? 
Hie  twining  jasmine  and  the  blushing  rose, 
With  lavish  grace,  their  morning  scents  disclose : 
j  The  smelling  tuberose  and  jonquil  declare 
,  Tlie  stronger  impulse  of  an  evening  air. 
'  Whence  has  the  tree  (resolve  me),  or  the  flower, 
A  various  instinct,  or  a  different  power  ? 
Why  should  one  earth,  one  clime,  one  stream,  one 

breath. 
Raise  this  to  strength,  and  sicken  that  to  death? 
«  Whence  does  it  happen,  that  the  plant,  which 
well 
We  name  the  Sensitive,  should  move  and  feel  ? 
Whence  know  her  leaves  to  aaswer  her  command. 
And  with  quick  horrour  fly  the  neighbouring  hand  ? 

**  Along  the  sunny  bank,  or  watery  mead, 
Ten  thousand  stalks  the  various  blossoms  spread  : 
Peaceful  and  lowly  in  their  native  soil. 
They  neither  know  to  spin,  nor  care  to  toil ; 
Yet  with  confess*d  mngnificence  deride 
Our  vile  attire,  and  impotence  of  pride. 
The  cowslip  smiles,  in  brighter  yellow  drcs8*d 
Than  that  wliich  veils  the  nubile  virgin*s  breast : 
A  fairer  red  stands  blushing  in  the  rose 
Than  that  which  on  tlic  bridegroom's  vestment 

flows. 
Take  but  the  humblest  lily  of  the  field. 
And,  if  our  pride  will  to  our  reason  yield. 
It  must,  by  sure  comparison,  be  shown 
That  on  the  regal  sent  great  David*s  son, 
Array*d  in  all  his  robes  and  types  of  power, 
Shines  with  less  glory  than  that  simple  flower. 

"  Of  fishes  next,  my  friends,  I  would  inquire : 
How  the  mute  race  engender,  or  respire. 
From  the  small  fVy  that  glide  on  Jordan's  stream, 
Unmark*d,  a  multitude  without  a  name, 
To  that  Leriathan,  who  o'er  the  seas 
Immense  rolls  onward  his  impetuous  ways, 
And  mocks  the  wind,  and  in  the  tempest  plays  ? 
How  they  in  warlike  bands  march  greatly  forth 
From  freezing  waters  and  the  colder  ncMth, 
To  southern  dunes  directing  their  career. 
Their  station  changing  with  th*  inverted  year  ? 
How  all  with  careful  knowledge  are  endued. 
To  choose  their  proper  bed,  and  wave,  and  food ; 
To  guard  their  spawn,  and  educate  their  brood  ? 
"  Of  birds,  how  each,  according  to  lier  kind, 
Proper  materials  for  her  nest  can  find. 
And  build  a  frame,  which  deepest  thought  lA  man 
Would  or  amend  or  imitate  in  vain  ? 
How  in  small  flights  they  know  to  try  their  young, 
And  teach  the  callow  child  her  parent's  song? 
Why  these  frequent  the  plain,  and  those  the  wood? 
Why  every  land  has  her  specific  brood  ? 
Where  tlie  tall  crane,  or  winding  swallow,  goes, 
Fearful  of  gathering  winds  and  falling  snows; 
If  into  rocks,  or  hollow  trees  they  creco. 
In  temporary  death  confin'd  to  sleep  ; 
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Or,  conscious  of  the  coming  evil,  fly 
To  milder  regions,  and  a  southern  sky  ? 

"  Of  beasts  and  creeping  insects  sliall  we  trace 
The  wondrous  nature,  and  the  various  race ; 
Or  wild  or  tame,  or  friend  to  man  or  foe. 
Of  us  what  they,  or  what  of  them  we  know  ? 

*<  Tell  me,  ye  studious,  who  pretend  to  see 
Far  into  Nature's  bosom,  whence  the  bee 
Was  first  inform*d  her  venturous  flight  to  steer 
Through  trackless  paths,  and  an  abyss  of  air  ? 
Wlience  she  avoids  the  slimy  marsh,  and  knows 
Hie  fertile  hills,  where  sweeter  herbage  grows. 
And  honey-making  flowers  their  opening  buds  dis- 
close? 
How  from  the  thickened  mist,  and  setting  sun. 
Finds  flhe  the  labour  of  her  day  is  done  ? 
Who  taught  her  against  winds  and  rains  to  strive, 
To  bring  her  burthen  to  the  certain  hive ; 
And  through  the  liquid  fields  again  to  pass. 
Duteous,  and  hearkening  to  the  sounding  brass? 

«  And,  O  thou  sluggaurd,  tell  me  why  the  ant, 
'Midst  summer*^  plenty,  thinks  of  winter's  want. 
By  constant  joumies  careful  to  prepare 
Her  stores ;  and,  bringing  home  the  corny  ear. 
By  what  instruction  docs  she  bite  the  grain. 
Lest,  liid  in  earth,  and  taking  root  again. 
It  might  elude  the  foresight  of  her  care  ? 
I^tinct  in  either  insect's  dccil  appear 
Hie  marks  of  thought,  contrivance,  hope,  and  fear. 

"  Fix  thy  corporeal  and  internal  eye 
On  the  young  gnat,  or  ncw-engender'd  fly ; 
On  the  vile  worm  that  yesterday  began 
To  crawl ;  thy  fellow-creatures,  abject  man  !     [see. 
Like  thee  they  breathe,  tliey  move,  t}:ey  taste,  they 
lliey  show  their  passions  by  their  acts  like  thee : 
Darting  their  stings,  they  previously  declare 
Design'd  revenge,  and  fierce  intent  of  war : 
Laying  their  eggs,  they  evidently  prove 
Hie  genial  power,  and  full  eflx^  of  love. 
Eadi  then  has  organs  to  digest  his  food. 
One  to  beget,  and  one  receive  tlie  brood ; 
Has  limbs  and  sinews,  blood  and  heart,  and  brain. 
Life  and  her  proper  functions  to  sustain, 
Though  the  whole  fabric  smaller  than  a  gndn. 
What  more  can  our  penurious  reason  grant 
To  the  large  whale,  or  castled  elephant ; 
To  those  enormous  terrours  of  the  Nile, 
The  crested  snake,  and  long-tail'd  crocodile ; 
Than  that  all  diflTer  but  in  shape  and  name, 
Each  destin'd  to  a  less  or  larger  frame  ? 

'*  For  potent  Nature  loves  a  various  act. 
Prone  to  enlarge,  or  studious  to  contract ; 
Now  forms  her  work  too  small,  now  too  immense. 
And  scorns  the  measures  of  our  feeble  sense. 
The  object,  spread  too  far,  or  niis*d  too  high, 
Denies  its  real  image  to  the  eye  ; 
Too  little,  it  eludes  the  dazzled  sight. 
Becomes  mixt  blackness,  or  unparted  light. 
Water  ayd  air  the  varied  form  confound  ;    [round. 
The  straight  looks  crooked,   and  the  square  grows 

*<  Thus  while  with  fruitless  hope  and  weary  pain. 
We  seek  great  Nature's  power,  but  seek  in  vain. 
Safe  sits  the  goddess  in  her  dark  retreat ; 
Around  her  myriads  of  ideas  wait, 
Aud  endless  shapes,  which  the  mysterious  queen 
Can  take  or  quit,  can  alter  or  retain^ 
As  from  our  lost  pursuit  she  wills  ^  hide 
Her  close  decrees  and  chasten  human  pride. 

"  Unum'd  and  fierce  tlie  tiger  still  remains  • 
He  tires  his  life  in  biting  on  his  chains  : 


For  the  kind  gifb  of  water  and  of  food 
Ungrateful,  and  returning  ill  for  good. 
He  seeks  his  keeper's  flesh,  and  thlrtts  his  blood: 
While  the  strong  camel,  and  the  generous  honev 
Rettxain'd  and  aw'd  fay  man's  inferior  force 
Do  to  tlie  rider's  will  their  rage  submit, 
And  answer  to  the  spur,  and  own  the  fah ; 
Stretch  thdr  glad  moutlis  to  meet  the  fcedcrN  haud, 
Fleas'd  with  his  weight,  and  proud  of  fc^soommiBi 

"  Again  :  the  lonely  fox  roams  far  abroad, 
On  secret  repine  bent,  and  midnight  fraud; 
Now  haunts  the  diff,  now  traverses  the  bvn, 
And  flies  the  hated  nei^bourhood  of  man: 
While  the  kind  spaniel  and  the  faithful  faoosd, 
Likest  that  fox  in  shape  and  species  found. 
Refuses  through  these  cliffs  and  lawns  to  rauD, 
Pursues  the  noted  path,  and  covets  home, 
Does  with  kind  joy  domestic  faces  meet. 
Takes  what  the  glutted  child  denies  to  eat. 
And,  dying,  licks  his  long-lov'd  master's  ftft 

'<  By  what  immediate  cause  they  are  indio'd, 
In  many  acts,  'tis  hard,  I  own,  to  find. 
I  see  in  others,  or  I  think  I  see. 
That  strict  their  principles  and  ours  agree. 
Eril  like  us  they  shun,  and  covet  good ; 
Abhor  the  poison,  and  receive  the  food. 
Like  us  they  love  or  hate ;  like  us  they  knov 
To  joy  the  friend,  or  grapple  with  the  foe. 
With  seeming  thought  their  action  they  iottnd ; 
And  use  the  means  proportion'd  to  the  end. 
Then  vainly  the  philosopher  avera, 
Tliat  reason  guides  our  deed,  and  instinct  dtdn. 
How  can  we  justly  different  causes  fiam^ 
When  the  effects  entirely  are  the  same? 
Instinct  and  reason  how  can  we  divide  ? 
'Tis  the  fool's  ignorance,  and  the  pedant's  pride. 

"  With  the  same  folly,  sure,  man  vaunts  las  i«f» 
If  the  brute  beast  refuses  to  obey. 
For  tell  me,  when  the  empty  boastcr*s  word 
Proclaims  himself  the  universal  lord. 
Does  he  not  tremble,  lest  the  lion's  paw 
Should  join  his  plea  against  the  fkncy'd  law  ? 
Would  not  the  learned  coward  leave  the  chair, 
If  in  the  schools  or  porches  should  appear 
The  fierce  hyena,  or  the  foaming  bear? 

"  The  combatant  too  late  the  field  dediacs, 
When  now  the  sword  is  ginled  to  Ids  loins. 
When  tlie  swifl  vessel  flies  before  the  vnnd. 
Too  late  the  sailor  views  the  land  behind. 
And  'tis  too  late  now  back  again  to  bring 
Inquiry,  rais'd  and  towering  on  the  wing : 
Forward  she  strives,  averse  to  be  withheld 
From  nobler  objects,  and  a  larger  field. 

"  Consider  witli  me  this  ethereal  space^ 
Yidding  to  earth  and  sea  the  middle  place. 
Anxious  I  ask  you,  how  the  pensile  boll 
Should  never  strive  to  rise*  nor  fear  to  fall  ? 
When  I  reflect  how  the  revolving  Sun 
Does  round  our  globe  liis  crooked  jouicies  ma, 
I  doubt  of  many  lands  if  they  contain 
Or  herd  of  beast,  or  colony  of  man  ; 
If  any  nation  pass  their  destin'd  days 
Beneath  the  neighbouring  Sun's  directer  ray»  ^ 
If  any  suffer  on  the  polar  coast 
The  rage  of  Arctos  and  eternal  frost. 

'<  May  not  the  pleasure  of  Oinnipptenre 
To  each  of  these  some  secret  good  dispense? 
Those  who  amidst  the  torrid  regions  li«e. 
May  they  not  gales  unknown  to  us  receive  ? 
Sec  daily  showers  rejoice  the  tlur^tr  earth. 
And  bless  tbc  flower\'  buds*  surreedinj 
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\Uj  the^  not  pity  us  condemnM  to  \yest 

Tht  Tiirious  hesTen  of  an  obliquer  sphere ; 

IVIiile  by  fix'd  lairs,  and  with  a  just  return,  [burn ; 

IHy  M  tweWe  hours  that  shade,  for  tweWe  that 

lad  praise  the  ndghbouring  Sun,  whose  constant 

flame 
P^nligblens  tbem  with  seaiona  still  the  same? 
And  any  not  those,  whose  distant  lot  is  cast 
Konb  beyond  Tartary's  extended  waste ; 
Mliere  through  the  plains  of  one  continual  day 
Sx  shuitng  months  pursue  their  even  way, 
^  six  succeeding  urge  their  dusky  flight, 
Obicur'd  with  vapours,  and  o*erwhelm*d  in  night  ? 
Hay  not,  I  ask,  the  natives  of  t^iese  climes 
A$ innals  may  inform  succeeding  times)' 
Pootir  quotidian  change  of  heaven  p^fer 
Vir  own  vicissitude,  and  equal  share 
Vday  and  night,  disparted  through  the  year  ? 
in  rhey  not  scorn  our  Sun's  repeated  race, 
0  narrow  l)ounds  prescrib'd,  and  little  space, 
hstcning  from  morn,  and  headlong  driven  from 

noon, 
Uf  cf  our  daily  toil  yet  scarcely  done? 
la;  the?  not  justly  to  our  climes  upbraid 
i>ortno«  of  night,  and  penury  of  shade ; 
^ai,  ere  our  wearied  limbs  are  justly  blest 
'  ith  wholesome  sleep,  and  necessary  rest, 
^HrtSer  Sun  demandis  return  of  care, 
he  remnant  toil  of  yesterday  to  bear  ? 
HiiJti,  when  the  solar  beams  salute  their  sight, 
ftU  and  secure  in  lialf  a  year  of  light, 
URtemipted  voyages  they  take 
B  the  remotest  wood,  and  farthest  lake ; 
baage  the  fidiing,  and  pursue  the  course  [force? 
^  more  extended  nerves,  and  more  continued 
Bd,  when  declining  day  forsakes  their  sky, 
IvQ  gathering  clouds  speak  gloomy  winter  nigh ; 
Idi  plenty  for  the  coming  season  blest, 
X  iolid  montiM  (an  age)  they  live,  releas'd 
Rm  all  the  labour,  process,  clamour,  woe, 
^lacli  our  tad  sceocs  of  daily  action  know  : 
hrr  light  the  diining  lamp,  prepare  the  feast, 
■d  with  full  mirth  receive  the  welcome  guest ; 
rtril  their  tender  loves  (the  only  care 
^Wfa  now  they  suflfer)  to  the  listening  fair ; 
ad,  rabM  in  pleasure,  or  repos*d  in  ease, 
vntrfol  alternate  of  substantial  peace) 
hey  bless  the  long  nocturnal  influence  shed 
k  the  crown'd  goblet,  and  the  genial  bed. 
*  In  foreign  isles,  which  our  discoverers  find, 
V  fnan  this  length  of  continent  disjoin'd, 
he  njgged  bear's,  or  spotted  lynx's  brood, 
rigbten  the  valliea,  and  infest  the  wood ; 
fat  Inngry  crocodile,  and  hissing  snake, 
urii  in  the  troubled  stream  and  fenny  brake ; 
Ad  man,  untau^t  afnd  ravenous  as  Uie  beast, 
^  raliry,  wood,  and  brake,  and  stream,  infest : 
imr'd  these  men  and  animals  their  birth 
fvn  trunk  of  oak,  or  pregnant  womb  of  Earth  ? 
(Vvtf  then  the  old  belief,  that  all  began 
B  Kdcn's  shade,  and  one  created  man  ? 
k,  ^rant  this  progeny  was  wafted  o*er, 
^  coastinfr  boats  from  next  adjacent  shore ; 
TrrfiUi  those,  from  whom  we  will  suppose  they 

spring, 
■Qgbter^to  harmlcsB  lands  and  poison  bring  ? 
^ouM  they  on  board  or  bears  or  lynxes  take, 
W  die  ihei-adder,  and  tlie  brooding  snake  ? 
^  cwild  they  dunk  the  new^scoverM  isle 
^laa'd  to  i«cetve  a  pregnant  crocodile  ? 


"  And,  since  the  cavagc  Hnenge  we  must  trace 
From  Noali  sav*d,  and  his  distinguish *d  race ; 
How  should  tlicir  fathers  happen  to  forget 
The  arts  which  Noa!i  taught,  the  rules  be  set« 
To  sow  the  glebe,  to  plant  tlie  generous  vine. 
And  load  witli  gratefiil  flames  the  holy  shrine  ; 
AVliile  the  gre&t  sire's  unliappy  sons  are  found, 
Unpress'd  their  vintage,  and  untill'd  their  ground. 
Straggling  o'er  dale  and  hill  in  quest  of  food. 
And  rude  of  arts,  of  virtue,  and  of  God  ? 

''  How  shall  we  next  o'er  earth  and  seas  pursue 
The  varied  forms  of  ever)'  thing  we  view  ; 
That  all  is  chang'd,  though  all  is  still  the  same, 
Fluid  the  parts,  yet  durable  the  frame  ? 
Of  those  materials,  which  have  been  confess'd 
The  pristine  springs  and  parents  of  the  rest. 
Each  becomes  other.     Water  stopp'd  gives  birth 
To  grass  and  plants,  and  thickens  into  earth : 
Difius'd,  it  rises  in  a  higher  sphere. 
Dilates  its  drops,  and  softens  into  air  i 
Those  finer  parts  of  air  again  aspire. 
Move  into  warmth,  and  brighten  into  fire : 
Tlie  fire,  once  more  by  thicker  air  o'ercome, 
And  downward  forc'd,  in  Earth's  capacious  womb 
Alters  its  particles ;  is  fire  no  more, 
But  lies  resplendent  dust,  and  shining  ore ; 
Or,  running  through  the  mighty  mother's  veina^ 
Changes  its  bhape,  puts  oflfits  old  renuuns; 
With  watery  parts  its  lessen'd  force  divides, 
Flows  into  waves,  and  rises  into  tides. 

"  Disparted  streams  shall  ftodi  their  diannels  fly» 
And,  deep  surcharg'd,  by  sandy  mountains  lie. 
Obscurely  sepulcher'd.     By  beating  rain. 
And  forious  wind,  down  to  the  distant  plain 
The  hill,  that  hides  his  head  above  the  skies. 
Shall  fall ;  the  plain,  by  slow  degrees,  shall  rise 
Higher  than  erst  had  stood  the  summit-hill ; 
For  Time  must  Nature's  great  behest  fulfil. 

"  Thus,  by  a  length  of  jean  and  change  of  fiite^ 
All  things  arc  light  or  heavy,  small  or  great : 
Thus  Jordan's  waves  shall  future  clouds  H>pear, 
And  Egypt's  pyramids  refine  to  air : 
Thus  later  age  shall  ask  for  Pison's  flood. 
And  travellers  inquire  where  Babel  stood. 
Now  where  we  see  these  changes  often  fiUl, 
Sedate  we  pass  them  by  as  natural ; 
Where  to  our  eye  more  rarely  they  appe«r» 
The  pompous  name  of  prodigy  they  bear. 
Let  active  thought  these  close  meanders  trace ; 
Let  human  wit  their  dubious  boundaries  place : 
Are  all  things  miracle,  or  nothing  such  ? 
And  prove  we  not  too  little,  or  too  much  ? 

"  For,  that  a  branch  cut  off,  a  witber'd  rod. 
Should,  at  a  word  pronounc'd,  revive  and  bud  ; 
Is  this  more  strange,  than  that  the  mountain's  brow 
Stripp'd  by  December's  frost,  and  white  with  snow. 
Should  push  in  spring  ten  thoudand  thousand  bud^. 
And  boast  returning  leaves,  and  blooming  woods  ? 
That  each  successive  niglit,  from  opening  Heaven, 
The  food  of  angels  should  to  man  be  given ; 
Is  this  more  strange,  than  that  with  common  bread 
Our  fainting  bodies  ever}'  day  are  fed  ? 
Than  that  each  grain  and  seed,  consum'd  in  earth. 
Raises  its  store,  and  multiplies  its  birth. 
And  from  tlie  handful,  which  the  tiller  sows. 
The  labour'd   fields  rejoice,  and   future   harvest 
flows. 

"  Then,  from  whate'er  we  can  to  sense  produce^ 
Common  and  plain,  or  wondrous  and  abstruse, 
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From  Nature's  constant  or  eccentric  laws, 

The  thoughtful  soul  thh  general  inference  diaws, 

That  an  eBTect  must  pre-suppose  a  cause : 

And,  while  she  does  her  upward  flight  sostain, 

Touching  each  link  of  the  continued  chain. 

At  length  she  is  oblig'd  and  forc*d  to  see 

A  First,  a  Source,  a  Life,  a  Deity; 

What  has  for  ever  been,  and  must  for  erer  be. 

"  Hiis  great  Existence,  thus  by  reason  found. 
Blest  by  all  power,  with  all  perfection  crown*d ; 
How  can  we  bind  or  limit  his  decree. 
By  what  our  ear  has  heard,  or  eye  may  see  ? 
Say  then,  is  all  in  heaps  of  water  lost. 
Beyond  the  islands,  and  the  mid-land  coast  ? 
Or  has  th^  God,  who  gave  our  world  its  birth, 
Sever'd  those  waters  by  some  other  earth. 
Countries  by  future  plouglushares  to  be  torn. 
And  cities  raised  by  nations  yet  unborn ! 
Ere  the  progressive  course  of  restless  age 
Performs  three  thousand  times  its  annual  stage. 
May  not  our  power  and  learning  be  supprest. 
And  arts  and  empire  learn  to  travel  west  ? 

**  Where,  by  the  strength  of  this  idea  charm'd, 
Lightened  with  glory,  and  with  rapture  wann*d. 
Ascends  my  soul  ?  what  sees  she  white  and  great 
Amidst  subjected  seas  ?     An  isle,  the  seat 
Of  power  and  plenty ;  her  imperial  throne. 
For  justice  and  for  mercy  sought  and  known  ; 
Virtues  sublime,  great  attributes  of  Heaven, 
From  thence  to  this  distinguish*d  nation  given. 
Yet  fiuther  west  the  western  Isle  extends 
Her  happy  fiune ;  her  armed  ileet  she  sends 
To  climates  folded  yet  from  human  eye. 
And  lands,  which  we  imagine  wave  and  sky. 
From  pole  to  pole  slie  hears  her  acts  resound. 
And  rules  an  empire  by  no  ocean  bound ; 
Knows  her  ships  anchored,  and  her  sails  unfurl'd. 
In  other  Indies,  and  a  second  world. 

**  Long  shall  Britannia  (that  must  be  her  name] 
Be  first  in  conquest,  and  preside  in  fame : 
Long  shall  her  favoured  monarchy  engage 
The  teeth  of  Envy,  and  the  force  of  Age : 
Rever'd  and  happy  she  shall  long  remain. 
Of  human  things  least  cliangeablc,  least  vain. 
Yet  all  must  with  the  general  doom  comply. 
And  this  great  glorious  power,  tho*  last,  must  die. 

"  Now  let  us  leave  tliis  Earth,  and  lift  our  eye 
To  the  large  convex  of  yon  azure  sky : 
Behold  it  like  an  ample  curtain  spread. 
Now  streak  *d  and  glowing  with  the  morning  red ; 
Anon  at  noon  in  flaming  yellow  bright. 
And  choosing  sable  for  the  peaceful  night. 
Ask  Reason  now,  whence  light  and  shade  were  given. 
And  whence  this  great  variety  of  Heaven. 
Reason,  our  guide,  what  can  she  more  reply. 
Than  that  the  Sun  illuminates  tlie  sky  ; 
Than  that  night  rises  from  his  absent  ray, 
And  his  returning  lustre  kindles  day  ? 

**  But  we  expect  the  moming>rcd  in  vain  -. 
*Tis  hid  in  vapours,  or  obscur'd  by  rain. 
llie  noon-tide  yellow  we  in  vain  require : 
*Tis  black  in  storm,  or  red  in  lightning  fire. 
Pitchy  and  dark  the  night  sometimes  appears, 
Friend  to  our  woe,  and  parent  of  our  fears : 
Our  joy  and  wonder  sometimes  she  excites, 
With  stars  unnumbcr'd,  and  eternal  lights. 
Send    fortli,  ye  wise,    send  forth    your  labouring 

thought ; 
Ltt  it  return  with  empty  notions  fraught, 


I  Of  airy  colunms  every  moment  broke. 
Of  circling  whiripools,  and  of  spheres  of 
Yet  this  solution  but  once  more  aiibvds 
New  change  of  terms,  and  scaflblding  of  wocds : 
In  other  ^urb  my  question  I  receive. 
And  take  the  doubt  the  very  some  I  gsvcu 

"  Lo !  as  a  giant  strong,  the  lusty  Sun 
Multiply*d  rounds  in  one  great  round 
Twofold  his  course,  yet  constant  his 
Changing  the  day,  and  finishing  the 
Again,  when  Iiis  descending  orb 
And  Earth  perceives  the  absence  of  hia  firea  ; 
Tlie  Moon  afibrds  us  her  alternate  ray. 
And  with  kind  oeams  distributes  fiunter  day. 
Yet  keeps  the  stages  of  her  monthly  race  ; 
Various  her  beams,  and  changeable  her  five. 
Each  planet,  shining  in  Ids  proper  sphere. 
Does  with  just  speed  his  radiant  voyage  steer ; 
Each  sees  his  lamp  with  different  lustre  crownM ; 
Each  knows  his  course  with  different  pctioda  bansi 
And,  in  his  passage  through  the  liquid  space. 
Nor  hastens,  nor  retards,  his  neighbour's  race. 
Now,  shine  these  planets  with  substantial  rays  ? 
Does  innate  lustre  gild  their  measiu-'d  days  ? 
Or  do  they  (as  your  schemes,  I  think,  have  sJamai 
Dart  furtive  beams  and  glory  not  their  own. 
All  servants  to  that  source  of  light,  the  Sun? 

"  Again  I  see  ten  thousand  thousand  staia» 
Nor  cast  in  lines,  in  circles,  nor  in  squares, 
(Poor  rules,  with  which  our  bounded  mind  is  fiil*4 
When  we  would  plant,  or  cultivate,  or  build. 
But  shining  with  such  vast,  sudi  various  Hgbt, 
As  speaks  the  hand,  that  fonn'd  them,  infinite. 
How  mean  the  order  and  perfection  sought. 
In  the  best  product  of  the  human  thought, 
Compar'd  to  the  great  harmony  that  reigna 
In  what  the  Spirit  of  the  world  ordains  ! 

*<  Now  if  the  Sun  to  Earth  transmits  Lis  nv. 
Yet  does  not  scorch  us  with  too  fierce  a  day  I 
How  small  a  portion  of  his  power  is  given 
To  orbi^  more  distant,  and  remoter  Heaven  ? 
And  of  those  stars,  which  our  impcrlect  ere 
Has  doom*d  and  fix*d  to  one  eternal  sky. 
Each,  by  a  native  stock  of  honour  great. 
May  dart  strong  influence,  and  diffuse  kind 
(Itself  a  sun)  and  with  transmisave  light 
Enliven  worlds  deny*d  to  human  sight. 
Around  the  circles  of  thdr  ambient  skies 
New  moons  may  grow  or  wane,  may  set  or 
And  other  stars  may  to  those  suns  be  earths. 
Give  their  own  elements  their  proper  births, 
Diride  their  climes,  or  elevate  their  pcde. 
See  their  lands  flourish,  and  their  oceans  vcXL : 
Yet  these  great  orbs,  tlius  radically  bright. 
Primitive  founts,  and  origins  of  light. 
May  each  to  other  (as  their  different  sphore 
Makes  or  their  distance  or  their  li^it  iqipear) 
Be  seen  a  nobler  or  inferior  star. 
And,  in  that  space  which  we  call  air  and  sicy. 
Myriads  of  earths,  and  moous,  and  suns,  may  Ba^ 
Unmeasur'd  and  unknown  by  human  eye. 

"In  vain  we  measure  this  amaxing  sphoe. 
And  find  and  fix  its  centre  here  or  tlsne  ; 
Whilst  its  circumference,  scorning  to  be  broo^iihrt 
Ev*n  into   fancy'd   space,    illndcs  our  vanqoa^ 
thought.  I 

"  Where  then  are  all  the  radiant  monsters  drivj 
With    which    your  guesses   fill'd    thi    fri^^ 
Heaven  ? 
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inKfewUl  tfaetr  6cttous  Images  remain? 
Q  piper-icfatinci,  and  the  Chaldan's  bnin. 

"  This  problem  jet,  this  offering  of  a  guess, 
L«t  IK  for  once  a  child  of  truth  confeasi, 
Hat  these  fiur  stan,  these  objects  of  delight 
\nd  trrroitr  to  oar  searching  datxled  sight, 
\re  worlds  immense,  unnumber*d,  infinite. 
But  do  dwse  worlds  duplaj  their  beams,  or  guide 
Dair  orbs,  to  senne  thy  use,  to  please  thy  pride  ? 
Th3fvlf  but  dust,  thy  stature  but  a  span, 
A  moment  thy  duration,  foolish  man  ! 
Aswcil  miy  die  minutest  emmet  say, 
IW  Caucasus  was  rais'd  to  pave  his  way ; 
I^  nsil,  that  Lebanon's  extended  wood 
K'as  desdn*d  only  for  his  walk  and  food ; 
n»tilcst  cockle,  gaping  on  the  coast 
iTist  rounds  the  ample  seas,  as  well  may  boast, 
fbe  cnggy  rock  projects  above  die  sky, 
(bt  he  in  safety  at  its  foot  may  lie ; 
Lttd  the  whole  ocean's  confluent  waters  swell,  [shell. 
My  to  (juencfa  his  thirst,  or  move  and  blanch  his 

"  A  hi^r  flight  the  venturous  goddess  tries, 
taring  material  worlds  and  local  skies ; 
■qwres  what  are  the  beings,  where  the  qMce, 
"jai  fonn*d  and  held  the  angels'  ancient  race, 
or  itbel  Lucifer  with  Michael  fought, 
t  o(rer  only  what  tradition  taught,) 
Atnttled  cherub  against  cherub  rose, 
Mihield  to  shield,  and  power  to  power  oppose ; 
hma  mag  witfa   triumph.  Hell  was  fill'd  with 


«  Koware  they  idr  condens'd,  or  gather'd  rays? 
How  guide  they  then  our  prajrer,  or  keep  our  ways, 
By  stronger  blasts  still  subject  to  be  tost. 
By  tempests  scatter'd,  and  in  whirlwinds  lostt 

<*  Have  they  again  (as  sacred  song  proclahns}' 
Substances  real,  and  existing  fivnies  ? 
How  comes  it,  rince  with  them  we  jointly  share 
The  great  effect  of  one  Creator's  care. 
That,  whilst  our  bodies  sicken  and  decay. 
Theirs  are  for  ever  healthy,  young,  and  gay  ? 
Why,  whilst  we  struggle  in  this  vale  beneath 
With  want  and  sorrow,  with  disease  and  death, 
Do  they,  more  bless'd,  perpetual  lift  employ 
On  songs  of  pleasure,  and  in  scenes  of  joy  ? 

"  Now  when  my  mind  has  all  this  world  survey'd. 
And  found,  that  nothine  by  itself  was  made ; 
When  thought  has  rais'd  itself,  by  just  degrees, 
From  vallies  crown'd  with  flowers^  and  hills  with 


^  were  these  forms  of  which  your  volumes  tell, 
low  tome  fought  great,  and  others  recreant  fell  ? 
W  bound-to  bear  an  everlasting  load, 
^mnce  of  chain,  and  banishment  of  God ; 
Ijrfiial  tons  their  wretched  strength  to  tire, 

0  iwim  in  sidplmrous  lakes^  or  land  on  solid  fife : 
pule  those,  exalted  to  primeval  light, 

AIX9  of  Messing,  and  supreme  delight, 
^iy  penxivt  some  Uttle  pause  of  joys 

1  tboie  great  moments  when  their  God  employs 
beir  miaisiry,  to  pour  Iris  tfareaten'd  hate 

tn  the  pmod  king,  or  the  rebellious  state ; 
^  to  Kfcne  Jehovah's  high  comnumd, 
«i  sprain  the  thunder  fldling  from  his  hand, 
^  to  lot  doty  the  proud  king  retumi^ 
ad  the  rebellious  state  in  ashes  mourns ; 
(ow  can  good  angels  be  in  Heaven  confin'd, 
k  view  that  presence,  which  no  space  can  bind  ? 
>  Gid  above,  beneath,  or  yon,  or  liere? 
If  who  made  all,  is  he  not  every  where  ? 
1^  how  can  wicked  angels  find  a  night 
0  dark,  to  hide  them  from  that  piercing  light, 
^^•A  Ibrm'd  the  eye,  and  gave  the  power  of  sight  ? 
*  ^^hat  mean  I  now  of  an^l,  when  I  hear 
am  body,  spirit  pure,  or  fluid  air? 
Vm  to  sctioB  spiritual  confin'd, 
nntdt  to  our  thought,  and  kindred  to  our  mind, 
^oa\d  only  set  and  prompt  us  from  within, 
H»  by  rxtemal  eye  be  ever  seen. 
^»  tt  not,  therefore,  to  our  fiithers  known, 
-'  ti««e  had  appetite,  and  limb,  and  bone  ? 
'***  how  could  Abraham  wash  tlieir  wcary'd  ftet  ? 
^  "wah  picsie  their  taste  with  savoury  meat  ? 
^'hcnce  dmdd  they  fear  ?  or  why  did  Lot  engage 
0  «ve  thor  bodies  from  abusive  rage  ? 
1*1  how  could  Jacob,  in  a  real  fight, 
'«'l  or  reuat  the  wrestling  angel's  might  ? 
l«*cwld  a  fonn  in  strength  with  matter  try  ? 
^  how  a  i^  touch  a  raottal'a  thigh  ? 


From  smoaking  mineral,  and  fhm  rising  streams ; 

From  fattening  Nilus,  or  victorious  Thames; 

Fhnn  all  the  living,  that  four-footed  move 

Along  the  shore,  tlie  meadow,  or  the  grove; 

From  all  that  can  witli  fins  or  feathers  fly 

Through  the  aerial  or  the  watery  sky ; 

Fh>m  die -poor  reptile  with  a  reasoning  soul. 

That  miserable  master  of  the  whole  ; 

From  this  great  object  of  the  body's  eye, 

This  fair  half-round,  this  ample  azure  sky. 

Terribly  large,  and  wonderfully  bright. 

With  stars  unnumber'dt  and  unmeasur'd  light ; 

From  essences  unseen,  celestial  names, 

Enlightemng  spirits,  and  ministerial  flames, 

Angels,  dominions,  potentates,  and  thrones. 

All  that  in  each  degree  the  name  of  creature  owns : 

Lift  we  our  reason  to  diat  sovereign  Cause,   [laws ; 

Who  blest  the  whole  witfa  lift,  and  bound«l  it  ii^ith 

MTho  forth  firom  nothing  call'd  this  comely  frame, 

His  will  and  act,  his  word  and  work  the  same ; 

To  whom  a  thousand  years  are  but  a  day ; 

Who  bade  the  Light  her  genial  beams  akpUjf 

And  set  the  Moon,  and  taught  the  Sun  its  way ; 

Who,  waking  Time,  his  creature,  ftom  the  source 

Primeval,  cfrder'd  his  predestin'd  course ; 

Himself,  as  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand, 

Holding,  obedient  to  his  high  command. 

Hie  deep  abyss,  the  long-continued  store,        [pour 

Where  months,  and  days,  and  hours,  and  minutes 

Their  floating  parts,  and  thenceforth  are  no  more : 

This  Alpha  and  Omega,  first  and  last. 

Who  like  the  potter  in  a  mould  has  cast 

The  world's  great  frame,  commanding  it  to  be 

Such  as  the  eyes  of  Sense  and  Reason  see ; 

Yet  if  he  wills  may  diange  or  spoil  the  whole  ; 

May  take  yon'  beauteous,  mystic,  starry  roll. 

And  bum  it  like  an  useless  parchment  scroll ;. 

May  from  its  basis  in  one  moment  pour 

This  melted  eardi  — 

Like  liquid  metal,  and  like  burning  ore  ; 

Who,  sole  in  power,  at  tlie  beginning  said. 

Let  Sea,  and  Air,  and  Eartli,  and  Heaven  be  made ; 

And  it  was  so :  -«  and,  when  he  sliall  ordain 

In  otlier  sort,  has  but  to  speak  again. 

And  they  shall  be  no  more :  of  this  great  theme. 

This  glorious,  ballow'd,  everlasting  name, 

Hiis  God,  I  would  discourse."  — 

The  learned  elders  sat  appoll'd,  amas'd. 
And  each  with  mutual  look  on  other  g»/\l ; 
Nor  speech  tliey  meditate,  nor  answer  frame, 
(Too  pbin,  alas!  their  Mlence  spike  tJieir  shame) 
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TQl  one,  in  whom  an  outward  mien  appev'd. 
And  turn  guperior  to  the  vulgar  herd. 
Began:  Hiat  human  learning's  furthest  reach 
Was  but  to  note  the  doctrine  I  could  teach  ; 
That  mine  to  speak,  and  theirs  was  to  obey ; 
For  I  in  knowledge  more  than  power  did  sway : 
And  the  astonish'd  world  in  me  bd>eld 
Moses  eclips*d,  and  Jesse's  son  ezoeird. 
Humble  a  second  bow'd,  and  took  the  word  ; 
Foresaw  my  name  by  future  age  ador*d : 
**  O  live,*'  said  he,  '*  thou  wisest  of  the  wise ; 
As  none  has  equall'd,  none  shall  ever  rise 
Excelling  thee."  — 

Parent  of  wicked,  bane  of  honest  deeds. 
Pernicious  Flattery  !  thy  malignant  seeds. 
In  an  ill  hour,  and  by  a  fatal  hand. 
Sadly  diffu8*d  o'er  Virtue's  gleby  land. 
With  liting  pride  amidst  the  com  appear. 
And  choke  the  hopes  and  harvest  of  tfie  year. 

And  now  the  whole  perplez'd  ignoble  crowd. 
Mute  to  my  questions,  in  my  praises  loud, 
Echo'd  the  word :  whence  things  arose,  or  hdw 
They  thus,  exist,  the  aptest  nothing  know : 
What  yet  is  not,  but  is  ordain'd  to  be. 
All  vdl  of  doubt  apart,  the  dullest  see ! 

My  prophets  and  my  sophists  finish'd  here 
The  civil  efforts  of  the  verbal  war : 
Not  so  my  rabbins  and  logicians  yield ; 
Retiring,  still  they  combat ;  from  the  field 
Of  open  arms  unwilling  they  depart. 
And  skulk  behind  the  subterfuge  of  art. 
To  speak  one  thing,  mix'd  dialects  they  join,  ' 
Divide  the  simple,  and  the  plain  define ; 
Fbc  iancy'd  laws,  and  form  imagin'd  rules, 
Terms  of  their  art,  and  jargon  of  their  schools, 
IlL>grounded  maxims,  by  false  gloss  enlarg'd. 
And  captious  science  against  reason  charg'd. 

Soon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought ; 
The  adverse  sect  deny'd  what  this  had  taught; 
And  be  at  length  the  amplest  triumph  gain'd. 
Who  contradicted  what  the  last  maintain'd. 

O  wretched  impotence  of  human  mind ! 
We,  erring  still,  excuse  for  errour  find. 
And  darkling  grope,  not  knowing  we  are  blind. 

Vain  man  !  nnce  first  thy  blushing  sire  essay'd 
His  folly  with  connected  leaves  to  shade. 
How  does  the  dime  of  thy  resembling  race 
With  like  attempt  that  pristine  errour  trace  ! 
Too  plain  thy  nakedness  of  soul  espy'd. 
Why  dost  thou  strive  the  conscious  shame  to  hide 
By  masks  of  eloquence  and  veils  of  pride  ? 

With  outward  smiles  ^dr  flattery  I  receiv'd, 
Own'd  my  sick  mind  by<;their  discourse  reliev'd ; 
But  bent,  and  inward  to  myself,  again 
Perplex'd,  these  matters  I  revolv'd  in  vain. 
My  search  still  tir'd,  my  labour  still  renew'd. 
At  length  I  ignorance  and  knowledge  view'd. 
Impartial ;  both  in  equal  bolanoe  laid,      [weigh'd. 
Light  flew  the  knowing  scale,  the  doubtftU  heavy 

Forc'd  by  reflective  reason,  I  confess. 
That  human  science  is  uncertain  guess. 
Alas !  we  grasp  at  douds,  and  beat  the  air. 
Vexing  that  spirit  we  intend  to  dear. 
Can  taught  beyond  the  bounds  of  matter  climb  ? 
Or  who  shall  tell  me  what  is  space  or  time  ? 
In  vain  we  lift  up  our  presumptuous  eyes 
To  w^  our  Maker  to  tfaeir  ken  denies : 
Tlie  seardier  follows  fiat ;  the  object  fiurter  flies. 
The  little  which  imperfectly  we  find. 
Seduces  only  the  bewilder'd  mind 
To  fruitless  search  of  sometliing  yet  behind. 


Varioui  diflcusBoos  tear  our  heated  bnxa; 
Opinions  often  turn ;  still  doubts  remain ; 
And  Tdw  indulges  thought,  increases  pain. 

How  narrow  limits  were  to  Wisdom  gim ! 
Earth  she  surveys;    she  thence  would  meuBR 

Heaven : 
Through  mists  obscure  now  wings  faerte£oBS«^; 
Now  wanders  dasxled  with  too  bright  a  day ; 
And  Sram  the  summit  of  a  pathless  coast 
Sees  infinite,  and  in  that  sight  is  lost. 

Remember,  that  the  curs'd  desire  to  know, 
Oflf^ring  of  Adam !  was  thy  source  of  woe. 
Why  wilt  thou  then  renew  the  vain  pursuit, 
And  rashly  catch  at  the  forbidden  firuit ; 
With  empty  labour  and  duded  strife 
Seeking,  by  knowledge,  to  attain  to  life ; 
For  ever  from  that  fatal  tree  debarr'd, 
Which  flaming  swords  and  angry  chorubs  gnini? 


Book  IL  —  PLEASURE, 

Texts  ckiefy  alluded  to  m  Book  II. 

**  I  said  in  my  own  heart.  Go  to  now,  I  wiQ  pnw 
thee  with  mirth;  therefore  enjoy  plesaiR*'*-' 
EccLzs.  chap.  ii.  verA. 

<-'  I  made  me  great  works,  I  boilded  me  faoea,  I 
planted  me  vineyards."—  Ver.  4. 

'*  I  made  me  gardens  and  orebards ;  and  I  pb^ 
trees  in  them  of  all  kind  of  fiiiita."—  Fm  i 

«  I  made  me  pools  of  water,  to  water  tfaerewiik  dv 
wood  that  bringeth  forth  trees." —  Ver.  6. 

**  Ilien  I  Indeed  on  all  the  works  that  my  li»^M 
wrought,  and  on  the  labour  that  I  bad  UbounJ 
to  do:  and  behold  all  was  vanity  and  texitioa^ 
q>irit ;  and  there  was  no  profit  under  the  Sus.**- 
Ver.  11. 

"  Igatmemen-singereandwomen-angoi^tfidtM 
ddights  of  the  sons  of  men,  as  mi^cal  iatfi* 
ments,  and  that  of  all  aorta." —  Fer.  8. 

''  I  sought  in  mine  heart  to  give  myadf  anto  «ai 
(yet  acquainting  mine  heart  widi  wisdon)  a 
to  lay  hold  on  folly,  till  I  might  see  what  «i 
that  good  for  the  sons  of  men,  which  they  shcal 
do  under  Heaven  all  the  days  of  ifadr  life.' - 
Ver.  3. 

«  Then  I  said  in  my  heart.  As  it  happeaeth  nsl 
the  fool,  so  it  happeneth  even  unto  me ;  and  «^ 
was  I  then  more  wise  ?  Then  I  said  in  myb^ 
that  this  also  is  vanity."  —  Fer,  15. 

<<  Therefore  I  hated  life,  because  the  work  tfatf 
wrought  under  the  Sun  is  grievous  unto  me."* 
Fer.  17. 

*<  Dead  flies  cause  the  ointment  to  send  fotk 
stinking  savour :  so  doth  a  little  fbOy  him  thai  i 
in  reputation  for  wisdom  and  honour.** — O-  > 
tfer.  1. 

*'  The  memory  of  the  just  is  blessed,  Iwt  the  at 
mory  of  the  wicked  shall  rot." — Pnovxus,ci-i 
ver*  i 


T%e  jirgumeni* 

Sdomon,  again  seddng  happiness,  inqum  if  7*n 
and  greatness  can  produce  it;  begins  witb  ^ 
magnificence  of  gardens  and  buUdings,  the  la^ 
of  music  and  fieaating;  and  proceeds  to  dv  h^ 


BookIL 


SOLOMON. 


^66 


tad  denies  of  lore.  In  two  epindes  uc  Aown 
the  foUics  and  boubltt  of  that  paason.  Solomon, 
sdU  ^mppauAtdf  ftlb  under  the  temptations  of 
Kberdniam  and  idolatrj;  racoven  his  thought; 
Kasom  aright;  and  concludes,  that,  as  to  the 
punuit  of  pleasure  and  sensual  de%ht.  All  is 
mutjr  and  Texation  of  qiiriL 

Tiv  then,  O  man,  the  moments  to  deceive^ 
Hat  from  the  womb  attend  thee  to  the  grare : 
For  vvsiy'd  Nature  find  some  apter  scheme : 
Bahh  be  thy  hope,  and  Pleasure  be  thy  theme. 
Fran  the  perplexing  and  unequal  ways, 
tHiere  study  brings  thee ;  from  the  endless  maze, 
^bicfa  doubt  persuades  to  run,  forewam*d,  Yecede 
To  the  giy  field  and  flowery  path,  that  lead 
To  jocund  mirth,  soft  joy,  and  careless  ease : 
'onake  what  may  instruct,  for  what  may  please; 
'^7  amusii^  art,  and  proud  expense, 
Lfid  make  thy  reason  subject  to  thy  sense. 

I  coiiimun*d  thus :  the  power  of  wealth  I  try*d, 
iod  all  the  Tarious  luxe  of  costly  pride ; 
\rtiati  and  plans  reliey'd  my  solemn  hours ; 
founded  palaces,  and  planted  bowers ; 
(irds  fishes,  beasts,  of  each  exotic  kind, 
to  the  limits  of  my  court  confin*d ; 
0  trves  trsnsferr'd  I  gave  a  second  birth, 
isd  bade  a  fbteign  shade  grace  Judah*8  earth ; 
lib-poods  were  made,  where  former  forests  grew, 
Lad  hilK  were  levell'd  to  extend  the  view ; 
t!v«n  diverted  from  their  native  course, 
iod  bound  with  chains  of  artificial  force, 
fun  Uige  cascades  in  pleasing  tumult  roll'd, 
^  nne  through  figur*d  stone,  or  breathing  gold ; 
fam  fiirtiiest  Africa's  tormented  womb 
W  nutrUe  brought,  erects  the  spacious  dome, 
^  forms  the  piUars  long-extended  rows, 
h  which  the  planted  grove,  the  pensile  garden, 


TW  werkmen  here  obey  the  master's  call, 
ejpld  the  turret,  and  to  paint  the  wall, 
o  nurk  the  pavement  there  with  various  stone, 
isd  oo  the  jasper  steps  to  rear  the  throne  : 
k  a|)veading  cedar,  that  an  age  had  stood, 
*V>^ne  of  trees,  and  mistress  of  the  wood, 
^  down  and  carv*d,  my  sluning  roof  adorns, 
t&d  LefasDon  his  ruin*d  honour  mourns. 

A  diottnnd  artists  show  their  cunning  power, 

0  nise  the  wonders  of  the  ivory  tower. 

i  tboasand  maidens  ply  the  purple  loom, 
u  ittave  the  bed,  and  deck  the  regal  room ; 
^U  Tvre  confesses  her  exhausted  store, 
j^it  on  her  coast  the  morex  *  is  no  more ; 
U  fnxa  the  Parian  isle,  and  Libya's  coast, 
•kf  mountains  grieve  their  hopes  of  marble  lost ; 
itui  hiiu's  woods  return  their  just  complaint, 
*^-ir  bruod  decay'd,  and  want  of  elephant. 

M}  full  design  with  vast  expense  achiev'd, 
«nie,  beheld,  admir'd,  reflected,  griev'd ; 
cbid  the  folly  of  my  thoughtless  haste, 
Vir.  the  work  perfected,  the  joy  was  past 

To  my  new  courto  sad  Thought  did  still  repair, 
M  round  my  gilded  rooA  hung  hovering  Care. 
■  lain  on  silken  beds  I  sought  repose, 
^  rertkss  oft  lirom  purple  couches  rose ; 
iTrtitious  Thought  still  found  my  flying  mind 
^  bound  fay  limit%  nor  to  place  confin'd; 

*  The  mnrex  is  a  sheU-fiah,  of  the  liquor  whereof 

1  purple  cokmr  is  made. 


Haunted  my  nights,  and  terrify'd  my  days ; 
StaU*d  through  my  gardens,  and  pursued  my  wayi^ 
Nor  shut  fiom  ardlul  bower,  nor  lost  in  winding 
maxe. 

Yet  take  thy  bent,  my  soul ;  another  sense 
Indulge ;  add  music  to  magnificence : 
Essay  if  harmony  may  grief  control, 
Or  power  of  sound  prevail  upon  the  souL 
Of^  our  seers  and  poets  have  confest. 
That  music's  force  can  tame  the  fprious  beast : 
Can  make  tlie  wolf,  or  foaming  boar,  restrain 
His  rage ;  the  lion  drop  his  crested  mane. 
Attentive  to  the  song ;  the  lynx  foi^get 
His  wrath  to  man,  and  lick  the  minstrel's  feet. 
Are  we,  ahts !  less  savage  yet  than  these? 
Else  music,  sure,  may  human  cares  appease. 

I  spake  my  purpose ;  and  the  cheerful  choir 
Parte^  their  shares  of  harmony :  the  lyre 
Soften'd  the  timbrel's  noise ;  the  trumpet's  sound 
Ph)vok'd  the  Dorian  flute  (both  sweeter  found 
When  mix'd) ;  the  fifi^  tlie  viol's  notes  refin'd. 
And  every  strength  with  every  grace  was  join'cL 
Each  morn  they  wak'd  me  with  a  sprightly  lay ; 
Of  opening  Heaven  they  sung  and  gladsome  day. 
Each  evenmg  their  repeated  skill  express'd 
Scenes  of  repose,  and  images  of  rest : 
Yet  still  in  vain ;  for  music  gather'd  thought: 
But  how  unequal  the  effects  it  brought ! 
The  soft  ideas  of  the  cheerful  note, 
Lightly  recciv'd,  were  easily  forgot ; 
Hie  solemn  violence  of  the  graver  sound 
Knew  to  strike  deep,  and  leave  a  lasting  wound. 

And  now  reflecting,  I  with  grief  descry 
Hie  sickly  lust  of  the  fantastic  eye ; 
How  the  weak  organ  is  with  seeing  cloy'd, 
Flying  ere  night  what  it  at  noon  enjoy *d. 
And  now  (unhappy  search  of  thought !)  I  found 
The  fickle  ear  soon  glutted  with  the  sound, 
Condemn'd  eternal  changes  to  pursue, 
Tir'd  with  tlie  last,  and  eager  of  the  new. 

I  bade  tlie  virgins  and  tlie  youth  advance. 
To  temper  music  with  the  sprightly  dance. 
In  vain  !  too  low  the  mimic  motions  seem ; 
What  takes  our  heart  must  merit  our  esteem. 
Nature,  I  thought,  perform 'd  too  mean  a  part. 
Forming  her  movements  to  the  rules  of  art ; 
And,  vex'd,  I  found  that  the  musician's  hand 
Had  o'er  the  dancer's  mind  too  great  command. 

I  drank ;  I  lik'd  it  not ;  'twas  rage,  'twas  noise. 
An  airy  scene  of  transitory  joys. 
In  vain  I  trusted  that  the  flowing  bowl 
Would  banisli  sorrow,  and  enlarge  the  soul. 
To  the  late  revel,  and  protracted  feast. 
Wild  dreams  succeeded,  and  disorder'd  rest ; 
And  as,  at  dawn  of  mom,  fair  Reason's  light 
Broke  through  the  fumes  and  phantoms  of  tlie  night. 
What  had  been  sud,  I  ask'd  my  soul,  what  done  ? 
Howflow'dour  mirtli,  and  whence  the  source  begun? 
Perhaps  the  jest  that  charm 'd  tlie  sprightiy  crowd. 
And  made  Uie  jovial  table  laugh  so  loud. 
To  some  false  notion  ow'd  its  poor  pretence. 
To  an  ambiguous  word's  perverted  sense. 
To  a  wild  sonnet,  or  a  wanton  air, 
OflTence  and  torture  to  the  sober  ear : 
Perhaps,  alas !  the  pleasing  stream  was  brought 
From  this  man's  errour,  firom  another's  fiuilt ; 
From  topics,  which  good-nature  would  forget, 
And  prudence  mention  with  the  last  regret 

Add  yet  unnumber'd  ills,  that  lie  unseen 
In  the  pernicious  draught ;  the  word  obscene^ 
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Or  hanh,  which,  once  ebnc'd,  muitever  fly 
Inerocftble ;  the  too  prompt  reply, 
Seed  of  severe  diatnist  and  fierce  debate ; 
IVhat  we  should  shun,  and  what  we  ought  to  hate. 

Add  too  the  blood  impoverish'd,  and  the  course 
Of  health  suppms'd,  by  wine's  continual  force. 

Unhappy  man !  whom  sorrow  thus  and  rage 
To  different  ills  alternately  engage^ 
Who  drinks,  alas !  but  to  forget ;  nor  sees 
That  melancholy  sloth,  severe  disease. 
Memory  confus'd,  and  interrupted  thought. 
Death's  harbingers,  lie  latent  in  the  draught ; 
And,  in  the  flowers  that  wreath  the  sparkling  bowl. 
Fell  adders  hiss,  and  poisonous  serpents  roU. 

Remains  there  aught  untry'd  that  may  remove 
Sickness  of  mind,  and  heal  the  bosom?—  Love. 
Love  yet  remains :  indulge  his  genial  fire. 
Cherish  fair  hope,  solicit  young  desire. 
And  boldly  bid  thy  anxious  soul  explore 
This  last  great  remedy's  mysterious  power. 

Why  therefore  hesitates  my  doubtful  breast  ? 
Why  ceases  It  one  moment  to  be  blest  ? 
'■  Fly  swift,  my  friends ;  my  servants,  fly ;  employ 
Tour  instant  pains  to  bring  your  master  joy. 
Let  all  my  wives  and  concubines  be  dress'd ; 
Let  them  to-night  attend  the  royal  feast ; 
All  Israel's  beauty,  all  the  foreign  fair ; 
The  gifb  of  princes,  or  the  spoils  of  war : 
Before  their  monarch  they  sliall  singly  pass. 
And  the  most  worthy  shall  obtain  the  grace." 

I  said :  the  feast  was  serv'd,  the  bowl  was  crown'd ; 
To  the  king's  pleasure  went  the  mirthful  round. 
The  women  came :  as  custom  wills,  they  past : 
On  one  (O  diat  distinguish'd  one!)  I  cast 
Tlie  favourite  glance !  O  !  yet  my  mind  retains 
That  fond  beginning  of  my  infant  pains. 
Mature  the  virgin  was,  of  Egypt's  race ;         [face ; 
Grace  shap'd  her  limbs,  and  beauty  deck'd  her 
Easy  her  motion  seem'd,  serene  her  air ; 
Full,  though  unzon'd,  her  bosom  rose ;  her  hair, 
Unty'd,  and  ignorant  of  artful  aid, 
Adown  her  shoulders  loosely  lay  display'd. 
And  in  the  jetty  curls  ten  Uiousand  Cupids  play'd. 
Fix'd  on  her  charms,  and  pleas'd  that  I  could  love, 
**  Aid  me,  my  friends,  contribute  to  improve 
Your  monarch's  bliss,"  I  said ;  **  fresh  roses  bring 
To  strew  my  bed,  till  the  impovcrish'd  Spring 
Confess  her  want ;  around  my  amorous  head 
Be  dropping  myrrh  and  liquid  amber  shed. 
Till  Arab  has  no  more.     From  the  soft  lyre. 
Sweet  flute,  and  ten.string'd  instrument,  require 
Sounds  of  delight :  and  thou,  fair  nymph !  draw 

nigh. 
Thou,  in  whose  graceful  form  and  potent  eye, 
Tliy  master's  joy,  long  sought,  at  length  is  found ; 
And,  as  thy  brow,  let  my  desires  be  crown'd ; 
O  favourite  virgin  !  that  hast  warm'd  the  breast. 
Whose  sovereign  dictates  subjugate  tlic  East!" 

I  said :  and  sudden  fVom  Uie  golden  throne, 
With  a  submissive  step,  I  hasted  down. 
The  glowing  garland  from  my  hair  I  took. 
Love  in  my  heart,  obedience  in  my  look  ; 
Prepar'd  to  place  it  on  her  comely  head  : 
"  O  favourite  virgin !"  yet  again  I  said, 
*<  Receive  the  honours  destin'd  to  thy  brow  • 
And  O,  above  thy  fellows,  Iiappy  thou ! 
Their  duty  must  thy  sovereign  word  obey : 
Rise  up,  my  love,  my  fair-one,  come  away." 
What  pangs,  alas !  what  ecstacy  of  smart, 
Tore  up  my  senses,  and  transfix'd  my  heart, 


When  Ae,  witfi  modest  icsoni,  wtt  wrcstt  ntan  d 
Rcdin'd  her  beauteous  neck,  and  inward  nnira'd  - 

Forc'd  by  my  pride,  I  my  ooBOcm  suppres'i 
Pkelended  drowsiness,  and  wish  of  rest: 
And  sullen  I  forsook  th*  hnperfect  feast. 
Ordering  the  eunuchs,  to  whose  proper  csre 
Our  eastern  grandeur  gives  th'  imprino'd  Has, 
To  lead  her  forth  to  a  d&stinguisfa'd  bower, 
And  bid  her  dress  the  bed,  and  wait  the  hour 

Restless  I  foUow'd  this  obdurate  maid 
(Swifl  are  the  steps  that  Love  and  Anger  tresd); 
Approach'd  her  person,  courted  her  embrace, 
Renew'd  my  flame,  repeated  my  disgrKS ; 
By  turns  put  on  the  suppliant  and  die  kid; 
Tfareaten'd  this  moment,  and  the  next  impferM; 
Offer'd  again  the  unaccepted  wreadi. 
And  choice  of  happy  love,  or  instant  death. 
Averse  to  all  her  amorous  king  desir'd. 
Far  as  she  might  she  decently  retir'd'; 
And,  darting  scorn  and  sorrow  ivom  her  eyes, 
•*  What  means,"  saldsbe^  **  king  Sokxnoo  d«  wix? 
**  This  wretched  body  trembles  at  your  power: 
Thus  far  could  Fortune,  but  she  can  no  more. 
Free  to  herself  my  potent  mind  remains, 
Nor  fears  the  victor's  rage,  nor  leels  his  cliaias- 

«  *Tis  said,  that  thou  canst  plausiblv  dispotr, 
Supreme  of  seers !  of  angel,  man,  and  brute*, 
Canst  plead,  with  subtle  wit  and  fair  discoane, 
Of  passion's  folly,  and  of  reason's  force  ; 
That,  to  the  tribes  attentive,  thou  canst  show 
Whence  their  misfortunes  or  thnr  blessings  flow; 
That  thou  in  science  as  in  power  art  greit. 
And  truth  and  honour  on  thy  edicts  wait. 
Where  is  that  knowledge  now,  that  regal  dioo^ 
With  just  advice  and  timely  counsel  fraught? 
Where  now,  O  Judge  of  Israel !  does  it  rove  ?  -> 
What  in  one  moment  dost  thou  oflTer?  Love— 
Love!  wliy  'tis  joy  or  sorrow,  peace  or  strife; 
"lis  all  the  colour  of  remaining  lift : 
And  human  misery  must  begin  or  end. 
As  he  becomes  a  tyrant  or  a  firiend. 
Would  David's  son,  religious,  just,  and  grave, 
To  the  first  bride-bed  of  the  world  receive 
A  foreigner,  a  heathen,  and  a  slave? 
Or,  grant  thy  passion  has  these  names  destroyU 
That  Love,  like  Death,  makes  all  distinctMn  nai 
Yet  in  his  empire  o'er  tiby  abject  breast 
His  flames  and  tormenta  only  are  ezprest ; 
His  rage  can  in  my  smiles  alone  relen^ 
And  all  his  joys  solicit  my  consent. 

**  Soft  love,  spontaneous  tree,  its  parted  root 
Must  from  two  hearts  with  equal  v^our  shoot; 
Whilst  each,  delisted  and  delig^iting  gives 
The  pleasing  ecstacy  which  each  receives: 
Cberish'd  with  hope,  and  fed  with  joy  it  gron; 
Its  cheerful  buds  their  opening  bloom  disckve. 
And  round  the  happy  seal  diffusive  odoor  flovs 
If  angry  Fate  that  mutual  care  denies. 
The  fading  plant  bewails  its  due  supplies ; 
Wild  with  deqiair,  or  sick  with  grief,  it  dic& 

**  By  fbrce  bea^  act,  and  are  by  force  restnin'i 
Hie  human  mind  by  gentle  means  is  gained, 
lliy  useless  strength,  mistaken  king,  tmfioy : 
'  Sated  with  rage,  and  ignorant  of  joy. 
Thou  shalt  not  gain  what  I  deny  to  yield. 
Nor  reap  the  harvest,  though  thou  spoil'st  die  fid 
Know>  Solomon,  thy  poor  extent  of  sway ; 
Contract  thy  brow,  and  Israel  shall  obey : 
But  wilful  Love  tfaoo  must  with  sniles  appease, 
Approach  his  awful  throne  by  just  degrees, 
And,  if  thou  would'st  be  happy,  karn  to  plcaX' 
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**  Not  tfait  liion  tfti  om  twra  tueecnAil  profe» 
?orlm  dntui'd  to  anodMr's  lova 
IkTond  tbe  end  bounds  of  thy  connnandt 
To  m J  dttr  equal  in  my  nathro  land, 
tfy  pligfatcd  voir  I  gave ;  I  lut  xocnr'd: 
Sach  fwocwitli  tn^  witb  plffMiirn  each  beUcr'd. 
n»  mutaai  oonttact  was  to  Heaven  oontcy'd » 
'neqiui  Mslcs  the  busy  angeb  weigfa'd 
lu  wlemn  force,  and  c]app*d  their  wings^  and  spread 
n»  lasting  roll,  lecotding  what  we  tM» 

"  Saw  in  my  heart  be£ild  thy  poniard  stain'd ; 
FiU  the  sad  life  which  I  have  long  disdain'd ; 
^.  in  s  dying  virgin's  wretched  fate, 
Hij  ilUttfr*d  passion  and  my  stedlSut  hate  : 
ret,  long  SI  blood  informs  these  circling  vdnSp 
>i  tieedng  breath  its  latest  power  retains, 
far  me  to  Egypt's  vengeful  Gods  declare, 
iit«  is  my  part,  be  thine,  O  king,  despair. 

"*  Now  drike,'*  she  sdd,  and  open'd  bare  her 


Sttnd  it  in  Judah's  chronicles  confest, 
Itti  l>nHl's  son,  by  impious  passion  mov'd, 
■Bote  a  die-skve,  and  muider*d  what  he  lov'd !" 

Ailism'd,  confus'd,  I  started  from  the  bed, 
lod  to  my  aoul,  yet  uncollected,  said, 

into  thyidf,  fond  Solomon,  return ; 

^drct  again,  and  thou  again  shalt  mourn. 

rhcn  1  through  number'd  yean  have  Pleasure 

sought, 
lid  in  Tsin  hope  the  vranton  phantom  caught ; 
o  mock  By  sense,  and  mortify  my  pride, 
fb  in  another's  power,  and  is  deny'd. 
M  I  a  king,  great  Heaven  !  does  life  or  death 
itoj;  on  the  wrath  or  merqr  of  my  breath ; 
kittle  kneeling  I  my  servant's  smiles  implore, 
jid  (me  mad  damsel  dares  dispute  my  power  ? 

**  To  ravish  her !  that  thought  was  soon  depress'd, 
^Wh  roust  debase  the  monarch  to  the  beast. 
» tend  her  back !   O  whither,  and  to  whom  ? 
b  lands  where  Solomon  must  never  come  ? 

0  dot  insulting  riml's  happy  arms, 

»  vhom,  disdaining  me,  she  keeps  h^  duums  ? 
**  Fantastic  tyrant  of  the  amorous  heart, 
low  bard  thy  yoke !  how  cruel  is  thy  dart ! 
^  'scape  tl^  anger,  who  refuse  thy  sway, 
sd  those  sre  punish'd  most  who  most  obey. 
*  Judah's  king  revere  thy  greater  power : 
"^  canst  thou  covet,  or  how  triumph  more  ? 
i^j  then,  O  Love,  vrith  an  obdurate  ear, 
^  this  prend  nymph  reject  a  monarch's  player? 
^j  to  some  aimpte  shepherd  does  she  run 
r^^  the  fond  arms  of  David's  fiivourite  son  ? 
rLf  din  she  fhxn  the  glories  of  a  court, 
1^  wealth  and  pleasure  nay  thy  reign  support^ 
V  «Ene  poor  cottage  on  the  mountain's  brow, 
'ov  bleak  with  winds,  and  cover'd  now  with  snow, 
^  >Tv  pinching  want  mttst  curb  her  warm  desires, 
'  •  household  cares  suppress  thy  genial  fires  ? 
**  Too  aptly  the  afilicted  Heathens  prove 
%  force,  while  they  erect  the  shrines  of  Love. 
t't  mrttic  fbnn  the  artisans  of  Gretee 
3  •uuodcd  stooe,  or  molten  gold,  eipress ; 
^  Crpriis  to  fab  godhead  pays  her  vow, 
'^  in  his  hsnd  the  klol  holds  his  bow ; 
^  'r''*«v  by  has  side  sustains  his  store 
k(  (winted  darts ;  sad  emblems  of  bis  power: 

1  ]wT  of  wings  he  has,  which  he  eitends 
^^  to  be  gone ;  winch  now  again  he  faends^ 

lece  to  rttom,  as  best  may  tcrva  bis  wanton  endfr 


Entirely  thus  I  find  the  fiend  pourtmy'd, 
Since  fbst,  alas!  I  saw  the  beauteous luaid. 
I  felt  him  strike,  and  now  I  see  him  fly : 
Cuia'd  demon !  O  !  for  ever  broken  lie 
Those  fatal  shafts,  by  which  I  inward  bleed ! 
O !  can  my  wishes  yet  o'ertskc  thy  speedl 
Tir'd  may'st  thou  pant,  and  hang  thy  flagging  wing. 
Except  thou  tum'st  thy  course,  resolv'd  to  bring 
Hie  damsel  back,  and  save  the  love-sick  king !" 

My  soul  thus  struggling  in  the  fatal  net. 
Unable  to  enjoy,  or  to  forget ; 
I  reason'd  much,  alas  !  but  more  I  lov'd : 
Sent  and  recall'd,  ordain'd  and  disapprov'd ; 
nil,  hopeless,  plung'd  in  an  abyss  of  grief, 
I  from  necessity receiv'd  relief: 
Time  gently  aided  to  assuage  my  pain. 
And  Wisdom  took  once  more  the  slacken'd  rein* 

But  O,  how  short  my  interval  of  woe ! 
Qur  gridb  how  swift !  our  remedies  how  dow ! 
Another  nymph,  (for  so  did  Heaven  ordain. 
To  change  the  manner,  but  renew  the  pain,) 
Another  nymph,  amongst  the  many  fiur. 
That  made  my  softer  hours  their  solemn  care, 
Before  the  rest  affected  still  to  stand, 
And  watch'd  my  eye,  preventing  my  command. 
Abra,  she  so  was  ttll'd,  did  soonest  haste 
To  grace  my  presence ;  Aim  went  the  last 
Abra  was  ready  ere  I  oall'd  her  name ; 
And,  though  I  call'd  another,  Abra  came. 

Her  equals  first  ubserv'd  her  growing  seal. 
And,  laughing,  gloss'd,  that  Abra  serv'd  so  well. 
To  me  her  actions  did  unheeded  die. 
Or  were  remarked  but  with  a  common  eye ; 
Till  more  appris'd  of  what  the  rumour  said. 
More  I  observ'd  peculiar  in  the  maid. 

The  Sun  declin'd  had  shot  his  western  ray, 
When,  tir'd  with  business  of  the  solemn  day/ 
I  purpos'd  to  unbend  the  evening  hours, 
And  banquet  private  in  the  women's  bowers. 
I  call'd,  before  I  sat,  to  wash  my  hands 
(  For  so  the  precept  of  the  law  commands) : 
Love  had  ordain'd,  that  it  was  Abra's  turn 
To  mix  the  sweets,  and  minister  the  unu 

With  awful  horoaffe  and  submissive  dread, 
Tlie  maid  approach'd,  on  my  declining  head 
To  pour  the  oils ;  slie  trembled  as  she  pour'd : 
With  an  unguarded  look  she  now  devour'd 
My  nearer  face !  and  now  recall'd  her  eye. 
And  heav'd,  and  strove  to  hide,  a  sudden  sigh. 

<'  And  whence,"  said  I,  "  canst  thou  have  dread 
or  pain? 
What  can  thy  imagery  of  sorrow  mean  ? 
Secluded  fhmi  the  world  and  all  its  care, 
Hast  thou  to  grieve  or  joy,  to  hope  or  fear? 
For  sure,"  I  added,  **  sure  thy  little  heart 
Ne'er  felt  Love's  anger,  nor  receiv'd  his  dart." 

Abash'd,  she  blush'd,  and  with  disorder  spoke  » 
Her  rising  shame  adom'd  the  words  it  broke. 

«  If  the  great  master  will  descend  to  hear 
Hie  humble  series  of  his  handmaid's  care ; 
O  !  while  she  tcUs  it,  let  him  not  put  on 
The  look,  that  awes  the  nations  from  the  throAef 
O !  let  not  death  severe  in  glory  lie 
In  the  king's  firown,  and  terrour  of  his  eye ! 

**  Mine  to  obey,  thy  part  is  to  ordain ; 
And  though  to  mention  be  to  suffer  pain, 
If  the  king  smile  whilst  I  my  woe  recite, 
If,  weeping,  I  find  fisvour  in  his  sight. 
Flow  fiut,  my  tears,  full  rising  his  dclight« 
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"  O !  witnoB  Earth  beneath,  and  Heaven  above ! 
For  can  I  hide  it  ?  I  am  sick  of  love ; 
If  maiflneiw  may  the  name  of  passion  bear, 
Or  love  be  call'd  what  is  indeed  despair,    [controls 

**  Thou   Sovereign  Power !    wliose  secret  will 
Tlie  inward  bent  and  motion  of  our  souls ! 
Why  hast  thou  plac*d  such  infinite  degrees    ' 
Between  the  cause  and  cure  of  my  disease  ? 
The  mighty  object  of  that  raging  fire, 
In  which  unpity'd  Abra  must  expire. 
Had  he  been  bom  some  simple  shepherd's  heir. 
Hie  lowing  hard  or  fleecy  sheep  his  care. 
At  mom  with  him  I  o*er  the  hills  had  run. 
Scornful  of  winter's  frost  and  summer's  sun. 
Still  asking  where  he  made  his  flock  to  rest  at  noon. 
For  him  at  night,  the  dear  expected  guest, 
I  had  with  hasty  joy  prepar'd  the  feast ; 
And  from  the  cottage,  o'er  the  distant  plain. 
Sent  forth  my  longing  eye  to  meet  the  swain. 
Wavering,  impatient,  toss'd  by  hope  and  fear. 
Till  he  and  joy  together  should  appear, 
And  the  lov'd  dog  declare  his  master  near. 
On  my  declining  neck  and  open  breast 
I  should  have  lull'd  the  lovely  youth  to  rest, 
And  from  beneath  his  head,  at  dawning  day, 
With  softest  care  have  stol'n  my  arm  away. 
To  rise  and  firom  the  fold  release  the  sheep. 
Fond  of  his  flock,  indulgent  to  his  sleep. 

**  Or  if  kind  Heaven,  propitious  to  my  flame, 
(  For  sure  from  Heaven  the  faithful  ardour  came,) 
Had  blest  my  life,  and  deck'd  my  natal  hour 
Witii  height  of  title,  and  extent  of  power ; 
Without  a  crime  my  passion  had  aspir'd. 
Found  the  lov'd  prince,  and  told  what  I  desir'd. 

**  Then  I  had  come,  preventing  Sheba's  queen, 
To  see  the  comeliest  of  the  sons  of  men. 
To  hear  tlie  charming  poet's  am(Nt>us  son^ 
And  gather  honey  falling  from  his  tongue, 
To  take  the  fragrant  kisses  of  his  mouth. 
Sweeter  than  breeses  of  her  native  south. 
Likening  his  grace,  his  person,  and  his  mien, 
To  all  tlmt  great  or  beauteous  I  had  seen. 
Serene  and  bright  liis  eyes,  as  solar  beams 
Reflecting  temi>er'd  light  from  crystal  streams; 
Ruddy  as  gold  his  check  ;  his  bosom  fair 
As  silver ;  the  curl'd  ringlets  of  his  hair 
Black  as  the  raven's  wing ;  his  lip  more  red 
Than  eastern  enrol,  or  the  scarlet  thread  ; 
Even  his  teeth,  and  white  like  a  young  flock 
Coeval,  newly  shorn,  from  the  clear  brook 
Recent,  and  brandling  on  the  sunny  rock. 
Ivory,  with  sapphires  interspers'd,  explains 
How  white  his  hands,  how  blue  the  manly  veins. 
Columns  of  polisli'd  marble,  firmly  set 
On  golden  bases,  are  his  legs  and  feet ; 
His  stature  all  majestic,  all  divine. 
Straight  as  the  palm-tree,  strong  as  is  the  pine. 
Saflfron  and  myrrh  are  on  his  garments  shed, 
And  everlasting  sweets  bloom  round  liis  head. 
What  utter  I !  where  am  I !  wretched  maid ! 
IXie,  Abra,  die :  too  plainly  hast  thou  said 
Thy  soul's  desire  to  meet  his  high  embrace. 
And  blessing  stamp'd  upon  thy  future  race ; 
To  bid  attentive  nations  bless  thy  womb. 
With  unborn  monarchs  charg'd,  and  Solomons  to 
come." 

Here  o'er  lier  speech  her  flowing  eyes  prevail. 
O  foolish  maid !  and  O  unhappy  tale ! 
^f  v  suffering  heart  for  ever  ghali  defy 

wounds  and  danger  from  a  future  eye. 


O !  jet  my  torturM  aenaes  deep  retan 
"Die  wretched  memory  of  my  fanner  pain. 
Hie  dire  afiront,  and  my  Egypdaa  chain. 

"  As  time,"  I  said,  **  mmf  happfly  c&ee 
That  cruel  image  of  the  king's  disgrace, 
Imperial  Reason  shall  resume  her  seat, 
And  Solomon,  once  fail'n,  again  be  great 
Bctrey'd  by  passion,  as  subdued  in  war. 
We  wisely  should  exert  a  double  can. 
Nor  ever  ought  a  second  time  to  err." 

Iliis  Abra  then  ^ 
I  saw  her;  'twas  humanity ;  it  gave 
Smne  re^te  to  the  sorrows  of  my  slave 
Her  food  excess  prodaim'd  her  pa^wm  trae^ 
And  generous  pity  to  that  truth  was  due. 
Well  I  entreated  her,  who  well  deserv'd ; 
I  call'd  her  often,  for  she  always  serv'd. 
Use  made  her  person  easy  to  my  sight. 
And  ease  insensibly  produc'd  delight. 

Whene'er  I  revell'd  in  the  women's  bowers^ 
(For  first  I  sought  her  but  at  looser  boon) 
The  apples  slie  had  gather'd  smelt  most  sweet, 
The  oJces  she  kneaded  was  the  savoury  meat : 
But  fruits  their  odour  lost,  and  meats  their  taslc. 
If  gentle  Abra  had  not  deck'd  the  feast 
Dishonour'd  did  the  sparkling  goblet  stand. 
Unless  receiv'd  from  gentle  Abra'a  band ; 
And,  when  the  virgins  fxmn*d  the  evcma^  chosr, 
Raising  their  voices  to  the  master  lyve. 
Too  flat  I  thought  this  voice,  and  that  too  alirill ; 
One  show'd  too  much,  and  one  too  little  dull ; 
Nor  could  my  soul  approve  the  music's  tone, 
Till  all  was  hush'd,  and  Abra  sung  aiooe. 
Fairer  she  seem'd  distinguish'd  from  the  rest, 
And  better  mien  disdos'd,  as  betler  drett. 
A  bright  tiara,  round  her  forehead  ty'd. 
To  juster  bounds  confin'd  its  rising  pride ; 
The  blushing  ruby  on  her  snowy  breast 
Render'd  its  panting  whiteness  man  oonfcss'd; 
Bracelets  of  pearl  gave  roundness  to  bar  arm. 
And  every  gem  augmented  every  cbann. 
Her  senses  pleas'd,  her  beauty  sdll  inopiov'd, 
And  she  more  lovely  grew,  as  more  belov'd. 

And  now  I  could  behold,  avow,  and  bbme 
The  several  follies  of  my  former  flame  ; 
Willing  my  heart  for  recompense  to  prove 
The  certain  joys  that  lie  in  prosperous  love. 
"  For  wliat,"  said  I,  «  from  Abra  can  I  fear, 
Too  humble  to  insult,  too  soft  to  be  severe  ? 
Hie  damsel's  sole  ambition  is  to  please : 
With  freedom  I  may  like,  and  quit  witfi  ease; 
She  soothes,  but  never  can  enthral  my  mind: 
Why  may  not  Peace  and  Love  for  onoe  be  join'd?" 

Great  Heaven !  how  finsil  thy  ereature  nan  i> 
made! 
How  by  himself  insensibly  betray*d ! 
In  our  own  strength  unlnippfly  secure^ 
Too  little  cautious  of  the  adverse  power. 
And  by  the  blast  of  self-opinion  mov'd. 
We  wish  to  charm,  and  seek  to  be  belov'd. 
On  Pleasure's  flowing  brink  we  idly  stra^ 
Masitaoi  as  yet  of  our  returning  way ; 
Seeing  no  danger,  we  disarm  our  mind. 
And  give  our  conduct  to  the  waves  and  wind: 
Hien  in  the  flowery  mead,  or  verdant  aliade. 
To  wanton  dalliance  negligently  laid. 
We  weave  the  chaplet,  and  we  crown  the  bowl, 
And  smiling  see  the  nearer  waters  roll. 
Till  the  strong  gusts  of  raging  passion  liat, 
Till  the  dire  tempest  mingles  earth  and  skies; 
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And,  swift  into  the  bonndlni  ocean  borne. 
Oar  Tooluh  confidence  too  late  we  mourn ; 
Round  our  demted  beads  the  billows  beat,      [treat. 
KbA  from  our  troubled  riew  the  lessen'd  lands  re- 

0  migfaty  Love !  from  thy  unboonded  power 
How  shall  the  human  bosom  rest  seaire  ? 
How  shall  our  thought  avoid  the  various  snare  ? 
>  U  fidom  to  our  caution*d  soul  declare 
Hie  diferent  shq>es  thou  pleasest  to  employ, 
Aim  bent  to  hurt,  and  certain  to  destroy  ? 

The  laughty  nymph,  ih  open  beauty  drest, 
Fo^iy  encounters  our  unguarded  breast : 
3ie  looks  with  nujesty,  and  moves  with  state ; 
/obrat  ber  soul,  and  in  misfortune  great, 
be  scorns  the  world,  and  dares  the  rage  of  Fate. 

Uerc  whilst  we  take  stem  manhood  for  our  guide, 
lod  puri  OUT  ccmduct  with  becoming  pride ; 
|anQ'd  with  the  courage  in  her  action  shown, 
U  praise  her  mind,  the  image  of  our  own. 
^  that  can  please  is  certain  to  persuade, 
Mlay  belor'd,  to^^norrow  is  obey*d. 
V  tlunk  we  see  through  Reason's  optics  right, 
or  iind  bow  Beauty's  rays  elude  our  sight : 
nick  with  her  eye,  whilst  we  applaud  her  mindi 
od  when  we  speak  ber  great,  we  wish  her  kind. 
To-iDorrow,  cruel  power !  thou  arm'st  the  fair 
ith  &iwing  sorrow,  and  dishevell'd  hair ; 
d  her  comphunt,  and  humble  is  ber  tale, 
^  si^hs  explaining  where  her  accents  fail. 
ere  generous  softness  warms  the  honest  breast ; 
t  raise  the  sad,  and  succour  the  distress'd. 
id,  whilst  our  wish  prepares  the  kind  relief, 
^^  pity  mitigates  ber  ribing  grief, 
i  sirken  soon  firom  ber  contagious  care, 
ieie  for  ho*  sorrows,  groan  for  her  despair ; 
d  gainst  Love  too  late  those  bosoms  arm, 
^  tears  can  soften,  and  which  sighs  can  warm. 
AjTiinst  this  nearest,  cruellest  of  foes, 
btt  shall  Wit  meditate,  or  Force  oppose  ? 
^aee,  feeble  Nature,  sliall  we  summon  aid, 
bvour  pity  and  our  pride  betiay'd  ? 
krnal  remedy  shall  we  hope  to  find,  [mind ; 

btt  the  dose  fiend  has  gain'd  our  treacherous 
ttiting  there  does  Reason's  power  deride, 
A  blind  himself,  conducts  the  dazzled  guide  ? 
roocqueror  now,  my  lovely  Abra,  held 
r6eedam  in  her  chains;  my  heart  was  fill'd 
A  her,  with  her  alone ;  in  her  alone 
^^  its  peace  and  joy :  while  she  was  gone, 
>^M  and  griev'dy  impatient  of  her  stay ; 
tun'ti^  she  chas'd  thoae  sighs,  that  grid^,  away: 
f  ib«eDce  made  the  night,  her  presence  brought 

the  day. 
Hie  ball,  the  play,  the  mask,  by  turns  succeed  : 
r  her  I  make  the  aong,  the  dance  with  ber  I  lead. 
Met  ber  various  in  each  shape  and  dreaa, 
a  luiury  may  form,  or  thought  express, 
ro-daj,  beneath  the  palm-tree  on  the  plains, 
Aehorah's  arms  and  habit  Abra  reigns : 
t  wreath,  denoting  conquest,  guides  her  brow, 
d  low.  like  Barak,  at  her  feet  I  bow. 
t  nimic  chorus  sngs  her  prosperous  hand, 
the  had  «lain  the  foe,  and  sav'd  the  land, 
ro-morrow  she  approves  a  softer  air, 
'Mket  die  pomp  and  pageantry  of  war, 
t  Ions  of  peaceful  Abigail  assinnes, 
d  from  the  viUa^  with  the  present  comes. 
t  Youthful  band  depose  their  glittering  arms, 
en  '\  Ut  bounties,  and  recite  her  charms ; 
•' t  1  assume  my  father's  stq>  and  mien, 
c*e«t  with  due  regard  my  future  queen. 


If  haply  Abra*8  ivill  be  now  inclin*d 
To  range  tlic  woods,  or  chase  the  flying  hind. 
Soon  as  the  Sun  awakes,  the  sprightly  court 
Leave  their  repose,  and  hasten  to  the  sport. 
In  lessen'd  royalty,  and  humble  state, 
Hiy  king,  Jerusalon,  descends  to  wait 
Till  Abra  comes :  she  comes ;  a  milk-white  steed 
Mixture  of  Persia's  and  Arabia's  breed^ 
Sustains  the  nymph :  her  garments  flying  loose, 
(As  the  Sydonian  maids  or  Huvdan  uae,) 
And  half  her  knee  and  half  her  breast  appear. 
By  art,  like  n^ligence,  disdos'd  and  bare. 
Her  left-hand  guides  the  hunting  courser's  flight, 
A  sQver  bow  she  carries  in  her  right. 
And  from  the  golden  quiver  at  her  side 
Rustles  the  ebon  arrow's  feather'd  pride. 
Sapphires  and  diamonds  on  her  front  display 
An  artificial  moon's  increasing  my. 
Diana,  huntress,  mistress  of  the  groves, 
The  favourite  Abra  speaks,  and  looks,  and  moves. 
Her,  as  the  present  goddess,  I  obey : 
Beneatli  her  feet  the  captive  game  I  lay. 
The  mingled  chorus  sings  Diana's  fame : 
Clarions  and  horns  in  louder  peals  proclaim 
Her  mystic  praise ;  the  vocal  triumi^  bound 
Against  the  hills;  the  hills  reflect  the  sound. 

If,  tir'd  this  evening  witli  the  hunted  woods, 
To  tiie  large  fish-pools,  or  the  glassy  floods. 
Her  mind  to-morrow  points ;  a  thousand  hands^ 
To-night  employ *d,  obey  the  king's  commands. 
Upon  the  watery  beach  an  artful  pile 
Of  planks  is  join'd,  and  forms  a  moving  isle : 
A  golden  chiuriot  in  the  midst  is  set. 
And  silver  cygnets  seem  to  feel  its  weight. 
Abra,  bright  queen,  ascends  her  gaudy  thnme, 
In  semblance  of  the  Grecian  Venus  known: 
TVitons  and  sea-green  NsHads  round  her  move. 
And  sing  in  moring  strains  the  foroe  of  love ; 
Whilst,  as  th'  appr«u:hing  pageant  does  appear. 
And  echoing  crowds  speak  mighty  Venus  near, 
I,  her  adorer,  too  devoutly  stand 
Fast  on  the  utmost  margin  of  the  land. 
With  arms  and  hopes  extended,  to  recdve 
The  fancy'd  godden  rising  from  the  wave. 

O  sutgect  Reason !  O  imperious  Love ! 
Whither  yet  further  would  my  folly  rove  ? 
Is  it  enough,  that  Abra  should  be  great 
In  the  wall'd  paUce,  or  the  rural  seat? 
Tliat  masking  habits,  and  a  bonrow'd  name, 
Contrive  to  hide  my  plenitude  of  shame  ? 
No,  no !  Jerusalem  combin'd  must  see 
My  open  fault,  and  regal  infamy. 
Solemn  a  month  is  destin'd  for  the  feast : 
Abra  invites ;  the  nation  is  the  guest 
To  have  the  honour  of  each  day  sustain'd. 
The  woods  are  travers*d,  and  the  lakes  are  drain'd : 
Arabia^  wilds,  and  Egypt's,  are  ezplor'd : 
The  edible  crtetion  decks  the  board : 
Hardly  the  phenix  'scapes  — 
The  men  their  lyres,  the  maids  their  voioes  raise. 
To  sing  my  happiness,  and  Abra's  prsise ; 
And  slavish  bards  our  mutual  loves  rehetfse 
In  lying  strains  and  ignominious  verse : 
While,  from  the  banquet  leading  forth  the  bride, 
Whom  prudent  Love  from  public  eyes  should  hidi^ 
I  show  her  to  the  world,  confess'd  and  known 
Queen  of  my  heart,  and  partner  of  my  throne. 

And  now  her  friends  and  flatterers  fill  the  court ; 
From  Dan  and  from  Beersheba  they  resort : 
They  barter  places,  and  dispose  of  grants, 
Whole  prorinces  unequal  to  their  wonts  i 
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They  teach  her  to  reeede^  ortodehate, 

With  toys  of  lore  to  mix  affUn  of  etate ; 

By  practia'd  nilea  her  empire  to  sectm*, 

And  m  my  pleasure  make  my  ruin  sure. 

They  gave,  and  she  transferred  the  cun*d  advioe, 

That  monardis  should  their  inward  soul  disguise, 

PiBMiuibie  and  command,  be  false  and  wise ; 

By  ignominious  arts,  for  senrile  ends, 

Sboidd   compliment  their  foes,    and   shun  theif 

fkiends. 
And  now  I  leave  the  true  and  just  supports 
Of  legal  princes,  and  of  honest  courts, 
Baniilai*s  and  the  fierce  Benaiah's  heirs, 
Whose  sires,  great  partners  in  my  father's  cares, 
Saluted  their  young  king,  at  Hebron  crown'd. 
Great  by  their  toil,  and  glorious  by  their  wound. 
And  now  (unhappy  counsel !)  I  prefer 
Those  whom  my  fbUies  only  made  me  fear. 
Old  Corah*s  Mood,  and  taunting  Shimei's  race ; 
Miscreants  who  ow*d  their  lives  to  David's  grace. 
Though  they  had  spum'd  hb  rule,  and  curs*d  him 
to  his  faoa. 

Sdll  Abra's  power,  my  scandal  still  increas'd ; 
Justice  submitted  to  what  Abra  p)cas*d : 
Her  will  alone  could  settle  or  revoke. 
And  law  waa  fix*d  by  what  she  latest  spoke. 

Israel  neglected,  Abra  was  my  care : 
I  only  acted,  thought,  and  liv'd,  for  her. 
I  dunt  not  reason  with  my  wounded  heart ; 
Abra  posaess'd ;  she  was  its  better  pait. 
O !  haid  I  now  reviewed  the  famous  cause. 
Which  gave  my  righteous  youth  so  just  iq^lauae. 
In  vain  on  the  dissembled  mother's  tongue 
Had  cunning  art  and  sly  persuasion  hung, 
And  real  care  in  vain,  and  native  love. 
In  the  true  parent's  panting  breast  had  strove ; 
While  both,  deceiv'd,  had  seen  the  destin'd  child 
Or  slain  or  sav'd,  as  Abra  frown'd  or  smil'd. 

Unknowing  to  command,  proud  to  obey, 
A  lifeless  king,  a  royal  shade,  I  lay. 
Unheard,  the  ii^ur'd  orphans  now  complain ; 
The  widow's  cries  address  the  throne  in  vain. 
Causes  ui:\}udg'd  disgrace  the  loaded  file. 
And  sleeping  laws  the  king's  neglect  rei^e. 
No  more  the  ciders  throng'd  around  my  throne. 
To  hear  my  maxims,  and  reform  their  own. 
No  more  the  young  nobili^  were  taught 
How  Moses  govem'd,  and  how  David  fbughL 
Loose  and  undisciplin'd  the  soldier  lay, 
Or  lost  in  drink  and  game  the  solid  day. 
Porches  and  schools,  design'd  for  public  good, 
Uncover'd,  and  with  scaflblda  cumber'd  stood, 
Or  nodded,  threatening  ruin.  — 
Half  pillars  wanted  th«r  expected  height. 
And  roofs  imperfect  prejudic'd  the  sight. 
The  artists  grieve ;  the  labouring  people  droop : 
My  father's  legacy,  my  country's  hope, 
God's  temple,  lies  unfbiish'd.  — 

The  wise  and  great  dcplor'd  their  monarch's  httf 
And  fiiture  mischiefs  of  a  sinking  state. 
**  Is  this,"  the  serious  said,  *<  is  this  the  man, 
MThoae  adiva  soul  through  every  science  ran  ? 
Who,  bv  just  rule  and  elevated  skill, 
Pvescrib'd  the  dubious  bounds  of  good  and  ill  ? 
Whose  golden  sayings,  and  inunortal  wit. 
On  large  phylacteries  expressive  writ, 
Werv  to  tlie  forehead  of  the  rabbins  ty'd. 
Our  youth's  instructioa,  and  our  age's  pride? 
Could  not  the  wise  his  wild  desires  restrain  ? 
Hien  was  our  hearing,  and  hi<  prcadiing,  vain ! 


What  fhm  his  fif^  and  letters  were  we  tstiglit. 
But  that  his  knowledge  aggravates  ha  fauh?" 

In  lighter  mood  the  humorous  and  dw  gay 
(As  crown'd  with  roses  at  their  fessts  tbey  W, 
Salt  the  fbll  goblet,  charg'd  with  Abrs's  name, 
And  diarms  superior  to  their  master's  fuut. 
Laughing,  some  praise  the  king,  who  let  dKm  at 
How  aptly  luxe  and  empire  might  agree : 
Some  gloss'd,  how  love  and  wi^om  were  at  itnk 
And  brou^t  my  proverbs  to  confront  Yin  life. 
"  However,  friend,  here's  to  the  king,"  one  cnn 
*'  To  him  who  toas  the  king,"  tlie  friend  replus. 
*'  The  kinff,  for  Judali's  and  for  Wisdom's  cnne. 
To  Abra  yields :  could  I  or  thou  do  vorse? 
Our  looser  lives  let  Chance  or  FoUy  steer, 
If  thus  the  prudent  and  determin'd  err. 
Let  Dinah  bind  with  flowers  her  flowing  hair. 
And  touch  the  lute,  and  sound  the  wanton  air. 
Let  us  the  bliss  without  the  sting  receive, 
Free,  as  we  will,  or  to  enjoy,  or  leave. 
Pleasures  on  lerity's  smooth  surfiue  flow : 
Thought  brings  the  weight  that  sinks  the  st^'  *) 
Now  be  this  maiim  to  the  king  convey'd,      <«^t. 
And  added  to  the  thousand  he  has  made." 

«*  Sadly,  O  Reason !  is  thy  power  expre«U 
Thou  gloomy  tyrant  of  the  frighted  breast ! 
And  harsh  the  rules  which  we  from  thee  i«««. 
If  for  our  wisdom  we  our  pleasure  give ; 
And  more  to  think  be  only  more  to  griete : 
If  Judah's  king,  at  thy  tribunal  try'd. 
Forsakes  his  joy,  to  rindicate  his  pride. 
And,  changing  sorrows,  I  am  only  found 
Loos'd  from  the  chains  of   Love,   b  tiaoe  xaa 
strictly  bound ! 

*(  But  do  I  call  thee  tyrant,  or  complain 
How  hard  thy  laws,  how  absolute  thy  reign? 
Whfle  thou,  alas !  art  but  an  empty  nanw. 
To  no  two  men,  who  e'er  diacmirs'd,  the  sane . 
The  idle  product  of  a  troubled  thought. 
In  borrow'd  shapes  and  airy  colours  wroufiit : 
A  fancy'd  line,  and  a  reflevicd  shade ; 
A  chain  which  man  to  fetter  man  has  made; 
By  artifice  impos'd,  by  fear  obcy'd ! 

«  Yet,  wretched  name,  or  arbitrary  thin^ 
Whence-ever  I  thy  cruel  essence  bring, 
I  own  thy  influence,  for  I  feel  thy  sting. 
Reluctant  I  perceive  thee  in  my  soul, 
Form'd  to  command,  and  destin*d  to  contn^ 
Yes ;  tiiy  insulting  dictates  shall  be  heard ; 
Virtue  for  once  shall  be  her  own  reward: 
Yes ;  rebel  Israel !  thb  unhappy  maid 
Shall  be  diamiss'd:  the  crowd  shall  be  obey'd: 
The  king  his  passion  and  his  rule  shall  leaver 
No  longer  Abra's,  but  the  people's  slave. 
My  comd  soul  diall  bear  its  wayward  file; 
I  will,  alas!  be  wretched  to  be  great. 
And  sifi^  in  royidty,  and  grieve  in  stale.** 

I  said :  reaolv'd  to  plunge  into  my  grief 
At  once  so  far,  as  to  expect  relief 
From  my  despair  alone— 
I  choae  to  write  the  thii^  I  durst  not  speak 
To  her  I  lov'd,  to  her  I  must  forsake. 
The  hanh  epistle  bbour'd  nroch  to  prove 
How  inconsistent  my&ty  and  love. 
I  always  should,  it  said,  esteem  her  well. 
But  never  see  her  more :  it  bid  her  feel 
No  future  pain  for  me;  but  instant  vred 
A  lover  more  proportion'd  to  her  bed, 
AikI  quiet  dedicate  her  remnant  life 
i  To  the  just  duties  of  an  humble  wtfis. 
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She  read,  nd  ibftli  to  me  ihe  wildly  nii. 

To  mc^  the  esse  of  all  her  fonrnr  pain. 
She  kneel'd,  entreated,  struggled,  tfareateo'd,  crfdf 
And  with  alternate  paarion  HT*d  ajid  dy*d : 
Till,  Dovr,  dcny*d  the  liberty  to  moum, 
Aod  bf  rude  ftiry  from  my  presence  torn, 
Tbis  only  object  of  my  real  care, 
Oit  off  from  hope,  abandoned  to  despair, 
In  some  few  posting  fatal  boon  is  hurl'd      [world. 
Fran  wealth,  from  power,  from  love,  and  fhnn  the 
"  H<ye  tell  me,  if  thou  dar*s^  my  conscious  soul, 
What  different  sorrows  did  within  thee  roll  ? 
Whtt  pangs,  what   fires,  what  racks,    didst  thou 

sustain? 
What  sad  Tidssitudes  of  smarting  pain  ? 
How  oft  from  pomp  and  state  did  I  remove. 
To  feed  despair,  and  cherish  hopeless  love  ? 
(fow  of^  sU  day,  recall'd  I  Abra's  charms. 
Her  beauties  press'd,  and  panting  in  my  arms  ? 
How  oft,  with  aigha,  view*d  ev'ry  female  face, 
mtere  mimic  fancy  might  her  b'keness  trace? 
How  oft  desir'd  to  fly  finom  IsraeKs  throne, 
And  live  in  shades  with  her  and  Love  alone  ? 
How  oft  all  niglit  pursued  her  in  my  dreams, 
0*er  flowery  ndlio,  and  through  crystal  streams, 
And,  waking,  view'd  with  grief  the  rising  Sun, 
And  fondly  moum*d  the  dear  delusion  gone  ?*' 

When  thus  the  gatfaer'd  storms  of  wretched  love 
[a  my  swoln  boaoni,  with  long  war  had  strove ; 
it  length  they  broke  their  bounds ;  at  length  their 

force 
kre  down  whatever  met  its  stronger  course, 
i^  all  the  dvil  bonds  of  manhood  waste, 
lad  icatter'd  ruin  as  the  torrent  past. 
b  from  the  hilla,  whose  hollow  caves  contain 
!be  congregated  snow  and  swelling  rain 
>31  the  full  storea  their  ancient  bounds  disdain, 
Wipitate  the  furious  torrent  flows : 
BTain  would  qpeed  avoid,  or  strength  oppose ; 
mu,    fbrestSy    herds,    and   men,*  promiscuous 

drown'dy 
Htfa  ooe  great  death  deform  the  dreary  ground : 
1m  echoed  woes  from  distant  rocks  resound, 
iod  DOW,  what  impious  ways  my  wishes  took, 
^  ihey  the  monarch  and  the  nun  forsook ; 
ad  how  I  fcdlow'd  an  abandon*d  will, 
krough  crooked  paths,  and  sad  retreats  of  ill ; 
bw  Jadah*s  dau^iters  now,  now  foreign  slaves, 
y  turns  my  prostituted  bed  receives ; 
broagfa  tribes  of  women  how  I  loosely  rang*d 
npadent :  lik'd  to-night,  to-morrow  cbang'd ; 
ad,  by  the  instinct  of  capricious  lust, 
ijoy'd,  diadain*dl,  was  grateful,  or  unjust : 
!  be  these  scenes  from  human  eyes  conccal'd, 
I  clouds  of  decent  silence  justly  veiVd ! 
'  be  the  wanton  images  convey'd 
» Uack  oblivion  and  eternal  sbuie ! 
f  let  their  and  epitome  alone, 
ad  outward  lincsy  to  f\iture  age  be  known, 
MKigfa  to  pra|M^gate  the  sure  belief, 
hst  rice  engenders  shame,  and  folly  t»roods  o*er 


Bury'd  in  slotfa^  and  lost  in  ease,  I  lay ; 
be  oigbt  I  revell'd,  and  I  slept  the  day. 
e*  hnpf  of  fuel  damp'd  my  kindling  fires, 
nd  daily  cbange  eitiiiguiab*d  young  desires. 
f  its  own  fbrce  destroyed,  fruition  ceas'd, 
ad,  always  wcery'd,  I  waa  never  pleaa'd. 
» longer  now  docs  my  aedected  miod 
» wonted  fltorra  and  old  ideM  find* 


Fix'd  Judgment  there  no  longer  docs  abide, 
To  take  the  true,  or  set  the  fUae  aside. 
No  longer  does  swift  Memory  trace  the  cells, 
Where  springing  Wit,  or  young  Invention,  dwell 
FVequent  debauch  to  habitude  prevails ; 
Patience  of  toil,  and  love  of  virtue,  fails. 
By  sad  degrees  impaired,  my  vigour  dies, 
Till  I  command  no  longer  ev'n  in  vice. 

Tlie  women  on  my  dotage  build  their  sway ; 
Tbey  ask,  I  grant ;  they  threaten,  I  obey. 
In  regal  garments  now  I  gravely  stride, 
Aw'd  by  the  Persian  damsel's  haughty  pride : 
Now  with  the  looser  %rian  dance  and  sing. 
In  robes  tuck'd  up,  opprobrious  to  the  king. 

Charm*d  by  their  eyes,  their  manners  I  acquire, 
And  shape  my  foolishness  to  their  desire ; 
Seduc*d  and  aw'd  by  the  Philistine  dam^ 
At  Dagon*s  shrine  I  kindle  impious  flame. 
With  the  Chaldean's  charms  her  rites  prevail, 
And  curling  fhmkincense  ascends  to  Baal. 
To  each  new  harlot  I  new  altars  dress, 
And  serve  her  god,  whose  person  I  caress. 

Where,  my  deluded  sense,  was  Reason  flown  ? 
Where  the  Ydf^  majesty  of  David's  throne  ? 
Where  all  the  maiims  of  eternal  truth, 
With  which  Uie  Uring  God  inform'd  my  youth, 
When  with  the  lewd  Egyptian  I  adore 
Vain  idols,  deities  that  ne'er  before 
In  Israel's  land  had  fix'd  their  dire  abodes. 
Beastly  divinities,  and  droves  of  gods ; 
Osiris,  Apis,  powers  that  chew  the  cud, 
And  dog  Anubis,  flatterer  for  his  food  ? 
When  in  the  woody  hiUs  forbidden  shade 
I  carv'd  the  marble,  and  invc^'d  its  aid ; 
When  in  the  fens  to  snakes  and  flies,  witli  zeal 
Unworthy  human  thought,  I  prostrate  fell ; 
To  shrubs  and  plants  my  vile  devotion  paid. 
And  set  the  bearded  leek,  to  which  I  pray'd  ; 
When  to  all  bongs  sacred  rites  were  given, 
Forgot  the  Art>iter  of  Earth  and  Heaven  ? 

lluiough  these  sad  shades,  this  chaos  in  my  soul. 
Some  seeds  of  light  at  length  began  to  roll. 
The  rising  motion  of  an  infimt  ray 
Shot  glimmering  thro'  the  cloud,  and  promis'd  day. 
And  now,  one  moment  able  to  reflect, 
I  found  the  king  abandon'd  to  neglect, 
Seen  without  awe,  and  serv'd  without  respect. 
I  found  my  subjects  amicably  join 
To  lessen  tiieir  defects  by  citing  mine. 
The  priest  with  pity  pray'd  for  David's  race, 
And  left  his  text,  to  dwell  on  my  disgrace. 
The  father,  whilst  he  warn'd  his  ening  son 
The  sad  examples  which  he  ought  to  Siun, 
Describ'd,  and  only  nam'd  not,  Solomon. 
Each  bard,  each  sire,  did  to  his  pupil  sing, 
<*  A  wise  child  better  than  a  foolish  king." 

Into  myself  my  Reason's  eye  I  turn'd. 
And  as  I  much  reflected,  much  I  moum'd. 
A  mighty  king  I  am,  an  earthly  god ; 
Nations  obey  my  word,  and  wait  my  nod : 
I  raise  or  sink,  imprison  or  set  free, 
And  life  or  death  depends  on  my  decrea 
Fond  the  idea,  and  the  thought  is  vain ; 
O'er  Judah's  king  ten  thousand  tyrants  reign  ; 
Legions  of  lust,  and  various  powers  of  ill. 
Insult  the  master's  tributary  will  t 
And  he,  from  whom  the  nations  should  receive 
Justice  and  freedom,  lies  himself  a  slave, 
Tortur'd  by  cruel  diange  of  wild  desires, 
Lash'd  by  mad  rage,  ami  scorch'd  bybnital  fires. 
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'*  O  Rcaaon !  once  again  to  tfiee  I  all ;' 
Accept  my  sorrow,  and  ratrieve  my  falL 
Wisdinn,  tixm  say'st,  from  Heaven  recoT'd  her 

birth, 
Her  beams  transmitted  to  the  subject  Earth : 
Yet  this  great  empress  of  the  human  soul 
Does  only  with  imi^m'd  power  oontn^. 
If  restless  Ftodon,  by  r^elUous  sway. 
Compels  the  weak  usurper  to  obey. 

"  O  troubled,  weak,  and  coward,  as  thou  ar^ 
"Without  thy  poor  advice,  the  labouring  heart 
To  worse  extremes  with  swifter  steps  would  run. 
Not  sav*d  by  virtue,  yet  by  vice  undone  !'* 

Oft  have  I  said,  the  praise  of  doing  well 
Is  to  the  ear  as  ointment  to  the  smell. 
Kow,  if  some  flies,  perchance,  however  smaU, 
Into  the  alabaster  urn  should  fall, 
Tlie  odours  of  the  sweets  enclos'd  would  die. 
And    stench    corrupt   (sad   change!)   their  place 

supply. 
So  the  least  fiuilts,  if  mix*d  with  fairest  deed. 
Of  future  ill  become  the  fatal  seed ; 
Into  the  balm  of  purest  virtue  cast. 
Annoy  all  life  with  one  contagious  UasL 

Lost  Solomon !  pursue  this  thought  no  more : 
Of  thy  past  errours  recollect  the  store ; 
And  silent  weep,  that,  while  the  deathless  Muse 
Shall  sing  the  just,  shall  o'er  their  heads  diffuse 
Perfumes  with  lavish  hand,  she  shall  proclaim 
Thy  crimes  alone,  and,  to  thy  evil  fame 
Impartial,  scatter  damps  and  poisons  on  thy  name. 
Awaking,  therefore,  as  who  long  had  dream*d, 
Much  of  my  women  and  their  gods  asham*d ; 
FVom  tills  id>yss  of  exemplary  vice 
Resolv'd,  as  time  mighl  aid  my  thought,  to  rise; 
Again  I  bid  tlie  mournful  goddess  write 
The  fond  pursuit  of  fugitive  delight ; 
Bid  her  exalt  her  melancholy  wing. 
And,  rais*d  from  earth,  and  sav*d  ftt»n  pasaon,  sing 
Of  human  hope  by  cross  event  destroy*d. 
Of  useless  wcaslth  and  greatness  unenjoy'd. 
Of  lust  and  love,  with  their  fantastic  train. 
Their  wishes,  smiles,  and  looks,  decdtful  all,  and 
vain. 


Boor  llh—POfFER, 

TexU  ddejly  alluded  to  m  Book  II T. 

**  Or  ever  the  silver  cord  be  loosed,  or  the  golden 
bowl  be  broken,  or  the  pitcher  be  broken  at  the 
fountain,  or  the  wheel  broken  at  the  cisteni.**^- 
£ccLKS.  chaju  xiL  t<<rr.  6. 

^  The  Sun  ariseth,  and  the  Sun  goeth  down,  and 
hasteth  to  his  place  where  he  arose."  —  Ch,L  5* 

**  The  wind  gocth  towards  the  south,  and  tumeth 
about  unto  the  nortlu  It  whirleth  about  con- 
tinually ;  and  the  wind  returncth  again,  accord- 
ing to  his  circuit.**— Firr.  6. 

<*  All  the  rivers  run  into  the  sea :  yet  the  sea  is  not 
full.  Unto  the  place  from  whence  the  nvers 
come,  thither  tliey  return  again.**  —  Ver,  7. 

'*  Then  shall  the  dust  return  to  the  earth,  as  it  was : 
and  the  spirit  shall  return  unto  God  who  gave  it.*' 
—  CSk.  xiL  7. 

*'  Now  when  Solomon  had  made  an  end  of  praying, 
the  fire  came  down  fWim  Heaven,  and  consum«i 


fcc- 


the  bomt-oflRffing,  and  4e  •crifaea;  and  the 
gloiy  of  the  Loid  filled  tiie  house.**  — 2  Cvaos. 
▼u.  1. 

"  By  the  rivers  of  Babylon,  there  we  sai 
yea,  we  wept,  when  we  remembeed  Skn,* 
Psalm  cxxxvii.  1. 

<<  I  said  of  laughter,  it  is  mad;  and  of  nulli» 
doth  it?"— Eccus.  iL  2. 

**  No  man  can  find  out  the  work  tfast  God^ 
flron  the  beginning  to  the  end."  — d-  m.  1 1. 

«  Whatsoever  God  doeth,  it  ihall  be  fior  ever; 
nothing  can  be  put  to  it,  nor  any  thing  taken  fhas 
it:  and  God  doeth  it,  that  men  should  fear  befi«« 
him."— Ter.  14. 

"  Let  us  hear  the  conclusion  of  the  wliole  matter ; 
fear  God,  and  keep  lus  commandments  ;  ior  tkis 
is  the  whole  duty  of  man."  —  C%.  xiL  IS. 

Argument. 

Solomon  considers  man  through  tiie  several  sc^n 
and  conditions  of  life,  and  concludes  in  genssl, 
that  we  are  all  miserable.  He  reflects  more  ptr- 
ticularly  upon  the  trouble  and  uncertais^r  d 
greatness  and  power ;  gives  some  inrtanres  thefrcf 
from  Adam  down  to  himself;  and  still  oondudn 
that  all  is  vanity.  He  reasons  again  upon  life, 
death,  and  a  future  being ;  finds  human  wiakia 
too  imperfect  to  resolve  his  doubts ;  has  recmne 
to  religion ;  is  informed  by  an  angri,  wfaac  sba3 
happen  to  himself,  his  ftnuly,  and  fab  kii^rdum 
till  the  redemption  of  Israd ;  and,  upon  the  wboie. 
resolves  to  submit  his  inquiries  md  anxieties  b» 
the  will  of  his  Creator. 

% 

Comb  then,  my  soul ;  I  call  diee  by  that  ubm, 
Thou  busy  tUng,  from  whence  I  know  I  am : 
For,  knowing  what  I  am,  I  know  thou  art ; 
Since  that  must  needs  exist,  wbidi  can  impart. 
But  how  cam*st  thou  to  be,  or  whence  thy  ^nog? 
For  various  of  thee  priests  and  poets  sing. 

Bear*st  thou  submissive,  but  a  lowly  birth. 
Some  separate  particles  of  finer  earth, 
A  plain  effect  which  Nature  must  bcgeC^ 
As  motion  orders,  and  as  atoms  meet ; 
Companion  of  the  body's  good  or  ill. 
From  force  of  instinct,  more  than  choice  of  wui ; 
Conscious  of  fear  or  valour,  joy  or  pain. 
As  the  wild  courses  of  the  blood  ordain  ; 
Who,  as  degrees  of  heat  and  cold  prevail. 
In  youth  dost  flourish,  and  with  age  dialt  fall ; 
Till,  mingled  vrith  thy  partoer*s  latest  breadi. 
Thou  fly*st  dissolv*d  in  air,  and  lost  in  death  ? 

Or,  if  thy  great  existence  would  aspire 
To  causes  more  sublime,  of  heavenly  fire 
Wert  thou  a  spark  struck  off,  a  sepsnte  ny, 
Ordain*d  to  mingle  with  terrestrial  day ; 
With  it  condemn*d  for  certain  years  to  dwell. 
To  grieve  its.  frailties,  and  its  pains  to  feel ; 
To  teach  it  good  and  ill,  disgrace  or  fiune. 
Pale  it  with  rage,  or  redden  it  widi  shame  ; 
To  guide  its  actions  vrith  informing  care. 
In  peace  to  judge,  to  oon<iuer  in  the  war ; 
Render  it  agile,  vritty,  valiant,  sage. 
As  fits  the  various  course  of  human  age; 
Till  aa  tilie  earthly  part  decays  and  h&. 
The  captive  breaks  her  prison's  mouldering  mSk; 
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iovcn  iwUQt  upon  the  «d  rtaitin$f 
Wiaeh  ooir  the  pile  or  sepulchre  ^•'*"*»»"*  ; 
ind  thence  with  liberty  unboimiled  iie% 
XBpetfcnt  to  regein  her  native  skies. 

Whste'ar  tfaoo  ait,  where-e*er  ordain'd  to  go^ 
I^iiBts  which  we  rather  may  dispute  than  know,) 
^ame  oo,  thou  little  inmate  of  this  breast, 
Whkh  tar  thy  sake  ftom  passions  I  divest. 
For  these,  thou  say'st,  raise  all  the  stormy  strife^ 
WHA  hinder  thy  repose,  and  trouble  life. 
3e  the  fiur  level  of  thy  actions  laid, 
Is  tcmpeiance  wills,  and  prudence  may  persuade : 
3e  thy  sflections  undisturbed  and  clear, 
rmM  to  what  may  great  or  good  appear, 
Lad  try  if  liie  be  worth  the  lirer's  care. 

Amass'd  in  man,  there  Justly  is  beheld 
Hat  through  the  whole  creation  has  ezcell*d : 

V  life  and  growth  of  plants,  of  beasts  the  sense, 

V  angd's  Ibrecast  and  intelligence : 

•J  from  these  glorious  seeds  what  harvest  flows, 
lecount  our  blessings,  and  compare  our  woes. 
i  iu  true  light  let  dearest  reason  see 
he  man  dragg'd  out  to  act,  and  forc*d  to  be ; 
MpleiB  and  naked,  on  a  woman's  knees 

0  be  cipoa'd  and  rcar*d  as  she  may  please^ 
ed  her  n^lect,  and  pine  ftvm  her  disease : 
lis  tender  eye  by  too  direct  a  ny 
^oanded,  and  fljfing  from  unpractis'd  day  ; 
Kb  heart  sssiultcd  by  invading  air, 

ai  besting  ftrvent  to  the  vitid  war ; 

•  his  young  sense  how  various  forms  appear, 

htf  ttrike  fak  wonder,  and  exdte  hu  fear : 

i  las  distertioDS  he  reveds  his  pdns ; 

Ic  bjr  hb  tean  and  by  his  sighs  compldns; 

31  lime  and  use  assist  the  inifBnt  wretch, 

i  farokcn  words  and  rudiments  of  speech, 

b  wants  in  plainer  charscten  to  show, 

Jd  faint  more  perfect  figures  of  his  woe ; 

Bodonn'd  to  ascrifice  his  childish  years 

b  bibhiing  Ignonnce^  and  to  empty  fears; 

b  pass  the  riper  period  of  his  age, 

daca^  his  part  upon  a  crowded  stage ; 

b  laidng  toils  cxpos'd,  and  endless  cares, 

s  open  dangers,  and  to  secret  snares ; 

b  malice,  which  the  vengeful  foe  intends, 

ed  the  more  dangerous  lore  of  seeming  firiends. 

h  deeds  ezamin'd  by  the  people's  will, 

ksoe  tolbr^get  the  good,  and  blame  the  ill; 

r  isdiy  eensur'd  in  their  cui«*d  debate, 

^  in  the  sconicr*s  or  the  judge's  scat, 

bv  to  cundaum  the  virtue  which  they  hate. 

^t  would  he  rather  leave  this  firantic  scene, 

>d  trees  and  beasts  prefer  to  courts  and  men, 

1  the  lemotest  wood  vid  lonely  grot 

^nia  to  meet  that  worst  of  enls,  Thought ; 
Bfecnt  ideas  to  his  memory  brought, 
■Be  intrieste  as  are  the  pathless  woods, 
fepeiiious  some  as  the  descending  floods ; 
Hih  sniioitf  doubts*  with  raging  pasdons  torn, 
e  iwret  eompnniQO  near  with  whom  to  mourn, 
b  hears  the  echoing  rock  return  his  dghs, 
isd  fran  himadf  the  frighted  hermit  flies. 
Thus,  through  what  p^  soe*er  of  life  we  rove, 
[^  cnmpairifs  oar  h^,  and  grief  our  love, 
ci'd  with  the  present  moment's  heavy  glooDv 
^  te«k  we  brightness  from  the  years  to  come  ? 
I^oub'd  and  faeoken  like  a  sick  man's  deep, 
Hv  troubled  tfaou^its  to  distant  prospects  leap^ 
^MTOtts  t^  what  flies  us  to  o'eitake, 
W  bopr  is  bat  die  dream  of  those  that  wake 


But,  looking  hade,  we  set  the  dreadful  tniu' 
Of  woes  anew,  which  were  we  to  sustain. 
We  should  icAise  to  tre«l  the  path  agdn ; 
Still  adding  grief,  still  counting  from. the  first,. 
Judging  the  Uitest  evils  still  the  worst. 
And  sadly  finding  each  progresdve  hour 
Heighten  thdr  number  and  augment  theur  power. 
Till,  by  one  ooundess  sum  of  woes  opprest, 
Hoaxy  with  cares,  and  ignorsnt  of  rot. 
We  find  the  vitd  springs  rslax'd  and  worn, 
Compell'd  our  oonmum  impotence  to  mourn. 
Tlius  through  the  round  of  age  to  childhood  we 

return; 
Reflecting  find,  that  naked  from  the  womb 
We  yestoday  came  forth ;  that  in  the  tomb 
Naked  agdn  we  must  to-morrow  lie. 
Born  to  lament,  to  labour,  and  to  die. 

Flsss  we  the  ills  which  each  man  feels  or  dreadsi 
The  wdght  or  fallen  or  hanging  o'er  our  heads ; 
Hie  bear,  the  lion,  terrours  of  the  pldn, 
Tlie  sheepfold  scatter'd,  and  the  shepherd  ddn  . 
Hie  frequent  errours  of  the  pathless  wood. 
The  giddy  precipice,  and  the  dangerous  flood  ; 
The  noisome  pestilence,  that,  in  open  war. 
Terrible  marches  through  the  midZday  air. 
And  scatters  death ;  the  arrow  that  1:^  night 
Cuts  the  dank  mist,  rad  fatd  wings  its  flight ; 
Hie  billowing  snow,  and  violence  of  the  shower. 
Hut  from  the  hills  disperse  their  dreadful  store, 
And  o'er  the  vdes  collected  ruin  pour ; 
The  worm  that  gnaws  the  ripening  fhiit,  sad  guest^ 
Canker  or  locust,  hurtful  to  infest 
The  blade ;  while  husks  dude  the  tiller's  car^ 
And  eminence  of  want  distinguishes  the  year. 

Psss  we  the  dow  disease,  and  subde  pdn. 
Which  our  weak  frame  is  destin'd  to  sustain ; 
The  crud  stone  with  congr^ated  war 
Tearing  his  bloody  way ;  the  cold  catanh, 
With  frequent  impulse,  and  continued 
Weakening  the  wasted  seats  of  irksome  life ; 
The  gout's  fierce  rack,  the  burning  fever's  rage^ 
The  sad  experience  of  decay ;  and  age. 
Herself  the  sorest  ill;  while  Death  and  ease. 
Oft'  and  in  vdn  invok'd  or  to  appease 
Or  end  the  grief,  with  hasty  wings  recede 
From  the  vext  pAient  and  the  dckly  bed. 

Nought  shall  it  profit,  that  the  charming  fair. 
Angelic,  softest  work  of  Heaven,  dnws  near 
To  the  cold  shaking  pardytic  hand, 
Sensdess  of  beaut's  touch,  or  love's  command ; 
Nor  longer  apt  or  able  to  f^fil 
The  dictates  of  its  feeble  master's  wiU. 
Nought  shall  the  psdtry  and  the  harp  avail. 
Hie  pleadng  song,  or  well-repeated  tde, 
When  the  quick  qiirits  their  warm  march  forbear, 
And  numbing  coldness  has  unbrac'd  the  ear. 

Hie  verdant  ridng  of  the  flowery  hill, 
Hie  vde  enamell'd,  and  the  crystd  rill. 
Hie  ocean  rolling,  and  the  shelly  shore. 
Beautiful  objects,  shall  delight  no  more. 
When  the  lax'd  dnevrs  of  the  weaken'd  eye 
Id  watery  damps  or  dim  suffusion  lie. 
Day  follows  night ;  the  douds  return  agdn 
Aiier  the  Idling  of  the  latter  run ; 
But  to  the  agef-blind  shall  o^'er  return 
Grateful  vicisdtude :  he  still  must  mourn 
The  Sun  and  Moon,  and  e^ery  starry  tight, 
Eclips'd  to  him,  and  lost  in  everlasting  night 

Behold  where  Age's  wretched  victim  lies, 
See  his  head  trembling,  and  his  half-dos'd  eyes: 

T 
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FnqaaA  tar  hnilli'liii  pttHu^boKM^  beavei ; 
To  brokeo  deep  his  remiuuit  sense  he  gives, 
And  only  by  his  pains,  awaking,  finds  he  lives. 

Loos*d  by  devouring  Time,  the  silver  eord 
Dissever*d  lies ;  unhonour'd  from 'the  board 
Hie  crystal  um,  when  broken,  is  thrown  by. 
And  a|iter  utensils  their  place  supply. 
These  things  and  thou  must  share  one  equal  lot, 
I>ie  and  be  lost,  corrupt  and  be  forgot; 
While  still  another  and  another  race 
Shall  now  supply,  and  now  give  up  the  place ; 
From  earth  all  came,  to  earth  must  all  return^ 
Frail  as  the  cord,  and  brittle  as  the  urn. 

But  be  the  terrour  of  dieae  iUs  suppress'd. 
And  view  we  man  with  health  and  vigour  blest, 
Home  he  returns  with  the  declining  Sun, 
His  desdn'd  task  of  bbour  hardly  done ; 
Goes  forth  again  wiUi  the  ascending  ray. 
Again  his  travel  for  his  bread  to  pay. 
And  find  the  ill  sufficient  to  the  day. 
Haply  at  night  he  does  with  borrour  shun 
A  widow'd  daughter  or  a  dying  son ; 
His  neighbour's  offspring  he  to-morrow  sees, 
And  doubly  feels  his  want  in  their  increase ; 
The  next  day,  and  the  next,  he  must  attend 
His  foe  triumphant,  or  his  buried  friend. 
In  every  act  and  turn  of  life  he  feels 
Public  calamities,  or  household  ills ; 
The  due  reward  to  just  desert  refus*d. 
The  trust  betny'd,  the  nuptial  bed  abus*d ; 
The  judge  corrupt,  the  long-depending  cause. 
And  doubtful  issue  of  misconstrued  laws ; 
llie  crafty  turns  of  a  dishonest  state. 
And  violent  will  of  the  wrong-doing  great; 
The  venom*d  tongue,  injurious  to  lus  fame. 
Which  nor  can  wisdom  shun,  nor  fair  advice  re- 
claim. 

Esteem  we  these,  my  firiends,  event  and  chance^ 
Produc'd  as  atoms  from  the  fluttering  dance? 
l)r  liigher  yet  their  essence  may  we  draw 
From  destin'd  order  and  eternal  law  ? 
Again,  my  Muse,  the  cruel  doubt  repeat : 
Spring  they,  I  say,  from  accident  or  Fate? 
Yet  such  we  find  Uiey  are  as  can  control 
Hie  servile  actions  of  our  wavering  soul : 
Can  fright,  can  alter,  or  can  chain,  the  will ; 
Their  ills  all  built  on  life,  that  fundamental  ill. 

O  fatal  search  !  in  which  the  labouring  mind, 
Still  press'd  with  weight  of  woe,  still  hopes  to  find 
A  shadow  of  delight,  a  dream  of  peace, 
From  years  of  pain  one  moment  of  release ; 
Hoping  at  least  she  may  herself  deceive. 
Against  experience  wilUng  to  believe. 
Desirous  to  rejoice,  condemn'd  to  grieve. 

Happy  the  mortal  man,  who  now  at  last 
Has  through  this  doleful  vale  of  misery  past. 
Who  to  his  destin'd  stage  has  carry'd  on 
The  tedious  load,  and  laid  hb  burthen  down ; 
Whom  the  cut  brass,  or  wounded  marble,  shows 
Victor  o'er  Life,  and  all  her  train  of  woes. 
He,  happier  yet,  who,  privileg'd  by  Fate 
To  shorter  labour  and  a  lighter  weight, 
Receiv'd  but  yesterday  the  gift  of  breath, 
Order'd  to-morrow  to  return  to  death. 
But  O !  beyond  description  happiest  he. 
Who  ne*er  must  roll  on  life's  tumultuous  sea ; 
^B^^ho,  with  bless'd  freedom,  from  the  gen<»«l  doom 
Exempt,  must  never  force  the  teeming  womb, 
Kor  Me  the  Sun,  nor  sink  into  the  tomb ! 


Who 

mourn; 
And  he  alone  is  bless'd,  wbo  ne'er  was  ban 

"  Yet  in  thy  turn,  thoa  frowning  pRadMr, 
Are  not  these  general  maxims  too  sevcR? 
Say:  cannot  power  secure  its  owner's  hUas? 
And  is  not  wealth  the  pocsnt  sire  of  peace? 
Are  victors  Uess'd  with  fiune,  or  kings 

I  .tell  thee,  life  is  but  one  common 
And  man  was  born  to  suffer,  and  to  fear. 

**  But  is  no  rank,  no  station,  nodegiee, 
From  thb  contagions  taint  of  sorrow  free?'* 

None,  mortal !  none.     Yet  in  a  bolder  stais 
Let  me  this  melancfacJy  truth  "**■■*■'■ 
But  hence,  ye  worldly  and  profrae,  rctiie;  i 

For  I  adapt  my  voice^  and  raise  my  lyrc^  j 

To  notions  not  by  vulgar  ear  recaiv'd:  ' 

Yet  still  must  covet  life,  and  be  deceiv'd; 
Your  very  fear  of  death  shall  make  yoo  try 
To  catch  the  shade  of  immortality ; 
Wishing  on  Earth  to  linger,  and  to  sare 
Part  of  its  prey  from  the  devouring  grave ; 
To  those  who  may  survive  you  to  bequeadi 
Something  entire,  in  spite  of  Time  and  Dctfh; 
A  fancy'd  kind  cf  being  to  retrieve, 
And  in  a  book,  or  from  a  building,  live. 
False  hope !  vain  labour !  let  sonoe  ages  fly, 
Tlie  dome  shall  moulder,  and  the  volume  dk : 
Wretches,  still  taught,  still  will  ye  think  it  stiu^l 
That  all  Uie  parts  of  this  great  fabric  chsnge, 
Quit  their  old  station,  and  primeval  frame. 
And  lose  their  shape,  their  essence,  and  tibeir  nsse? 

Reduce  the  song  :  our  hopes,  our  joys,  arc  t^b; 
Our  lot  is  sorrow,  and  our  ponion  pain.       [^brj^ 

What  pause  from  woe,  what  hopes  of  codcr^ 
The  name  of  wise  or  great,  of  judgf  or  king? 
What  is  a  king  ?— >  a  man  condemn'd  to  bear 
The  public  burthen  of  the  nation's  care ; 
Now  crown'd  some  angry  faction  to  appease ; 
Now  falls  a  victim  to  the  people's  ease; 
From  the  first  blooming  of  his  ilUtaught  youth, 
Nourish'd  in  flattery,  and  estrang'd  from  tni^; 
At  home  surroundeid  by  a  sorile  crowd. 
Prompt  to  abuse,  and  in  detraction  loud ; 
Abroad  begirt  with  men,  and  swords,  and  spem, 
His  very  state  acknowledging  his  fears ; 
Marching  amidst  a  thousand  guanb,  he  shows 
His  secret  terrour  of  a  thousand  foes  : 
In  war,  however  prudent,  great,  fx  brave, 
To  blind  events  and  fickle  chance  a  slave ; 
Seeking  to  settle  what  for  ever  flicsy 
Sure  of  the  toil,  uncertain  of  the  prise. 

But  he  returns  with  conquest  on  his  brow, 
Brings  up  the  triumph,  and  absolves  the  to*  : 
The  captive  generals  to  his  car  were  ty'd ; 
The  joyful  citizens  tumultuous  tide, 
Echoing  his  glory,  gratify  his  pride. 
What  is  this  triumph  ?  xnisdness,  shouts,  snd  vtki 
One  great  collection  of  the  people's  voice. 
Tlie  wretches  he  brings  back  in  chains  rfkbe 
What  may  to-morrow  be  the  victor's  fate. 
The  spofls  and  trophies,  borne  before  him,  aba* 
National  loss,  and  epidemic  woe. 
Various  distress,  which  he  and  his  may  know. 
Does  he  not  mourn  the  valiant  thousands  sUin, 
The  heroes,  once  the  glory  of  the  plain. 
Left  in  the  conflict  of  the  fatal  day, 
Or  the  wolfs  portion,  or  the  vulture's  prey  ? 
Does  he  not  vreep  the  laurel  which  he  wean, 
Wet  with  the  soldier's  Uood,  and  widow's  larv: 
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See,  wiwfe  he  coomb,  the  dariing  of  the  war  ! 
iee  ndUioni  crowding  round  the  gilded  car ! 
Ic  the  vast  joys  of  thtt  ecstatic  hour, 
KnA  full  fruition  of  successful  power, 
}ae  momeat  and  one  thought  might  let  hira  scan 
rhe  rarious  turns  of  life,  and  fickle  state  of  man. 
Kk  the  dire  images  of  sad  distrust, 
Ind  popular  change,  obscur'd  amid  the  dust 
Hnt  rises  from  the  victor*s  rapid  wheel  ? 
Cm  the  loud  clarion  or  shrill  fife  repel 
IV  inward  cries  of  care  ?  can  Nature's  voice, 
['jiotiTe,  be  drown'd  or  le«ien*d  in  the  noise ; 
niough  shouts  of  thunder  loud  af&ict  tlie  air, 
hm  the  birds,  now  released,  and  shake  the  ivory 
chair? 

"  Ton  crowd,"  he  might  reflect,  "  yon  joyful 

crowd, 
lessM  with  my  honours,  in  my  praises  loud, 
Should  fleeting  Victory  to  the  vanquish*d  go^ 
hould  she  depress  my  anna,  and  raise  the  foe,) 
^'ould  for  that  foe  with  equal  ardour  wait 
It  the  high  palace,  or  the  crowded  gate ; 
Hth  ristieas  rage  would  pull  my  statues  down, 
>od  east  the  brasB  anew  to  his  renown. 

"  0  impotent  desire  of  worldly  sway  ! 
Ht  I,  who  make  the  triumph  of  to-day, 
Iiy  of  Uvmorrow's  pomp  one  part  appear, 
Ustly  with  wounds,  and  lifeless  on  the  bier ! 
bra  (Tileness  of  mankind  !)  then  of  all  these^ 
Diom  my  dilated  eye  with  labour  sees, 
•'ould  one,  alas !  repeat  me  good,  or  great, 
•'ash  my  pale  body,  or  bewail  my  fate? 
k.  march'd  I  chained  behind  the  hostile  car, 
W  xictor*!  pastime,  and  the  sport  of  war, 
Tould  one,  would  one  his  pitying  sorrow  lend, 
^  ^  so  poor,  to  own  he  was  my  friend  ?** 

ATails  it  then,  O  Reason,  to  be  wise? 
0  Mc  this  cruel  scene  with  quicker  eyes  ? 
0  kfiow  with  more  distinction  to  complain, 
Ml  have  superior  aense  in  feeling  pain  ? 

Let  tts  rcfolve  that  roll  with  strictest  eye, 
rhere,  «afe  from  Time,  distingunh'd  actions  lie ; 
a)  judge  if  grcetneaa  be  exempt  from  pain, 
*  pleasure  ever  may  with  power  remain. 

Adam,  great  ^rpe,  for  wliom  tlie  world  was  made, 
k  &ircst  bkasing  to  his  arms  convey'd, 

chsnning  wife ;  and  air,  and  sea,  and  land, 
nd  all  tfait  move  tiiercin,  to  his  command 
Icnder'd  obedient :  say,  my  pensive  Muse, 
^lot  did  thsae  golden  promises  produce  ? 
tvce  tasting  lift^  be  was  of  joy  bereav'd : 
^day,  I  think,  in  Fkndisehe  liv*d; 
^t^'d  die  next  his  journey  to  pursue, 
^^^ten  wounding  thorns  and  cursed  thistles  grew. 
!*»  m  he  ewns  hb  bread,  adown  his  brow, 
idia'd  to  <idi,  hb  labouring  sweat  must  flow ; 
b  hoibs  must  ake,  with  daily  toils  oppress*d, 
n  long.wish'd  night  brings  necessary  resL 
qU  viewing,  with  regret,  his  darling  Eve, 
le  for  bv  follies  and  his  own  must  grieve ; 
tevaiiiag  still  afresh  their  hapless  choice ; 
&  ear  oft  frighted  with  the  fanag*d  voice 
K  UeavcB,  iriien  fast  it  thunder*d  ;  ch  his  view 
^idiatt,  as  when  the  inftnt  lightning  flew, 
iadtfae  ^tern  cherub  stopped  the  fatal  road, 
^'d  widi  the  flames  of  an  avenging  God. 
in  yooager  son  on  the  polluted  ground, 
Hr4-fruit  of  Death,  lies  plaintive  of  a  wound 
JWCT  by  a  biuUici'a  land :  his  eldest  birth 
PBcs,  mark'd  by  Ila«ian,  a  fugitive  o*n  Earth. 


Yet  why  these  sorrows  heap*d  upon  the  sire, 
Becomes  nor  man,  nor  angel,  to  inquire. 

Each  age  sinn'd  on,  and  guilt  advanc'd  with 
time: 
The  son  still  added  to  the  father's  crime ; 
mi  God  arose,  and,  great  in  anger,  said, 
"  Lo !  it  repenteth  me  that  man  was  made ! 
Withdraw  thy  light,  thou  Sun  !  be  dark,  ye  skies! 
And  from  your  deep  abyss,  ye  waters,  rise  !** 

The  frighted  angels  heard  th*  Almighty  Lord, 
And  o'er  the  Earlh  from  wrathful  vials  |x>ur'd 
Tempests  and  storms,  obedient  to  his  word. 
Meantime,  his  providence  to  Noah  gave 
IJie  guard  of  all  th&t  he  design'd  to  save. 
Exempt  from  general  doom  the  patriarch  stood, 
Contemn'd  the  waves,  and  triumph'd  o'er  tlic  flood. 

The  winds  fall  silent,  and  the  waves  decrease, 
The  dove  brings  quiet,  and  the  olive  peace 
Yet  still  his  heart  does  inward  sorrow  feel, 
Wliich  faith  alone  forbids  him  to  reveal. 
If  on  the  backward  world  his  views  are  cast, 
*Tis  death  diffus'd,  and  universal  waste  : 
Present,  (sad  prospect !)  can  he  aught  descry 
But  (what  affects  his  melancholy  eye) 
Hie  beauties  of  the  ancient  fabric  lost. 
In  chains  of  craggy  hill,  or  lengths  of  dreary  coast? 
While,  to  high  Heaven  his  pious  breathings  turn'd. 
Weeping  he  hop'd,  and  sacrificing  moum'd  ; 
When  of  God's  image  only  eight  he  found 
Snatch'd  from  the  watery  grave,  and  sav'd  from 

nations  drown'd ; 
And  of  three  sons,  the  future  hopes  of  Eartli, 
The  seed  whence  empires  must  receive  tlieir  birth. 
One  he  foresees  excluded  heavenly  grace. 
And  mark'd  with  curses,  fatal  to  his  race  ! 

Abraham,  potent  prince,  the  friend  of  God, 
Of  human  ills  must  bear  the  destin'd  load; 
By  blood  and  battles  must  his  power  maintain, 
And  slay  the  monarchs  ere  he  rules  tlie  plain  ; 
Must  dod  just  portions  of  a  servile  life 
To  a  proud  handmaid  and  a  peevish  wife ; 
Must  with  the  mother  leave  the  weeping  son, 
In  want  to  wander,  and  in  wilds  to  groan ; 
Must  take  his  other  child,  his  age's  hope. 
To  trembling  Moriam's  melancholy  top, 
Order'd  to  drench  his  knife  in  filial  blood. 
Destroy  his  heir,  or  disobey  his  God. 

Moses  beheld  that  God ;  but  how  beheld? 
The  Deity  in  radiant  beams  conceal'd. 
And  clouded  in  a  deep  abyss  of  light ; 
While  present,  too  severe  for  human  sight, 
Nor  staying  longer  than  one  swift-wing'd  night. 
The  following  days,  and  months,  and  years,  decreed 
To  fierce  encounter,  and  to  toilsome  deed. 
His  youth  with  wants  and  hardships  must  engage ; 
Plots  and  rebellions  must  disturb  his  age ; 
Some  Corah  still  arose,  some  rebel  slave. 
Prompter  to  sink  the  state,  tlian  he  to  save : 
And  Israel  did  his  rage  so  far  provoke. 
That  what  the  Godhead  wrote,  the  prophet  broke. 
His  voice  scarce  heard,  his  dictates  scarce  believ'd. 
In  camps,  in  arms,  in  pilgrimage,  he  Uv'd ; 
And  dy'd  obedient  to  severest  law. 
Forbid  to  tread  the  promis'd  land  he  saw. 

My  father's  life  was  oiie  long  line  of  care, 
A  scene  of  danger,  and  a  state  of  war. 
Alarm'd,  expos'd,  his  childhood  must  engage 
The  bear's  rough  gripe,  and  foaming  lion's  ragCb 
By  various  turns  his  threaten'd  youth  must  fear 
Goliah's  lifM  9Wordf  and  Saul's  emitled  ipMr. 
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Forlorn  he  must  and  peraecuted  fly, 
Climb  the  steep  mountain,  in  the  caTem  lie, 
And  often  ask,  and  be  refus*d,  to  die. 

For  ever,  from  his  manly  toil,  are  known 
The  weight  of  power,  and  anguish  of  a  crown. 
What  tongue  can  speak  the  n^ess  monarch's  woes, 
When  G«l  and  Nathan  were  declar*d  his  fote? 
When  every  object  his  otfence  reviFd, 
The  husband  murder*d,  and  the  wife  defil'd, 
Tlie  parent's  sins  impress'd  upon  the  dying  child  ? 
What  heart  can  think  the  gri^  which  he  sustain'd. 
When  the  king's  crime  brought  vengeance  on  the 

land; 
And  the  inexorable  prophet's  voice  [choice  ? 

Gave  famine,  plague,  or  war,  and  bid  him  fix  his 

He  dy'd ;  and,  oh  !  may  no  reflection  shed 
Its  poisonous  venom  on  the  royal  dead ! 
Yet  the  unwilling  truth  must  be  express'd, 
Whidi  long  has  labour'd  in  tliis  pensive  breast : 
Dying,  he  added  to  my  weight  of  care ; 
He  made  me  to  his  crimes  undoubted  heir ; 
Left  his  unfinish'd  murder  to  his  son. 
And  Joab's  blood  entail'd  on  Judah's  crown.  . 

Young  as  I  was,  I  hasted  to  fulfil 
Tlie  cruel  dictates  of  my  parent's  will. 
Of  his  &ir  deeds  a  distant  view  I  took. 
But  tum'd  the  tube,  upon  his  faults  to  look. 
Forgot  his  youth,  spent  in  his  country's  cause. 
His  care  of  right,  his  reverence  to  the  laws ; 
But  could  with  joy  his  years  of  foUy  trace, 
Broken  and  old  in  BathshdlM's  embrace ; 
Could  follow  him,  where'er  he  stray'd  from  good, 
And  dte  his  sad  example,  whilst  I  trod 
Paths  open  to  deceit,  and  track'd  with  blood. 
Soon  docile  to  the  secret  acts  of  ill, 
With  smiles  I  could  betray,  with  temper  kill ; 
Soon  in  a  brother  could  a  rival  view, 
Watch  all  bis  acts,  and  all  his  ways  pursue. 
In  vain  for  life  he  to  the  altar  fled : 
Ambition  and  revenge  have  certain  q>ecd. 
Ev'n  there,  my  soul,  ev'n  there  he  should  have  fell, 
But  that  my  interest  did  my  rage  conceal. 
Doubling  my  crime,  I  promise,  and  deceive. 
Purpose  to  slay,  whilst  swearing  to  forgive. 
TVeaties,  persuasions,  sighs,  and  tears,  are  vain  ; 
With  a  mean  lie  curs'd  vengeance  I  sustain. 
Join  fraud  to  force,  and  policy  to  power, 
Till,  of  the  deatin'd  fugitive  secure. 
In  solemn  state  to  parricide  I  rise. 
And,  as  God  lives,  this  day  my  brother  dies. 

Be  witness  to  my  tears,  celestial  Muse ; 
In  vain  I  would  forget,  in  vain  excuse. 
Fraternal  blood  by  my  direction  spilt ; 
In  vain  on  Joab's  head  transfer  the  guilt ; 
Tlie  deed  was  acted  by  the  subject's  hand ; 
The  sword  was  pointed  by  the  king's  command. 
Mine  was  the  murder ;  it  was  mine  alone : 
Years  of  contrition  must  the  crime  atone ; 
Kor  can  my  guilty  soul  expect  relief. 
But  from  a  long  sincerity  of  grief. 

With  an  imperfect  hand,  and  trembling  heart. 
Her  love  of  truth  superior  to  her  art. 
Already  the  reflecting  Muse  has  trac'd 
Tlia  mournful  figures  of  my  actions  past. 
Hm  pensive  goddess  has  already  taught 
How  vain  is  hopc^  and  how  vexatious  thought ; 
From  growing  diildbood  to  declining  age. 
How  tedious  every  step»  bow  gloomy  every  stage. 
Tkdn  course  of  vanity  almost  complete, 
Tlr'd  in  the  field  of  life,  I  hope  xetnat 


In  the  ttill  shades  of  Death:  for  dread  and  pds. 
And  griefs,  wUl  find  tbetr  sbafb  daac*d  in  vbb. 
And  their  points  broke,  retorted  from  the  hesd, 
Safe  in  the  grave,  and  free  among  the  dead. 

Yet  tell  me,  frighted  Rcmmi  !  wtnt  is  desih? 
Blood  only  stopp'd,  and  interrupted  brealli; 
The  utmost  limit  of  a  narrow  span. 
And  end  of  motion,  which  with  life  begaaa. 
As  smoke  that  rises  from  die  kindling  fircs 
Is  seen  this  moment,  and  the  next  expires ; 
As  empty  clouds  by  rising  winds  are  toal. 
Their  fleeting  forms  scarce  sooner  found  Ikaaka; 
So  vanishes  our  state,  so  pass  our  days; 
So  life  but  opens  now,  and  now  decays  ; 
Tlie  cradle  and  the  tomb,  alas !  so  n^^ 
To  live,  is  scarce  distinguish'd  from  to  die. 

Cure  of  the  miser's  wish,  and  coward's  f«8K» 
Death  only  shows  us  what  we  knew  vras  near. 
With  courage,  therefore,  view  the  pointed  koia; 
Dread  not  D^th's  anger,  but  expect  his  povir ; 
Nor  Nature's  law  with  fruitleas  sor 
But  die,  O  mortal  man  !  for  thou  wast  bon 

Cautious  thro*  doubt,  by  want  of  oouiagc 
To  such  advice  the  reaaoner  still  replje&. 

Yet  measuring  all  the  long.«oatiniied 
Every  successive  day's  repeated  nc«. 
Since  Time  first  started  from  bis  prisdne  goaL 
Till  he  had  reach'd  t^  hour  wfamin  my  sool, 
Join'd  to  my  body,  swell'd  the  womb  ;  I  wsa 
(At  least  I  think  so)  nothing :  must  I  pass 
Again  to  nothing,  when  this  vital  breatti. 
Ceasing,  consigns  me  o'er  to  rest  and  dnadi? 
Must  the  whole  man,  amazing  thought !  recara 
To  the  cold  marble,  or  contracted  urn  ? 
And  never  shall  those  particles  agrees 
Tliat  were  in  life  this  individual  he  ? 
But,  sever'd,  must  they  join  the  geoctal  maaa^ 
Through  other  finrms  uid  shi^Ms  ordain'd  to 
Nor  thought  nor  image  kept  of  what  he 
Does  the  great  Word,  that  gave  him 
That  life  shall  never  wake  that  aenae  ^««m.  > 
And  will  no  power  hu  sinking  ^nrita 
From  the  dark  caves  of  Death,  and 
Grave? 

Each  evening  I  behold  the  settin|^  Son, 
With  downward  speed,  into  tibe  Ocean  run 
Yet  the  same  light  (paas  but  scune  flectmg 
Exerts  his  vigour,  and  renews  his  powers  ; 
Starts  the  bright  race  again :  his  constant, 
Rises  and  sets,  returning  still  the  same. 
I  mark  the  various  fury  of  the  winds ; 
T^iese  neither  seasons  guide,  nor  order  binds  ; 
They  now  dilate,  and  now  contract  tfaeir 
Various  their  speed,  but  endkas  is  their 
From  his  first  fountain  and  beginning 
Down  to  the  sea  each  brook  and  torrent 
Though  sundry  drops  or  l^ve  or  swell  the 
The  whole  still  runs,  with  equal  pace,  the 
Still  other  waves  supply  the  rising  urns, 
And  the  eternal  flood  im  want  of  water 

Why  then  must  man  obey  the  sad  decree. 
Which  subjects  neither  sun,  nor  wind,  no 

A  flower,  that  does  with  opening  mom 
And,  flourishing  the  day,  at  evening  diea  ; 
A  winged  eastern  blast,  just  skimming  o'er 
Tlie  ocean's  brow,  and  nnkiog  on  the  sfaotw  ; 
A  fire,  whose  flames  through  crackling  stubbie  i; 
A  meteor  shooting  ftom  the  summer  say  ; 
A  bowl  adown  the  bending  mountain  roU'd  ; 
A  bubble  breaking,  and  a  Mike  told ; 
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abadowy  and  «  midnight  dream ; 
emblems  wUcb,  with  semblance  apt,  proclaim, 

*  earthly  course  :  but,  O  my  soul !  so  fast 
«t  life  run  off*,  and  death  for  erer  last  ? 
His  darL  ivpinion,  sure,  is  too  confin'd ; 

i  whence  this  hope,  and  terrour  of  the  mind  ? 

•%  KMnething  still,  and  somewhere,  yet  remain, 

rard  €»r  punishment,  delight  or  pain  ? 

:  shall  cnir  relics  second  birth  receive  ? 

!p  we  to  wrakc,  and  only  die  to  live  ? 

m  the  sad  wife  has  cIos*d  her  husband's  eyes, 

i  pierr'd  the  echoing  vault  with  doleful  cries, 

*  the  pale  corpse  liot  yet  entirely  dead, 
q>irit  only  lix>m  the  body  fled ; 
grosser  part  of  heat  and  motion  void, 
>e  by  fire,  or  worm,  or  time,  destroy*d ; 

Soul,  imnoortal  substance,  to  remain, 
Kcious  of  joy,  and  capable  of  pain  ? 
«  if  her  aurts  have  been  directed  well, 
le  with  her  friendly  clay  she  deign*d  to  dwell, 
1  »he  with  sa.fe^  reach  her  pristine  seat  ? 
I  her  rest  endless,  and  her  bliss  complete  ? 
«  while  the  bury'd  man  we  idly  mourn, 
tn};els  joy  to  see  his  better  half  return  ? 
,  if  she  has  deformed  this  earthly  life 
H  mnrderous  rapine,  and  seditious  strife, 
u'd,  repuis'd,  and  by  those  angels  driven 
n  the  ethereal  seat,  and  blissful  Heaven, 
Tciiasting  darimess  must  she  lie, 

more  ui^iappy,  that  she  cannot  die? 
mid  two  wems,  on  one  small  point  of  land, 
trv'd,  uncertain,  and  amaz*d,  we  stand : 
either  side  our  thoughts  ince»ant  turn  ; 
irard  we  dread,  and  looking  back  we  mourn  ; 
ing  the  present  in  this  dubious  haste, 
t  loKt  ourselves  betwixt  the  future  and  the  past 
bese  cruel  doubts  contending  in  my  breast, 
reason  staggering,  and  my  hopes  oppress'd, 
'oce  more,**  I  said,  *'  once  more  I  will  inquire, 
tt  ia  this  little,  agile,  pervious  fire, 
I  fluttering  motion,  which  we  call  the  Mind  ? 
m  does  abe  act  ?  and  where  is  she  confin'd  ? 
re  we  tlse  power  to  guide  her  as  we  please  ? 
race  then  those  evils  that  obstruct  our  ease  ? 

happincw  pursue ;  we  fly  from  pain ; 

the  purmity  and  yet  the  flight,  is  vain : 
i,  wfaile  poor  Nature  labours  to  be  blest, 
day  with  pleasure,  and  by  night  with  rest, 
ne  stronger  power  eludes  our  sickly  will, 
idzing  our  rising  hope  with  certain  ill ; 
d  makes  us,  with  leflective  trouble,  see 
It  all  is  destin'd,  which  we  fancy  free.        [mind, 
'  That  Power  superiour  then,  which  rules  our 
liift  decree  by  human  prayer  inclin'd  ? 
n  be  for  aamfice  our  sorrows  ease? 
d  can  our  tears  reverse  his  finn  decrees? 
en  lee  Religion  aid,  where  Reason  fails ; 
row  loads  ijif  incense  in,  to  turn  the  scales ; 
d  let  the  silent  sanctuary  show, 
hii  from  the  babbling  schools  we  may  not  know, 
Bw  man  may  shun  or  bear  his  destin*d  pan  of  woe. 
**  What  shdl  amend,  or  what  absolve,  our  fate  ? 
ftiious  we  hover  in  a  mediate  state, 
Rwixt  iaflidty  and  nothing,  bounds, 
r  Irjundless  tenns,  wbosedoubtful  sense  confounds. 
ii«qual  thought !  whilst  all  we  iqiprehend 
;  that  our  hopes  must  rise,  our  sorrows  end, 
« our  Creator  deigns  to  be  our  friend." 

1  said ;  ^-aad  instant  bad  the  priests  prepara 
W  ntual  Hcrificc  and  solemn  prayer. 


I  Select  fW>m  vulgar  herds,  with  garlands  gay, 
A  hundred, bulls  ascend  the  sacred  way. 
The  artful  youth  proceed  to  form  the  choir ; 
Tliey  breathe  the  flute,  or  strike  the  vocal  wire. 
Tbe  maids  in  comely  order  next  advance ; 
They  beat  the  timbre],  and  instruct  the  dance. 
Follows  ^  chosen  tribe  from  Levi  sprung. 
Chanting,  by  just  return,  the  holy  song. 
Along  the  choir  in  solemn  state  they  past: 
•—  "Die  anxious  king  came  last 
The  sacred  hymn  perform'd,  my  promis'd  vow 
I  paid ;  and,  bowing  at  the  altar  low, 

"  Father  of  Heaven  1"  I  said,  «and  Judge  of 
Earth! 
Whose  word  call*d  out  this  universe  to  birth  ; 
By  whose  kind  power  and  influencing  care 
The  various  creatures  move^  and  live,  and  are ; 
But  ceasing  once  that  care^  withdrawn  that  power. 
They  move,  (alas !)  and  live,  and  are  no  more : 
Omniscient  Master,  omnipresent  King, 
To  thee,  to  thee,  my  last  distress  I  bring. 

*<  Thou,  that  canst  still  the  raging  of  the  seas. 
Chain  up  the  winds,  and  bid  the  tempests  cease ! 
Redeem  my  qhipwreck*d  soul  from  raging  gusts 
Of  cruel  passion  and  deceitful  lusts : 
From  storms  of  rage,  and  dangerous  rocks  of  pride. 
Let  thy  strong  hand  this  litde  vessel  guide 
(It  was  thy  hand  that  made  it)  through  the  tide 
Impetuous  of  this  life :  let  thy  command 
Direct  my  course,  and  bring  me  safe  to  land ! 

**  If,   while  this  weary'd  flesh  draws  fleeting 
breath. 
Not  satisfy*d  with  life,  afraid  of  death. 
It  haply  be  thy  will,  that  I  should  know 
Glimpse  of  delight,  or  pause  from  anxious  woe ! 
From  Now,  from  instant  Now,  great  Sire !  dispel 
The  clouds  that  press  my  soul ;  from  Now  reveal 
A  gracious  beam  of  light ;  from  Now  in^ire 
My  tongue  to  sing,  my  hand  to  touch  the  lyie  • 
My  open  thought  to  joyous  prospects  raise. 
And  for  thy  mercy  let  me  sing  thy  praise. 
Or,  if  thy  will  ordains  I  still  shall  wait 
Some  new  hereafter,  and  a  future  state. 
Permit  me  strength,  my  weight  of  woe  to  bear. 
And  raise  my  mind  superior  to  my  care. 
I^  me,  howe'er  unable  to  explain 
I'he  secret  labyrinths  of  thy  ways  to  man. 
With  humble  seal  confess  thy  awful  power; 
Still  weeping  hope,  and  wondering  still  adoie, 
So  in  my  conquest  be  thy  might  dechir'd. 
And  for  thy  justice  be  thy  name  rever'd.'* 

My  prayer  scarce  ended,  a  stupendous  gloom 
Darkens  the  air ;  loud  thunder  shakes  the  dome. 
To  the  b^;inning  miracle  succeed 
An  awful  silence  and  religious  dread. 
Sudden  breaks  forth  a  more  than  common  day; 
The  sacred  vrood,  which  on  the  altar  lay, 
Untouch'd,  unlighted,  glows— 
Ambrosial  odour,  such  as  never  flows 
From  Arab's  gum,  or  the  Sebaean  rose, 
'Does  round  the  air  evolving  scents  diffuse : 
The  holy  ground  is  wet  with  heavenly  dews : 
Celestial  music  (such  Jessides*  lyr^ 
Such  Miriam's  timbrel,  would  in  vain  require) 
Strikes  to  my  thought  through  my  admiring  ear. 
With  ecstacy  too  fine,  and  plduure  hard  to  bear. 
And  lo!  what  sees  my  ravish'd  eye?  what  feels 
My  wond*ring  soul  ?  An  opening  cloud  reveals 
I  An  heavenly  form,  embody'd,  and  array'd 
With  robes  of  light.    I  heard.    Hie  angd  said: 
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man  of  irooian  born,  lohoperdief 
From  daily  trouble  and  ocmtinued  gfief ; 
Thj  hope  of  joy  defiver  to  the  wind, 
Suppress  thy  pawions,  and  prepare  tiby  mind  ; 
Free  and  familiar  with  misfortune  grow 
Be  us*d  to  sorrow,  and  inur*d  to  woe ; 
By  weakening  toil  and  hoary  age  o*avome. 
See  thy  decrease,  and  hasten  to  thy  tomb; 
Leave  to  tliy  children  tumult,  strife,  and  war. 
Portions  of  toil,  and  legacies  of  care ; 
Send  the  successive  ills  through  ages  down, 
And  let  each  weeping  father  tell  his  son. 
That  deeper  struck,  and  more  distinctly  grier'd^ 
He  must  augment  the  sorrows  he  receiv'd. 

**  The  child  to  whose  success  thy  hope  is  bound, 
Ere  thou  art  scarce  interr'd,  or  he  is  crown'd. 
To  lust  of  arbitrary  sway  inclined, 
(Hiat  cursed  poison  to  the  prince's  mind !} 
Shall  from  thy  dictates  and  his  duty  rove. 
And  lose  his  great  defence,  his  pec^le's  love ; 
Ill-counsell'd,  vanquish'd,  fugitive,  disgrac'd. 
Shall  mourn  Uie  fame  of  Jac(Jb*s  strength  effac*d ; 
Shall  si^  the  king  diminish'd,  and  the  crown 
With  losen'd  rays  descending  to  his  son ; 
Shall  see  the  wreaths,  his  grandsire  knew  to  reap 
By  active  toil  and  military  sweat. 
Pining,  incline  their  sickly  leaves,  and  shed 
Their  falling  honours  from  his  giddy  head ; 
By  aims  or  prayer  unable  to  assuage 
Domestic  horrour  and  intestine  rage. 
Shall  from  the  victor  and  the  vanquish*d  fear. 
From  Israel's  arrow,  and  from  Judah's  spear ; 
Shall  cast  his  weary'd  }imbs  on  Jordan's  flood. 
By  brother's    arms    distuib'd,    and  stain'd  with 
kindred-blood.  [race, 

**  Hence  labouring  years  shall  weep  their  destin'd 
Charg'd  with  ill  omens,  suUy'd  with  disgrace. 
Time,  by  necessity  compell'd,  shall  go 
Through  scenes  of  war,  and  epochas  of  woe. 
The  empire,  lessen'd  in  a  ported  stream. 
Shall  lose  its  course  — 

Indulge  thy  tears :  the  Heathen  shall  blai^heme ; 
Judah  shall  fall,  oppress'd  by  grief  and  shame. 
And  men  shall  from  her  ruins  know  her  fame. 

**  New  Egypts  yet  and  second  bonds  remain, 
A  harsher  Pliaraoh,  and  a  heavier  chain* 
Again,  obedient  to  a  dire  command. 
Thy  captive  sons  shall  leave  the  promis'd  land. 
Their  name  more  low,  their  servitude  more  vile, 
Shall  on  Euphrates'  bank  renew  the  grief  of  Nile. 

*'  These  pointed  spires,  that  wound  the  ambient 
sky, 
(Inglorious  change !)  shall  in  destruction  lie 
Low,  leveU'd  with  the  dust ;  their  lieights  unknown, 
Or  measur'd  by  their  ruin.     Yonder  throne, 
For  lasting  glory  built,  design'd  the  seat 
Of  kings  for  ever  blest,  for  ever  great, 
Remov'd  by  the  invader's  barbarous  hand. 
Shall  grace  his  triumph  in  a  foreign  land. 
The  tyrafit  shall  demand  yon  sacred  load 
Of  gold,  and  vessels  set  apart  to  God, 
Then,  by  vile  hands  to  common  use  debas'd. 
Shall  send  them  flowing  round  his  drunken  feast. 
With  sacrilegious  taunt,  and  impious  jest. 

"  Twice  fourteen  ages  shall  their  way  complete ; 
Empires  by  various  turns  shall  rise  and  set ; 
While  thy  abandon'd  tribes  shall  only  know 
A  different  master,  and  a  change  of  woe. 
With  down..cast  eye-lids,  and  with  looks  aghast, 
Shall  dread  the  future,  or  bewail  the  past. 


<«  Afflicted  UufA  riaU  at 
Fast  by  the  stream  where  Babel's  waleta  run ; 
Their  harps  upon  the  neighbouring  willows  hxa^ 
Nor  joyous  l^nrn  encouraging  tfaeu*  tongue. 
Nor  cheerful  dance  tibeir  feet ;  with  toil  appnaii, 
Their  weary'd  limbs  aspiring  but  to  rest. 
In  the  reflective  stream  the  sagfaii^  bride. 
Viewing  her  charms  impair'd,  abash'd,  afaall  bide 
Her  pensive  head ;  and  in  her  languid  face 
Tlie  bridegroom  shall  foresee  his  sickly  xaoe. 
While  ponderous  fetters  vex  their  close  cmbiaoe. 
With  iricsome  anguish  then  your  priests  liiall  auon 
Their  long.neglected  feasts*  despair'd  retura, 
And  sad  oblivion  of  their  solemn  daya» 
Thenceforth  their  voices  they  shall  only 
Louder  to  weep.     By  day,  your  fngfaied 
Shall  call  for  fountains  to  express  their  tesurs. 
And  wish  their  eyes  were  floods ;  by  lug^  froa 

dreams 
Of  opening  gulphs,  black  storms,  and  raging  flsmew 
Starting  amaz'd,  shall  to  the  people  show 
Emblems  of  heavenly  wrath,  sind  mystic  Qrpes  (tf  «w. 

"  The  captives,  as  their  tyrant  shall  require 
That  they  should  breathe  the  son^  and  toucb  tki 

lyre. 
Shall  say :  *  Can  Jacob*s  servile  race  rejoioBy 
Untun'd  the  music,  and  disus'd  the  voice  ? 
What  can  we  play*  (they  shall  discourse*,)  *  howfiafi 
In  foreign  lands,  and  to  a  barbarous  king  ? 
We  and  our  fathers,  from  our  childbood  btcd 
To  watch  the  cruel  victor's  eye,  to  dread 
The  arbitrary  lash,  to  bend,  to  grieve,  i 

I  (Out-cast  of  mortal  race !)  can  we  coiu»Te  i 

'  Image  of  aught  delightful,  soft,  or  gay  ?  , 

Alas !  when  we  have  toil'd  the  longsome  day. 
The  fullest  bliss  our  hearts  aspire  to  know  | 

Is  but  some  interval  from  active  woe. 
In  broken  rest  and  startling  sleep  to  mourn,  | 

Till  mom,  the  tyrant,  and  the  scourge,  retunu 
Bred  up  in  grief,  can  pleasure  be  our  theme  ? 
Our  endless  anguish  does  not  Nature  claim  I 
Reason  and  sorrow  are  to  us  the  sanu:. 
Alas !  with  wild  amazement  we  require. 
If  idle  Folly  was  not  Pleasure's  fire  ? 
Madness,  we  fancy,  gave  an  ill-tim'd  bir& 
To  grinning  Laughter,  and  to  frantic  Mirth.* 

"  Hiis  is  tlie  series  of  perpetual  woe. 
Which  thou,  alas !  and  thine,  are  bom  to  know. 
Illustrious  wretch !  repine  not,  nor  reply  : 
View  not  what  Heaven  ordains  with  Reason's  ert^t 
Too  bright  the  object  is ;  the  distance  is  too  hi^. 
The  man,  who  would  resolve  the  work  of  Fatiu 
May  limit  number,  and  make  crooked  strai^fai : 
Stop  thy  inquiry  then,  and  curb  thy  sense,  , 

Nor  let  dust  argue  widi  Omnipotence, 
"lis  God  who  must  dispose,  and  man  <»c—w.^ 
Bom  to  endure,  forbidden  to  complain. 
Thy  sura  of  life  must  his  decrees  fulfil ; 
What  denotes  from  Iiis  command,  is  ill ; 
And  that  alone  is  good  which  ceittres  in  his  will. 

"  Yet,  that  thy  labouring  senses  may  noc  droufv 
Lost  to  delight,  and  destitute  of  hop^ 
Remark  what  I,  Goo's  messenger,  arer 
From  him,  who  neither  can  deceive  nor  err. 
The  land,  at  length  redeem' d,  shall  cease  to  moc-^ 
Shall  from  her  sad  captivity  return. 
Sion  shall  raise  her  long^jected  head. 
And  in  Iter  courts  the  law  again  be  read. 
Again  tlie  glorious  temple  shall  arise. 
And  with  new  lustre  pierce  the  neighbouring  ski^ 
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1»  proRitt'd  teat  of  empire  shsll  again 
lover  the  mouoCain,  and  command  the  plain  ; 
Ind,  from  thy  nee  distinguiih'd,  one  shall  spring, 
inattr  in  act  than  irictor,  more  than  king 
n  dignity  and  power,  aent  down  from  heaven, 
To  wccoor  Earth.     To  him.  To  him,  *tis  given, 
'teioii,  and  care,  and  anguish,  to  destroy. 
fbrottgii  Imn,  soft  peace,  and  plenitude  of  joy, 
i^erpcuial  o'er  the  world  redeem'd  shall  flow ; 
S'o  more  may  man  inquire,  nor  angel  know. 
"  Now,  Sobmon !  remembering  who  thou  art, 
\a  tbougfa  thy  remnant  life  the  decent  part. 
johnhi  be  sbong :  with  patience  and  with  care 
krfma,  and  suffer :  to  thyself  aerere, 
rndoia  to  others,  thy  desueaisuppress'd, 
)iffus'd  thy  virtues ;  first  of  men !  be  best. 
\j  am  of  duty  let  two  words  contain ; 
0  mty  they  graven  in  thy  heart  remain !) 
le  humble,  and  be  just.**     The  angel  said  :— 
Hth  upward  speed  his  agile  wings  he  spread ; 
rhJUt  00  the  holy  ground  I  prostrate  lay, 
I7  Tuioos  doubta  impell*d,  or  to  obey, 
k  to  object ;  at  length  (my  moumfiU  look 
IcBvcn.ward  erect)  determin'd,  thus  I  spoke : 
**  Sopreme,  all-wise,  eternal  Potentate  !^ 
Ble  Author,  sole  Disposer  of  our  fiite ! 
juhnm'd  in  hgfat  and  immortality, 
Hiom  DO  man  fully  sees,  and  none  can  see ! 
Original  of  beings !  Power  divine ! 
iace  that  I  live,  and  that  I  think,  is  thine ! 
teoign  Creator !  let  thy  plastic  hand 
KspoK  its  own  effect ;  let  thy  command 
totore.  Great  Father!  thy  instructed  son ; 
^  in  my  act  may  thy  great  will  be  done!** 
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"^Ae  Tume  ^KmgJohn  and  the  Abboi  afCmUerbuiy. 

Wbo  hH  e*er  been  at  Paris,  must  needs  know  the 

Gr^e, 
bp  fatal  retreat  of  th*  unfortunate  brave ; 
^hnt  Honour  and  Justice  most  oddly  contribute 
'0  case  heroes*  pains  by  a  halter  and  gibbet. 
Deny  down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 

Tine  Death  breaks  the  shackles  which  Force  had 
put  on,  [begun; 

iad  the  hansman  completes  what  the  judge  but 

We  the  iquire  of  the  pad,  and  the  Iqiight  of  the 
post,  [no  more  crost. 

U  dior  pains  no  moee  balk'd,  and  their  hopes 
Deny  down,  &c. 

Great  dahns  are  there  made^  and  great  secreta 

are  known;  [own. 

^od  the  king,  and  the  law,  and  the  thief,  has  his 

^  my  bcaren  cry  out,  <«  What  a  deuce  dost  thou 

aO? 
^  off  thy  reflections,  and  give  us  thy  tale.'* 
Doty  down,  &c 

'Twai  there  then,  in  civil  respect  to  harsh  laws, 
M  for  want  of  fake  witness  to  back  a  bad  cause, 
&  Konnaa,  though  late,  was  obliged  to  appeir ,; 
^  who  to  assist,  but  a  grave  Cordelier ! 
Deny  down,  &c 


•t 
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The  squire,  whose  good  gnce  was  to  open  the 
s^ene^  Ibegin: 

SeemM  not  in  great  haste  that  the  show,  should 
Now  fitted  the  halter,  now  travera*d  the  cart, 
And  often  took  leave,  but  was  loth  to  depart. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

*'  What  frightens  you  thus,  my  good  son  ?**  says 
the  priest: 
"  Tou  murder*d,  are  sorry,  and  have  been  confest. 
"  O  father !  my  sorrow  wfll  scarce  save  my  bacon ; 
For  twasnotthatImurder*d,butthat  Iwastsken. 
Derry  down,  &c. 

**  Pough !  pr'ytbee  ne'er  trouble  thy  head  with 
such  fancies : 
Rely  on  the  aid  you  shall  have  from  Saint  Fnnds: 
If  the  money  you  promis*d  be  brought  to  the  chest. 
You  have  only  to  die :  let  the  church  do  the  rest 
Derry  down,  &c. 

*'  And  what  will  folks  say,  if  they  see  you  afraid? 
It  reflects  upon  me,  as  I  knew  not  my  trade : 
Courage,  friend;  for  to-day  is  your  period  of  som»w  ; 
And  things  will  go  better,  believe  me,  to^^nonow.*' 
Derry  down,  &c. 

*'  To-morrow !"  our  hero  replied,  in  a  fright : 
<<  He  that's  hang'd  before  noon,  ought  to  think  of 
to-night.'*  —  [truss*d  up, 

'<  Tell  your  bcaids,'*  quoth  the  priest,  "  and  be  fairly 
For  you  surely  to-night  shall  in  Pandise  syp.*' 
Derry  down,  &c 

"  Alas  !*'  quoth  the  squire,  «  howe'er  sumptu- 
ous the  treat, 
Parbleu !  I  shall  have  little  stomach  to  eat; 
I  should  therefore  esteem  it  great  favour  and  grace. 
Would  you  be  so  kind  as  to  go  in  my  place." 
Deny  down,  &c. 

"  That  I  would,"  quoth  the  father,  «  and  thank 
you  to  boot ; 
But  our  actions,  you  know,  with  our  duty  must  svit. 
The  feast  I  propos'd  to  you,  I  cannot  taste ; 
For  this  night,  by  our  order,  is  mark'd  for  a  fast." 
Derry  down,  &c. 

Then,  turning  about  to  the  hangman,  he  said, 
<<  Dispatch  me,  I  pr'ytbee,  this  troublesome  blade; 
For  thy  cord  and  my  cord  both  equally  tie. 
And  we  live  by  the  gold  for  which  other  men  die." 
Derry  down,  &c. 


A  SONG. 

Ik  vain  you  tell  your  parting  lover. 
You  wish  fair  winds  may  waft  him  over. 
Alas !  what  winds  can  happy  prove. 
That  bear  me  &r  from  what  I  love  ? 
Alas !  what  dangers  on  the  lyain 
Can  equal  those  tha$.  I  sustain, 
Frcm  slighted  vow?,  and  cold  disdain? 

Be  gentle,  and  in  pity  choose 
To  wish  the  wildest  tempests  loose : 
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TiMt,  throirD  i^nn  upon  the  eoast 
Where  first  my  shlpwreck'd  heart  wet  lost, 
I  maj  once  more  repeat  mj  pain ; 
Once  more  in  dying  nolaa  complain 
Of  ilighted  TOWS,  imd  cM  disdain. 


THE  GARLAND. 

Tbs  pride  of  erery  grove  I  chose, 

The  violet  sweet  and  lily  fair, 
The  dappled  pink,  and  blushing  rose 

To  deck  my  charming  Chbe's  hair. 

At«nom  the  nymph  voudisaTd  to  place 
Upon  her  brow  the  various  wreath ; 

The  flowers  less  blooming  than  her  face. 
The  scent  less  fragrant  than  her  breatfi. 

The  floweri  she  wore  along  the  day : 
And  every  nymph  and  shepherd  said. 

That  in  her  hair  they  look*d  more  gay 
Than  glowing  in  their  native  bed. 

Undrest  at  evening,  when  she  found 
Their  odoun  kxtl,  their  colours  past; 

She  chang'd  her  look,  and  on  the  ground 
Her  garland  and  her  eye  she  cast 

That  eye  dropt  sense  distinct  and  clear, 
As  any  Muse's  tongue  could  speak. 

When  from  its  lid  a  pearly  tear 

Ran  trickling  down  her  beauteous  check. 

Dissembling  what  I  knew  too  well, 
**  My  love,  my  life,'*  said  I,  '*  explain 

This  change  of  humour :  pr'ythee  tell : 
That  faUing  tear —what  does  it  mean  ?*' 

She  sigh'd ;  she  smil'd ;  and,  to  tbe  flowers 
Pointing,  the  lovely  moralist  said  : 

**  See,  friend,  in  some  few  fleeting  hours. 
See  yonder,  what  a  change  is  inade ! 

**  Ah,  me !  the  blooming  pride  of  May, 
And  that  of  Beauty,  are  but  one : 

.\t  mom  both  flourish  bright  and  gay  ; 
Both  fade  at  evening,  pale,  and  gone. 

'<  At  dawn  poor  Stella  danc'd  and  sung ; 

The  amorous  youth  around  her  bow'd  : 
At  night  her  fatal  knell  was  rung ; 

I  saw,  and  kiss'd  her  in  her  shroud. 

**  Such  as  she  is,  who  died  to-day ; 

Such  I,  alas !   may  be  to-morrow  : 
Goj  Damon,  bid  thy  Muse  display 

The  justice  of  thy  Chloe's  sorrow." 


AN  ENGLISH  PADLOCK. 


Miss  Danae,  when  fidr  and  youngs 
(As  Horace  has  divinely  sang,] 
Could  not  he  kept  from  Jove's  embrace 
By  doori  of  Bted,  and  walls  of  brai& 


The  reason  of  the  tiling  b  dew. 
Would  Jove  the  naked  truth  aver. 
Cupid  was  with  him  of  the  party. 
And  show'd  himself  anoere  and  Imily  ; 
For,  give  that  whipster  hot  his  etraad. 
He  takes  my  lord  chief  justice*  wamaC : 
Dauntless  as  Death,  away  he  walks ; 
Breaks  the  doors  open,  snaps  the  lodes; 
Searches  the  pariour,  chamber,  study ; 
Nor  stops  till  he  has  culprit's  body. 

"  Since  this  has  been  authentic  trud^ 
By  age  deUver'd  down  to  youth ; 
Tell  us,  mistaken  husband,  tdl  u^ 
Why  so  mysterious,  why  so  jealoua  ? 
Does  the  restraint,  the  bolt,  die  bar. 
Make  us  less  curious,  her  less  fiur  ? 
The  spy,  which  does  this  treasure  kcem 
Does  she  ne'er  say  her  prayers,  nor  Jeep? 
Does  she  to  no  excess  incline  ? 
Does  she  fly  music,  mirth,  and  wine? 
Or  have  not  gold  and  flattery  power 
To  purchase  one  unguarded  hour  ? 

**  Your  care  does  frurther  yet  extend : 
That  spy  is  guarded  by  your  friend-    ■ 
But  has  this  friend  nor  eye  nor  heart  ? 
May  he  not  feel  the  cruel  dart^ 
Whidi,  soon  or  late,  all  mortals  fed  f 
May  he  not,  with  too  tender  seal. 
Give  the  fair  prisoner  cause  to  see, 
How,much  he  wishes  she  were  free? 
May  he  not  craftily  infer 
The  rules  of  friendship  too  severe^ 
MThich  diain  him  to  a  hated  trust ; 
Which  make  him  wretched,  to  be  jutt? 
And  may  not  she,  thi/darling  she. 

Youthful  and  healthy,  flesh  and  blood. 
Easy  with  him,  ill  us'd  by  thee. 

Allow  this  logic  to  be  good?** 

«  Sir,  will  your  quetfkms  neve 
I  trust  to  neidier  spy  nor  friend. 
In  short,  I  keep  her  from  the  sight 
Of  erery  human  face."  —  "Shell 
**  From  pen  and  paper  she's  debarr'd.**  — > 
**  Has  she  a  bodkin  and  a  card  ? 
She'll  prick  her  mind. "  —  «  She  will,  j«m  m 
But  how  shall  she  diat  mind  convey  ? 
I  keep  her  in  one  room :  I  lock  it : 
The  key,  (look  here,)  is  in  this  pocket.**  — 
«The  key-hole,  is  diat  left?"  —  •«  MoR  « 

tain."  — 
«  She'll  thrust  her  letter  through,  air  Mnrtia.' 

*<  Dear,  angry  friend,  what  must  be 
«  Is  there  no  way  ?'* —  "  There  is  but 
Send  her  abroad  :  and  let  her  aec^ 
That  all  this  mingled  mass,  whicfa  sii^ 
Being  forbidden,  longs  to  know. 
Is  a  dull  farce,  an  empty  show. 
Powder,  and  pocket-glaas,  and  bcaa; 
A  staple  of  romance  and  lies, 
False  tears  and  real  peijuries: 
Where  sighs  and  looks  are  bought  and  aol^ 
And  lore  h  made  but  to  be  told : 
Where  the  fat  bawd  and  lavish  heir 
Tlie  spoils  of  ruin'd  beauty  share  ; 
And  youth,  seduc'd  from  frien 
Must  give  up  age  to  want  and 
Let  ho*  behold  the  frantic  scenes 
The  women  wretched,  fidse  the 
And  when,  these  certain  ills  to  sfauB 
She  would  to  thy  embnoei  nms 
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wUi  mended  iniM, 
Seen  more  ddigfated  with  her  cfaumB ; 
Wiit  oo  bar  to  the  PhHrk  and  pUy ; 
Pbt  on  good-iittniottr ;  make  her  gay ; 
fie  to  hff  Tirtiics  werj  kind ; 
Be  to  her  fiuilta  a  little  blind; 
Let  iJl  her  my*  be  unconfin'd; 
Aad  dap  jour  padlock  ^  on  her  mind* 


A  SONG.  • 

Ir  wine  and  mnaic  have  the  power 

To  eMe  die  ncknen  of  the  aoid, 
Ltt  Anbaa  every  string  explore. 

And  Bacchna  fill  the  sprightly  bowL 
ict  them  their  friendly  aid  employ. 

To  make  my  Qdoe's  abeence  l^ht ; 
lad  leek  for  pleasure,  to  destroy 

The  floiTows  of  this  live-long  night. 

But  she  to^morroir  will  return : 

Vcnui,  be  thou  to-morrow  great ; 
Tliy  njfttes  vtrow,  thy  odours  bum. 

And  meet  thy  fikvourite  nymph  in  state; 
tJnA  goddess,  to  no  other  powers 

I^  us  to>morrow's  blessings  own  : 
Hit  dariing  loves  shall  guide  the  hours ; 

And  ail  the  day  be  tlune  alone. 


THE  FEMALE  PHAETON. 

Tavi  Kirrr*,  beautiful  and  young. 

And  wild  as  oolt  untaro'd, 
Bopoke  the  fair  from  whence  she  sprung, 

Widi  little  Fsge  iniiam'd : 

I>ism*d  with  rage  at  sad  restraint, 
Wladi  wisemasmna  oidain*d  ; 

Aid  sorely  text  to  play  the  saint, 
Wbilst  wit  and  beauty  reign'd : 

"  ShsB  I  ftmrnb  boly  booki^  confin'd 

With  Abigaila  forsaken? 
Kittj's  for  other  things  deaign'd, 

Orl 


"  Host  hdy  Jenny  friak  about. 
And  Tint  with  hcroouaina? 

At  balls  nmat  tke  make  all  the  rout. 
And  bring  home  haarta  by  doiena  ? 

"  WW  baa  the  better,  pray,  than  I, 
Wliat  hidden  charms  to  boast, 

TW  aU  mankind  for  her  ahould  die, 
Wbilst  I  am  acaroe  a  toast  ? 


!  for  once  let  me, 
Uadiain'd,  my  fortune  try ; 
m  hive  my  eari  as  well  as  aba,! 
Or  know  ifae  reaaon  why. 

*  Udy  Gatfaatine  Hyde,  now  Dudwas  of  Qpeena. 

t  Tba  Earief  Eaaex  mankd  l4ady  Jane  Hyda. 


"  m  aoon  with  Jenny'a  pride  quit  score, 

Make  all  her  lovers  fall : 
They'll  grieve  I  was  not  looB*d  before  ; 

She,  Iwaslooa*dataU.*' 

Fondneaa  prevail'd,  mamma  gave  way ; 

Kitty,  at  heart's  desire, 
Obtain'd  the  chariot  for  a  day, 

And  tet  the  worU  onfre. 


THE  DESPAIRING  SHEPHERD. 

Alexis  shunn'd  his  fellow-swains, 
Hieir  rural  sports,  and  iocund  strains : 

(Heaven  guard  us  all  from  Cupid's  bow  !) 
He  lost  his  crook,  he  left  his  flocks  ; 
And,  wandering  through  the  lonely  rocka. 

He  nouriah'd  endless  woe. 

Tlie  nymphs  and  shepherds  round  him  came : 
His  grief  some  pity,  others  blame  ; 

The  fatal  cause  all  kindly  seek  : 
He  mingled  his  concern  with  theirs ; 
He  gave  them  back  their  friendly  tears ; 

He  sigh'd,  but  would  not  speak. 

Clorinda  came  amongst  the  rest ; 
And  she  too  kind  concern  exprest. 

And  ask*d  the  reason  of  his  woe : 
She  ask*d,  but  with  an  air  and  mien, 
Tliat  made  it  easily  foreseen. 

She  fear'd  too  much  to  know. 

The  shepherd  rais'd  his  mournful  head ; 
"  And  will  you  pardon  me,'*  he  said, 

"  While  I  the  cruel  truth  reveal  ? 
Which  nothing  from  my  breast  should  tear; 
Which  never  should  offend  your  ear. 

But  that  you  bid  me  tell. 

'*  'Tis  thus  I  rove,  'tis  thus  complain, 
Since  you  appear'd  upon  the  plain  ; 

You  are  the  cause  of  all  my  care ; 
Tour  eyes  ten  thousand  dangers  dart ; 
Ten  thousand  torments  vex  my  heart: 

I  love,  and  I  despair." 

*'  Too  much,  Alexis,  I  have  heard : 
'Tis  what  I  thought ;  'tis  what  I  fear'd : 

And  yet  I  pardon  you,"  she  cried : 
**  But  you  shall  promise  ne'er  again 
To  breathe  your  vows,  or  speak  your  pain  :** 

He  bow'd,  obey'd,  and  dy'd. 


AN  ODE. 

The  merchant,  to  secure  his  treasure. 
Conveys  it  in  a  borrow'd  name : 

EupheUa  serves  to  grace  my  measure ; 
But  Chloe  is  my  real  flame. 

My  softest  verse,  my  darling  lyre. 

Upon  Euphelia's  toilet  lay  ; 
When  Chloe  noted  her  desire, 

That  I  ahould  aing,  that  I  ahould  pla^. 
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My  lyre  I  tone,  my  vdioe  I  naat. 
But  with  my  numbers  mix  my  si^it; 

And,  whilst  I  sing  £uphelia*s  pniae, 
I  fix  my  soul  on  Chloe*s  eyes. 

Fair  Chloe  blush*d:  EupbeUa  fioqrn'd; 

I  sung,  and  gas*d  ;  I  pUiy*d,  and  troubled 
And  Venus  to  the  Loves  around 

Remark*d,  how  ill  we  all  dissembled. 


THE  LADY'S  LOOKING-GLASS. 

nr  ZHXTATION  or  a  oaxxx  idtlliuic 

CxuA  and  I,  the  other  day, 
Walk'd  o*er  the  sand-hills  to  the  sea: 
Tlie  setting 'Sun  adom*d  the  coast, 
His-  beams  entire,  his  fierceness  lost : 
And,  on  the  surfiwe  of  the  deep, 
Tlie  winds  lay  only  not  asleep : 
Tlie  nymph  ^d  like  the  scene  appear. 
Serenely  pleasant,  calmly  fiur : 
Soft  fell  her  words,  as  flew  the  air. 
With  secret  joy  I  heard  her  say. 
That  she  would  never  miss  one  day 
A  walk  so  fine,  a  sight  so  gay. 

But,  oh  the  change !  the  winds  grow  high ; 
Impending  tempests  charge  thte  sky ; 


The  Kgfatmog  ffio,  the  fhmder 
And  big  warn  ladi  tiw  fiiglitcn*d 
Struck  with  tbe  hoffiour  of  the  aglit. 
She  turns  ber  head,  and  wii^  her  iight : 
And,  trembling,  vows  die'll  ne'er  ^ain 
Approach  the  shore,  or  view  tlie  main. 

*<  Once  more,  at  least,  look  bade,**  said  I, 
Tliystelf  in  that  large  ghns  descry : 
When  thou  art  in  good-humour  drat ; 
When  gentle  reason  rules  tfay  breast ; 
The  Sun  upon  the  talmest  sea 
Appears  not  half  so  bright  as  thee : 
'TEs  then  that  with  delight  I  rove 
Upon  tbe  boundless  depth  of  Love: 
I  bless  my  chain ;  I  hwnd  my  oar^ 
Nor  think  on  all  I  left  on  shorew 

'*  But  when  vain  doubt  and 
Do  that  dear  foolish  boaom  tea 
When  tbe  big  lip  and  watery  eye 
Tell  me  the  rising  storm  is  ni^  ; 
'Tb  then,  tliou  art  yon'  angry  main, 
Deform'd  by  winds,  and  dish'd  by 
And  the  poor  sailor,  that  must  try 
Its  fury,  labours  kas  than  L 

**  Slupwieck'd,  in  vain  to  land  I 
WhQe  Love  and  Fate  still  drir« 
Forc'ii  to  doat  on  thee  thy  own  way, 
I  chide  thee  first,  and  then  obey. 
Wretched  when  from  thee,  vex'd 
I  with  thee,  or  without  thee,  die. 
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JOHN  GAY. 


loRv  Gat,  a  weU-known  poet,  was  bom  at  or  near 
taro^le,  in  Devonshire,  in  1688.  After  an  edu- 
dioo  at  the  free-school  of  Barnstaple,  he  was  sent 
t  Lradoo,  where  he  was  put  apprentice  to  a  silk- 
crcer.  A  few  years  of  n^Iigent  attendance  on 
e  dutiet  of  such  a  station  procured  him  a  8ep«r»> 
»  bj  agreement  from  his  master ;  and  he  not  long 
iemwds  addicted  himself  to  poetical  composition,  of 
tiichthe  finufruits  were  his  '*  Rural  Sports,'*  pub- 
Mm  171 1 ,  and  dedicated  to  Pope,  then  firstrising 
fime.  In  the  following  year.  Gay,  who  possessed 
iKh  sweetness  of  disposition,  but  was  indolent  and 
iprondent,  accepted  an  ofier  from  the  Duchess  of 
oomouth  to  reside  with  her  as  her  secretary.  He 
d  leisure  enough  in  this  employment  to  produce 
tfae  asme  year  his  poem  of  "  Trivia,  or  the  Art  of 
liking  the  Streets  of  London,**  which  proved  one 
the  most  entertaining  of  its  class.  It  was  much 
■ired;  and  displayed  in  a  striking  manner  that 
rat  for  the  description  of  external  objects  which 
Qitisrly  characterised  the  author, 
lo  1714,  he  made  his  appearance  from  the  press 
I  angular  occasion.  Pope  and  Ambrose  Philips 
is  dispute  about  the  respective  merits  of  their 
*(nis ;  upon  which.  Gay,  in  order  to  serve  the 
ne  of  his  friend,  undertook  to  compose  a  set  of 
tonls,  in  which  the  manners  of  the  country  should 
ai&bited  in  their  natural  coarseness,  with  a  view 
Pf'^Qgi  by  a  sort  of  caricature,  the  absurdity  of 
■dip's  system.  Tlie  offer  was  accepted;  and 
?.  who  entitled  his  work  «  The  Shepherd's 
BiA/*  went  through  the  usual  topics  of  a  set  of 
tonls  in  a  parody,  which  is  oJfWn  extremely 
Buroos.  But  the  effect  was  in  one  respect  dif- 
^t  frtxn  his  intended  purpose ;  for  his  pictures 
^^  life  were  so  extremely  natural  and  amusing, 
'  imcnnized  with  drcumstances  so  beautiful  and 
tdang,  that  his  pastorals  proved  the  most  popular 
vi^  of  the  kind  in  the  language.  This  perform- 
»  «s  dedicated  to  Lord  Bolingbroke ;  and  at 
kpmod  Gay  seems  to  have  obtained  a  large  share 
*t  fsvour  of  the  Tory  party  then  in  power.  He 
•  aftrrvanis  nominated  secretary  to  the  Earl  of 
■'CMiofi,  in  his  embassy  to  the  court  of  Hanover ; 
t  Lv  death  of  Queen  Anne  recalled  him  from  his 
■tioOt  and  he  was  advised  by  his  friends  not  to 
^  the  opportunity  afforded  him  to  ingratiate 
Bself  with  the  new  fiunily.  He  accordingly  wrote 
'o'tKal  epistle  upon  the  arrival  of  the  Princess  of 
■^  wfajdi  compliment  procured  him  the  honour 
(he  attendance  of  die  jfrince  and  princess  at  the 
lahition  of  a  new  dramatic  piece, 
^y  bad  now  many  friends,  as  well  among  per- 
ls of  rank,  as  among  his  brother-poets ;  but  little 
B  yet  cboe  to  raise  him  to  a  state  of  independence. 
*dna}ptioQ  to  a  oollection  of  his  poems  pub- 
M  m  1720.  cleared  him  a  thousand  pounds ;  and 


some  South-sea  stock  presented  to  liim  by  secretary 
Craggs,  raised  his  hopes  of  fortjune  at  one  time  to  a 
conaidoable  height ;  but  the  loss  of  the  whole  <^ 
this  stock  affected  him  so  deeply  as  to  throw  him 
into  a  dangerous  degree  of  languor,  for  his  recovery 
from  which  he  made  trial  of  the  air  of  Hampstead. 
He  then  wrote  a  tragedy  called  **  The  Captives," 
which  was  acted  with  iq>plause;  and  in  1726,  he 
composed  the  work  by  vhieh  he  is  best  known,  his 
"  Fables,"  written  professedly  for  the  young  Duke 
of  Cumberland,  and. dedicated  to  him.  In  the  man- 
ner of  narration  there  is  considerable  ease,  together 
with  much  lively  and  natural  painting,  but  they  will 
hardly  stand  in  competition  with  the  French  fables 
of  La  Fontaine.  Gay  naturally  expected  a  hand- 
some reward  for  his  trouble;  but  upon. the  accession 
of  George  II.  nothing  better  was  offered  him  than 
the  post  of  gentleman-usher  to  the  young  Princess 
Louisa,  which  he  regarded  rather  as  an  indignity 
than  a  favour,  and  accordingly  declined. 

The  time,  however,  arrived  when  he  had  little 
occasion  for  the  arts  of  a  courtier  to  acquire  a  degree 
of  public  applause  greater  than  he  had  hitherto  ex* 
perienced.  In  1727,  his  famous  •<  Beggar's  Opera" 
was  acted  at  UncoLns-inn-fields,  after,  having  been 
refused  at  Druty-lane.  To  the  plan  of  burlesquing 
the  Italian  operas  by  songs  adapted  to  the  most 
familiar  tunes,  he  added  much  political  satire  dfr- 
rived  from  his  forme^  disappointments ;  and  the  re- 
sult was  a  composition  unique  in  its  kind,  of  which 
the  success  could  not  with  any  certainty  be  foreseen, 
**  It  will  either  (said  Congreve)  take  greatly,  or  be 
damned  confoundedly. ' '  Its  fate  was  for  some  time 
in  suspense ;  at  length  it  struck  the  nerve  of  public 
taste,  and  received  unbounded  applause.  It  ran 
through  sixty-three  successive  representations  in  the 
metropolis,  and  was  performed  a  proportional  num- 
ber of  times  at  aU  the  provincial  theatres.  Its  songs 
were  all  learned  by  heart,  and  its  actors  were  raisal 
to  the  summit  of  theatric  fiune.  lliis  success,  in- 
deed, seems  to  indicate  a  coarseness  in  the  national 
taste  which  could  be  deUghted  with  the  repetition  of 
popular  ballad-tunes,  as  well  as  a  fondness  for  the 
delineation  of  scenes  of  vice  and  vulgarity.  Gay 
himself  was  charged  with  the  mischiefs  he  had  thus, 
perhaps  unintentionally,  occasioned;  and  if  the 
Beggar's  Opera  delighted  the  stage,  it  encountered 
more  serious  censure  in  graver  places  than  has  been 
bestowed  on  almost  any  other  dramatic  piece.  By 
making  a  highwayman  the  hero,  be  has  incurred  the 
odium  of  rendering  the  character  of  a  freebooter  an 
object  of  popular  ambition ;  and,  by  furnishing  his 
personages  with  a  plea  for  their  dishonesty  diawn 
from  the  universal  depravity  of  mankind,  he  haft 
been  accused  of  sapping  the  foundations  of  all 
social  morality.  The  author  wrote  a  second  part  of 
this  work,  enti(l«d  "  Polh/    but  the  Lord  Cham- 
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K6i8ed  to  waSkr  it  to  be  perfonned;  and 
though  the  party  in  opposition  lo  far  encouraged  it 
bj  their  subscriptions  that  it  proved  nuwe  profitable 
to  him  than  eren  the  first  part,  it  was  a  very  feeble 
performance,  and  has  sunk  into  total  neglect. 

Gaj,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  received  the 
kind  patronage  of  the  Duke  and  Duchess'  of  Queens- 
berry,  who  took  him  into  their  hous^  and  conde- 
ioended  to  manage  his  pecuniary  concerns.    At  this 


tune  hfwnpioyBd  sudiuilcivaliof  bcBnsadi|Btti 
as  he  enjoyed,  in  writing  his  **  Ads  and  Galitti,'* 
an  opera  called  «  Achilles**  and  a  <«  ScreDan." 
His  death  took  place  in  17SS,  at  the  esriy  ige  d 
forty-four,  in  conae^ence  of  an  infismmatioQ  d 
the  bowels.  He  was  sinoerdy  lamfnteH  bjr  la 
friends ;  and  his  memory  was  honoured  by  a  bmba- 
ment  in  Westminster  Abbey,  and  an  cfiiti^  in  > 
strain  of  unoommon  sensibility  by  JPopc^ 


RURAL  SPORTS. 

A  GIOKGIC. 

Ifueribed  to  Mr.  Pope^  1713.  • 

—  Securi  praelia  ruris 
Fandimus.  Kixxsian. 

Cakto  I. 

ou,  who  the  sweets  of  rural  life  have  known, 
Dispise  th*  ungrateful  hurry  of  the  town ; 
In  Windsor  groves  your  easy  hours  employ. 
And,  undisturb*d,  yotvself  and  Muse  enjoy. 
Tliames  listens  to  thy  strains,  and  silent  flows, 
And  no  rude  wind  throu^  rustling  osiers  blows, 
While  all  his    wondering    nympla   around    thee 

throng. 
To  hear  the  Syrens  warble  in  thy  song. 

But  I,  who  ne*er  was  blest  by  Fortune*s  hand. 
Nor  brighten*d  ploughshares  in  paternal  land. 
Long  in  the  noitj  town  have  been  immur'd, 
Respir*d  its  imoke,  and  all  its  cares  endur*d ; 
Where  news  and  politics  divide  mankind. 
And  schemes  of  state  involve  tb*  uneasy  mind: 
Faction  embroils  the  world ;  and  every  tongue 
Is  mov*d  by  flattery,  or  with  scandal  hung : 
Friendship,  for  sylvan  shades,  the  palace  lies, 
Where  all  must  yield  to  interest's  dearer  ties : 
Each  rival  Machiavel  with  envy  bums. 
And  honesty  forsakes  them  all  by  turns  ; 
While  calumny  upon  each  party*s  thrown. 
Which  both  promote,  and  botli  alike  disown* 
Fatigu*d  at  last,  a  calm  retreat  I  chose. 
And  sooth*d  my  harass*d  mind  vrith  sweet  repose. 
Where  fields  and  shades,  and  the  refreshing  clime. 
Inspire  the  sylvan  song,  and  prompt  my  rtiyme. 
Hy  Muse  shall  rove  through  flowery  meads  and 

plains, 
And  deck  with  runl  sports  her  native  strains ; 
And  the  same  road  ambitiously  pursue. 
Frequented  by  the  Mantuan  swain  and  you. 

"lis  not  that  rural  ^kmIs  alone  inrite. 
But  all  the  grateful  oountry  breathes  delist; 

*  TUs  poem  received  many  material  conections 
fiom  the  author,  after  it  was  fint  published. 


Here  blooming  Health  eierta  her  gentle  mga, 
And  strings  the  sinews  of  th*  industiioas  smtk 
Soon  as  the  morning  laric  salutes  the  day, 
Through  dewy  fiel£  I  take  my  Irequem  mn. 
Where  I  behold  the  fiurmer*s  eariy  care 
In  the  revolving  labours  of  the  year. 

When  the  firesh  Spring  in  all  her  state  is  cnm'4 
And  high  luxuriant  grass  o*erspreads  the  groBsd, 
The  labourer  vrith  a  bending  scythe  b  seen. 
Shaving  the  surface  of  the  waving  green ; 
Of  all  her  iiative  pride  disrobes  the  land, 
And  naeads  lays  waste  before  his  sweeping  bsa^: 
While  vrith  tlie  mounting  Sun  the  meadow  glow 
The  fading  herbage  round  be  looady  throvs : 
But,  if  some  sign  portend  a  lasting  shower, 
Th*  experienc*d  swain  foresees  the  coming  boor ; 
His  sun-burnt  bands  the  scattering  fork  foRskc, 
And  ruddy  damsels  ply  the  saring  rake ; 
In  rising  hills  the  fragrmnt  harvest  grows, 
And  spreads  along  the  field  in  equal  rows,    [gaav 

Now  when  the  height  of  Heaven  bright  FkobBi 
And  level  rays  cleave  wide  the  thirsty  plains, 
When  heifers  seek  the  shade  and  cooling  Ukc, 
And  in  the  middle  patb-way  basks  the  snake: 

0  lead  me,  guard  me,  from  the  sukry  hours 
Hide  me,  ye  forests,  in  your  closest  bowers 
Where  the  tall  oak  his  q>reading  arms  entwimi^   i 
And  vrith  the  beadi  a  mutual  shade  rnmb*™^ ; 
Where  flows  the  murmuring  brook,  inviting  dntt^ 
Where  bordoring  hasle  overhangs  the  streanH,     i 
Whose  rolling  current,  winding  round  and  roua^ 
With  frequent  falls  makes  all  the  woods  resminl; 
Upon  the  mossy  couch  my  limbs  I  cast, 

And  e'en  at  noon  the  sweets  of  evening  taste. 

Here  I  peruse  the  Mantuan*s  Georgic  tfrains 
And  learn  the  labours  of  Italian  swains; 
In  every  page  I  see  new  landscapes  xise^ 
And  all  Hesperia  opens  to  my  eyes  ; 

1  wander  o*er  the  various  rural  toil. 

And  know  the  nature  of  eadi  different  soil : 
Hiis  waving  field  is  gilded  o*er  vrith  com. 
That  spreading  trees  vrith  blushing  fruit  adan : 
Here  I  survey  the  purple  vintage  grow. 
Climb  round  the  poles,  and  rise  in  graceful  ro« : 
Now  I  behold  the  steed  curvet  and  bound. 
And  paw  vrith  restless  hoof  die  smoking  grmiMi 
The  dewlap*d  bull  now  chafes  along  the  plaiiw 
While  burning  love  ferments  in  every  vem ; 
His  well-arm*d  front  again>4  bis  rival  aimv 
And  by  the  dint  of  war  his  mistrea  cUims : 


'axto  I. 
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V  carefnl  insect  *niidtt  his  works  t  view, 

•«*w  rrom  tbe  flowcn  exhaust  the  fragrant  dew ; 
rith  golden  treasures  load  his  little  thighs, 
kod  ftcer  his  distant  journey  through  the  skies ; 
«ne  a^'nst  hostile  drones  the  hive  defend, 
tiim  with  sweets  the  waxen  cells  distend, 
ltd)  in  die  toil  his  destin'd  office  bears, 
lad  in  the  little  bulk  a  mighty  soul  appears. 
Or  when  the  ploughman  leaves  the  task  of  day 
inl  midging  homeward,  whistles  on  the  way  ; 
Mm  tbe  big-udder*d  cows  with  patience  stand, 
Vubng  the  strokings  of  the  damsers  hand ; 
10  irarbling  cheers  the  woods ;  the  fSeather*d  choir, 
fo  court  kind  slumbers,  to  the  sprays  retire : 
nm  no  rude  gale  disturbs  the  sleeping  trees, 
('or  itpen  leaves  confess  the  gentlest  breete ; 
ap^'d  in  thought,  to  Neptune's  bounds  I  stray, 
b  ake^my  farewell  of  the  parting  day ; 

V  in  the  deep  the  Sun  his  glory  hides, 
■iresk  of  gold  the  sea  and  sky  divides : 

fee  parple  clouds  their  amber  linings  show, 
ad,  edg'd  with  6ame,  rolls  every  wave  below : 
tn  pensive  I  behold  the  fading  light, 
ad  o'er  the  distant  billow  lose  my  sight 
Kov  Night  in  silent  state  b^ns  to  rise^ 
Bd  twinkling  orbs  bestrow  th*  undoudy  skies ; 
cr  borrow'd  lustre  srowihg  Cynthia  lends, 
sd  OQ  the  main  a  guttering  path  extends ; 
illioQs  of  worlds  hang  in  the  spacious  air, 
Wh  round  their  suns  their  annual  circles  steer ; 
tct  contemplation  elevates  my  sense, 
Ue  I  survey  the  works  of  Providence. 
(Duld  the  Muse  in  loftier  strains  rehearse 
t*  gliirious  Author  of  the  universe, 
1k>  rnns  the  winds,  gives  the  vast  ocean  bounds, 
nd  drramscribes  tbe  floating  worlds  their  rounds ; 
<j  «oul  should  overflow  in  songs  of  praise, 
m1  sty  Creator's  name  ini^lre  my  lays  ! 
At  in  successive  course  the  seasons  roll, 
» drdiag  pleasures  recreate  the  soul. 
'^  genial  Spring  m.  living  warmth  bestows, 
Bd  o'er  the  year  her  verdant  mantle  throws, 
» swelling  inundation  hides  the  grounds, 
It  fTTstsl  currents  ^ide  within  their  bounds; 
^  tinny  brood  their  wonted  haunts  forsake, 
ioii  is  the  sun,  and  skim  along  the  lake; 
"^ttb  frequent  Itap  they  range  the  shallow  stream% 
^  ^ver  coals  reflect  the  dazzling  beams. 
<>*  iet  tbe  fisherman  his  toils  prepare, 
sd  tfm  himself  with  every  watery  snare ; 
A  books,  his  lines,  peruse  with  carefijl  eye^ 
^oia»  hb  tadiJe,  and  his  rod  re-tyc. 
Ulni  floating  clouds  their  spongy  fleeces  drain, 
rwibling  the  streams  with  swtfi4<2srending  rain ; 
'^^  «ilcrs  tumbling  down  the  mountain's  sidi^ 
■V  tile  loose  soil  into  the  swelling  tide; 
^  «ooQ  as  vernal  gales  begin  to  rise, 
Ad  drive  the  liquid  burthen  through  the  skies, 
kr  ^ifacr  to  the  neighbouring  current  ^>eeda, 
''koae  npid  surface  purls  unknown  to  weeds  ; 
fVn  a  rising  border  of  the  brook 
b  fit!  bun  down,  and  ties  the  treacherous  hook  ; 
«*  expectation  cheers  his  eager  thought, 
ih  bosom  glows  with  treasures  yet  uncau^t ; 
l^ve  las  eyes  a  banquet  seems  to  stand, 
^Wv  cTcry  goest  applauds  his  skilful  hand, 
^v  up  the  stream  the  twisted  hair  he  throws, 
'^icb  down  the  munnuring  current  gently  flows  ; 
'^i  if  or  chance  or  hunger's  powerful  sway 
It'ccuthe  rdving  trout  this  fatal  way, 


He  greedily  sucks  in  the  twining  bait. 
And  tugs  and  nibbles  the  fidladous  meat : 
Now,  happy  fisherman,  now  twitch  the  line! 
How  thy  rod  bends !  behold,  the  prize  is  thine ! 
Cast  on  the  bank,  he  dies  with  gasping  pains. 
And  trickling  blood  his  silver  mul  distains. 

You  must  not  every  worm  promiscuous  us^ 
Judgment  will  tell  the  proper  bait  to  choose  ; 
Hie  worm  that  draws  a  long  immoderate  size. 
The  trout  abhors,  and  the  rank  morsel  flies ; 
And,  if  too  small,  the  naked  fraud's  in  siglit. 
And  fear  forbids,  while  hunger  does  inidte. 
Those  baits  will  best  reward  the  fisher's  pains, 
Whose  polish'd  tails  a  shining  yellow  stains : 
Cleanse  them  from  filth,  to  give  a  tempting  glos% 
Cherish  the  suUy'd  reptile  race  with  moss ; 
Amid  the  verdant  bed  they  twine,  they  tcSlf 
And  from  their  bodies  wipe  their  native  soil. 

But  when  the  Sun  displays  his  glorious  beams 
And  shallow  riven  flow  with  silver  streami^ 
Then  the  deceit  the  scaly  breed  survey. 
Bask  in  the  sun,  and  look  into  the  day : 
You  now  a  more  delusive  art  must  try. 
And  tempt  their  hunger  with  the  curious  fly. 

To  frame  the  little  animal,  provide 
All  the  gay  hues  that  wait  on  female  pride  ; 
Let  Nature  guide  thee !  sometimes  golden  wire 
The  shining  bellies  of  the  fly  require ; 
The  peacock's  plumes  thy  tackle  must  not  fail. 
Nor  the  dear  purchase  of  the  sable's  tail. 
Each  gaudy  bird  some  slender  tribute  brings, 
And  lends  the  growing  insect  proper  wings : 
Silks  of  all  colours  roust  their  aid  impart, 
And  every  fur  promote  the  fisher's  art. 
So  the  gay  lady,  with  excessive  care. 
Borrows  the  pride  of  land,  of  sea,  and  air :    [plays* 
Furs,  pearls,  and  plumes,  the  glittering  thing  cOs- 
Dazzles  our  eyes,  and  easy  liearts  betrays. 

Mark  well  the  various  seasons  of  the  year, 
How  the  succeeding  insect  race  appear ; 
In  this  revolring  Moon  one  colour  reigns. 
Which  in  the  next  the  fickle  trout  disdains. 
Ofl  have  I  seen  the  skilful  angler  try 
llie  various  colours  of  the  treacherous  fly ; 
When  he  with  fruitless  pain  hath  skimm'd  the  brook. 
And  the  coy  fish  rejects  the  skipping  hook, 
He  shakes  the  boughs  that  on  the  margin  grow. 
Which  o'er  the  stream  a  waving  forest  throir  ; 
When,  if  an  insect  fall,  (his  certain  guide,) 
He  gently  takes  him  from  the  whu-Iing  tide  ; 
Examines  well  his  form  with  curious  eyes. 
His  gaudy  vest,  his  wings,  his'  horns,  and  size. 
Then  round  his  hook  the  chosen  fur  he  winds, 
And  on  the  back  a  speckled  feather  binds  ; 
So  just  the  colours  shine  through  every  psrt. 
That  Nature  seems  again  to  live  in  Art. 
Let  not  thy  wary  step  advance  too  near. 
While  all  thy  hopes  hang  on  a  single  hair ; 
The  new-form'd  insect  on  the  water  moves, 
Tbe  speckled  trout  the  curious  snare  appioves ; 
Upon  the  curling  surface  let  it  glide. 
With  natural  motipn  from  thy  hand  supply  *d; 
Against  die  stream  now  gently  let  it  pUy, 
Now  in  the  rapid  eddy  roll  away, 
The  scaly  shoals  float  by,  and,  seiz'd  with  fear, 
Bdiold  their  fellows  tost  in  thinner  air : 
But  soon  they  leap,  and  catch  tlie  swimming  bai^ 
Plunge  on  the  hook,  and  share  an  equal  fate. 

When  a  brisk  gale  against  the  current  blows. 
And  all  the  watery  plain  in  wrinkles  flowS| 
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Then  let  the  firiiernian  hit  tart  TeposC, 
Where  bubbling  eddiea  favour  the  deceit, 
If  an  enormous  salmon  chance  to  spy 
The  wanton  erroun  of  the  floatmg  fly, 
He'IifU  his  silver  gills  above  the  floo^ 
And  greedily  sucks  in  th*  unfaithful  food  ; 
Then  downward  plunges  with  the  fraudful  prey, 
And  bears  with  joy  the  little  spoil  away : 
Soon  in  smart  pain  he  feels  the  dire  mistake, 
Irishes  the  wave,  and  beats  the  foamy  lake  ; 
With  sudden  rage  he  now  aloft  appears. 
And  in  his  eye  convulsive  anguiiJi  bears ; 
And  now  againj  impatient  of  the  wound. 
He  rolls  and  wreathes  his  shining  body  round ; 
Uteo  lieadlong  shoots  beneath  the  dashing  tide, 
The  trembling  fins  tlie  boiling  wave  divide. 
Now  hope  exalts  the  fisher's  beating  heart. 
Now  he  turns  pale,  and  fears  his  dubious  art ; 
Ha  views  the  tumbling  fish  with  longing  eyes, 
While  the  line  stretches  with  th'  unwieldy  prize ; 
Each  motion  humours  with  his  steady  handis. 
And  one  slight  hair  the  mighty  bulk  conmumds ; 
Till,  tir'd  at  last,  despoil'd  of  all  his  strength. 
The  game  athwart  the  stream  unfolds  his  length. 
He  now,  with  pleasure,  views  the  gasping  prize 
Gnash  his  sharp  teeth,  and  roll  his  blood-shot  e^res ; 
Hien  draws  him  to  the  shore,  with  artful  care. 
And  lifU  his  nostrils  in  the  sickening  air : 
Upon  the  burthen *d  stream  he  floating  lies, 
Stretches  his  quivering  fins,  and  gasping  dies. 

Would  you  preserve  a  numerous  finny  race ; 
Let  your  fierce  dogs  the  ravenous  otter  chase 
(111*  ampliibious  monster  ranges  all  the  shores, 
Darts  tlirough  the  waves,  and  every  haunt  explores) : 
Or  let  the  gin  his  roving  steps  betray. 
And  save  from  hostile  jaws  the  scaly  prey. 

I  never  wander  where  the  bordering  reeds 
0*erlook  the  muddy  stream,  whose  tangling  weeds 
Perplex  tlie  fisher ;  I  nor  choose  to  bear 
The  tliievish  nightly  net,  nor  barbed  spear ; 
Nor  drain  I  ponds,  the  golden  carp  to  take. 
Nor  troll  for  pikes,  dispeoplers  of  the  lake ; 
Around  the  steel  no  tortur'd  worm  shall  twine^ 
No  blood  of  living  insects  stain  my  line. 
Let  me,  less  cruel,  cast  the  feather'd  hook 
With  pliant  rod  athwart  the  pebbled  brook. 
Silent  along  the  mazy  margin  stray. 
And  with  the  fur-wrought  fly  delude  the  prey. 


Canto  IL 

Now,  sporting  Muse,  draw  in  the  flowing  rvins, 
Leave  the  clear  streams  awhile  for  sunny  plains. 
Should  you  the  various  arras  and  toils  rehearse, 
And  all  the  fisherman  adorn  thy  verse ; 
Should  you  the  wide  encircling  net  display. 
And  in  its  spacious  arch  enclose  the  sea ; 
Tlicn  haul  the  plunging  load  u|k>n  the  land, 
.\nd  with  the  sole  and  turbot  liide  the  sand ; 
It  would  extend  the  growing  theme  too  long. 
And  tin  the  reader  with  the  watery  song. 

Let  the  keen  hunter  from  the  chase  refrain. 
Nor  render  all  the  ploughman's  labour  vain, 
Wlieh  Ceres  pours  out  plenty  from  her  horn. 
And  clothes  the  fields  with  golden  ears  of  com. 
Now,  now,  ye  reapers,  to  your  task  repair. 
Haste!  save  the  product  of  the  bounteous  year; 
To  die  wide-gatbering  hook  long  furrows  yield. 
And  rising  aheavai  extend  tfannigfa  all  the  fidd.        | 


Yet,  if  far  lylvaii  wpartM  tfay  boHm  gkm, 
Let  U^  fleet  greyhound  urge  his  flying  foe. 
With  what  delight  the  mpid  coorw  I  view ! 
How  does  my  eye  the  circling  nee  punue ! 
He  snaps  deceitful  air  widi  empty  jaws; 
The  subtle  hare  darts  swift  beneath  fab  paws; 
She  flies,  he  stretches,  now  with  nimble  bound 
Eager  he  presses  on,  but  overshoots  his  grouiui ; 
She  turns,  he  winds,  and  soon  regains  the  «sj. 
Then  tears  with  gory  mouth  the  screaming  prcr. 
What  various  sport  does  rural  life  aflbrd ! 
What  unbought  dainties  heap  the  whoksomebairi 

Nor  less  the  spaniel,  skilful  to  betny. 
Rewards  the  fowler  with  the  feather*d  prvy. 
Soon  as  the  labouring  bone,  with  swdUng  faok 
Hath  safely  hous*d  the  &rmer*s  doabtful  giisi. 
To  sweet  repast  th*  unwary  partridge  fiio^ 
With  joy  amid  the  scatter*'d  harvest  lies ; 
Wandering  in  plenty,  danger  he  fotgets, 
Nor  dreads  the  slavery  of  entangling  netfr 
Hie  subtle  dog  scours  with  sagacious  nose 
Along  the  field,  and  snuflfs  eadi  breeze  that  blon^ 
Against  the  wind  he  takes  his  prudent  war, 
While  the  strong  gale  directs  him  to  the  ivn; 
Now  the  warm  scent  assures  the  covey  near, 
He  treads  with  caution,  and  he  points  wi^  iar; 
Then  (lest  some  sentry.fowl  the  firaud  devrr, 
And  bid  his  fellows  from  the  danger  flj) 
Close  to  the  ground  in  expectation  lies, 
Till  in  the  snare  the  fluttering  covey  ri». 
Soon  as  the  blushing  light  begins  to  spnad, 
And  glancing  Phoebus  gilds  the  mountain's  beai 
His  early  flight  th*  ill-fated  partridge  takn,       ' 
And  quits  the  friei^dly  shelter  of  the  brakes;      I 
Or,  when  the  Sun  casts  a  declining  ray, 
And  drives  his  chariot  down  the  western  wv, 
Let  your  obsequious  ranger  search  around, 
Where  yellow  stubble  withers  on  the  groQad; 
Nor  will  the  roving  spy  direct  in  vain, 
But  numerous  coveys  gratify  thy  pain. 
When  the  meridian  Sun  contracts  the  shade. 
And  firisking  heifers  seek  the  cooling  glade ; 
Or  when  the  country  floats  with  sudden  raim, 
Or  driving  misu  deface  the  moisten'd  plain; 
In  vain  Ids  toils  th*  unskilful  fowler  tries, 
While  in  thick  woods  the  feeding  partridge  tiei 

Nor  must  the  sporting  verse  the  gun  fofiwr, 
But  what*B  the  fowler*s  be  the  AI use's  care 
See  how  the  welUtaught  pointer  leads  (be  wr; 
The  scent  grows  warm;  he  stops:  hes}via^i 

prey;  I 

The  fluttering  coveys  from  the  stubble  rise. 
And  on  swift  wing  divide  the  sounding  slits ; 
Tlie  scattering  lead  pursues  the  certain  &i|^ 
And  death  in  thunder  overtakes  tlieir  fliglit 
Cool  breathes  the  morning  air,  and  Winter's  lisfl 
Spreads  wide  her  hoary  mantle  o'er  the  iaod ; 
Now  to  the  copse  thy  lesser  spaniel  take, 
Teach  him  to  range  the  ditch,  and  force  thebnit 
Not  closest  coverts  can  protect  the  game : 
Hark  !  the  dog  opens ;  take  thy  certain  aim. 
llie  woodcock  flutters ;  bow  he  wavering  &tr>* : 
The  wood  resounds :  he  wlieels,  he  drops  be  ^ 

Tlie  towering  hawk  let  future  poets  va^ 
Who  terrour  bears  upon  his  soaring  wing : 
Let  them  on  high  the  frighted  hero  survey. 
And  lofty  numbers  point  their  airy  Im. 
Nor  shall  the  mounting  lark  the  Muse'  dctiii^ 
That  greets  the  moniing  with  hit  early  itrttn; 
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luk  from  caefa  angle  flash  the  glancing  njt, 

nd  in  tbe  San  the  transient  eolours  blue^ 

i^  lur»  the  little  warbler  from  the  skies : 

^  ligbt-eosmoar'd  bird  deluded  dies. 

But  still  the  chase,  a  pleasing  task,  remains ; 

tie  bound  must  open  in  these  rural  strains. 

100  »  Aurora  driTCS  away  the  night, 

ni  edges  eastern  clouds  with  rosy  light, 

bt  beaitby  huntsman,  with  the  cheeiful  horn, 

trj3iaos  tbe  dogs,  and  greets  the  dappled  mom ; 

&•  jocund  thunder  wakes  th*  enliven 'd  hounds, 

itj  rouse  from  sleep,  and  answer  sounds  for 

sounds; 
idetfaraugh  the  furzy  field  their  rout  they  take, 
lor  bkedlng  bosoms  force  the  thorny  brake : 
V  flruig  game  their  smokiifg  nostrils  trace, 
)  bounding  hedge  obstructs  their  eager  pace ; 
t  dittnt  mountains  echo  ttom  afar, 
d  banging  woods  resound  tbe  flying  war : 
i  tUQcful  noise  the  iq>ri^ly  courser  hears, 
■1  the  green  turf,  and  pricks  his  trembling  ears ; 
e  slacken 'd  ran  now  gives  him  all  his  speed, 
di  fiie«  the  ra^d  ground  beneath  the  steed ; 
il%  dales,  and  forest^  fiv  behind  remain, 
kle  tbe  warm  scent  draws  on  the  deep-mouth*d 

train. 
MR  shall  the  trembling  hare  a  shelter  find  ? 
rk .'  desth  advances  in  each  gust  of  wind ! 
«r  «tntigems  and  doubCng  wiles  she  tries, 
«  cjTling  turns,  and  now  at  large  she  flies ; 
I,  tpent  at  last,  ibe  pants,  and  heaves  for  breath, 
m  lays  ber  down,  and  waits  devouring  death. 
^  htaT,  adventurous  Muse !  hast  thou  the  force 
vind  the  nristed  bom,  to  guide  the  horse  ? 
k«vp  thy  seat  unmdv'd,  hast  thou  the  skill, 
tr  the  high  gate,  and  down  the  headlong  hill  ? 
HI  thou  tbe  stag's  laborious  chase  direct, 
the  strong  fox  through  all  his  arts  detect  ? 
e  tlxme  demands  a  more  experienced  lay  : 
Bu^hty  bttttten !  spare  this  weak  essay. ' 
)  happy  plains,  remote  from  war's  alarms, 
d  ui  the  rsvagcs  of  hostile  arms! 
'  ^)py  rixpherds,  who,  secure  from  fear, 
^Kn  downs  preserve  your  fleecy  care ! 
ne  spacious  bams  groan  with  increasing  store, 
d  whirling  flails  disjoint  the  cracking  floor ! 
livhirous  soldier,  bent  on  cruel  spoil, 
*>ds  desolation  o'er  your  fertile  soil ; 
tJKupling  steed  lays  vraste  the  ripen'd  grain, 
r  enciliog  fires  devour  the  promis'd  gain ; 
'xning  beacons  cast  their  blaxe  afar, 
I  dreadful  signal  of  invasive  war ; 
trumpet*!  dangour  wounds  the  mother's  ear, 
d  calk  the  lover  from  his  swooning  flur. 
i^  happiness  the  rural  maid  attends, 
dieoful  labour  while  each  day  she  spends ! 
!  fTtfefully  feteifes  what  Heaven  has  sent, 
i  mh  in  poverty,  enjoys  content. 
leh  happnesB,  and  such  tmblemish'd  fame, 
'cr  glad  tbe  bosom  of  the  courtly  dame) : 
'  oever  frels  the  spleen's  imagin'd  pains, 
r  nebncholy  stagnates  in  her  veins ; 
i  terer  loies  fife  in  thoughtless  ease, 
r  <n  the  vdvet  eoudb  invites  disease ; 
T  hoqicHtpua  dress  in  simple  neatness  lies, 
b1  (or  no  glaring  equipage  she  sighs : 
r  r«pvtation,  vrUch  ball  her  boli^ 
a  maiidoQs  visit  ne'er  ww  lost; 


mo  nnamgnc  inaiquemiio  ner  utmUj 

And  heal&,  not  paint,  the  frding  Uoom  repaiit. 

If  love's  soft  passion  in  ber  booom  reign. 

An  equal  passion  warms  her  hiqypy  swain ; 

No  homebred  jan  her  quiet  state  control, 

Nor  watchful  jealousy  torments  her  soul ; 

With  secret  joy  she  sees  her  little  race 

Hang  on  her  breast,  and  ber  small  cottage  grace  ; 

The  fleecy  ball  their  busy  fingera  cull. 

Or  from  tbe  spindle  draw  the  lengthening  wool : 

Thus  flow  her  houra  with  constant  peace  of  mind, 

Till  age  the  latest  thread  of  life  unwind. 

Ye  happy  fields,  unknown  to  noise  and  strifb. 
The  kind  rewarders  of  industrious  life ; 
Ye  shady  woods,  where  once  I  us'd  to  rove. 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  Muse  and  Love ; 
Ye  murmuring  streams  that  in  meanders  roll. 
The  sweet  composera  of  tlie  pensive  soul ! 
Farewell !  —  Tlie  city  calls  me  from  your  bowen : 
Farewell,  amusing  thoughts,  and  peaceful  houn  1 
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Quo  te  Maui  pedes  ?  an,  quo  via  dudt,  in  urbem  r 

VlROt 

Book  I. 

Of  the  ImjiUmentt  for  Walking  the  Streets,  and  ^gn§ 

of  the  Weather, 

Through  winter  streets  to  steer  your  course  arigfaC^ 
How  to  walk  clean  by  day,  and  safe  by  night; 
How  jostling  crowds  with  prudence  to  decline. 
When  to  assert  the  wall,  and  when  resign, 
I  sing :  thou,  Trivia,  goddess,  aid  my  song, 
Hirough  spacious  streets  conduct  thy  bard  along ; 
By  thee  transported,  I  securely  stray 
Wliere  winding  alleys  lead  the  doubtful  way, 
llie  silent  court  and  opening  square  explore^ 
And  long  perplexing  lanes  untrod  before. 
To  pave  thy  realm,  and  smooth  tbe  broken  ways^ 
Earth  from  her  womb  a  flinty  tribute  pays ; 
For  thee  the  sturdy  pavior  thumps  the  ground, 
Whilst  every  stroke  bis  labouring  lung^  resound ; 
For  thee  the  scavenger  bids  kennels  glide 
Within  their  bound^  and  heaps  of  dirt  subside; 
My  youthftil  bosom  bums  vrith  thirst  of  fame. 
From  the  great  theme  to  build  a  glorious  name. 
To  tread  in  paths  to  ancient  bards  unknown, 
And  bind  my  temples  with  a  civic  crown : 
But  more  my  country's  love  demands  my  lays ; 
My  country's  be  the  profit,  mine  the  praise ! 

When  the  black  youth  at  chosen  sunds  rejoice. 
And  **  clean  your  shoes"  resounds  from  every  voice; 
Wlien  late  their  miry  sides  stage-ooaclies  show. 
And  their  stiff*  horses  through  the  town  move  slow  ; 
MThen  all  the  Mall  in  leafy  ruin  lies. 
And  damsels  fint  renew  their  oyster-cries ; 
Then  let  the  prudent  walker  shoes  provide. 
Not  of  the  Spanish  or  Motooco  hide ; 
The  wooden  heel  may  raise  the  dancer's  bound. 
And  with  tbe  toiUop'd  top'hia  it^  bt  crown'd : 
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Let  finny  wtll  lHmni«r*d  soles  protect  tliy  feet 
Thro'  freenng  snows,  and  nins,  and  soelungf  sleet. 
Siiould  the  big  lest  extend  the  shoe  too  wide, 
£sch  stone  will  wrench  th*  unwary  step  aside; 
The  sudden  turn  may  stretch  the  swelling  Tcin, 
Thy  cracking  joint  unhinge,  or  ancle  sprain ; 
And,  when  too  abort  the  modish  shoes  are  worn» 
You*U  judge  the  seasons  by  your  shooting  corn. 

Nor  should  it  prove  thy  less  important  caie^ 
To  choose  a  proper  coat  for  winter's  wear. 
Now  in  thy  trunk  thy  D*OiIy  habit  fold. 
The  silken  drugget  ill  can  fence  the  cold ; 
The  frien's  spongy  nap  is  soak'd  with  rain. 
And  showers  soon  drench  the  camlet's  cockled  grain; 
Thie  Witney  *  broad^otfa,  with  its  shag  unshorn, 
Unpierc'd  is  in  the  lasting  tempest  worn : 
Be  this  the  horseman's  fence,  4br  who  would  wear 
Amid  the  town  the  spoik  of  Russia's  bear  ? 
Within  the  roquelaure's  dasp  thy  hands  are  pent. 
Hands,  that,  stretch'd  forth,  invading  harms  prevenu 
Let  the  loop'd  bavaroy  the  fop  embrace, 
Or  his  deep  doke  bespatter'd.o'er  with  lace. 
That  garment  best  the  winter's  rage  defends, 
l/iliose  ample  fcmn  without  one  plait  dependi ; 
By  various  names  f  in  various  counties  known. 
Yet  held  in  all  the  true  surtout  alone ; 
Be  thine  of  kersey  firm,'  though  small  the  cost, 
Tlien  brave  unwet  the  rain,  unchill'd  the  frosL 

If  the  strong  cane  support  thy  walking  hand. 
Chairmen  no  longer  shaU  the  wall  command ; 
Ev'n  sturdy  carmen  shall  thy  nod  obey, 
And  rattling  coaches  stop  to  make  thee  way  : 
This  shall  direct  thy  cautious  tread  aright, 
TYiough  not  one  glaring  lamp  enliven  night. 
Let  beaux  their  canes,- with  amber  tipt,  produce ; 
Be  theirs  for  empty  show,  but  thine  for  use. 
In  gilded  chariots  while  they  loll  at  ease. 
And  lazily  ensure  a  life's  disease ; 
While  soAer  chairs  the  tawdry  load  convey 
To  court,  to  White's  f ,  assemblies,  or  the  play ; 
Rosy^xmiplexion'd  Health  thy  steps  attends, 
And  exercise  thy  lasting  youth  defends. 
Imprudent  men  Heaven's  choicest  gifts  profane : 
Thus  some  beneath  their  arm  support  the  cane ; 
Hie  dirty  point  oft  checks  the  careless  pace. 
And  miry  spots  the  clean  cravat  disgrace. 
Oh !  may  I  never  such  misfortune  meet ! 
May  no  such  vicious  vralkers  crowd  the  street ! 
May  Pirovidence  o'ershade  me  with  her  vdngs. 
While  the  bold  Muse  experienc'd  danger  sings ! 

Not  that  I  wander  from  my  native  home. 
And  (tempting  perils)  foreign  cities  roam. 
Let  Paris  be  the  theme  of  Gallia's  Muse, 
Where  slavery  treads  the  streets  in  wooden  shoes. 
Nor  do  I  rove  in  Belgia's  froien  dime, 
And  teach  the  dumsy  boor  to  skate  in  riiyme ; 
Wherey  if  the  warmer  douds  in  rain  descend. 
No  miry  vrays  industrious  steps  ofl^end ; 
The  rudiing  fiood  from  sloping  pavements  poon. 
And  blackens  the  canals  with  dirty  showers. 
Let  others  Naples*  smoother  streets  reheane. 
And  vrith  proud  Roman  structures  grace  their  Terse, 
Where  frequent  murders  wake  the  night  with  groans, 
And  blood  in  purple  torrents  dyes  the  stones. 
Nor  shall  the  Muse  through  nurow  Venice  stray, 
Where  gondolas  their  painted  oan  di^lay. 

*  A  town  in  Oxfordshire. 

t  A  Joseph,  wrap-rascal,  &c. 

i'  A  choeolMe house  in  St,  James's  snect 


O  happy  siraeli !  to 

No  carts,  no  coachrs,  shake  the  floatiBg  hnml 
Thus  was  of  old  Britannia's  dty  bles'^ 
Ere  pride  and  luxury  her  sons  possesi'd ; 
Coadies  and  chariots  jet  untehion'd  bj, 
Nor  late^invented  chain  pcrplex'd  the  wwj : 
Tlien  the  proud  lady  tripp'd  along  the  town. 
And  tuck'd-up  petticoats  secur'd  her  fpimx; 
Her  rosy  cheek  with  distant  visits  glov'd. 
And  exerdae  unartful  charms  besiow'd : 
But  since  in  braided  gold  her  foot  is  boaad. 
And  a  lone  training  mantua  sweeps  the  groon^ 
Her  shoe  dUsdains  &  street;  the  laxy  ^» 
With  narrow  step,  afiects  a  limping  air. 
Now  gaudy  pride  oomipla  the  lavish  sge, 
And  the  streets  flame  with  glaring  e^pufagt; 
The  tricking  gamester  insolently  rides, 
With  Loves  and  Graces  on  Ids  chariot  ada; 
In  saucy  state  the  griping  broker  sits. 
And  laughs  at  honesty  and  trudging  witL 
For  you,  O  honest  men !  these  useful  Isjs 
The  Muse  prepoies ;  I  seek  no  other  prsise. 

When  sleep  is  first  distuib'd  by  monus^  cna» 
FVom  sure  prognostics  learn  to  know  the  ikies 
Lest  you  of  rheums  and  oou^is  at  night  caafia 
Surprised  in  dreary  fogs,  or  driving  rsiii. 
When  suffocating  mists  obscure  the  mon, 
Let  thy  worst  wig,  long  us'd  to  stonnsi  be  von; 
This  knows  the  powder  *d  footman,  and  wiJi  est 
Beneath  his  flapping  hat  secures  his  hair. 
Be  thou  for  every  season  justly  drest. 
Nor  brave  the  piercing  frost  with  open  bresit ; 
And,  when  the  bursting  douds  a  deluge  pour, 
Let  thy  surtout  defend  the  drenching  tbovcr. 
Hie  changing  weather  certain  signs  revesL 
Ere  Winter  sheds  her  snow,  or  frosts  ooogcsl, 
You'll  see  the  coals  in  brighter  flame  aq>ii«»      | 
And  sulphur  tinge  with  blue  the  rising  firr ; 
Your  tender  shins  the  scorching  heat  dedine, 
And  at  the  dearth  of  coals  the  poor  repine; 
Before  her  kitchen  hearth,  die  noddmg  danK^ 
In  flannd  mande virrapt,  enjoys  the  flute; 
Hovering,  upon  her  feeble  knees  she  bends, 
And  all  around  the  grateful  vrannth  aaccndb 

Nor  do  less  certain  signs  the  town  advise 
Of  milder  weather  and  serener  skies. 
The  hKties,  gaily  dress'd,  the  Mall  adora 
With  various  dyes,  and  paint  the  sunny  man 
The  wanton  fawns  with  frisking  pleasure  nsA, 
And  chirping  sparrows  greet  the  weloaaw  dsfll 
Not  that  their  minds  with  greater  akill  are  ^viM 
Endued  by  instinct,  or  by  reason  tau^ : 
The  seasons  operate  on  every  Iveast ; 
*Tia  hence  the  fawns  are  brisk,  and  ladies 
When  on  his  box  the  nodding  coachman 
And  dreams  of  fancy'd  fares ;  when  tsvere 
The  chairmen  idly  crowd ;  then  ne'er  refiis 
To  trust  thy  bu^  steps  in  thinner  sboc& 

But  when  the  swinging  signs  your  eais 
With  creaking  noise^  then  rainy  floods  i 
Soon  shall  the  kennels  swell  with  rapid 
And  rush  in  muddy  torreots  to  the  Tfaoncs. 
The  bookseller,  whose  shop's  an  open  mpun, 
Foresees  the  tempest,  and  vritfa  eariy  esc. 
Of  learning  strips  the  rails;  the  vowing  cie«« 
To  tempt  a  fare^  dothe  all  their  tihs  in  htut  -, 

*  Haudequidem  credo,  quia  sit  divinicnsi 
Ingenium,  aut  lenim  fato  prvdentia  BUQtf- 
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b  boner's  polet  depending  Hockincs  tyM, 
Ug irith  the  abcken'd  gale  from  nde  to  sides 
hurcb-moauinents  foretell  the  changing  air, 
ben  Kiobe  dinolres  into  a  tear,  [sounds 

jid  nreats  with  sacred  grief;    you'll  hear  the 
f  wbisding  winds  ^^  kennels  bruk  their  bounds ; 
fnnatcfttl  odours  common  shores  diffuse, 
kod  dfopping  vaults  distil  unwholesome  dews, 
Ire  the  dies  rattle  widi  the  smoking  shower, 
kod  fpouts  on  heedless  men  their  torrents  pour. 
All  wperstition  from  thy  breast  repel : 
0L  cnduknis  boys  and  prattling  nurses  tell, 
U,  if  the  festiTal  of  Fkul  be  clear, 
Vot7  from  libersl  horn  shall  strew  the  year ; 
rben  the  dark  skies  dissolve  in  snow  or  rain, 
he  UxMiring  hind  shall  yoke  the  steer  in  vain ; 
at,  if  the  ttoaatening  winds  in  tempests  roar, 
hen  War  afaaU  bathe  her  wasteful  sword  in  gore, 
av,  if  Qo  SwitUn's  ftast  the  welkin  lours, 
■d  ereiy  penthouse  streams  with  hasty  showers, 
vice  twenty  days  shall  clouds  their  fleeces  dndn, 
nd  vssh  the  pavements  with  incessant  rain. 
R  DOC  such  vulgar  tales  debase  thy  mind ; 
or  IHul  nor  Swithin  rule  the  clouds  and  wind, 
if  fOtt  the  precepts  of  the  Muse  despise, 
■d  slight  the  faithful  warning  of  the  skies, 
dim  yoa'n  see,  when  all  the  town's  afloat, 
'i^  in  tfa*  embraces  of  a  kersey  coat, 
rdouUe-boctom'dlnese;  their  guarded  feet 
(^  the  muddy  dangers  of  the  street ; 
'Ue  joo,  with  hat  unloop'd,  the  fuiy  dread 
f  ^Rmts  Ugh  streaming,  and  with  cautious  tread 
Mn  cwy  dashing  pool,  or  idly  stop, 
»mk  the  kind  protection  of  a  shop. 
M  bnancss  summons ;  now  with  hasty  scud 
n jostle  for  the  wall;  the  spatter'd  mud 
idet  all  thy  hose  behind ;  in  vain  you  scour, 
^  vig,  alas!  ancurl'd,  admits  die  shower. 
» fierce  Alecto'a  snaky  tresses  fell, 
ken  Orpheus  dmnn'a  the  rigorous  powers  of  Hell; 
r  tbtts  bung  Glaucus'  beard,  with  briny  dew 
bttcd  sad  straight,  when  first  his  amorous  view 
spris'd  the  ba£ing  fair ;  the  frighted  maid 
I*  tfaads  a  rock,  tranalbrm'd  by  Curce's  aid. 
Good  housewives  all  the  winter's  rage  deqiise, 
Andcd  by  the  riding4iood's  disguise ; 
N  Biidenieatfa  th'  ombteUa's  oily  shed, 
h  tfanmgh  the  wet  on  clinking  pattens  tread. 
et  Beniaa  dames  th'  umbrellas  liba  display, 
>]nisrd  tfaor  hranfifn  fhmi  the  sunny  ray ; 
r  tvMUng  slaves  support  the  shady  load, 
^  eastern  monaicfas  show  their  state  abroad : 
ritaio  in  winter  only  knows  its  aid, 
» pnrd  from  chilly  showers  the  walking  maid. 
Mi  0 !  feiget  not.  Muse,  the  patten's  praise, 
bt  femslc  implfmant  shall  gnve  thy  lays ; 
If  from  iHiit  art  dhrine  di'  invention  came, 
»1 6t)m  its  origin  deduce  ita  name. 
Vhse  lineohi  wide  eitends  her  fenny  soil, 
piodly  yeoman  liv'd,  grown  white  with  toil ; 
or  only  daughter  Ues'd  bb  nuptial  bed, 
y*  from  her  infant  hand  the  poultry  fed : 
■nhs  (her  carcAil  mother^s  name)  she  bore, 
M  now  her  caiefiil  mother  was  no  more. 
^^  on  her  fkfacr's  knee  the  damsel  play'd, 
■tr  1«  fondly  caQ'd  the  smiling  maid ; 
•  ?«an  incrasa'd,  her  ruddy  beauty  grew, 
ad  PMty's  fane  o'er  aU  tho  village  flew. 
^^Bon  ss  the  grey-cy'd  morning  streaks  the 
ad  ia  the  de^cfal  ^  the  woodcock  flies, 


H^  clettdy  pafl  the  pretty  housewife  beiuw. 
And  singing  to  the  distant  field  repairs ; 
And,  when  the  plains  with  evening  dews  are  iipiMaHy 
Tlie  milky  burthen  smokes  upon  her  head. 
Deep  through  a  miry  lane  she  pick'd  her  way, 
AbcVe  her  ancle  rose  the  chalky  clay. 

Vulcan  by  chance  the  bloomy  maiden  spes. 
With  innocence  and  beauty  in  her  eyes : 
He  saw,  he  lov'd ;  for  yet  he  ne'er  had  known 
Sweet  innocenoe  and  beauty  meet  in  one. 
Ah,  Muldber !  recall  thy  nuptial  vow^ 
lUnk  on  the  graces  of  Uiy  Pspbian  spouse ; 
Think  how  her  eyes  dait  ineihausted  charms^ 
And  canst  thou  leave  her  bed  for  Patty's  arms  ? 

Tlie  Lemnian  power  fbrsakes  the  realms  abovf^ 
His  bosom  glowing  with  terrestrial  love : 
Far  in  the  luie  a  lonely  hut  he  found ; 
No  tenant  ventur'd  on  &'  unwholesome  ground* 
Here  smokes  his  forge,  he  bares  his  sinewy  ami» 
And  early  strokes  the  sounding  anvil  warm : 
Around  his  shop  the  steely  q;»arklea  flew. 
As  for  the  steed  he  shap'd  the  bending  shoe. 

When  blue-ey'd  Petty  near  his  window  earner 
His  anvfl  rests,  his  forge  forgets  to  flame. 
To  hear  his  soothing  tdes,  she  feigns  delays ; 
What  woman  can  resist  the  force  of  praise? 

At  first  she  coyly  every  kiss  withstood. 
And  all  her  cheek  was  flush'd  with  modnt  blood ; 
With  headless  nails  he  now  surrounds  her  shoes, 
To  save  her  steps  from  rains  and  piercing  dews. 
She  lik'd  his  soothing  tales,  his  presents  wore, 
And  granted  kisses,  but  would  grant  no  morei 
Yet  Winter  chill'd  her  feet,  with  cold  she  pines, 
And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  rose  declines ; 
No  more  her  humid  eyes  their  lustre  boast. 
And  in  hoarse  sounds  her  melting  voice  is  lost 

Thus  Vulcan  saw,  and  in  his  heavenly  thought 
A  new  machine  medumic  ftncy  wrou|^ 
Above  the  mire  her  shelter'd  steps  to  raise^ 
And  bear  her  safely  through  the  wintery  ways. 
Strai^t  the  new  engine  on  his  anvil  glows. 
And  the  pale  virgin  on  the  patten  rose. 
No  more  her  lunffs  are  shook  vrith  dropping  rfaeom^ 
And  on  her  chedt  reviving  beauty  blooms. 
The  god  obtain'd  his  suit :  thou^  flattery  fUU 
Presents  vrith  fenude  virtue  must  prevaiL 
Hie  patten  now  supports  eadi  firunl  dame, 
Which  ttom  the  blue-ey'd  Patty  t&ei  the  name. 


Book  II. 

OJwUldngtheStrteUbjfDmf. 

Thus  far  the  Muse  has  trac'd,  in  useftil  lays^ 
Hie  proper  implements  for  wintery  ways ; 
Has  taught  the  walker,  with  judicious  eyes, 
To  read  the  various  warnings  of  the  skies: 
Now  venture,  Muae,  from  home  to  range  the  towa^ 
And  for  the  public  safety  risk  thy  own. 

For  ease  and  for  dispatch,  the  morning's  best ; 
No  tides  of  passengers  the  streets  molest. 
You'll  see  a  draggled  damsel  here  and  there. 
From  Billingsgate  her  fishy  trsfiic  bear ; 
On  doors  the  ullow  milk-maid  chalks  her  gaina ; 
Ah !  how  unlike  the  milk-maid  of  the  plains ! 
Before  proud  gates  attending  asses  bray, 
Or  arrogate  with  solemn  pace  the  way ; 
These  grave  physicians  with  their  miUty  cheer 
The  love-sick  maid  and  dwindling  beau  rsoair ; 
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Here  rows  of  drummers  stand  in  martial  file. 
And  witli  tlicir  vellum  thunder  shake  the  pile, 
To  greet  the  new-made  bride.   Are  sounds  like  these 
'die  proper  prelude  to  a  state  of  peace  ? 
Now  Industry  awakes  her  busy  sons ; 
Full-charg*d  with  news  the  breathless  hawker  runs : 
Sliops  open,  coaches  roll,  carts  shake  the  ground. 
And  all  the  streets  with  passing  cries  resound. 

If  cIoth*d  in  black  you  tread  the  busy  town. 
Or  if  distinguish'd  by  the  reverend  gown, 
Tlirec  trades  avoid :  oft  in  the  mingling  press 
Tlie  barber*s  apron  soils  the  sable  dress ; 
Shun  the  perfumer's  touch  with  cautious  eye. 
Nor  let  the  baker's  step  advance  too  nigh. 
Ye  walkers  too,  that  youthful  colours  wear, 
Three  suUyfng  trades  avoid  with  equal  care  : 
The  little  chimney-sweeper  skulks  along, 
And  marks  with  sooty  stains  the  heedless  throng ; 
When  small-coal  murmurs  in  the  hoarser  throat. 
From  smutty  dangers  guard  thy  threaten*d  coat; 
The  dustman's  cart  offbnds  thy  clothes  and  eyes, 
When  through  the  street  a  cloud  of  ashes  flies; 
But,  whether  black  or  lighter  dyes  are  worn, 
llie  chandler's  basket,  on  his  shoulder  borne. 
With  tallow  spots  thy  coat ;  resign  the  way. 
To  shun  the  surly  butcher's  greasy  tray, 
Butchers,  whose  hands  are  dy'd  with  blood's  foul 

stain, 
A  nd  always  foremost  in  the  hangman's  train. 

Let  du<%  civilities  be  strictly  paid : 
The  wall  surrender  to  the  hooded  maid ; 
Nor  let  thy  sturdy  elbow's  hasty  rage 
Jostle  the  feeble  steps  of  trembling  age : 
And  when  the  porter  bends  beneath  his  load. 
And  pants  for  breatli,  clear  thou  the  crowded  road. 
But,  above  all,  the  groping  blind  direct ; 
And  Arum  the  pressing  throng  the  lame  protect 

You'll  sometimes  meet  a  fop,  of  nicest  tread. 
Whose  mantling  peruke  veils  his  empty  head ; 
At  every  step  be  dreads  the  wall  to  lose, 
And  risJ^s,  to  save  a  coach,  his  red-heel'd^ shoes ; 
Him,  like  the  miller,  pass  with  caution  by, 
Lest  from  his  shoulder  clouds  of  powder  ily. 
But,  when  the  bully,  with  assuming  pace, 
Cocks  his  broad  hat,  edg'd  round  with  tamish'd 

lace, 
Yield  not  tlie  way,  defy  his  strutting  pride, 
And  tlirust  him  to  the  muddy  kennel's  side ; 
He  never  turns  again,  nor  dares  oppose, 
But  mutters  coward  curses  as  he  goes. 

If  drawn  by  business  to  a  street  unknown, 
Let  the  swoni  porter  point  thee  through  the  town  ; 
Be  sure  observe  the  signs,  for  signs  remain, 
Like  faithful  landmarks,  to  the  walking  train. 
Seek  not  from  'prentices  to  learn  the  way, 
Those  fabling  boys  will  turn  thy  steps  astray ; 
Ask  the  grave  tradesman  to  direct  thee  right. 
He  ne'er  deceives  —  but  when  he  profits  by*L 

Where  fam'd  St.  Giles's  ancient  limits  spread. 
An  ennul'd  column  rears  its  lofty  head. 
Here  to  seven  streets  seven  dials  count  die  day, 
And  from  each  other  catch  the  circling  ray. 
Here  oft  the  peasant,  with  inquiring  face, 
Bewilder'd,  trudges  on  from  place  to  place ; 
He  dwells  on  every  sign  with  stupid  gaze. 
Enters  tlie  narrow  alley's  doubtful  maze. 
Tries  every  winding  court  and  street  in  vain, 
And  doubles  o'er  his  weary  steps  again. 
Thus  hardy  Theseus  with  intrepid  feet 
Travcn'd  the  dangerous  labjTir^' 


But  still  tlie  wandering  passes  forcM  his  flay, 
Till  Ariadne's  clue  unwinds  the  way. 
But  do  not  thou,  like  that  bold  dii^T,  cooSde 
Tliy  venturous  footsteps  to  a  female  guide : 
She'll  lead  thee  with  delusive  smiles  along, 
Dive  in  tliy  fob,  and  drop  thee  in  the  throng. 

When  waggish  boys  the  stunted  besom  jdy. 
To  rid  the  slabby  pavement,  pass  not  by 
Ere  thou  liast  held  tlieir  hands ;  some  heedles  Bin 
Will  overspread  thy  calves  with  spattering  diit 
Where  porters*  hogsheads  roll  from  carts  tskipe. 
Or  brewers  down  steep  cellars  stretch  the  rope, 
Wliere  counted  billets  are  by  carmen  tost. 
Stay  tliy  rasli  step,  and  walk  witliout  the  post 

Wliat  though  the  gathering  mire  tfaj  feet  brv 


smear. 


Tlie  voice  of  Industry  is  always  near. 
Hark  !  the  boy  calls  thee  to  his  dcstin'd  tfud. 
And  the  slioe  shines  beneath  his  oily  hand. 
Here  let  the  Muse,  fatigued  amid  llie  throng. 
Adorn  her  precepts  with  digressive  song ; 
Of  shirtless  youths  the  secret  rise  to  trace. 
And  sliow  the  parent  of  the  salile  race.       [^^^| 

Like  mortal  man,  great  Jove    (grown  foo^  H 
Of  old  was  wont  tliis  nether  world  to  noge, 
To  seek  amours ;  the  vice  the  monarrii  kiv'd 
Soon  through  the  wide  ethereal  court  tmpnnM 
And  cv'n  the  proudest  goddess,  now  and  dm. 
Would  lodge  a  night  among  the  sons  of  taca: 
To  vulgar  deiiies  descends  the  fashioo. 
Each,  like  her  betters,  had  her  earthly  puaos. 
Tlien  Cloacina  *  (goddess  of  the  tide, 
Wliose  sable  streams  beneath  the  city  glide,) 
Indulg'd  tlie  modish  flame ;  the  town  she  rofU 
A  mortal  scavenger  she  saw,  she  lov'd ; 
The  muddy  spots  tliat  dry'd  upon  his  face. 
Like  female  patches,  heighten'd  every  grace -■ 
She  gaz'd  ;  she  sigh'd ;  (fur  love  can  beautio  sp? 
In  what  seem  fiiults  to  every  cotnnnon  eye.; 

Now  had  the  watchman  walk'd  his  second  r^ 
^Vhen  Cloacina  hears  the  rumbling  sound 
Of  her  brown  lover*s  cart  (for  well  she  know) 
Tliat  pleasing  thunder) :  swift  tlie  goddess  rw^, 
And  through  the  streets  pursu'd  the  distant  bom 
Her  bosom  panting  vrith  expected  joys. 
With  the  night-wandering  harlot's  airs  she  pe^ 
Brush 'd  near  his  side,  and  wanton  glances  cX : 
In  the  black  form  of  cinder-wench  she  none. 
When  love,  the  hour,  the  place,  laid  banished  iiasst 
To  tlie  dark  alley  arm  in  arm  tliey  move  : 
O  may  no  link-boy  interrupt  their  love ! 

When  tlie  pale  Moon  had  nine  dmcs  fiH'^  > 
space. 
The  pregnant  goddess  (cautious  of  disf!racp) 
Descends  to  Eartli ;  but  sought  no  midwiiv'«  v^ 
Nor  'midst  her  anguish  to  Lucina  pray'd ; 
No  cheerful  gossip  wish'd  the  mother  joy, 
Alone,  beneatli  a  bulk,  slie  dnipt  the  boy.    [t^ 

TTie  child,  through  various    rwks  in   ytfarv  * 
At  first,  a  beggar's  brat,  compas<iion  mor'd; 
His  infant  tongue  soon  Icamt  the  canting  art 
Knew  all  the  prayers  and  whines  to  totted  ' 
lieart. 

*  Cloacina  was  a  godde»,  whose  image  W 
(a  king  of  the  Saliinefe)  found  in  the  common  v»i 
and,  not  knowing  what  goddeft^  it  was,  he  ca'M 
Cloacina,  from  the  place  in  which  it  was  ib«nd>  >^ 
paid  to  it  divim*  honoiirs.  Lactanc  1.  90l  Hn^ 
Fel.  Oct.  p.  232. 
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Oh,  httppf  imoirnM  youths !  your  Umbscan  bar 
Hie  ■ootAing  dog-oiar,  and  the  winter's  air ; 
Vliilc  ibe  rich  infrnt,  nttr9*d  with  care  and  pain, 
[hints  with  each  heat,  and  coughs  with  every  rain ! 

Ihe  goddes  long  had  marked  thi  child's  distress, 
Ind  loag  had  sought  his  sufferings  to  redress. 
Iir  prsys  the  godb  to  take  the  fondling's  part, 
Po  tsMbhis  heads  somebenefidal  art 
pTKdi'd  in  streets :  the  gods  her  suit  allow'd, 
Kad  msde  him  uaefiil  to  the  walking  crowd ; 
rodeuse  the  miry  feet,  and  o'er  the  shoe, 
rob  nimhle  skill,  the  glossy  black  renew. 
£adi  power  eontributes  to  relieve  the  poor : 
Voh  the  ttong  bristles  of  the  mighty  boar 
)bDs  Ibnns  his  brush ;  the  god  of  day 
i  irtpod  gives,  amid  the  crowded  way 

0  nise  the  dirty  foot,  and  esse  his  toil ; 
jad  Neptune  fills  his  vase  with  fetid  oil 

^  from  th'  enonnous  whale;  the  god  of  fire, 
ram  whose  dominions  smoky  clouds  aqnre, 
awng  these  generous  presents  joins  his  part, 
ad  sKb  with  soot  the  new  japanning  art. 
hss'd  ibe  raceivea  the  gifts;  she  downward  glides, 
igbCs  in  Fleet^iitch,  and  shoots  beneath  the  tides. 
Nov  dawna  tlie  mom,  the  sturdy  lad  awakea, 
cips  from  his  stall,  his  tangled  hair  he  shakes ; 
hm,  leaning  o*er  tfie  rsils,  he  musing  stood, 
ad  Tiew'd  below  the  black  canal  of  mud, 
fkre  common  shores  a  lulling  murmur  keep, 
^Vxe  totrenta  ruah  from  Holbom's  fatal  steep : 
tSBve  through  idleness,  tears  flow'd  apace, 
'Wh  css'd  his  loaded  heart,  and  wash'd  his  face! 
tWogtb  he  dgfalng  cry'd,  '<  That  boy  was  blest, 
fkne  infant  lipa  have  dr^'d  a  mother's  breast ; 
St  happier  fisr  are  those  (if  such  be  known) 
Inn  both  a  firther  and  a  mother  own : 
■t  1,  sias!  hard  Fortune's  utmost  scorn, 
^  ne'er  knew  parent,  was  an  orphan  bom ! 
■K  boys  are  ridi  by  birth  beyond  all  wants, 
dof 'd  by  unclesy  and  kind  good  old  aunts ;  [bear, 
^  time  oomes  round,    a  Christmas-box  they 
■d  one  dsy  makea  them  rich  for  all  the  year. 
^  1  the  precepts  of  a  father  leam'd, 
n^»  I  then  the  coachman's  fare  had  eam'd, 
w  IcMcr  boys  can  drive ;  I  thirsty  stand, 
^  •««  the  double  flaggon  charge  their  hand, 
ic  than  puff  off*  the  froth,  and  gulp  amain, 
liiW  with  dry  toague  I  lick  my  lips  in  vain." 
While  dius  he  fervent  prays,  tlie  heaving  tide, 

1  viden'd  circles,  beats  on  either  side ; 
^  guddcss  roae  amid  the  inmost  round, 

^«*i  witfacr'd  tumip-topa  her  temples  crown'd ; 

v«  resch'd  her  dripping  tresses,  lank,  and  bhiek 

« the  smooth  jet,  or  gloosy  raven's  back ; 

'^od  her  waist  a  circling  eel  was  twin'd, 

ilidi  bound  her  robe  that  hung  in  rsgs  behind. 

Ev*.  beckoning  to  the  boy,  she  thus  begun : 

Thj  praycfs  are  granted ;  weep  no  more,  my  son : 

•0  thrire.     At  some  firequented  comer  stand ; 

hn  \w9^  I  gins  cbee,  grasp  it  in  thy  hand ; 

'anp*r  the  mot  within  this  vase  of  oil, 

'Dd  let  the  little  tripod  aid  tiqr  toil 

^n  this  nethinks,  I  sec  the  walking  crew, 

^i  th)  reqoKt,  support  the  miry  shoe ; 

^  fixit  grows  bbck  that  was  with  dirt  embrown'd, 

iBt\  in  thy  pocket  gingling  halfpence  sound." 

i'A  xnidea  plunges  swiA  beneath  the  flood, 

Isii  liaifaei  M  around  her  showers  of  mud : 

|2«yaiih  ilnsght  cfaose  his  post ;  the  labour  ply'd 

'*hrre  bunching  streets  from  Cfaaiing-Cross  divide; 


His  treble  voice  resounds  along  the  Meusc, 
And  Whitehall  echoes—*'  Clean    your  honour's 
shoes!" 

Like  the  sweet  ballad,  this  amusing  lay 
Too  long  detains  the  wslker  on  his  way ; 
While  he  attends,  new  dangers  round  him  throng ; 
The  busy  dty  asks  instmctive  song. 

Where,  elevated  o'er  the  gaping  crowd, 
Clasp'd  in  the  board  the  perjur'd  bead  is  bow'd. 
Betimes  retreat ;  here,  thick  as  hailstones  pour, 
Turnips  and  hatf-hatch'd  eggs  (a  mingled  shower) 
Among  the  rabble  rain :  some  random  throw 
May  vrith  the  trickling  yolk  thy  cheek  o'erflow. 

Though  expedition  bids,  yet  never  stray 
Where  no  rang'd  posts  defend  the  nigged  way. 
Here  laden  carts  vrith  thunderine  waggons  meet, 
Wheels  clash  vrith  wheels,    and  bar   the   nanmr 

street; 
Hie  lashing  whip  resounds,  the  horses  strsin. 
And  blood  in  anguish  bursts  the  swelling  veitk 
O  barbarous  men !  your  cruel  breasts  assuage  ; 
Why  vent  ye  on  the  generous  steed  your  rage  7 
Does  not  his  serrice  earn  your  daily  bread  ? 
Your  wives,  your  children,  by  his  labours  fed ! 
If,  as  the  Samian  taught,  the  soul  revives. 
And,  shifting  seats,  in  other  bodies  lives ; 
Severe  shall  be  the  bratal  coachman's  change, 
Doom'd  in  a  hackney  horse  the  town  to  range ; 
Carmen,  transform'd,  the  groaning  load  shall  dnnri 
Whom  other  tyrants  vrith  the  lash  shall  awe. 
Who  would  of  Watiing-street  the  daneers  share. 
When  the  broad  pavement  of  Cheapsi^  is  near? 
Or  who  that  rugged  street  *  would  traverse  o'er, 
That  stretches,  O  Fleet^tch,  from  thy  bbck  shore 
To  the  Tower's  moated  walls  ?  Here  steams  ascend 
That,  in  mix'd  fumes,  the  wrinkled  nose  offend. 
Where  diandlers'  cauldrons  boil ;  where  fishy  prcj 
Hide  the  wet  stall,  long  absent  from  the  sea ; 
And  where  the  cleaver  chops  the  heifer's  spoil. 
And  where  huge  hogsheads  sweat  with  trainy  oil ; 
Thy  breathing  nostril  hold ;  but  bow  shall  I 
Psss,  where  in  piles  Camavian  f  cheeses  lie ; 
Cheese,  that  the  table's  closing  rites  denies, 
And  bids  me  with  th'  unwilling  chaplain  rise  ? 

O  bear  me  to  the  paths  of  fair  Pali-Mall ! 
Safe  are  thy  pavements,  grateful  is  thy  smell .' 
At  distance  rolls  along  the  gilded  coach. 
Nor  sturdy  carmen  on  thy  walks  encroach ; 
No  lets  would  bar  thy  ways  were  chairs  deny'd, 
The  soft  supports  of  laziness  and  pride : 
Shopsbreathe  perfumes,  through  sashes  ribbons  glov^ 
The  mutual  arms  of  ladies  and  the  beau. 
Yet  still  ev'n  here,  when  rains  the  passage  hide, 
Oft  the  loose  stone  spirts  up  a  muddy  tide 
Beneath  thy  careless  foot ;  and  from  on  high. 
Where  masons  mount  the  ladder,  fragments  fly, 
Mortar  and  crombled  lime  in  showers  descenc^ 
And  o'er  thy  head  destructive  tiles  impend. 

But  sometimes  let  me  leave  the  noisy  roads, 
And  silent  wander  in  the  close  abodes. 
Where  wheels  ne'er  shake  the  ground ;  there  pensive 

stray. 
In  studious  thought,  the  long  uncrowded  way. 
Here  I  rennark  nch  walker's  different  face. 
And  in  their  look  their  various  busine*w  trace. 
The  broker  here  hia  spacious  beaver  wears, 
Upon  his  brow  sit  jealousies  and  cares ; 

*  Hiames-street. 
f  Cheshire,  anciently  so  called 
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Bent  on  some  mortgage  (to  avoid  reproach) 
He  seeks  bye-streets,  and  saTes  th*  cxpenave  coach. 
Soft,  at  low  doors,  old  letchers  tap  thdr  cane, 
For  fair  recluse,  who  travels  Drmy-lane ; 
Here  roams  uncomb*d  the  lavish  rake,  to  simn 
His  Fleet-street  draper's  everiasting  dun. 

Careful  observers,  studious  of  the  town. 
Shun  the  misfortunes  that  disgrace  the  clown ; 
Untempted,  they  contemn  the  juggler's  feats, 
Fftss  by  the  Meuse,  nor  try  the  thimble*s  cheats  * ; 
When  drays  bound  high,  they  never  cross  behind^ 
Where  bubbling  yest  is  blown  by  gusts  of  wind  : 
And  when  up  Ludgate-hill  huge  carts  move  dow. 
Far  from  the  straining  steeds  securely  go, 
Whose  dashing  hoofs  behind  them  fling  the  mire, 
And  mark  with  muddy  blots  the  gaang  'squire. 
The  Parthian  thus  his  javelin  badLward  throws, 
And  as  he  flies  infests  pursuing  foes. 

Hie  thoughtless  wits  shall  frequent  forfdts  pay, 
Who  'gainst  the  sentry's  box  discharge  their  tea. 
Do  thou  some  court  or  secret  comer  seek. 
Nor  flush  with  shame  the  passing  virgin's  cheek. 

Yet  let  me  not  descend  to  trivial  song. 
Nor  vulgar  circumstance  my  verse  prolong. 
Why  should  I  teach  the  maid,  when  torrents  pour. 
Her  head  to  shelter  from  the  sudden  shower  ? 
Nature  will  best  her  ready  hand  inform. 
With  her  ^read  petticoat  to  fence  the  storm. 
Does  not  eAch  walker  know  the  warning  sign, 
When  wisps  of  straw  depend  upon  the  twine 
Cross  the  close  street,  that  then  the  paver's  art 
Renews  the  ways,  deny'd  to  coach  and  cart  ? 
Who  knows  not  that  the  coachman  lashing  by 
Oft  with  his  flourish  cuts  the  heedless  eye  ; 
And  when  he  takes  his  stand,  to  wait  a  iare. 
His  horses'  foreheads  shun  the  Winter's  air  ? 
Nor  will  I  roam  where  Summer's  sultry  rays 
"Parch  the  dry  ground,  and  spread  with  dust  the 

ways; 
"^tfa  whirling  gusts  the  rapid  atoms  rise, 
Smoke  o'er  the  pavement,  and  involve  the  skies. 

Winter  my  theme  confines ;  whose  nitry  wind 
Shall  crust  dae  slabby  mire,  and  kennels  bind ; 
She  bids  the  snow  descend  in  flaky  sheets. 
And  in  her  hoary  mantle  clothe  the  streets. 
Let  not  the  virgin  tread  these  slippery  roads. 
The  gathering  fleece  the  hollow  patten  loads ; 
But  if  thy  footsteps  slide  with  clotted  ftosit. 
Strike  oif  the  breaking  balls  against  the  post. 
On  silent  wheels  the  passing  coaches  roll ; 
Oft  look  behind,  and  ward  the  threatening  pole. 
In  hardened  orbs  the  school4)oy  moulds  the  snow. 
To  mark  the  coaclmuui  with  a  dext'rous  throw. 
Why  do  ye,  boys,  the  kennel's  sur&oe  spread, 
To  tempt  with  faithless  path  the  matron's  trnd  ? 
How  can  you  laugh  to  se^  the  damsel  spurn. 
Sink  in  your  frauds,  and  her  green  stocking  mourn  ? 
At  Wliite's  the  hamess'd  chairman  idly  stands. 
And  swings  around  his  waist  his  tingling  hands ; 
The  sempstress  speeds  to  Change  with  red-tipt  nose; 
The  Belgian  stove  beneath  her  footstool  glows ; 
In  half-whipt  muslin  needles  useless  lie. 
And  shuttle-cocks  across  the  counter  fly.       [prove, 
Tliese  sports  warm  harmless;  why  then  will  ye 
Deluded  maids,  the  dangerous  flame  of  love  ? 

Where  Covent-garden's  famous  temple  stands, 
That  boasts  the  work  of  Jones*  immortal  hands; 

*  A  cheat  commonly  practised  in  the  streets  with 
three  thimbles  and  a  little  ball. 


Columns  with  plain  magnificence  wppear. 
And  graceful  porches  lotd  along  the  aqaare : 
Here  oft  my  course  I  bend ;  v^ien,  lo !  fron  fir 
I  spy  the  furies  of  the  foot-ball  war : 
The  'prentice  quits  Iiis  shop,  to  join  ihtcnm. 
Increasing  crowds  the  flying  game  panue. 
Ilius,  as  you  roll  the  ball  o'er  snowy  grmuid. 
The  gathering  globe  augments  with  evo^  nvoiL 
But  whither  shall  I  run  ?  die  tixroog  dnws  n^ 
The  ball  now  skims  the  street,  now  soars  on  Isgh; 
The  dext'rous  glazier  strong  returns  the  bound. 
And  jingling  sashes  on  the  penthouse  souiid. 

O,  roving  Muse .'  recall  that  wondraus  yeor, 
When  Winter  reign  *d  in  bleak  Britannia's  ar; 
^Vhen  hoary  Hiames,  with  frosted  osiers  aoni, 
Was  three  long  moons  in  icy  fetters  boand. 
Hie  waterman,  forlorn,  along  the  shorty 
Pensive  reclines  upon  his  useless  oar ; 
See  hamess'd  steeds  desert  the  stony  town, 
And  wander  roads  tmstaUe,  not  their  own ; 
Wheels  o'er  the  harden'd  waters  smoothly  glnie. 
And  rase  with  whiten'd  tracks  the  slippery  tide ; 
Here  the  fat  cook  piles  high  the  blazing  fire, 
And  scarce  die  spit  can  turn  the  steer  entire ; 
Booths  sudden  hide  the  Thames;,  long  streets  a{^» 
And  numerous  games  prodahn  the  crowded  tm. 
So,  when  a  genoal  bids  the  martial  train 
Spread  thdr  encampment  o'er  the  spacious  pbn ; 
liiick  rising  tents  a  canvas  city  build. 
And  the  loud  dice  resound  through  all  the  iS. 

'Twas  here  the  matron  found  adolefiil  &te: 
Let  elqpac  lay  the  woe  relate. 
Soft  as  the  breath  of  distant  flutes,  at  hoars 
When  silent  evening  closes  up  the  flowers; 
Lulling  as  falling  water's  hollow  noiae; 
Indulging  grief,  like  Philomela's  voice.      [nnH ; 

Doll  every  day  had  walk'd  these  tieadxro* 
Her  neck  grew  warpt  beneath  autumnal  loads 
Of  various  fiiiit:  she  now  a  basket  bore; 
That  head,  alas !  shall  basket  bear  no  taan. 
Each  booth  she  frequent  past,  in  questef  gain, 
And  boys  with  pleasure  heard  her  shrilling  sinii!> 
Ah,  Doll !  all  mortals  must  resign  their  breath. 
And  industry  itself  submit  to  death ! 
The  cracking  crystal  yields;  she  sinks,  ihe dies» 
Her  head,  chopt  off,  frxun  her  lost  shoukters  (lies : 
PipjHtu  she  cry'd ;  but  death  her  voice  cooSmBi^i 
And  pip-jnt^-pip  along  the  ice  reeounds. 

So,  when  the  Thradan  frxries  Orpheus  tore. 
And  left  his  bleeding  trunk  deform'd  with  gvt, 
His  sever'd  head  floats  down  the  silver  tide, 
His  yet  warm  tongue  for  Ids  lost  consort  cry'd; 
Euridice  with  quivering  voice  he  moum'd, 
And  Heber's  banks  Kuridice  reCum'd. 

Bat  now  the  western  gale  the  flood  unbtnds, 
And  blackening  clouds  move  on  with  wanner 
The  wooden  town  its  frail  foundation  leaves, 
And  Thames*  full  urn  rolls  down  his  ploKO 


FVom  every  penthouse  streams  the  fleeting  ao«, 
And  with  dissolving  frxxt  the  pavciDents  flo«. 

Experienc'd  men,  inur'd  to  dty  ways^ 
Need  not  the  calendar  to  count  their  day& 
When  through  the  town  with  slow  and  soteom  ar* 
Led  by  the  nostril^  walks  the  nrazzled  bear; 
Behind  him  moves,  mafestically  dull* 
The  pride  of  Hockley-hole,  the  suriy  bull. 
Learn  hence  the  periods  of  the  week  to  name, 
Mondays  and  Thursdays  are  the  day*  of  gain'> 
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When  ftfhj  stalls  with  double  store  are  laid ; 
The  golden-bellj'd  carp,  the  broad-finn'd  maid, 
Kcd-speckled  trouta,  tlie  salmon^s  silver  jowl, 
rhe  jouited  lobster,  and  unscaly  sole, 
iod  luftcious  'scallops  to  allure  the  tastes 
Of  rigid  zealots  to  delicious  fasts ; 
VPednesdajs  and  Fridays,  you'll  observe  from  hence, 
[kfs  when  our  sires  were  doom'd  to  abstinence. 

When  dirty  waters  from  balconies  drop, 
And  dezt*rous  damsels  twirl  the  sprinkling  mop. 
And  cleanse  the  spatter'd  sash,  and  scrub  the  stairs, 
Kaow  Saturday's  conclusire  mom  appears. 

Socoessive  cries  the  seasons'  change  declare, 
Asd  mark  the  monthly  progress  of  Sie  year. 
!{ark !  how  the  streets  with  treble  voices  ring, 
ro  sell  the  bounteous  product  of  the  Spring ! 
*«eet-smeliing  flowers,  and  elder's  early  bud, 
V\th  nettle's  tender  shoots,  to  cleanse  the  blood ; 
Ud,  when  June's  thunder  cools  the  sultry  skies» 
ren  Sundays  are  profan'd  by  mackrel  cries. 

Walnuts  the  fruiterer's  hand  in  Autumn  stain, 
One  plums  and  juicy  pears  augment  his  gain  : 
(at  oranges  the  longing  boys  entice, 
'o  trust  their  copper  fortunes  to  the  dice. 

When  rosemary,  and  bays,  the  poet's  crown, 
\ft  bawl'd,  in  fi«quent  cries,  through  all  the  town, 
Wa  judge  the  festival  of  Christmas  near, 
krisonas,  the  jojrous  period  of  the  year. 
km  with  bri|^  holly  all  your  temples  strow, 
Hih  laurel  green,  and  sacred  misletoe. 
km,  heaven4»m  Charity !  thy  blessings  shed ; 
lid  meagre  Want  uprear  her  sickly  head; 
fid  duming  limbs  be  warm ;  let  Plenty's  bowl 
i  bumble  rools  make  glad  the  needy  soul ! 
Ri  ice !  the  beaveo-bom  maid  her  blessing  shed ; 
A  neagre  Want  uprears  her  sickly  head ; 
^'d  are  the  naked,  and  the  needy  glad, 
Hiiie  «|fish  Avarice  alone  is  sad. 

Proud  coaches  pass,  regardless  of  the  moan 
If  infiuit  orphans,  and  the  widow's  groan ; 
rUe  Charity  still  moves  the  walker's  mind, 
b  fiberal  purse  relieves  the  lame  and  blind. 
Hidously  thy  halfpence  are  bestow'd, 
HiRv  the  laborious  beggar  sweeps  the  road, 
^te'er  you  give,  give  ever  at  demand, 
^  let  old  1^  long  stretch  his  palsy'd  hand. 
W  who  give  late  are  importun'd  each  day, 
^  still  are  teas'd,  because  they  still  delay, 
f  «'er  the  miser  durst  his  farthings  spare. 
It  tbioly  spreads  them  through  the  public  ^uare, 
^^)  all  beside  the  rail,  rang'd  beggars  lie, 
^  from  each  other  catch  the  doleful  cry ; 
^itfa  Heaven,  for  two-pence,  cheaply  wipes  his  score, 
jft^  up  his  eyes,  and  hastes  to  beggar  more. 
^  Wheftt  the  bna^-knocker,  wri^  in  flannel  band, 
'^'hidii  the  thunder  of  the  footman's  hand ; 
^'upholder,  rueful  harbinger  of  Death, 
^at«  with  impatience  for  the  dying  breath ; 
U  Tulturcs  o'er  the  camp,  with  hovering  flight, 
inaiT  op  the  future  carnage  of  the  fight. 
Irc  caim.  thou  pass,  unmindful  of  a  prayer, 
rut  Heaven  in  mercy  may  thy  brother  spare  ? 

f  ome,  Fovteacue,  sincere,  eiperienc'd  friend, 
rV  briefs  thy  deeds,  and  ev'n  thy  fees  suspend ; 
M^t^  let  us  leave  the  Temple's  silent  walls, 
[J^huMnws to  my  distant  lodging  calls ; 
^^^  the  long  Strand  together  let  us  stray  ,* 
"jli  diee  convening,  I  forget  the  way. 
htmld  that  narrow  itreet  which  steep  descends, 
*'lnw  boddiag  to  the  slimy  shore  extends ; 


Here  Arundel's  fam'd  structure  rear'd  its  frame^ 
The  street  alone  retains  the  empty  name. 
Where  Titian's  glowing  paint  the  canvas  warm'd. 
And  Raphael's  fair  design,  with  judgment,  charm'd; 
Now  hangs  the  bellman's  song,  and  pasted  here 
The  colour'd  prints  of  Overton  appear. 
Where  statues  breatli'd  the  works  oif  Phidias'  hands^ 
A  wooden  pump,  or  lonely  watch-house,  stands. 
There  Essex*  stately  pile  adom'd  the  shore. 
There  Cecil's,  Bedford's,  Vilhers*,  now'  no  more. 
Yet  Burlington's  fair  palace  still  remains ; 
Beauty  within,  without  proportion,  reigns. 
Beneatli  his  eye  declining  art  revives, 
The  wall  with  animated  picture  lives ; 
lliere  Handel  sirikes  the  strings,  the  melting  strain 
Transports  the  soul,  and  thrills  through  every  vein ; 
There  oft  I  enter,  (but  with  cleaner  shoes,) 
For  Burlington's  belov'd  by  every  Muse. 
O  ye  associate  walkers !  O  my  friends  ! 
Upon  your  state  what  happiness  attends  ! 
What  though  no  coach  to  frequent  visit  rolls, 
Nor  for  your  shilling  chairmen  sling  their  poles ; 
Yet  still  your  nerves  rheumatic  pains  defy. 
Nor  lazy  jaundice  dulls  your  safiron  eye ; 
No  wasting  cough  disdurges  sounds  of  deatli. 
Nor  wheezing  asthma  heaves  in  vain  for  breath ; 
Nor  from  your  restless  couch  is  heanl  the  groan 
Of  burning  gout,  or  sedentary  stone. 
Let  others  in  the  jolting  coach  confide, 
Or  in  the  leaky  boat  the  Thames  divide ; 
Or,  box'd  within  the  chair,  contemn  the  street, 
And  trust  their  safety  to  another's  feet : 
Still  let  me  walk  ;  for  oft  the  sudden  gale 
Ruffles  the  tide,  and  shifts  tlie  dangerous  sail ; 
Hien  shall  the  passenger  too  late  deplore 
The  whelming  billow,  and  the  faithless  oar ; 
Hie  drunken  chairman  in  the  kennel  spurns^ 
Hie  glasses  shatters,  and  his  charge  o'ertums. 
Who  cata  recount  the  coach's  various  harms. 
The  legs  disjointed,  and  the  broken  arms? 
I've  seen  a  beau,  in  some  ill-fated  hour, 
When  o'er  the  stones  choak'd  kennels  swell  the 

shower, 
In  gilded  chariot  loll ;  he  with  disdain 
Views  spatter'd  passengers  all  drench'd  in  rain. 
With  mud  fill'd  high,  the  rumbling  cart  draws  near ; 
Now  rule  thy  prancing  steeds,  lac'd  charioteer  : 
llie  dustman  lashes  on  with  spiteful  rage, 
Hb  ponderous  spokes  tliy  painted  wheel  engage  ; 
Crush'd  is  thy  pride,  down  falls  the  shrieking  beau. 
The  slabby  pavement  crystal  fragments  strow  ; 
BladL  floods  of  mire  th*  embroider'd  coat  disgrace^ 
And  mud  enwraps  the  honours  of  his  face. 
So,  when  dread  Jove  the  son  of  Fhcebus  hurl'd, 
Scar'd  with  dark  thunder,  to  the  nether  world. 
The  headstrong  coursers -tore  the  silver  reins. 
And  the  Sun's  beamy  ruin  gilds  the  plains. 

If  the  pale  walker  pant  with  weakening  ills. 
His  sickly  hand  is  stor'd  with  friendly  bills :  [fame, 
FVom  hence  be  learns  the  seventh-bom  doctor's 
From  hence  he  leams  the  cheapest  taylor's  name. 

Shall  the  large  mutton  smoke  upon  your  boards  ? 
Such  Newgate's  copious  market  best  swords. 
Would'st  thou  with  mighty  beef  augment  thy  meal  ? 
Seek  Leaden-hall ;  St.  James's  sends  thee  veal ; 
Hiames-street  gives  cheeses ;  Covent-garden  fruits ; 
Moorflelds  old  books ;  and  Monmouth-strect  old 

suits. 
Hence  mayst  thou  well  supply  the  wants  of  life^ 
Support  thy  family,  and  clothe  thy  wife. 
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Volumes  on  sbeltcrM  stalk  eipaaded  lie, 
And  wious  science  lures  the  learned  eye ;  (jgroan. 
The    bending  shelves  with  ponderous   scholiasts 
And  deep  divines,  to  modem  shops  unknown : 
Here,  like  the  bee,  that  on  industrious  wing 
Collects  the  Tirious  odours  of  the  Spring, 
Walkers  at  leisure,  leaming*s  flowers  may  spoil. 
Nor  watch  the  wasting  of  the  midnight  oU ; 
May  morals  snatch  from  Plutarch's  tatter*d  page, 
A  mildew'd  Bacon,  or  Stagyra's  sage : 
Here  sauntering  *prentices  o*er  Otway  weep, 
0*er  Congrere  smile,  or  over  D*Urfey  sleep ; 
Pleas'd  semptresses  the  Lock's  fam*d  Rape  unfold; 
And  Squirts  *  read  Garth,  till  apoaems  grow  cold. 

O  Lintot !  let  my  labours  obvious  lie, 
Rang'd  on  thy  stall,  for  every  curious  eye ! 
So  shall  the  poor  these  precepts  gratis  know, 
And  to  my  verse  their  Aiture  safeties  owe. 

What  vralker  shall  his  mean  ambition  fii 
On  the  false  lustre  of  a  coach  and  six  ? 
Let  the  vain  virgin,  lur'd  by  glaring  show. 
Sigh  for  the  liveries  of  th'  embroider'd  beau. 

See  yon  bright  chariot  on  its  braces  swing. 
With  Flanders  mares,  and  on  an  arched  spring. 
That  wretch,  to  gain  an  equipage  and  place, 
Betray'd  his  sister  to  a  lewd  embrace, 
TUs  coach,  that  with  the  blason'd  'scutcheon  glows, 
Vain  of  his  unknown  race,  the  coxcomb  shows. 
Here  the  brib'd  lawyer,  sunk  in  velvet,  sleeps ; 
The  starving  orphan,  as  he  passes,  weeps ; 
There  6ames  a  fool,  begirt  with  tinsel  slaves. 
Who  wastes  the  wealth  of  a  whole  race  of  knaves ; 
That  other,  with  a  clustering  train  behind. 
Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  sordid  mind ! 
This  next  in  court-6dclity  excels, 
The  public  rifles,  and  his  country  sells. 
May  the  proud  chariot  never  be  my  fate. 
If  purchas'd  at  so  mean,  so  dear  a  rste  ! 
Or  imther  give  me  sweet  content  on  foot, 
Wr^)t  in  my  virtue,  and  a  good  surtout ! 

Book  III. 

Of  walking  the  Streeti  by  Night. 

O  TaiviA,  goddess !  leave  these  low  abodes, 
And  traverse  o'er  the  wide  ethereal  roads ; 
Celestial  queen !  put  on  thy  robes  of  ligh^ 
Now  Cynthia  nam'd,  fair  regent  of  the  night. 
At  sight  of  thee,  the  villain  sheathes  his  sword, 
NcMT  scales  the  wall,  to  steal  the  wealthy  hoard. 
O  may  thy  silver  lunp  from  Heaven's  high  bower 
Direct  my  footsteps  in  the  midnight  hour  ! 

When  Night  first  bids  the  twinkling  stars  appear, 
Or  with  her  cloudy  vest  enwraps  the  air, 
Then  swarms  the  busy  street ;  with  caution  trcail, 
Where  the  shop-windows  f  falling  threat  thy  head ; 
Now  labourers  home  return  and  join  their  strength 
To  bear  the  tottering  plank,  or  ladder's  length ; 
Still  fix  thy  eyes  intent  upon  the  throngs 
And,  as  the  passes  open,  wind  along. 

Where  the  fan:  columns  of  St.  Clement  stand. 
Whose  straiten'd  bounds  encroach  upon  the  Strand ; 
MThere  the  low  penthouse  bows  the  walker's  head. 
And  the  rough  pavement  wounds  the  yielding  tread ; 
Where  not  a  post  protects  the  narrow  space, 
And,  strung  in  twines,  combs  dangle  in  thy  face ; 

*  An  ap)>thecary's  boy,  in  The  Dispensary. 

f  A  species  of  window  now  almost  forgotten^  N. 


Summon  at  cmce  thy  coungv,  rbote  thy  on^ 
Stand  firm,  look  back,  be  resolute,  beware. 
Forth  issuing  from  steep  lanes,  the  coOier^s  steedi 
Drag  the  bliudc  load ;  another  cart  succeeds; 
Team  follows  team,  crowds  heap'd on  crowdsiqipea, 
And  wait  impatient  till  the  road  grow  ckar. 
Now  all  the  pavement  sounds  with  tiamptiqg  fSeet, 
And  the  mix'd  hurry  barricades  the  street 
Entangled  here,  the  waggon's  Icngthen'd  tesm 
Cracks  the  tou^  harness;  here  a  pondcroos 
Lies  over-tum'd  athwart ;  for  slaughter  hA, 
Here  lowing  bullocks  raise  their  honied  beai 
Now  oatlis  grow  loud,  with  coaches  coaches  jsr. 
And  the  smart  blow  provokes  the  sturdy  wsr ; 
From  the  high  box  they  whilrl  the  thong  sroanl 
And  with  the  twining  lash  their  shins  resound : 
Their  rage  ferments,  more  dangerous  wounds  the; 

And  the  blood  gushes  down  ^bar  painful  eye. 
And  now  on  foot  the  frowning  warriors  light, 
And  with  their  ponderous  fists  renew  the  fight ; 
Blow  answers  blow,  their  cheeks  are  smesr'd  via 

blood. 
Till  down  they  fall,  and  grilling  roll  in  mud. 
So,  when  two  boars,  in  inld  iftene  •  bred, 
Or  on  Westphalia's  fottening  chesnuts  fed. 
Gnash  their  sharp  tusks,  an£  rous'd  with  cquil  in. 
Dispute  the  reign  of  some  luxurious  mire ; 
In  the  black  flood  they  wallow  o'er  and  o'er, 
i  1111  their  arm'd  jaws  distil  with  foam  and  goit- 
Where  the  mob  gathers,  swiftly  shoot  akcg, 
Nor  idly  mingle  in  the  noisy  throof^ : 
Lur'd  by  the  silver  hilt,  amid  the  svrann. 
Hie  subtle  artist  will  thy' side  disarm. 
Nor  is  the  flaxen  wig  vrith  safety  worn ; 
High  on  the  shoulder,  in  a  basket  borne. 
Lurks  the  sly  boy,  whose  hand,  to  rapine  bred, 
Plucks  off  the  curling  honours  of  diy  head. 
Here  dives  the  skulking  thief,  vrith  practis'd  4ei^ 
And  unfelt  fingers  make  thy  pocket  tight. 
Where's  now  the  watch,  with  all  ito  trinkets,  fKnr\\ 
And  thy  late  snuflT-box  is  no  more  thy  own. 
But,  lo !  his  bolder  thefts  some  tradnmaa  spes 
Swift  from  his  prey  the  scudding  lurdier  iies ; 
Dext'rous  he  'scapes  the  coadi  with  nimble  bomiK 
Whilst  every  honest  tongue  **  stop  thief!"  ivsoua^ 
So  speeds  the  wily  fox,  nlarm'd  by  foar, 
Who  lately  fildi'd  the  turkey's  caUow  care ; 
Hounds  following  hounds  grow  louder  as  be  fiies 
And  injur'd  teiumta  jcnn  the  hunter's  crie& 
Breathless,  he  stumbling  fidls.     IlUatcd  bov ' 
Why  did  not  honest  work  thy  youth  employ  ? 
Seiz'd  by  rough  hands,  he's  dragg'd  amid  the  n* 
And  stretch'd  beneath  the  pump's  inceanant  ipcs^t  i 
Or  plung'd  in  miry  ponds,  he  gasping  lies. 
Mud  chokes  his  mouth,  and  plaisters  o'er  his  r%«s> 

Let  not  the  ballad  singer's  shrilling  strain 
Amid  the  swarm  thy  listening  car  detain : 
Guard  well  thy  pocket ;  for  these  Syrena  stand 
To  aid  the  labours  of  the  diving  hand ; 
Confedei'ate  in  the  cheat,  they  draw  the  dmn^ 
And  cambric  handkerchiefs  reward  the  snog. 
But  soon  as  coadi  or  cart  drives  rattling  on, 
Tlie  rabble  part,  in  shoak  they  backward  run. 
So  Jove's  loud  bolts  tiie  mingled  war  divide, 
And  Greece  and  Troy  retreat  on  citber  side. 

If  the  rude  thitmg  pour  on  with  furious  parr. 
And  hap  to  break  thee  from  a  friend's  embrace. 

•  New  Forest  in  Hampshire,  anciently  so  €aii^ 
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■top  Atartj  nor  straggle  tttfon^tiie  crowd  ni  vain, 
ha  watch  witli  careful  ey^s  the  paaring  trun. 
fet  I,  (perfaaps  too  fond,)  if  chance  the  tide 
^onultitotts  bear  my  paitner  from  my  dde, 
mpatieat  Tentuie  back  ;  despising  harm, 
force  my  paasatfe  whoe  the  thickest  swann. 
rhos  his  lost  bride  the  TVojan  sought  in  vain 
rfanegh  wght,  and  arms,  and  flunes,  and  hilk  of 


thm  Nistts  wnnder'd  o'er  the  pathless  grove, 
To  iod  the  brave  companion  of  his  love, 
rhc  patlilesa  grove  in  vain  he  wanders  o*er : 
Snyilus,  alas !  h  now  no  more. 

T%at  walker  vrbo,  R^iardless  of  his  pace, 
Fbm  oft  to  pore  upon  the  damsers  face, 
'Vom  side  to  aide  by  thrusting  elbows  tost, 
hall  strike  his  aching  breast  against  a  post ; 
k  water,  dash'd  from  fishy  stidls,  shall  stain 
Gs  haples  coat  with  sqnrts  of  scaly  rain, 
lot,  if  unwarily  be  chance  to  stray 
rbere  twirling  tumstilea  intercept  the  way, 
V  thwarting  passenger  shall  force  them  round, 
^  beat  the  wretch  half  breathless  to  the  ground. 

Let  constant  vigilance  thy  footsteps  guide, 
^  waiy  dvrumspection  guard  thy  side ;     [night, 
Vn  shilt  thoa  walk,  unharm'd,   the  dangerous 
Mr  need  th'  officious  Unkboy's  smoky  light. 
!^  never  wilt  attempt  to  cross  the  road, 
^htn  ale-house  bendies  rest  the  porter's  load, 
nierous  to  heedless  shins ;  no  barrow's  wheel, 
3ai  bruises  ofl  the  tnumt  school-boy's  heel, 
Mnnd  thee  rolling,  with  insidious  pace, 
ksU  mark  thy  stacking  with  a  miry  trace. 
^  not  thy  venturous  steps  ^vproach  too  nigh, 
^bcre,  gaping  wide,  low  steepy  cellars  lie. 
hnild  thy  shoe  wrench  aside,  down,  down  you  fall, 
iod  overturn  the  aoolding  huckster's  stall ; 
n»  voiding  hudu^er  shall  not  o*er  tfaee  moan, 
Sot  pence  exact  for  nuts  and  pears  o'erthrown. 

Though  you  tiirougfa  cleanlier  aUeys  wind  by  day, 
To  ^on  the  hurries  of  the  public  way, 
fct  ne'er  to  those  dark  paths  by  night  rethe ; 
Misd  only  safety,  and  contemn  the  mire. 
Rkd  no  impervious  comts  thy  haste  detain, 
Kor  inecfing  alewivea  bid  thee  turn  again. 

^"hen  Lincoln*s4nn,  wide  space,  is  rail'd  around, 
Croa  not  with  venturous  step ;  there  oft  is  found 
VW  lurking  thief*  who,  while  the  day-light  shone, 
Male  the  aalhi  echo  with  his  b^ging  tone : 
IWi  crutch,  wfaicb  late  compassion  mov'd,  sliall 

wound 
T^  bleeding  bead,  and  fdl  thee  to  the  ground, 
l^ousb  thou  art  tempted  by  the  link-man's  call, 
Tct  mat  him  not  along  the  lonely  wall ; 
la  the  mid  way  he'll  quench  the  flaming  brand, 
Aadihsre  the  booty  with  the  pilfering  band. 
SiiU  keep  the  public  streets,  where  oily  rays, 
9)Q(  from  the  crystal  lamp,  o'erspread  the  ways. 

ilappjr  Augusta  I  law-diefended  town ! 
Hav  no  dark  lanterns  shade  the  villain's  frown ; 
Ko  Spaniyi  jealousies  thy  lanes  infest, 
l^w  Rfloan  vengeance  stabs  th*  unwary  breast ; 
"««  Tyranny  ne'er  lifVs  her  purple  hand, 
Bot  Ubarty  and  Justice  guard  the  land ; 
No  bnvos  bcae  profess  the  bloody  trade, 
^isths  dnrcfa  tiis  murderer's  refuge  made, 
l^  not  the  chairman,  with  assuming  stride, 

"^  Bcsr  the  wall,  sod  rudely  thrust  thy  side : 
^Isvs  hsve  set  hun  bounds ;  his  servile  feet 

^"^^  ne'er  encroach  where  posts  defend  the  street. 


Yet  who  the  footman's  arrogance  can  quell. 
Whose  flambeau  gilds  the  sashes  of  lUUMall, 
When  in  long  rank  a  train  of  torehes  flame. 
To  light  the  midnight  visits  of  the  dame? 
Others,  perhapK,  by  happier  guidance  led, 
May  where  the  diairman  rests  with  safety  tread ; 
Whene'er  I  pass,  their  poles  (unseen  below] 
Make  ray  kuee  tremble  with  a  jarring  blow. 

If  wheels  bar  up  the  road,  where  streets  are  croot. 
With  gentle  words  the  coachman's  ear  accost : 
He  ne'er  the  threat  or  hanh  command  obeys, 
But  with  contempt  the  spatter'd  shoe  surveys 
Now  man  with  utmost  fortitude  thy  soul. 
To  cross  the  way  where  carts  and  coachat  roll ; 
Yet  do  not  in  thy  hardy  skill  confide. 
Nor  rashly  risk  the  kennel's  spacious  stride ; 
Stay  till  a£ur  the  distant  wheel  you  hear. 
Like  dying  thunder  in  the  breaking  air ; 
Tliy  foot  will  slide  upon  the  miry  atone. 
And  passbg  coaches  crush  thy  tortur'd  bone. 
Or  wheels  enclose  the  road ;  on  either  hand. 
Pent  round  with  perils,  in  the  midst  you  stand. 
And  call  for  aid  in  vain  ;  the  coachman  swean, 
And  carmen  drive,  unmindful  of  thy  prayers. 
Where  wilt  thou  turn  ?  ah !  whither  wilt  thou  fly? 
On  every  side  the  pressing  spokes  are  nigh. 
So  sailors,  while  Charybdis'  gulph  they  shun, 
Amaz'd,  on  Scylla's  craggy  dangers  run. 

Be  sure  obscarve  where  brown  Ostrca  stands, 
Who  boasts  her  shelly  ware  from  Wallfleet  sands ; 
Hiere  may'st  thou  pass  with  safe  unmiry  feet. 
Where  the  rais'd  pavement  leads  athwart  the  street. 
If  where  Fleet-ditch  with  muddy  current  flows. 
You  chance  to  roam,  where  oyster-tubs  in  rows 
Are  rang'd  beside  the  posts ;  there  stay  thy  haste, 
And  with  the  savoury  fish  indulge  thy  taste  : 
The  damsel's  knife  the  gaping  shell  commands, 
While  the  salt  liquor  streams  between  her  hands. 

The  man  had  sure  a  palate  ooser*d.  o'er 
With  brass  or  steel,  that  on  the  rocky  shore 
First  broke  tiie  ooiy  oyster's  pearly  coat, 
And  risk'd  the  living  morsel  down  his  throat 
What  will  not  Luxury  taste  ?    Earth,  sea,  and  air, 
Are  daily  ransack'd  for  the  bill  of  fare ! 
Blood  stoff  *d  in  skins  is  British  Christian's  food ! 
And  France  robs  marshes  of  the  croaking  brood .' 
Spungy  morels  in  strong  ragouts  are  found. 
And  in  the  soup  the  slimy  snail  is  drown'd. 

Wlien  from  high  spouts  the  dashing  torrents  fell. 
Ever  be  watchful  to  maintain -the  wall ;        [throng 
For,  should'st  thou  quit  thy  ground,  the  rushing 
Will  with  impetuous  fury  drive  along ; 
All  press  to  gain  those  honours  thou  hast  lost. 
And.  rudely  diove  thee  far  without  the  post. 
Then  to  retrieve  the  shed  you  strive  in  vain. 
Draggled  all  o'er,  and  soidi'd  in  floods  of  rain. 
Yet  rather  bear  the  shower,  and  toils  of  mud, 
Tlian  in  the  doubtful  quarrel  jisk  thy  blood. 
O  think  on  Oedipus*  detested  state. 
And  by  his  woes  be  wam'd  to  shun  thy  fate. 

Where  tliree  roads  join'd,  he  met  his  sire  un- 
known ; 
(Unhappy  sire,  but  more  unhappy  son  !) 
Each  claun'd  the  way,  tlieir  swords  the  strife  decide. 
The  hoary  monarch  fell,  he  groan'd,  and  died ! 
Hence  sprung  the  fatal  plague  that  thinn'd  thy 

reign, 
Hiy  cursed  incest !  and  thy  children  slain  ! 
Hence  wert  thou  doom'd  in  endless  night  to  stray 
Thro'  Theban  streets,  and  cheerless  grope  thy  way. 
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Gootcmplate^  mortal,  on  thy  floetii^  yean ; 
Siee,  with  black  train  tbe  funeral  pomp  appear*! 
Whether  aome  heir  attends  in  sable  state. 
And  mourns,  with  outward  grief,  a  parent's  ftte ; 
Or  the  fair  nrgin,  nipt  in  bnuty's  bloom, 
A  crowd  of  lovers  follow  to  her  tomb : 
"Why  b  tbe  hearse  with  'scutcheons  blaaon'd  round. 
And  witii  the  nodding  plume  of  ostrich  crown'd  ? 
No :  the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit  gain ; 
It  only  serves  to  prove  the  living  vain* 
How  short  is  life !  how  (rail  is  human  trust ! 
Is  all  this  pomp  for  laying  dust  to  dust  ? 

Where  the  nail*d  hoop  defends  the  painted  stall. 
Brush  not  thy  strceping  skirt  too  near  the  wall : 
Tbj  heedless  sleeve  wiU  drink  the  colour'd  oil. 
And  spot  inddible  thy  podcet  soiL 
Has  not  wise  Nature  strung  the  legs  and  ftet 
With  firmest  nerves,  design'd  to  walk  the  street? 
Has  die  not  given  us  haiMs  to  grope  aright. 
Amidst  the  fiequent  dangers  of  the  night? 
And  think'st  thou  not  the  double  nostril  meant. 
To  worn  from  oily  woes  by  previous  soenl? 

Who  can  the  various  ct^  frauds  *  recite. 
With  all  the  petty  npmes  of  the  night? 
Who  now  the  guine^Khxipper's  bah  regsrds, 
T^idL'd  by  the  sharper's  dice^  or  juggler's  cards  ? 
Why  should  I  warn  thee  ne'er  to  join  the  fimy. 
Where  tbe  sham  quarrel  interrupts  the  way  ? 
Lives  there  in  these  our  days  so  soft  a  down, 
Brav'd  by  the  bully's  oaths,  or  threatening  frown? 
I  need  not  strict  eigoin  the  pocket's  care. 
When  from  the  crowded  play  thou  le«d'st  the  fidr ; 
Who  has  not  here  or  watch  or  snuffUwx  lost, 
Or  handkerchiefr  that  India's  shuttle  boast  ? 
O  !  may  thy  virtue  guard  thee  through  the  roads 
Of  Drury's  mazy  courts,  and  dark  abodes ! 
The  harlots'  guileful  pedis,  who  nightly  stand 
Where  Catharine-street  descends  into  the  Strand ! 
Say,  vagrant  Muse,  their  wiles  and  subtle  arts^ 
To  lure  the  strangers'  unsuspecting  hearts : 
So  shall  our  youth  on  healthful  sinews  tread. 
And  city  ch^ks  grow  warm  with  rural  red. 

'Tis  she  who  nightly  strolls  with  sauntering  pace, 
No  stubborn  ttxyn  her  yielding  shape  embrace ; 
Beneath  the  lamp  her  tawdry  ribbons  glare. 
The  new-scour'd  nianteau,  and  the  slattern  air ; 
High-draggled  petticoats  her  travels  show. 
And  hollow  cheeks  witli  artful  blushes  glow ; 
With  flattering  sounds  she  soothes  the  credulous  ear, 
'*  My  noble  captain !  charmer !  love  !  my  dear!" 
In  riding-hood  near  tavern-doors  she  plies. 
Or  muffled  pinners  hide  her  livid  eyes. 
With  empty  bandbox  she  delights  to  range. 
And  feigns  a  distant  errand  from  the  'C^mge : 
Nay,  she  will  oft  the  quaker's  hood  prophane, 
And  trudge  demure  the  rounds  of  Drury-lanep 
She  darts  fixim  sarcenet  ambush  wily  leers, 
Twitches  thy  sleeve,  or  with  familiar  airs 
Her  fan  wiU  pat  thy  cheek ;  these  snares  disdain, 
Nor  gaae  behind  thee,  when  she  turns  again. 

I  knew  a  yeoman,  who,  for  thirst  of  gain, 
To  the  great  dty  drove,  from  Devon's  plain. 
His  numerous  lowing  herd ;  hn  herds  he  sold, 
And  his  deep  leathern  pocket  bagg'd  with  gold. 
Drawn  1^  a  fiaudlul  nymph,  he  gas'd,  he  sigh'd : 
Unmindml  of  hb  home,  and  distant  bride. 
She  leads  the  willing  victim  to  his  doom. 
Through  winding  aUeys^  to  her  cobweb  room. 
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Tlicnce  tiso' the  itnct  he  rack  from  pott  IS  foo, 
Valiant  with  winc^  nor  knows  his  treasure  Iml 
The  vagrant  vrretch  th'  assembled  waidana  sfu^ 
He  waves  his  hanger,  and  their  poles  defies; 
Deep  in  the  rouniLhouse  pent,  all  night  be  mms 
And  the  next  mom  in  vain  his  fate  deplereb 

Ah,  hapless  swain!  unus'd  to  pains  sad  ilh! 
Canst  thou  forego  roast-beef  for  nanseoaiiBlb? 
How  wilt  thou  gR,  to  Heaven  thy  eyes  sod  fasads 
When  the  long  scroll  the  surgeon's  fees  dennk! 
Or  else  (ye  gwls,  avert  that  worst  disgrace!) 
Thy  ruin'd  nose  fidls  level  with  thy  fiue! 
Then  shall  thy  wife  thy  loathsome  kiss  disdsia, 
And  wholesome  neigfaboun  from  thy  mag  tcfius. 

Yet  there  are  watchmen,  iriw  with  fticsdl;  li^ 
Will  teach  thy  reeling  steps  to  tread  arigbt; 
For  sixpence  will  support  thy  helpless  snn, 
And  bcnne  conduct  thee,  safe  from  nigbdy  bsik 
But,  if  they  shake  their  lanterns,  from  afiu- 
To  call  their  brethren  to  confedente  war, 
When  rakes  resist  their  power  ;  if  haplesi  jvn. 
Should  diance  to  wander  with  the  aoouriag  or«  ; 
Though  Fortune  yield  thee  captive,  ne'er  dwpir, 
But  seek  the  constable's  oonaidente  car ; 
He  will  reverse  the  watchman'a  harsh  decree, 
Mov'd  by  the  rhetoric  of  a  silver  flee.  [««i 

Thus,  would  you  gain  aome  fitvumite  coartkri 
Fee  not  the  petty  clerks,  but  bribe  my  krd. 

Now  is  the  time  that  rakes  their  reveh  keep  i 
Kindlers  of  riot,  enemies  of  sleep. 
His  scatter'd  pence  the  flying  nidier  *  fliogif 
And  with  the  copper  shower  tbe  casemeoi  rii^ 
Who  has  not  hevd  the  scourer's  midnight  fione? 
Who  has  not  trembled  at  the  Mohock's  name? 
Was  there  a  watchman  took  his  bouriy  rounds 
Safe  from  their  blows,  or  new-invented  woonds? 
I  pass  their  desperate  deeds,  and  mischiefs  dooe. 
Where  from  &iow-hill  black  steepy  torrenti  ran ; 
How  matrons,  hoop'd  within  the  hogshead's  voeS 
Were  tumbled  furious  thence ;  die  roUing  tiscb 
O'er  the  stones  thunders,  bounds  frvm  sideto  »Mk; 
So  Regulus,  to  save  his  country,  dy'd. 

Whoe  a  dim  gleam  the  paly  lantein  tfwovi 
O'er  the  mid  pavement,  heapy  rubbish  grows; 
Or  arched  vaults  their  gaping  jaws  extoid. 
Or  the  dark  caves  to  common  shores  dcaoend. 
Oft  by  tbe  winds  extinct  the  signal  lies. 
Or  smother'd  in  the  glimmering  sodket  dies, 
Ere  Night  has  half  roU'd  round  her  ebon  tfaieor; 
In  the  wide  gulph  the  shatler'd  coach,  o'crtfanm, 
Sinks  with  the  snorting  steeds;  the  icms  arc  bniUi 
And  from  the  crackling  axle  fhea  the  spoke. 
So,  when  fem'd  Eddystone's  frr-shooting  n^, 
That  led  the  aailor  through  the  stormy  way, 
Was  from  its  rodcy  roots  by  billows  ton. 
And  the  high  turret  in  the  whirivrind  borne; 
Fleets  bulg'd  tkeir  sides  against  die  craggy  lasi 
And  pitchy  ruins  blacken'd  all  the  strand. 

Who  then  through  ni^  would  hire  the  kancs*^ 


And  who  would  chooee  the  rattltng  whed  fbripe^' 
But  hark  !  Distress,  with  screamii^  voice,  dn« 
nigher. 
And  wakes  the  slumbering  street  with  cries  fli  ■* 
At  first  a  glowing  red  enwraps  the  skics^ 
And,  home  by  winds,  dbe  scattering  sparks 


*  Gantlemen  who 
with  baUpencCi 
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P'ren  bem  to  beam  tbe  fierte  ocmtagioD  ^mdli ; 
the  spiry  fltmcs  now  lift  aloft  their  heads; 
[Ivotigfa  the  bunt  sash  a  blaang  deluge  poun^ 
lod  flpUttiiig  tiles  descend  in  rattling  showers. 
iaw  with  thick  crowds  th*  enlighten'd  pavement 


rhp  fireman  sweats  beneath  his  crooked  arms ; 

\  kstbera  csaque  his  venturous  hoid  defends, 

BoUIj  he  climbs  where  thickest  snloke  ascends ; 

Mor'd  by  the  mothef's  streaming  eyes  and  prayers, 

Hie  helpless  infant  through  the  lame  he  bears, 

HTith  DO  less  virtue,  than  through  hiostile  fire 

rhe  Dsrdan  hero  bore  his  aged  sire. 

iee^  forceful  engines  spout  their  levell'd  streams, 

To  quench  the  blaze  that  runs  along  the  beams ; 

1»  gnn'ling  hook  plucks  rafters  from  the  walls, 

Lod  heaps  on  he^is  the  smoky  ruin  falls ; 

llown  by  stnmg  winds,  the  fiery  tempest  roans 

lesn  down  new  walla,  and  pours  along  the  floors ; 

1»  Heavens  are  all  »-blaze,  the  face  of  Night 

I  covcrM  with  a  sanguine  dreadful  light 

Twis  sttdi  a  light  involv*d  thy  towers,  O  Rome ! 

Ik  dire  presage  of  mi^ty  Caesar's  doom, 

nien  the  Sun  veil*d  in  rust  his  mourning  httul, 

lOd  frightful  prodigies  the  skies  o*erspread. 

liric !  the  drum  thunders !  far,  ye  crowds,  retire : 

l^»)d !  the  ready  match  is  tipt  with  fire, 

he  nitrous  store  is  laid,  the  smutty  train, 

nth  ramiing  blase,  awakes  the  barrerd  grain ; 

bmcs  sadden  wrap  the  walls ;  with  sullen  sound 

he  «bstter*d  pile  sinks  on  the  smoky  ground. 

B>  when  the  years  shall  have  revolv*d  the  date, 

V  inevitsble  hour  of  Naples'  fate, 

hf  iq)p'd  fimndations  shall  with  thunders  shake, 

ad  have  and  toss  upon  the  sulphurous  lake; 

Aih't  womb  at  once  the  fiery  flood  shall  rend, 

^  m  th'  abyss  ber  plunging  towers  descend. 

Cowider,  reader,  wbat  fiuigues  I've  known, 
^  toila,  the  perils,  of  the  wintery  town ; 
Httt  riots  seen,  vrhat  bustling  crowds  I  bore. 
Is*  oft  I  cross'd  where  carts  and  coaches  roar ; 
'tt  shall  I  Mess  my  labours,  if  mankind 
^  future  safety  firom  my  dangers  find. 
Itt  the  bold  traveller  (inur'd  to  toil, 
HKiae  steps  have  printed  Asia's  desert  soil, 
!he  baihuous  Arabs*  haunt ;  or  shivering  crost 
^  Greenland's  mountains  of  eternal  frost ; 
^fham  Ph)vidence,  in  length  of  years,  restores 
>o  the  wish'd  harbour  of  his  native  abores) 
clft  forth  hu  journals  to  the  public  view, 
To  caution,  by  his  woes,  tfie  wandering  crew. 

And  now  complete  my  generous  labours  lie, 
''onh'd,  and  ripe  for  immortality. 
>)<sth  disll  entomb  in  dust  this  mouldering  frame, 
Set  never  reach  th*  eternal  part,  my  fame. 
Fhen  W —  and  G — ,  mighty  names  !*  are  dead ; 
3*  hot  St  Chelsea  uitder  custards  read ; 
^f^  Clitics  crasy  bandboxes  repair ; 
Ind  tngedies,  tum'd  rockets,  bounce  in  air ; 
(figh  nit*d  on  Fleet-street  posts,  consign'd  to  Fame, 
luiworic  daall  sfaiiie  and  walken  bless  my  name. 

•  Ftabably  Waid  and  Gildon.    N. 


SWEET  WILLIAM'S  FAREWELL  TO 
BLACK-EYED  SUSAN. 

All  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  moor'd, 

The  streamers  waving  in  the  wind, 
When  Black-ey'd  Susan  came  aboard. 
"  Oh !  where  shall  I  my  true-love  find  ? 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  sailors,  tell  me  true. 
If  my  sweet  William  sails  among  the  crew.*' 

William,  who  high  upon  the  yard 

Rock'd  with  the  billow  to  and  fro. 
Soon  as  her  well-known  voice  he  beards 
He  sigh'd,  and  cast  his  eyes  below : 
The  cord  slides  swiftly  through  his  glowing  handi^ 
And  (quick  as  lightning]  on  the  de^  he  stands. 

So  the  sweet  lark,  high  pois*d  in  air, 

Shuts  close  his  pinions  to  his  breast, 
(If  chance  his  mate's  shrill  call  he  hear) 
And  drops  at  once  into  her  nest. 
Hie  noblest  captain  in  the  British  fleet 
Might  envy  William's  lip  those  kisses  sweeC 

*'  O  Susan,  Susan,  lovely  dear. 

My  vows  shall  ever  true  remain ; 
Let  me  kiss  oflT that  falling  tear; 
We  only  part  to  meet  again. 
Change,  as  ye  list,  ye  winds ;  my  heart  shall  be 
The  faithful  compass  that  still  points  to  thee. 

"  Believe  not  what  the  landmen  say 

Who  ttoipt  with  doubts  thy  constant  mind. 
Hiey'U  tell  thee,  sailors,  when  away. 
In  every  port  a  mistress  find : 
Tes,  yes,  believfi  them  when  they  tell  thee  so, 
For  Uiou  art  present  wheresoe'er  I  go. 

"  If  to  fair  India's  coast  we  sul, 

Thy  eyes  are  seen  in  diamonds  bright ; 
lliy  breath  is  Afric's  spicy  gale. 
Thy  skin  is  ivory  so  wlute. 
Thus  every  beauteous  object  that  I  view. 
Wakes  in  my  soul  some  charm  of  lovely  Sue. 

<*  Though  battle  call  me  from  thy  arms, 

Let  not  my  pretty  Susan  mourn ; 
Hiough  cannons  roar,  yet,  safe  from  harms, 
William  shall  to  his  dear  return. 
Love  turns  aside  the  balls  that  round  me  fly, 
Lest  precious  tears  should  drop  from  Susan's  eye." 

The  boatswain  gave  the  dreadful  word. 

The  sails  their  swelling  bosom  spread ; 
No  longer  must  she  stay  aboard : 

They  kiss'd,  she  sigh'd,  he  hung  his  head. 
Her  lessening  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land : 
«  Adieu !"  she  cries ;  and  wav'd  her  lily  hand. 


A  BALLAD, 
nu>M  THE  what-d'tb-cali^it. 

'TwAs  when  the  seas  were  roaring 
With  hollow  blasts  of  wind ; 

A  damsel  Uy  deploring. 
All  on  a  rock  jecUn'd. 
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Wide  o*er  the  foaming  bOlows 

She  cast  a  wistful  look ; 
Her  head  was  crown'd  with  wiUows, 

That  trembled  o*er  the  brook. 

**  Twelve  months  are  gOae  and  over. 

And  nine  long  tedious  days ; 
Why  didst  thou,  venturous  lover. 

Why  didst  thou  trust  the  seas? 
Cease^  cease,  thou  cruel  Ocean, 

And  let  my  lover  rest : 
Ah !  what's  diy  troubled  motion 

To  that  ly  thin  my  breast  ? 

*'  The  merchant,  robbM  of  pleasure} 

Sees  tempests  in  despair ; 
But  what's  the  loss  of  treasure. 

To  losing  of  my  dear  ? 
Should  you  some  coast  be  laid  on. 

Where  sold  and  diamonds  grow, 
Tou*d  find  a  richer  maiden. 

But  none  that  loves  you  so. 

**  How  can  they  say  that  Nature 

Has  nothing  made  in  vain  ; 
Why  then  beneath  the  water 

Should  hideous  rocks  remain  ? 
No  eyes  the  rod^s  discover, 

Tluit  lurk  beneath  the  deep. 
To  wreck  the  wandering  lover. 

And  leave  the  maid  to  weep.** 

All  melancholy  lying. 

Thus  waird  she  for  her  dear; 
Repay'd  each  blast  with  sighing^ 

Each  billow  with  a  tear ; 
When  o*er  the  white  wave  stooping, 

His  floating  corpse  she  spy'd ; 
Then,  like  a  lily  drooping, 

She  bow*d  her  head,  and  dy'd. 


FABLE. 


THS   GOAT   WrrHOtJT   A    BKARD. 

*Tis  certain  that  the  modish  passions 
Descend  among  the  crowd  like  fashions. 
Excuse  me,  then,  if  jiride,  conceit 

iThe  manners  of  the  fair  and  great) 
'.  give  to  monkeys,  asses,  dogs, 
Fleas,  owls,  goats,  butterflies,  and  hogs, 
1  say  that  these  are  proud :  what  then ! 
I  never  said  they  equal  men. 

A  Goat  (as  vain  as  Goat  can  be] 
Affbcted  singularity : 
Whene*er  a  thymy  bank  he  found. 
He  roird  upon  the  fragrant  ground. 
And  then  with  fond  attention  stood, 
Fix*d  o'er  his  image  in  the  flood. 

"  I  hate  my  frowzy  beard,'*  he  cries. 
My  youth  is  lost  in  this  disguise. 
Did  not  the  females  know  my  vigour, 
Well  might  they  loath  this  reverend  figure." 

Resolv'd  to  smooth  his  shaggy  face. 
He  sought  the  barber  of  the  place. 
A  flippant  monkey,  spruce  and  smart, 
Hard  by,  profess'd  the  dapper  art : 
His  pole  with  pewter-basons  hung. 
Black  rotten  teeth  in  order  strung, 


Rang  d  mpi^  that  in  the  window'siood^ 
Lin'd  with  nsdrags  to  look  like  fakod, 
Did  well  his  threefold  tnde  czpbia. 
Who  diav'd,  drew  teeth,  and  breoth'd  a 

Itie  Goat  he  wdcones  with  an  air, 
And  seats  him  in  his  wooden  daar : 
Mtnith,  nose,  and  cheek,  the  lalher  hida: 
Light,  smooth,  and  swift,  the  raaor  ^odek, 

*'  I  hope  your  custom,  air,"  sap  Via§, 
**  Sure  never  huce  was  half  ao  smug  !** 

Tlie  Goat,  impatient  for  applan*, 
Swift  to  the  n^ghbouring  hiU  aitlnhapa. 
Tlie  shaggy  people  grinn'd  and  star*d. 
**  Heigh-day !  what's  here?  witboatabsd! 
Say,  brother,  whence  the  dire  disgrace? 
Wlwt  envious  hand  hath  robb'd  your  freef 
When  thus  the  fop,  with  smiles  of  scoro, 
"  Are  beards  by  civil  nations  worn? 
Ev'n  Muscovites  have  mow*d  their  cbiBi> 
Shall  we,  like  formal  O^mchtna, 
Stubborn  in  pride,  retain  the  modc^ 
And  bear  about  the  haiiy  load  ? 
Whene'er  we  through  the  village  stray, 
Are  we  not  mock'd  along  the  way. 
Insulted  with  loud  shouts  of  scorn. 
By  boys  our  beards  disgrac'd  and  torn?** 

^  Were  you  no  more  with  Goats  to  dtiril, 
Brother,  I  grant  you  reason  well," 
Replies  a  bearded  chief.     **  Bcs^ 
If  boys  can  mortify  thy  pride. 
How  wilt  thou  stand  the  ridicule 
Of  our  whole  flock  ?     Affected  fool  !* 

Coxcombs,  disdnguish'd  from  the  rest, 
To  all  but  coxcombs  are  a  jest. 


FABLE. 

THS  UKIVXaSAL  APPAamOV 

A  Raxs,  by  every  passion  nil'd. 
With  every  vice  his  youth  had  cool'd ; 
Disease  his  tainted  blood  assails ; 
Hb  spirits  droop,  his  vigour  fails: 
With  secret  ills  at  home  he  pines. 
And,  like  infirm  old  age,  declines. 

As,  twing'd  with  pain,  he  pensive  ats, 
And  raves,  and  pray^  and  swears,  by  fits. 
A  ghastly  Phantom,  lean  and  wan. 
Before  him  ros^  and  thus  began : 

**  My  name,  perhaps,  hath  reach'd  ytwrcir 
Attend,  and  be  advis*d  by  Care. 
Nor  lov^  nor  honour,  wealth,  nor  powv, 
Can  give  the  heart  a  cheerful  hour. 
When  health  is  lost.     Be  timely  wise ; 
With  health  all  taste  of  pleasure  6ies." 

Tlius  said,  the  Phantom  disappears 
The  wary  counsel  wak'd  his  fean. 
He  now  from  all  excess  abstains. 
With  physic  purifies  his  veins  ; 
And,  to  procure  a  sober  life. 
Resolves  to  venture  on  a  wife^ 

But  now  again  the  Sprite  ascends^ 
Where*er  he  walks,  hb  ear  attends* 
Insinuates  that  beauty  's  frail« 
That  perseverance  must  prevail, 
Widi  jealousies  his  brain  inflames. 
And  whispers  all  her  lovers*  names. 
In  other  hours  slie  represents 
His  household  charge,  his  annual  rents. 
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InfUMngdeNi,  perplningdniis, 
lod  DOCMng  fer  Ut  yonngcr  lona. 

Stniglit  ^  bit  thooffhtto  gua  he  luniy 
And  wHfa  Che  tiiint  of  lucre  bomt. 
But,  vben  powtw'd  of  Fortuiie's  tftian, 
rbe  S^wcCre  hmntB  hbn  mora  and  man ; 
Sett  wint  and  mumej  in  new, 
BoU  tiMTc^  end  all  tiie  mnrdering  craw ; 
Awnu  Inin  wiln  ctcvnu  fnglilii^ 
Infestt  Ids  dRanH^  or  wakes  his  niglrta 
How  sfaall  he  chase  this  hideous  gucet  ? 
Pover  oisjy  perhaps,  protect  his  rest> 
To  power  he  rose.     Again  the  Sprite 
BeMb  Mra  monung,  noon,  and  night ; 
Tilb  of  Ambition's  tottering  seat, 
7ow  Eary  penecuMs  the  great ; 
)f  rird  hate,  of  treacherous  friends, 
lad  what  disgrace  his  fiill  attends. 

Hk  court  he  qidta,  to  fly  from  Care, 
lad  aeeb  the  peace  of  ratal  air ; 
Cs  grarei,  fab  Cdds,  amus'd  hb  hours  $ 
Ic  pnu*d  his  treca,  he  lais'd  his  flowers; 
tat  Gsie  iigain  bis  steps  pursues, 
r«m  Imn  of  blaata,  of  blighting  dews, 
If  phudering  inaects^  snails,  and  rains, 
\ad  draughto  that  starr'd  the  labour'd  plains, 
ibfosd,  at  home,  the  Spectre's  there ; 
I  Tiin  we  seek  to  fly  fitnn  Care. 
At  length  he  thus  the  Ghoat  addrest : 
Snoe  thou  must  be  my  oonstant  guest, 
le  kind,  and  follow  roe  no  more ; 
or  Cut,  by  right,  abould  go  before.' 


II 


FABLE. 

A  JoCoLSR  long  dnough  all  the  town 
U  raisM  hb  fivtune  and  renown ; 
in'd  dank  (ao  fiv  his  art  transcends) 
he  deta  at  hb  fiogars*  ends. 
Vice  heanl  hb  Ihme,  she  lead  hb  bUl  $ 
OBrinc'd  of  fab  infiKior  ikill, 
^  anght  fab  booth,  and  from  the  crowd 
MV'd  the  man  of  art  aloud. 
"  Istftbtfaenhe  so  iam'd  for  sleight? 
IB  this  dow  bungler  cheat  your  sight  ? 
We«  he  witfi  me  diqmte  the  priae  ? 
Icswe  it  to  unpartial  eyes." 
iVofok'd,  the  Juggler  cry'd,  «  TU  done ; 
I  tcience  I  anfamit  to  none.'* 
Tlon  said,  the  cupa  and  balls  he  play'd  | 
If  tnms  this  here,  that  there,  conveyed. 
^  cards,  obedient  to  hb  words, 
A  by  A  fillip  turn'd  to  birds. 
Hit  little  boxes  change  the  grain : 
'rick  aAcr  trick  deludes  the  train, 
k  ifaakcs  fab  bag,  he  ahows  aU  fidr ; 
b  ftn^ers  spread,  and  nothing  there ; 
^  fawis  it  rain  with  showers  of  gold ; 
^  DOW  fab  ivory  eggs  are  tiM ; 
iat,  when  finm  thence  the  hen  faie  draws, 
^»»*d  ^wrtalws  hum  applause. 
^ice  now  Slept  fbrth,  and  took  the  placc^ 
^ith  an  the  Ibrms  of  hb  grimace. 
"  Thb  magic  tookioMlaai,'*  aha  cries, 
^' There,  hand  It  round)  will  chann  your  eyes. 
''^^  as«r  c^  the  sight  dasur'd, 
^nd  every  man  faimadf  admirU 


It 


Next,  la  a  aenator  addiawinf^ 
"  See  thb  bank-note ;  observe  the.  blessing. 
Breathe  on  the  biU.     Heigh,  pass !  'Tisgone.' 
Upon  hb  lips  a  padlock  shown. 
A  second  puff  the  magic  broke ; 
The  padlock  vanish'd,  and  he  spoke. 

Twelve  bottles  ranged  upon  the  boanj^ 
All  full,  with  heady  bquor  stor'd. 
By  clean  conveyance  disappear. 
And  now  two  bloody  swords  are  then, 

A  purse  she  to  a  thief  expos'd  ; , 
At  once  hb  ready  fingers  clo8*d« 
He  opes  hb  fist,  the  treasure's  fled : 
He  sees  a  halter  in  its  stead. 

She  bids  Ambition  hold  a  wand ; 
He  grasps  a  hatchet  in  hb  hand. 

A  box  of  charity  ahe  ahows. 
*'  Blow  here  ;'*  and  a  church-warden  blows. 
'Us  vanisfa'd  with  conveyance  neat. 
And  on  the  table  smokes  a  treat 

She  shakes  the  dice,  the  board  ahe  knock% 
And  from  all  pocketa  filb  her  box. 

She  next  a  mcagra  rake  addreat. 
**  This  picture  see ;  her  shape,  her  breast! 
What  youth,  and  what  inviting  eyes  ! 
Hold  her,  and  have  her."     With  surprise, 
Hu  hand  expos'd  a  box  of  pills. 
And  a  loud  laugh  prodaim'd  hb  ills. 

A  counter,  in  a  miser's  hand. 
Grew  twenty  guineas  at  command. 
She  bids  hb  heir  the  sum  retain. 
And  'ds  a  counter  now  again. 

A  guinea  with  her  touch  you  see 
Take  every  shi^pe  but  Charity ; 
And  not  one  tlung  you  saw,  or  drew. 
But  chang'd  from  what  was  first  in  view. 

The  Juggler  now,  in  grief  of  heart. 
With  thb  subnussion  own'd  her  art. 

'*  Can  I  Buch  matchless  sleight  withstand ! 
How  practice  hath  improv'd  your  hand  1 
But  now  and  then  I  cheat  the  throngs 
You  every  day,  and  all  day  long." 


FABLE. 

THX  tIAaX  AND  MAKT  FEIXITDS. 

FatKHnsHip,  like  love,  is  but  a  luuntf. 
Unless  to  one  you  stint  the  flame. 
Tlie  child,  whom  many  fathers  share, 
Hath  seldom  kno«rn  a  father's  rare. 
'Us  thus  in  friendships ;  who  depend 
On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend. 

A  Hare  who,  in  a  civil  way. 
Comply*d  with  every  things  like  Gay, 
Was  known  by  all  die  bestial  train 
Who  haunt  the  wood,  or  graze  the  plain  | 
Her  care  was  never  to  ofiend ; 
And  every  creature  was  her  friend. 

As  forth  she  went  at  carlv  dawn. 
To  taste  the  dew-besprinkled  lawn. 
Behind  she  hears  the  hunter's  cries. 
And  from  the  deep>mouth*d  thunder  ftlea« 
She  starts,  she  stops,  she  pants  for  brcaih  | 
She  hears  the  near  advance  of  death ; 
She  doubles,  to  mislead  the  hound. 
And  measures  hack  her  maiy  round  ; 
Till,  ftlnting  in  the  public  way, 
HalJr<dead  witli  fear  she  ga.s])lng  lay. 
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Past.  I. 


Wliat  trnnsport  in  her  bcMom  grew, 
y^hen  first  the  Horse  a|ipcar'd  in  view ! 

'*  Let  me,'*  sayB  she,  **  your  back  ascend. 
And  owe  my  safety  to  a  friend. 
You  know  my  feet  betray  my  fiigfat : 
To  friendship  every  burthen's  light.'* 

Hic  Horse  reply'd,  **  Poor  honest  Fom, 
It  grieves  my  heart  to  see  thee  thus : 
Be  comforted,  relief  is  near, 
For  all  your  friends  are  in  the  rear.*' 

She  next  the  stately  Bull  implor*d ; 
And  thus  reply'd  the  mighty  lord : 
"  Since  every  beast  alive  can  tell 
That  I  sincerely  wish  you  well, 
I  may,  without  offence,  pretend 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  friend. 
Love  calls  me  hence ;  a  favourite  cow 
Expects  me  near  yon  barley-mow ; 
And,  when  a  lady's  in  the  case, 
You  know,  all  other  things  give  place. 
To  leave  you  thus  might  seem  unkind  ; 
But,  see,  the  Goat  is  just  behind." 

llie  Goat  remark'd,  her  pulse  was  high. 
Her  languid  head,  her  heavy  eye : 
**  My  back,"  says  he,  **  nuy  do  you  harm  ; 
The  Sheep's  at  hand,  and  wool  is  warm.** 

The  Sheep  was  feeble,  and  complain*d. 
His  sides  a  load  of  wool  sustain'd ; 
Said  he  was  slow,  confess'd  his  feare ; 
For  Hounds  eat  Sheep  as  well  as  Hares. 

She  now  the  tit>tting  Calf  address'd. 
To  save  from  death  a  friend  distress'd. 

«  Shall  I,"  says  he,   <*  of  tender  age^ 
In  this  important  care  engage  ? 
Older  and  abler  pass'd  you  by  ; 
How  strong  are  those !  bow  weak  am  I ! 
Should  I  presume  to  bear  you  hence, 
Those  friends  of  mine  may  take  offence. 
Excuse  roe,  then  ;  you  know  my  heart ; 
But  dearest  friends,  alas !  must  part. 
How  shall  we  all  lament !     Adieu ; 
For,  see,  the  Hounds  are  just  in  view. 
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—  Libeat  mihi  sordida  rura, 
Atque  humiles  habitare  casaa.  ^         Viao. 

rtOlJOOUXy   TO  THX   RIGHT   HOF. 

THE  LORD  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROKE, 

Lo^  I>  who  erst  beneath  a  tree 
Sung  Bumkinet  and  Bowsybee, 
And  Blouaelind  and  Marian  biigh^ 
In  apron  blue  or  apron  white, 
Now  write  my  sonnets  in  a  book. 
For  my  good  lord  of  BolingbrcAa 

As  lads  and  lasses  stood  around 
To  hear  my  boxen  hautboy  sound. 
Our  dtrk  came  posting  o'er  the  green 
%With  doleful  tidings  of  the  ^iiteii  % 


**  Hiat  quern!*  be  said, «'  to  whom  ve  oae 
Sweet  peaeet  that  wuikeih  rieka  fm; 
Thai  omeeti,  who  eas'd  our  tax  of  blr. 
Was  acad,  alas !  <— and  lay  in  strte." 

At  this,  in  tears  was  C^dy  skb, 
Buxoma  tore  her  pinners  clean, 
In  doleful  dumps  stood  every  down, 
The  paraon  rent  hia  band  and  gowa. 

For  me,  when  as  I  heard  tlnit  Deaib 
Had  snati^'d  queen  Anne  to  FilinhtA, 
I  brake  my  reed,  and,  aij^iing,  swor, 
I'd  weep  for  Blouxelind  no  nan. 

While  thus  we  stood  as  in  a  stooad* 
And  wet  with  tears,  like  dew,  die  gRMBd, 
Full  aoon  by  bonfire  and  by  bell 
We  learnt  our  liege  was  pasang  vdL 
A  skilful  leach  (so  God  him  speed) 
They  said,  had  wrought  this  blesed  decs. 
This  leach  Arbuthnot  was  yckpt. 
Who  many  a  night  not  once  had  slept ; 
But  walch'd  our  gracious  suveic^n  siiD ; 
For  who  could  rest  when  she  was  ill? 
Oh,  may'st  thou  henceforth  sweetly  sleep! 
Sheer,  swains,  oh !  sheer  your  aoHtiest  ffaecpr 
To  swell  his  couch ;  for,  wdl  I  weeo. 
He  sav'd  the  realm,  who  sav'd  the  qneca. 

Quoth  I,  «  Please  God,  I'll  bye  with  glM 
To  court,  this  Arbuthnot  to  see." 
I  sold  my  sheep^  and  lambkins  too^ 
For  sQver  loops  and  garment  blue ; 
My  boxen  hautboy,  sweet  of  aound» 
For  lace  that  edg'd  mine  hat  around ; 
For  Lightfoot,  and  my  scrip,  I  got 
A  gorgeous  sw<»d,  and  eke  a  knot 

So  forth  I  fiu-*d  to  court  with  speed, 
Of  soldier's  drum  withoutcn  dreed ; 
For  peace  allays  the  shepherd's  lear 
Of  wearing  cap  of  grenadier. 

There  saw  I  ladies  all  a^mw. 
Before  their  queen  in  seemly  show. 
No  more  I'll  sing  Buxoma  brown, 
Like  Goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gowa ; 
Nor  Clumsilis,  nor  Marian  bright. 
Nor  damsel  that  H(A>ttelia  bight. 
But  Lansdowne,  fresh  as  flowo'  of  Bbyi 
And  Berkeley,  lady  blithe  and  gay ; 
And  Anglesea,  whose  qieech  exceeds 
The  voice  of  pipe,  or  oaten  reeds  ; 
And  blooming  Hyde,  with  eyes  so  nre ; 
And  Montague  beyond  compare : 
Such  ladies  fair  would  I  depiunt^ 
In  roundelay  or  sonnet  quaint. 

There  many  a  worthy  wight  Fve  seeni 
In  ribbon  blue  and  ribbon  green : 
As  Oxford,  who  a  wand  doth  bear^ 
Like  Moses,  in  our  Bibles  fair  ; 
Who  for  our  traflSc  forms  designs. 
And  gives  to  Britain  Indian  mines^ 
Now,  shepherds,  clip  your  fleecy  care; 
Ye  maids,  your  spinning-wheels  prepare ; 
Ye  weavers,  all  your  diuttles  throw, 
And  bid  broad-cloths  and  serges  grow ; 
For  trading  firee  shall  thrive  again. 
Nor  leasinga  lewd  affright  the  swain. 

There  saw  I  St.  John,  sweet  of  micB 
Full  steadfitft  both  to  church  and  queen ; 
With  whoae  fiur  name  I'll  deck  my  sinio; 
St  John,  right  courteous  to  the  swaiiL. 

For  thus  he  told  me  on  a  day, 
**  Trim  are  thy  sonnets  gentk*  Gay ; 


AST.  I. 
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And,  certcSy  nurtti  it  were  to  866 
Thy  joyous  madrigals  twice  three, 
With  preface  meet,  and  notes  profound^ 
Imprinted  fair,  and  well  ye4)ound.*' 
All  suddenly  then  home  I  sped, 
And  did  eT*n  as  my  lord  bad  said. 

Lo,  here  thou  hast  mine  eclogues  fair, 
But  let  not  these  detain  thine  ear. 
I>et  not  th*  affairs  of  states  and  kings 
Wait,  while  our  Bouxybeus  sings. 
Rather  than  verse  of  simple  swain 
Should  stay  the  trade  of  France  or  Spain ; 
Or,  for  the  plaint  of  parson's  maid, 
Yon  emperor's  packets  be  delay*d  ,* 
In  sooth,  I  swear  by  holy  Paul, 
111  bom  bcMdc,  prefiux,  notes,  and  alL 


MONDAY i  OR,  THE  SQUABBLE, 
unanr  clout,  cdddt,  CLODmrouE. 

LOaUK  CLOUT* 

Thy  younfrlitigi.  Cuddy,  are  but  just  awake, 

>  tfanudes  shrill  the  bramble-bush  forsake, 
I  dnrping  lark  the  welkin  sheen  invokes, 

>  dsdnsel  yet  the  swelling  udder  strokes ; 

n  yonder  liiJI  does  scant  the  dawn  appear : 
a  «by  does  Cuddy  leave  bis  cot  so  rear? 

« 

CUDDT. 

Ah  Lobbin  Clout !  I  ween,  my  plight  is  guesl^ 
r  kt  that  leaves,  a  stronger  it  to  rest  : 
twiins  belye  not,  thou  hast  prov'd  the  smart, 
m)  Blouaelmda's  mistress  of  thy  heart.  10 

is  rising  rear  betokeneth  well  thy  mind, 
tm  anns  are  folded  for  thy  Blouzelind. 
d  well,  I  trow,  our  piteous  plights  agree : 
ee  Blouadiiiida  smites,  Buzoma  me. 

Lonnf  CLOUT* 

lib,  BkmsefiiMl !  I  love  thee  more  by  half, 
■a  does  their  liiwiis,  or  cows  the  new-falVn  calf; 
K  woitfa  the  tongue !  may  blisters  sore  it  gall, 
Buxoma  Blouwlind  withaL 


CUDDY. 


Rold, 


Lobbin  Clout,  I  thee  advise, 
on  thy  own  tongue  arise. 


20 


i*er.  S.  9fHkiH,  the  same  as  wdken,  an  old  Saxon 
rd.  sgnifying  a  cUntd;  by  poetiod  licence  it  is 
fucntly  taken  for  the  dement,  or  «iy,  as  may 
tear  by  tfaia  Tcne  io  the  Dream  of  Chaucer »« 

Ne  in  all  the  welkin  was  no  cloud. 

Ams,    or   sAme,   an   old  word  for  shining,  or 

Vo-.  5.  Setml,  used  in  the  ancient  British  authors 
Bcoirr. 

V«r.  6.  Bear,  an  expression  in  several  counties  of 
igtand,  lor  earfy  m  tke  morning, 
V'er.  7.    To  ween,  derived  from  tlie  Saxon,  to 
a.oi 


Lo,  yonder,  Cloddipole,  the  Uithaome  swain. 
The  wisest  lout  ot  all  the  neighbouring  plain ! 
From  Cloddipole  we  learnt  to  read  tlie  skies. 
To  know  when  hail  will  fall,  or  winds  arise. 
He  taught  us  erst  the  heifer's  tail  to  view. 
When  stuck  aloft,  that  showers  would  straight  ensue: 
He  first  that  useful  secret  did  explain, 
Hiat  pricking  corns  foretold  the  gathering  rain. 
When  swallows  fleet  soar  high  and  sport  in  air. 
He  told  us  that  the  welkin  would  be  clear.  SO 

Let  Cloddipole  then  hear  us  twain  rehearse. 
And  praise  his  sweetheart  in  alternate  verse. 
I'll  wager  this  same  oaken  staff  with  thee. 
That  Cloddipole  shall  give  the  prise  to  me. 

LOBBIN   CLOUT. 

See  this  tobacco-pouch,  that's  lin'd  with  hair, 
Made  of  the  skin  of  sleekest  fallow-deer. 
This  pouch,  that's  ty'd  with  tape  of  reddest  faui^ 
m  wager,  that  the  prize  shall  be  my  due. 

CUDDT. 

Begin  thy  carols  then,  thou  vaunting  skmch ! 
Be  thine  the  oaken  staff,  or  mine  the  pouch.        40 

LOBBIK   CLOUT. 

My  Blouzelinda  is  the  blithest  lass. 
Than  primrose  sweeter,  or  the  clover-giaas. 
Fair  is  the  king-cup  that  in  meadow  blows. 
Fair  is  the  daisie  that  beside  her  grows  ; 
Fair  is  the  gilliflower,  of  gardens  sweet, 
Fair  is  the  marygold,  for  pottage  meet : 
But  Blouzelind's  than  gilliflower  more  fiur. 
Than  daisie,  marygold,  or  king-cup  rare. 

CUDDT. 

My  brown  Buxoma  is  the  featest  maid. 
That  e'er  at  wake  delightsome  gambol  play'd.     SO 
Clean  as  young  lambkins  or  the  goose's  down. 
And  like  the  goldfinch  in  her  Sunday  gown. 
The  witless  lamb  may  sport  upon  the  plain, 
Tlie  frisking  kid  delight  the  gaping  swain. 
The  wanton  calf  may  skip  with  many  a  bound. 
And  my  cur  Tray  play  deftest  feats  around ; 
But  neither  lamb,  nor  kid,  nor  calf,  nor  Trojp 
Dance  like  Buxoma  on  the  first  of  May. 

LOBBIN   CLOUT. 

Sweet  is  my  toil  when  Blouselind  is  near  $ 
Of  her  bereft,  'tis  winter  all  the  year. 
With  her  no  sultry  summer's  heat  I  know ;         (60 
In  winter,  wlien  she's  nigh,  with  love  I  glow* 
Come,  Blouzelinda,  ease  thy  swain's  desire. 
My  sununer's  shadow,  and  my  winter's  fire ! 

CUDDT. 

As  with  Buxoma  once  I  work'd  at  hay, 
Ev'n  noon-tide  labour  seem'd  an  holiday; 
And  holidays,  if  haply  she  were  gone. 
Like  worky-days  I  wiah'd  would  soon  be  done. 


Ver.  25.  Entf  a  contraction  of  mv  tkiti  it  signU 
fies  sometime  ago,  or  formerly. 

Vcr.  56.  Deft,  on  old  word,  signifying  hriA,  or 
nimble. 


S02  GAT. 

Eftaoona,  O  sweedieart  kind,  my  love  repiy,  I 

And  all  the  year  shell  tben  be  holiday.  70 


Past.  II. 


LOBBnr  CU>UT. 

As  Bknudinda,  in  a  gamesoDDe  moody 
Behind  a  haycock  loudly  laughing  stood, 
I  alily  Fan,  and  snatcfa'd  a  huty  Idas ; 
She  wip*d  her  lips,  nor  took  it  mndi  amiaa. 
Bdiere  me,  Cud^,  while  I'm  bold  to  say. 
Her  breath  was  sweeter  than  the  ripen'd  hay. 

CUDDT. 

As  my  Buzoma,  in  a  morning  fair. 
With  gentle  finger  strok'd  her  milky  care, 
I  queintly  stole  a  kiss,  at  first,  *tis  true, 
She  frown'd,  yet  aftAr  granted  one  or  twa  80 

Lobbin,  I  swear,  believe  who  will  my  vows,  . 
Her  breath  by  fiu*  ezceU*d  the  breathing  cows. 

LOBBIK   CLOUT. 

Leek  to  the  Welch,  to  Dutchmen  butter's  dear. 
Of  Irish  swains  potatoe  is  the  cheer ; 
Oats  for  their  feasts  the  Scottish  shepherds  grind, 
Sweet  turnips  are  the  food  of  Blouxelind. 
While  she  loves  turnips,  butter  1*11  despise, 
Nor  leeks,  nor  oatmeal,  nor  potato,  prize. 

cunoT. 

In  good  roast-beef  my  landlord  sticks  his  knife. 
The  capon  fat  delights  Ins  dainty  wife,  90 

Pudding  our  parson  eats,  the  squire  loves  hare. 
But  white-pot  thick  is  my  Buzoma's  fare. 
While  she  loves  white-pot,  capon  ne'er  shall  be, 
Nor  hare,  nor  beef,  nor  pudding,  food  for  me. 

LOBBN  cu»u:a 

As  once  T  play'd  at  blindman's  huff,  it  hapt 
About  my  eyes  die  towel  thick  was  wrapt. 
I  miss'd  the  swains,  and  seiz'd  on  Blouielind, 
True  speaks  that  ancient  proverb,  '<  Love  is  blind." 

CUDDT. 

As  at  hnt-coddes  once  I  laid  me  down. 
And  felt  the  weighty  hand  of  many  a  clown  ;    100 
Buxoma  gave  a  gentle  tap,  and  I 
Quick  rose,  and  read  soft  mischief  in  her  eye* 

- 

Ver.  69.  Eftmxms,  from  eft,  an  ancient  British 
word,  signifying  toon*  So  that  eftnons  is  a  doubling 
of  the  word  toon ;  which  is,  as  it  were,  to  say  tmce 
toon,  or  very  soon. 

Ver.  79.   Queint  has  various  significations  in  the 
ancient  English  autliors.     I  have  used  it  in  this 
place  in  the  same  sense  as  Chaucer  hatli  done  in  his 
Miller's  Tale.     *<  .\s  derices  being  full  subtle  and 
queint,"  (by  whidi  he  means  orrA,  or  ttmggish) ;  and 
not  in  that  obscene  sense  wherein  he  useth  it  in  the 
line  immediately  following. 
Ver.  85. 
Populus  Alcidae  gratissima,  vitis  laccho, 
Formosa  myrtus  Veneri,  sua  laurea  Fhoebo, 
PhilUs  amat  corylos.    Illas  dum  Fhillis  amabit 
Nee  myrtus  vincct  coiylos  ncc  laum  Pho^i.  &c. 

v.»o. 


u» 


On  two  near  ebaos  die  slackcn'd  cord  I  hmg, 
Now  hi|^  now  low,  my  Bloozelinda  smm^ 
With  the  rude  wind  her  rumpled  garmoit  roK, 
And  ahow'd  her  taper  1^  and  scarlet  hose. 


cunsT. 


Across  die  fidlen  oak  die  plank  I  Ud, 
And  myself  pois'd  against  the  totteiiqg  n«i 
High  leap'd  the  plaidc ;  adown  Boxooa  fdl ; 
I  spy'd  —  but  faithful  sweedieaits  new  tdL   lU 


LOaaiM   CLODT. 


TUs  riddle,  Cuddy,  if  thou  canst  explain, 
This  wily  riddle  puzzles  eveiPy  swain. 
"  What  flower  is  that  which  bears  die  virfmt 
"  The  richest  metal  joined  with  the  aaner* 


CUDDT. 


Answer,  thou  carte^  and  jud|ge  dns  fiddle  ri^ 
I'll  frankly  own  thee  for  a  cunning  w^iL 
**  What  flower  is  that  which  royal  honour  cnm. 
Adjoin  the  vn^gm,  and  'tis  strown  on  ffvtiT' 


li 


CLODDirOLB. 

Forbear,  contending  louts,  give  o'er  jour  sm 
An  oaken  staff  each  merits  for  his  pains. 
But  see  the  sunJieams  bright  to  bbour  ynn, 
And  gild  the  thatch  of  goodman  Hodge's  bvc; 
Your  herds  for  want  of  water  stand  a^dry, 
They're  weary  of  your  songs.— and  so  am  I. 


TUESDAY;  OR,  THE  DITTY. 

MAKlAlb 

YduKG  Colin  Qout,  a  lad  of  peericn  awi 
Full  well  could  dance,  and  defUy  tone  the  n^i 
In  every  wood  hie  carols  sweet  were  known. 
At  every  wake  his  nimble  feats  were  diovn. 
When  in  the  ring  the  rustic  roots  he  threw, 
The  damsels*  pleasures  with  hb  congwrrts  gR* 
Or  when  aslant  the  cudgel  threats  h»  head. 
His  danger  smites  the  breast  of  every  maid, 
But  chief  of  Marian.     Marian  lov'd  die  swvn. 
The  parson's  maid,  and  neatest  of  the  pl«n ; 
Marian,  that  soft  could  stroke  the  udder *d  co*. 
Or  lessen  with  her  sieve  the  barley-mow  $ 
Maibledwith  sage  the  hardening  cheeseshefio 
And  yellow  butter  Marian's  skill  ooofess'd; 
But  Marian  now,  devoid  of  country  cares, 
Nor  yellow  butter,  nor  sage-cfaeese,  picpHC>> 
For  yearning  love  the  witless  maid  em{^k)ys. 
And  "Love"  say  swains,  *<  all  busy  heed  dfitn; 

Colin  makes  mock  at  all  her  piteous  smart; 
A  lass  that  Cicely  bight  had  won  his  beait. 


Ver.  103 — 1 10  were  not  in  the  eariy  cdiooe^ 

Ver.  lis.  Maiygold. 

Ver.  117.  Rosemary. 

Die  quibus  in  terns  inscripti  nomina  KfB^ 

Nascantur  flares  ^^ 

Ver.  ISO.  £t  vitula  tu  dignus  &  hie.        ^'^ 
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kclj,  the  iiertuii  hm^  ^itX  tioclf  the  has, 

"he  rind  of  the  ponon's  maid  wbs  ibe. 
1  dreary  dude  now  Marian  lies  along, 
.od,  mixt  with  sighs,  thus  wails  in  plaining  aong : 
**  Ah,  woeful  day  !  ah,  woeful  noon  and  mom ! 
iKn  fint  by  thee  my  younglings  white  were  shoni ; 
hen  fint,  I  ween,  I  cast  a  lover's  eye» 
It  sheep  were  silly,  but  more  silly  I. 
^nesdi  the  shears  they  felt  no  lasting  smart, 
l«Tlost  but  fleeces,  while  I  lost  a  heart  90 

"  Ah,  Colin!   canst  thou  leave  thy  sweetheart 

true? 
That  I  faafe  done  for  thee,  will  Cicely  do? 
^1  she  thy  linen  wash,  or  hosen  dam, 
ad  knit  thee  gloves  made  of  her  own  spun  yam  ? 
Ill  she  with  huswife's  hand  provide  thy  meat  ? 
ad  cfcry  Sunday  mom  thy  neckcloth  plait, 
hicfa  o'er  thy  kersey  doublet  spreading  wide, 
1  aenrke-time  drew  Cicely's  eyes  aside  ? 
"  Where'er  I  gad,  I  cannot  hide  my  care, 
f  new  disasters  in  my  look  appear.  40 

bite  ss  the  curd  my  raddy  cheek  is  grown, 
thin  my  features^  that  I'm  hardly  known, 
ir  ndghboun  tell  me  oft,  in  joking  talk, 
sriwa,  leather,  oatmeal,  bran,  and  chalk ; 
isittiiigly  of  Marian  tliey  divine, 
id  wist  not  tlMt  with  thoughtad  love  I  pine. 
t  Colin  Clout,  untoward  shepherd  swain, 
ilks  whistling  blithe,  while  pitiful  I  plain. 
"  Whikm  frith  thee  'twas  Marian's  dear  deUgfat 
•  moil  ail  day,  and  meiry-make  at  night.  50 

b  the  soil  you  guide  the  crooked  sliare, 
nr  cvly  breakfittt  is  my  constant  care ; 
dwhen  with  even  hand  you  strow  the  grain, 
n^  the  thievish  rooks  from  oflTthe  plain. 
n»li^g  days^  wben  I  my  thresher  beard, 
Ih  nappy  beer  I  to  the  bam  repaired ; 
K  in  the  muoc  of  the  whirling  flail, 
gne  on  tbee  I  left  the  smoking  pail : 
harrest,  when  die  Sun  was  mounted  hi|^ 
r  icatfaera  bottle  did  thy  draught  supply ;  60 

tte'cr  yoo  mow'd,  I  foUow'd  with  the  rake, 
d  hsve  full  oA  been  sun-burat  for  thy  sake : 
te  in  the  welkin  gathering  showers  were  seen, 
Vf('d  the  laat  with  Colin  on  the  green ; 
d  when  at  eve  returning  with  thy  car, 
'siting  heard  the  jingling  bells  from  far, 
a^  OD  the  fire  the  aooty  pot  I  plac'd, 
^snn  thy  broth  1  burnt  my  hands  for  haste. 
^  hungry  thou  stood'st  staring^  like  an  oaf, 
^'d  the  luncheon  from  tlie  boriey-loaf ;  70 

ih  crumbled  bread  I  thicken'd  well  thy  mess. 
^  '*nt  me  more,  or  love  tliy  pottage  less ! 
'  Last  Friday's  eve^  when  as  tlie  Sun  was  set. 
Dor  yoo  itile,  three  sallow  gypsies  met. 
oi  my  hand  they  cast  a  poring  look, 
'  3ie  beware,  and  thrice  tlieir  heads  they  shook  : 
ey  ttid,  that  many  crosses  I  must  prove ; 
^  in  my  woridly  gain,  but  most  in  love. 
n  :t  urn  I  miss*d  three  liens  and  our  old  cock ; 
d  ^  Uie  hedge  two  pinners  and  a  smock ;       80 
^f  tiiew  loaves  with  a  Christian  mind, 
h!  r. }  mahaps  could  feel,  while  tliou  wert  kind. 
s  « :^*e,  alsft  |  I  grew  my  Coisn's  scorn, 
c  known  no  pleasure,  night,  or  noon,  or  mom. 
'  I'  me,  ye  gypiiM ;  bring  him  home  again, 
^  'o  a  constant  las  give  back  her  swain. 

*  *      —  -  ■-        —  I  ■  - — — 

.*.    Aer,  a  weat-eountry  word  for  Ain^,  or 


*<H«ve  I  not  sat  with  tbee  ftiH  many  a  night. 
When  dying  embers  were  our  only  light. 
When  every  creature  did  m  shnnbers  he. 
Besides  our  eat,  my  Colin  Clout,  and  I  ?  SK) 

No  troublous  thoughts  the  cat  or  Colin  move^ 
While  I  alone  am  kept  awake  by  love. 

*'  Bemember,  Colin,  when  at  last  year's  wake 
I  bought  the  costly  present  for  thy  sake ; 
Could'st  thou  spell  o'er  the  posy  on  thy  knife. 
And  with  another  change  thy  state  of  Ufe? 
If  thou  ibrgett'st,  I  wot,  I  can  repeat. 
My  memory  can  tell  tlie  verse  so  sweet : 

'  As  this  is  grav'd  upon  this  knife  of  thine. 
So  is  thy  image  on  this  heart  of  mine.*  100 

But  woe  is  me !  such  presents  luckless  prove. 
For  hmetj  they  tell  me,  alwayt  ttver  love*** 

ThuB  Marian  vrsil'd*  her  eyes  with  tears 
When  Goody  Dobbins  brought  her  cow  to  buU. 
With  apron  blue  to  dry  her  tears  she  sought. 
Then  asw  the  oow  well  serv'd,  and  took  a  groat. 


WEDNESDAYS  OB,  THE  DUMPS,* 


SFAMAMtLLA, 

Thx  waitings  of  a  maiden  I  redte, 
A  maiden  fair,  that  Sparabella  bight 
Such  strains  ne'er  warble  in  the  linnet's  throaty 
Nor  the  gay  goldfinch  chants  so  sweet  a  note. 
No  magpye  chatter'd,  nor  the  painted  jay. 
No  ox  was  heard  to  low,  nor  ass  to  bray ; 
No  rustling  breezes  play'd  the  leaves  among, 
While  thus  her  madrigal  the  damsel  sung. 

A  while,  O  D*Urfey !  lend  an  ear  or  twain, 
Nor,  tho*  in  homely  guise,  my  verse  disdain ;       10 
Whether  thou  seek'st  new  kingdoms  in  the  Sun, 
Whether  thy  Muse  does  at  Newnfarket  run. 
Or  does  wiUi  gossips  at  a  feast  regale. 
And  heighten  her  conceits  with  sack  and  ale. 
Or  else  at  wakes  witli  Joan  and  Hodge  rejoice. 
Where  D'Urfey's  lyrics  swell  in  every  voice; 


*  Dumps,  or  dumbh  made  use  of  to  express  a 
fit  of  the  mllens.     Some  have  pretended  that  it  ia 
derived  from  Dumojt$,  a  king  of  £gypt,  that  built 
a  pyramid,  and  died  of  melanchol)':     So  mopeB^ 
after  the  same  manner,  is  thought  to  have  come 
from  Merojit,  anotiier  Egyptian  king,  that  died  of 
tlie  same  distemper.      But  our  English  antiquaries 
have  conjectured  that  dumps,  which  is  a  grievous 
heatdM£SS  of  spkrits,  comes  from  the  word  dumplin, 
the  heaviest  kind  of  pudding  that  is  eaten  in  this 
country,  much  used  in  Norfolk,  and  other  counties 
of  England. 
Ver.  5. 
Immcmor  herbarum  quos  est  mirata  juvenca 
Certantes,  quorum  stupefacto;  cannine  lynces, 
£t  mutata  suos  requierunt  flumina  cursus. 

Vzao. 

Ver.  9. 

Tu  mihi,  seu  magni  NU}>Gras  jam  saxa  Timavi, 
Sive  oram  Illyrici  legi»  a>quori»—  Vino. 

Ver.  11.   An  o|>era  written  Lytliis  author,  tailed 

TTie  World  in  the  Sun,  or  tlie  Kingdom  of  Binls  ; 

he  is  also  fanrous  for  hi«  song  on  the  Newuiarket 

horso-mce,  and  sererul  otlien  tliat  are  sting  b>  tlic 

British  swains. 


9M 


GAY. 


Past.  in. 


Yet  Buffi^r  me»  thou  bard  of  wondront  meed. 
Amid  thy  bays  to  wesve  tfak  numl  weed. 

Now  tile  Sun  drove  adown  the  weetern  road. 
And  oxen,  laid  at  rest,  foegot  the  goad,  90 

Hie  clown,  fiidgued,  tnidg'd  homeward  with  his 

ipade, 
AcnMB  the  meadows  stretch'd  the  Iengtfaen*d  shade ; 
When  SparabeUa,  pensive  and  forlorn. 
Alike  with  yearning  love  and  labour  worn, 
Lean*d  on  her  rske,  and  stndght  with  doleful  guise 
Did  this  sad  plaint  in  mournful  notes  devise : 

"  Come  Night,  as  dark  as  pitdi,  surround  my  head, 
FVom  Sparsbella  Bumkinet  is  fled ; 
Tbe  ribbon  that  his  valorous  cudgel  won. 
Last  Sunday  happier  Clumsilis  put  on.  SO 

Sure  if  he*d  eyes,  (but  Love,  tkey  iay,  has  mme) 
I  whilom  by  that  ribbon  had  been  known. 
Ah,  welUa-day !  Fm  shent  with  baneful  smarf^ 
For  with  the  ribbon  he  bestow*d  his  heart. 

**  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
<  *Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 

«  Shall  heavy  Clumsilis  with  me  compare  ? 
\lew  this,  ye  lovers,  and  like  me  despair. 
Her  blubber*d  lip  by  smutty  pipes  is  worn. 
And  in  her  breath  tobacco  whifis  are  borne !        40 
Tlie  cleanly  cheese-press  she  could  never  tum^ 
Her  awkuntfd  fist  d^d  ne'er  employ  the  chum ; 
If  e'er  she  brew'd,  the  drink  would  straight  go  sour, 
Before  it  ever  felt  the  thunder's  power ; 
No  huswifery  the  dowdy  creature  knew ; 
To  sum  up  all,  her  tongue  confess'd  the  shrew. 

"  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'  "Us  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.* 

"  I've  often  seen  my  visage  in  yon  lake, 
Nor  are  my  features  of  the  homeliest  make :  50 

Though  Clumsilis  may  boast  a  whiter  dye, 
Yet  the  black  sloe  turns  in  my  rolling  eye ; 
And  fairest  blossoms  drop  with  every  blast. 
But  the  brown  beauty  will  like  hollies  last. 
Her  wan  complexion's  like  the  wither'd  leek. 
While  Katharine  pears  adorn  my  ruddy  cheeL 
Yet  she,  alas !  the  witless  lout  hath  won. 
And  by  her  gain  poor  Sparabell's  undone ! 
Let  hares  and  hounds  in  coupling  straps  unite. 
The  clucking  hen  make  friendship  with  the  kite ; 
Let  the  fox  simply  wear  the  nuptial  noose,  61 

And  join  in  wedlock  with  the  waddling  goose ; 
For  love  hath  brought  a  stranger  thing  to  pass, 
The  fairest  shepherd  weds  the  foulest  lass. 

"  My  phunt,ye  lasses,  with  this  burthen  aid, 
'  'Hs  hanl  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 


X 


Ver.  1 7.  Meed,  an  old  word  for  fame,  or  renowfu 

Ver.  18.     —  Hanc  sine  tempora  drcum 
Inter  victrices  hedersm  tibi  serpere  lauroa. 

Ver.  25.  Viao. 

Incumbens  tereti  Damon  sic  coepit  olivae.        Viao. 

Ver.  33     Shent,  an  old  word,  signifying  kurt,  or 
kartneiL 

Ver.  37. 
Mopso  Nisa  datur,  quid  non  qicremus  amantes  ? 

Ver.  4a  Vtto- 

Nee  sum  adeo  informis,  nuper  me  in  littore  ridL 

Ver.  53.  Viao. 

Alba  ligustra  cadunt,  vaodids  nigni  leguntur. 


Vno. 


Ver.  59. 


Jungentur  jam  grypbcs  equis ;  Kvocpie  sequent! 
Cum  caaibus  timidi  venient  ad  pocttla  damap. 

Viaa. 


**  Sooner  shall  eala  ^Baport  in  waters  dev. 
And  speckled  madtrel  gme  the  meadowi 
Sooner  sfagill  sctcech-owls  bask  in  auaoy  day, 
And  the  slow  ass  on  trees,  like  aquirreh,  p%; 
Sooner  shall  snails  on  insect  pinions  rofe ; 
Than  I  forget  my  shepherd's  wonted  lote. 

*'  My  plwnt,  ye  lasses,  vritfa  this  buriba  ad, 
'"  *T!s  hard  so  true  a  damsel  diea  a  maid.' 

«  Ah!  didst  thou  know  what  profllcn  I  widHtooi 
When  late  I  met  the  squire  in  yonder  wood! 
To  me  he  sped,  regardless  of  lus  game, 
While  all  my  cheek  was  glowing  red  with  sfassir ; 
My  lip  he  kiss'd,  and  prsis'd  my  healtbful  look, 
Hien  ftom  bis  purse  of  silk  a  guinea  took,        SO 
Into  my  hand  he  fbrc'd  the  tempting  gokl, 
Whfle  I  with  modest  struggling  broke  fait  hold. 
He  swore  that  Dick,  in  livery  strip'd  with  bee, 
Should  wed  me  soon,  to  keep  me  from  diignn; 
But  I  nor  footmen  priz'd,  nor  golden  he; 
For  what  is  lace  or  gold,  compared  to  thee? 

<<  My  plaint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  borlhen  ad, 
'  *Tb  hard  so  true  a  daaosel  diea  a  maid.' 

<*  Now  plain  I  ken  whence  Love  hb  liaebipiB; 
Sure  he  was  bom  some  bloody  fautch^s  son,     9) 
Bred  up  in  shambles,  where  our  younglings  sha 
Erst  taught  him  mischief,  and  to  sport  with  pn. 
The  father  only  silly  sheep  annoys. 
The  son  the  sillier  shepherdess  destnm. 
Does  son  or  father  greater  miacfaicf  do? 
The  sire  is  cruel,  so  the  son  is  too. 

«  My  pkint,  ye  lasses,  with  this  buithea  lid, 
<  'Tis  hard  so  true  a  damsel  dies  a  maid.' 

"  Farewell,  ye  woods,  ye  meads,  ye  straiv  tW 
flow; 
A  sudden  death  shall  rid  me  of  my  woe.         100 
This  penknife  keen  my  windpipe  shall  divide. 
What!  shall  I  faU  as  squeaking  pigs  have  dj'd? 
No— To  some  tree  thb  carcass  I'll  suspend. 
But  worrying  curs  find  such  untimely  end ! 
I'll  f^eed  me  to  lite  pond,  where  the  high  stool 
On  the  long  plank  hangs  o'er  the  muddy  pool; 
That  stool,  the  dread  of  every  scolding  quesa ; 
Yet,  sure  a  lover  should  not  die  so  mean ! 
Tliere  plac'd  aloft,  I'll  rave  and  rail  by  fitm 
Thouj^  all  the  parish  say  I've  lost  my  wits;     H^ 
And  thence,  if  oounge  holds,  myself  I'll  ttaoVi 
And  quench  my  pasaion  jn  the  lake  below. 

"  Ye  lasses,  cease  your  burthen,  cease  to  bM 
And,  by  my  case fivewam'd,  go  niind  yoor on," 

Ver.  67. 
Ante  leves  ergo  paacentur  in  atliere  cervi, 
£t  fVeta  dertituent  nudos  in  littore  piaces— 
Q^im  nostro  iUhis  labetur  pedore  vuhu&i 

Ver.  89.  To  ken,  Sdre.  Chaucer,  to  An,  4 
kende  /  ndtus  A.  S.  cunnam.  Goth,  kunmawu  Ge 
manis  kefmen,  Danis  ismde.  Islandis  hoM 
Belgis  kennen.  This  word  is  of  general  ms,  bi 
not  very  common,  tfiou^  not  unknown  to  d 
vulgar.  Xhi,  for  protpicere,  is  well  knows,  ^ 
used  to  dticoiwr6y  tJeeye.     IZajf^  F.  R.  & 

Nunc  scio  quid  sit  amor,  &c. 

Crudelis  mater  ma^  an  pucr  improbus  ilk? 

Imprdbus  ille  poer,  crudelis  ta  quoqne  msixr. 

Ver.  99.  —  virite  Bylv» : 

Pnecepa  airii  specula  de  mootis  m  uadM 
Deferar.  V» 


Past.  IV. 


THE  SHEPHERD'S  WEEK. 


906 


V»  San  WIS  act;  the  night  came  on  apace, 
And  falling  dews  bewet  around  the  place ; 
The  bat  takes  airy  rounds  on  leathern  wings. 
And  the  hoarse  owl  his  woeful  dirges  flings ; 
The  pnuknt  maiden  deems  it  now  too  late. 
And  till  to-morrow  comes  defers  her  fate»  180 


THURSDJT:  OB.  THE  SPELL. 

HOBXBUA. 

HoBfKUA,  seated  in  a  dreary  vale. 
In  penive  mood  rehears'd  her  piteous  tale ; 
Her  piteous  tale  the  winds  in  sighs  bemoan. 
And  pming  echo  answers  groan  for  groan* 

"  I  rue  the  day,  a  rueful  day,  I  trow, 
Thft  woeful  day,  a  day  indeed  of  woe ! 
When  Lubbei^in  to  town  his  cattle  drove, 
A  maiden  fine  bedight  he  hapt  to  love ; 
Ik  maiden  fine  bedight  his  love  retains, 
And  for  the  village  he  forsakes  the  plains.  10 

Retura,  my  Lubberkin,  these  ditties  hear ; 
Gpelb  will  I  try,  and  spells  shall  ease  my  care. 

*  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.* 

**  When  first  the  year  I  heard  the  cuckoo  sing. 
And  call  with  welcome  note  the  budding  spring, 
1  ttaightway  set  a  running  with  such  haste, 
Dlborah  tiMt  won  the  snuxk  scarce  ran  so  fisst ; 
TSl  spent  for  lack  of  breath,  quite  weary  grown, 
DpoQ  a  rising  bank  I  sat  adown,  20 

IWn  ddTd  my  shoe,  and,  by  my  troth,  I  swear, 
Ikrein  I  spy*d  tbis  yellow  IHzzled  hair. 
As  like  to  Lubbeikin*s  in  curl  and  hoe. 
As  if  upon  his  comely  pate  it  grew. 

*  Widi  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground, 
Afld  torn  me  tfaiice  around,  around,  aroimd.' 

**  At  eve  last  liidsummer  no  sleep  I  sought. 
But  to  the  field  a  bag  of  hemp-seed  brou^t ; 
t  scattered  round  the  seed  on  every  side, 
And  three  times  in  a  trembling  accent  cry*d,        80 
'  Has  bemp-aeed  with  my  virgin  hand  I  sow, 
VIk>  diall  my  true-love  be,  the  crop  shall  mow.' 
Iitraigfat  k>ok'd  back,  and,  if  my  eyes  speak  truth,  ; 
Vitfa  Ids  keen  scythe  bdiind  me  came  the  youth. 

*  With  my  aiwrp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

grouna. 
And  torn   me  tlirioe  around,  around,  around.' 


*  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.* 

*'  Last  May-day  fair  I  search'd  to  find  a  snul. 
That  might  my  secret  lover's  name  reveal.  50 

Upon  a  gooseberry-bush  a  snail  I  found, 
(For  always  snails  near  sweetest  fruit  abound). 
I  seiz'd  the  vermine,  whom  I  quickly  sped, 
And  on  the  earth  the  milk-white  embers  spread. 
Slow  crawl'd  the  snail ;  and,  if  I  right  can  spell. 
In  the  soft  ashes  mark'd  a  curious  L. 
Oh,  may  this  wondrous  omen  lucky  prove ! 
For  L  is  found  in  Lubberkin  and  Love. 

'  With  my  sharp  heel  I  thren  times  mark  the 
ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.*      GO 

*'  Two  haxel  nuts  I  threw  into  the  flame. 
And  to  each  nut  I  gave  a  sweetheart's  name; 
This  with  the  loudest  bounce  me  sore  amaz'd. 
That  in  a  flame  of  brightest  colour  blaz'd. 
As  blaz'd  the  nut,  so  may  thy  passion  grow ; 
For  'twas  thy  nut  that  did  so  brighdy  glow. 

<  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 

ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.       68 

«  As  peasecods  once  I  pluck'd,  I  chanc'd  t9  see 
One  that  was  closely  fiU'd  with  three  times  three. 
Which,  when  I  cropp'd,  I  safely  home  convey'd. 
And  o'er  the  door  the  spell  in  secret  laid  ; 
My  wheel  I  tum'd,  and  sung  a  ballad  new, 
While  from  the  spindle  I  the  fleeces  drew ; 
The  latch  mov'd  up,  when,  who  should  first  come  in, 
But,  in  his  proper  person  —  Lubberkin. 
I  broke  my  yarn,  surpris'd  the  sight  to  see ; 
Sure  sign  that  he  would  break  his  word  with  me. 
Eftsoons  I  join'd  it  with  my  wonted  slight : 
So  may  again  his  love  with  mine  unite !  80 

<  With  my  sharp  heel   I  three  times  mark  the 

ground,  ^ 

And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around. 


Valentinie,  the  day  when  birds  of  kind 
panunours  witili  mutual  chirpings  find ; 
1  carl  J  rose,  just  at  the  break  of  day, 
Before  the  Sun  had  chas'd  the  stars  away ;  40 

A4c)d  I  went,  amid  the  morning  dew, 
To  milk  my  kine  (for  so  should  huswives  do) ; 
IW  fint  1  spy'd  ;  and  the  first  swain  we  see, 
b  ^ate  of  Fortune,  shall  our  true-love  be. 
See,  Lobbcrkio,  each  bird  his  partner  take ; 
Aad  canat  tliou  Iten  thy  sweetheart  dear  forpake  ? 


Vcr.  8.  l%te,  or  bedight^  from  the  Saxon  word 
^Atoa,  wlncfa  signHlcs  totetm  order. 

Ver.  »1.  l^anddcm,  contracted  from  the  wofds 
4»9f9addo0n. 


**  This  lady-fly  I  take  from  off  the  grass. 
Whose  spotted  back  might  scarlet  red  surpass, 
*  Fly,  lady-bird.  North,  South,  or  East,  or  West, 
Fly  where  the  man  is  found  that  I  love  best 
He  leaves  my  h^d ;  see,  to  the  West  he's  flown. 
To  call  my  true-love  from  the  faithless  town. 

«  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground,  ^ 

And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.       90 

«  I  pare  this  pippin  round  and  round  again. 
My  shepherd's  name  to  flourish  on  the  plain, 
I  fling  th'  unbroken  paring  o'er  my  head. 
Upon  the  grass  a  perfect  L  is  read ; 
Tet  on  my  heart  a  fairer  L  is  seen 
Than  what  the  paring  makes  upon  the  green. 

«  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground,  ^ 

And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around. 

Vcr.  64. *-yii  V  I*-)  aSx^A  J^»«»  ^ 

Ver.  6S.  .    ^^  5""^ 

Daphnis  me  mains  urit,  ego  banc  m  Dapbnide. 
*^  \iao. 

Ver.  93.  Transquc  caput  Jace ;  ne  respexeris. 

.  Viae. 

X 


S06 


GAY. 


Past.  V. 


^  TUds  pippin  ahall  another  trial  make, 
See  from  the  core  two  kernels  brown  I  take ;     100 
This  on  my  chedL  for  Lubberkin  is  worn  ; 
And  Boobydod  on  t*  other  side  is  home. 
But  Boobydod  soon  drops  upon  the  ground, 
A  certain  token  that  his  love's  unsmmd  ; 
While  Lubberkin  sticks  firmly  to  the  last ; 
Oh,  were  his  lips  to  mine  but  join'd  so  fast ! 

'  With  my  sharp  heel   I  three  times  mark  the 
ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.* 

*'  As  Lubberkin  once  slept  beneath  a  tree, 
I  twitch'd  his  dangling  garter  from  his  knee.      1 10 
He  wist  not  when  the  hempen  string  I  drew, 
Now  mine  I  quickly  dofT,  of  inkle  blue. 
Together  fast  I  tye  the  garters  twain ; 
And  while  I  knit  the  knot  repeat  this  strain  : 
'  Three  times  a  true-love's  knot  I  tye  secure. 
Firm  be  the  knot,  firm  may  his  love  endure  !* 

<  With  my  sharp  heel  I  three  times  mark  the 
ground. 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.* 

'<  As  I  was  wont,  I  tnidg*d  last  market-day 
To  town,  with  new-laid  eggs  preserv'd  in  hay,  ISO 
I  made  my  market  long  before  'twas  night. 
My  purse  grew  heavy,  and  my  basket  light. 
Straight  to  the  'pothecary's  shop  I  went. 
And  in  love^powder  all  my  money  spent 
Behap  what  will,  next  Sunday,  after  prayers. 
When  to  the  alehouse  Lubberkin  repairs, 
These  golden  JUcm  into  his  mug  1*11  throw. 
And  soon  the  swain  with  fervent  love  shall  glow. 

*  With  my  sharp  heel   I  three  times  mark  the 
ground, 
And  turn  me  thrice  around,  around,  around.'    ISO 

**  But  hold !  —our  Lightfoot  barks,  and  cocks  his 
ears. 
O'er  yonder  stile  see  Lubberkin  appears. 
He  comes!  he  comes!  Hobnelia's  not  bewray'd. 
Nor  shall  she,  crown'd  with  willow,  die  a  maid. 
He  vows,  he  swears,  he'll  give  me  a  green  gown  : 
Oh  dear !  I  fall  adowu,  adown,  adown  !" 


Fromthe  tall  elm  a  shower  o^  leaves  is  borne. 
And  their  lost  beauty  riven  beeches  mourn. 
Yet  ev'n  this  season  pleasance  blithe  afibids, 
Now  the  aqueei'd  press  foams  with  our  apple  hosrdk 
Come,  let  us  faie^  and  quaff  a  cheery  bowl. 
Let  cyder  new  '<  wash  sonow  from  thy  scmL**    10 

oauaanioi- 

Ah,  Bumkinet!  since  thou  from  iMncewcrtgaac^ 
From  these  sad  plains  all  merriment  is  flown ; 
Should  I  reveal  my  grief,  'twould  spoil  tfay  d»er, 
And  make  thine  eye  o'erflow  wiili  many  atesr. 


FRIDAYS  OR,  THE  DIRGE.* 

•UMKXinET,   ORUBlUrOL. 
BUMKINET. 

Wht,  Grubbinol,  dost  thou  so  wistful  seem  ? 
There's  sorrow  in  thy  look,  if  right  I  deem. 
*Tis  true  yon  oaks  with  yellow  tops  appear, 
And  chilly  blasts  begin  to  nip  the  year ; 

Ver.  109. 
Necte  tribus  nodis  temos,  Amarylli,  colores : 
Necte,   Amarylli,  modo;    et  Veneris  die  vincula 
necto.  ViBO. 

Ver.  123. 
Has  herbas,  atque  haec  Ponto  mihi  lecta  venena 
Ipse  dedit  Moeris.  Viae. 

Ver.  187.  -i—  Tltri*  s«»jv  mS^tf  mZ.      Titeoc. 

Ver.  131. 
Nesdo  quid  certe  est ;  et  Hykz  in  limine  latrat. 

Viae. 

•  Dirgiey  or  dytge,  a  mournful  »*»•♦-    ---  --^ir  ©f 

lamentatioo,  over  the  dead ;  nc  '  i! 


BCTMKXKBT. 


« 


Hang  sorrow !"    Let's  to  yonder  hut  repsir, 
And  vrith  trim  sonnets  *<  cast  away  our  csre." 
"  Gillian  of  Croydon'*  well  thy  pipe  can  plij: 
Ttuni  sing*st  most  sweet,  *<  O'er  hillsandfiu-tinf.* 
Of  "  Pktient  Grissel"  I  devise  to  sing, 
And  catches  quaint  shall  make  the  valleys  ring.  9) 
Come,  Grubbinol,  beneath  this  shelter,  cooie ; 
From  hence  we  view  our  flocks  securely  rosm. 

GRUBBINOL. 

Yes,  blithsome  lad,  a  tale  I  mean  to  sang, 
But  with  my  woe  shall  distant  valleys  ring. 
The  tale  shtdl  make  our  kidlings  droop  tbeb  bead, 
For,  woe  is  me  !  —our  BlouaeUnd  is  dead! 

BUMKIMBT. 

Is  Blouzelinda  dead  ?  farewell,  my  g)ce ! 
No  happiness  is  now  reserv'd  for  me. 
As  the  wood-pigeon  coos  without  his  mate, 
So  shall  my  doleful  dirge  bewail  her  fiUe.  90 

Of  Blouxelinda  fair  I  mean  to  tell, 
Tlie  peerless  maid  that  did  all  maids  exceL 

Henceforth  the  mom  shall  dewy  sorrow  shed. 
And  evening  tears  upon  the  grass  be  spread ; 
Tlie  rolling  streams  with  watery  grief  shall  fiovt 
And  winds  shall  moan  aloud— .when  loud  dwr  bio*. 
Henceforth,  as  oft  as  Autumn  shall  reCuro, 
The  drooping  trees,  whene'et  it  rains,  shall  moon; 
The  season  quite  shall  strip  the  country's  pride. 
For  'twas  in  Autumn  Blouxelinda  dy'd.  ^ 

Where'er  I  gad,  I  Blouaelind  shall  view, 
Woods,  dairy,  barn,  and  mows,  our  paaoon  kocv, 
When  I  direct  my  eyes  to  yonder  wood. 
Fresh  rising  sorrow  curdles  in  my  Uood. 
Thither  I've  often  been  the  damsel's  guide. 
When  rotten  sticks  our  fuel  have  aupply'd ; 
There  I  remember  how  her  faggots  lairge 
Were  frequently  these  happy  shoulders*  cbsr|ie. 
Sometimes  this  crook  drew  hasel-boogfas  adown. 
And  stuff'd  her  apron  wide  with  nuts  so  bnmo;  50 
Or  when  her  feeding  hogs  had  miss'd  their  wsr, 
Or  wallowing  'mid  a  feast  of  aooms  Imy ; 

Latin  dirige  in  the  popish  hymn,  d&ye  ^tchm  ma^ 
as  some  pretend ;  but  from  the  Teutonic  cMr< 
laudare,  to  praise  and  extol.  Whence  it  is  pome 
their  dyrke,  and  our  dtrgfi,  was  a  landatnty  soog  u 
commemorate  and  applaud  the  d^ad. 

CowKix's  InterpiiT^ 

Ver.  15. 
Incipe,  Mopse,  prior,  si  quos  aut  Fhj^Udis  \pi^ 
Aut  Alconis  babes  laudes,  aut  jurgia  Codri.  Vui^ 

Ver.  27.  GUe,  joy;  from  the  Dutch  gU»nn.  « 
nxrtau. 


Past.  V. 
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Til'  uoioiranl  eraatures  to  thfe  stye  I  droTe, 
And  whistled  all  the  waj  —  or  told  my  loye. 

If  bjr  the  dairy**  hatch  I  dimnce  to  hie, 
I  shall  her  goodly  countenance  espy ; 
For  there  her  goodly  countenance  I've  seen, 
Set  off  with  kcrdiief  starchM  and  pinners  clean. 
Sometimes^  like  wax,  she  rolls  the  butter  roond 
Orwi^  the  wooden  lily  prints  the  pound.  60 

^^bikm  I'fe  seen  her  skim  the  clouted  cream, 
Aad  pie»  from  spungy  curds  the  milky  stream : 
Bat  now,  alas !  these  ears  shall  hear  no  more 
H»  whiniog  swine  surround  the  dairy  door ; 
Xo  more  her  care  shall  fill  the  hollow  tray, 
To  iat  the  gussUng  hogs  with  floods  of  whey. 
Lament,  ye  swine^  in  grunting  spend  your  grief, 
For  jou,  tike  me,  have  lost  your  sole  relief. 
WJwQ  in  the  bam  the  sounding  flail  I  ply, 
^Hmtc  from  her  sieve  the  chaff  was  wont  to  fly ;  70 
The  poultiy  there  will  seem  around  to  stand, 
Waituig  upon  her  charitable  hand. 
Ko  wccour  meet  the  poultry  now  can  find. 
For  they,  like  me,  have  lost  their  Blouaelind. 

Whenerer  by  yon  bariey-mow  I  pass, 
Before  my  eyes  will  trip  the  tidy  lass. 
1  futdi'd  the  sheaves,  (oh,  could  I  do  so  now  !) 
Which  she  in  rows  pU*d  on  the  growing  mow. 
There  every  deale  my  heart  by  love  was  gain*d, 
Tlvre  the  sweet  kiss  my  cour^p  has  explain*(L  80 
Ah,  Blouzelind !  that  mow  I  ne*er  shall  see^ 
But  thj  memorial  will  rewiwe  in  meu 

I^vDcnt,  ye  fields,  and  rueAil  qrmptoms  show ; 
Henceforth  let  not  the  smelling  primrose  grow ; 
Ut  weeds,  instead  of  buttv-flowers,  appear. 
And  meads,  instead  of  daisies,  hemlock  bear ; 
Fw  «m<slips  sweet  let  dandelions  spread ; 
Fw  Blouselinda,  blithsome  maid,  is  dead ! 
I'^nwm,  ye  swains,  and  o*er  her  grave  bemoan. 
And  ipeU  ye  right  this  verse  upon  her  stone :       90 
**  Herv  Blouselinda  lies— Alas,  ahu ! 
^Mpfibepberds—- and  remember  flesh  is  giasi." 

OaUBBIKOX. 

Albeit  thy  songs  are  sweeter  to  mine  ear, 
Tina  to  the  thinty  cattle  rivers  clear ; 
^  *iotcr  porridge  to  the  labouring  youth. 
Or  hnas  aad  sugar  to  the  damsel's  tooth ; 
let  Blouielinda's  name  shall  tune  my  lay, 
Of  her  m  sing  for  ever  and  for  aye. 

When  Blooselind  expir'd,  the  wether*s  bell 
Before  the  drooping  flock  tolPd  forth  her  knell;  100 
loe  loleinn  death-watch  click'd  the  hour  she  dy'd, 
Asa  ahiilltng  crickets  in  the  chimney  cry'd ! 
Thebodiog  mveo  on  her  cottage  sate, 
Aad  with  hoane  croaking  wam'd  us  of  her  fate ; 


Ver.  84. 
^  noUi  vioU,  pro  purpureo  narcisso, 
Csrduus  cC  apinia  surgit  paliurus  acutis.      Viae. 
Ver.  9a 
Et  tttmulnm  Ihdte,  eC  tumulo  superaddite  carmen. 
V«r.  93.  Viao. 

Tile  tmua  cHrmeB  nobis,  divine  poeta, 
^M^  wpor  fcasisin  gramine :  quale  per  aestum 
Dolcit  squ«  saliente  sitim  restinguere  rivo. 
^tamen  bcc  qnomnque  modo  tibi  nostra  vidsaim, 
UKanos,  Bsphinnquc  tuum  toUemus  ad  astra. 

Viao. 
^v.  96.  An  iBBtation  of  Hieocritus. 


The  lambkin,  which  her  wonted  tendance  bred, 
Dropp*d  on  the  plains  that  fatal  instant  dead  ; 
Swarm'd  on  a  rotten  stick  the  bees  I  spy'd. 
Which  erst  I  saw  when  Goody  Dobson  dy'd. 

How  shall  I,  void  of  tears,  her  death  relate^ 
When  on  her  darling's  bed  her  mother  sate !        1 10 
These  words  the  dying  Blouselinda  spoke. 
And  of  the  dead  let  none  the  will  revoke : 

**  Motlier,'*  quoth  she,  "  let  not  the  poultry  need. 
And  give  the  goose  wherewith  to  raise  her  breed : 
Be  these  my  sister's  care  -—  and  every  mtnrn 
Amid  the  ducklings  let  her  scatter  com  ; 
The  sickly  calf  that's  hous'd  be  sure  to  teqd, 
Feed  him  with  milk,  and  from  bleak  colds  defend. 
Yet  ere  I  die— see,  mother,  yonder  shelf, 
There  secretly  I've  hid  my  worldly  pelf.  190 

Twenty  good  shillings  in  a  rag  I  laid ; 
Be  ten  the  parson's,  for  my  sermon  paid. 
'Die  rest  is  yours  -»  my  spinning-wheel  and  rake 
Let  Susan  keep  for  her  dear  sister's  sake ; 
My  new  straw  hat,  that's  trimly  lin'd  witli  green, 
Let  Peggy  wear,  for  she's  a  damsel  clean. 
My  leathern  bottle,  long  in  harvests  try'd. 
Be  Grubbinol's  —  this  silver  ring  beside : 
Three  silver  pennies,  and  a  nine-pence  bent, 
A  token  kind  to  Bumkinet  b  sent."  ISO 

Hius  spoke  the  maiden,  while  the  mother  cry'd ; 
And  peaceful,  like  the  harmless  lamb,  she  dy'd. 

To  show  their  love,  the  neighbours  far  and  near 
Follow  *d  with  wistful  look  the  damsel's  bier. 
Sprig'd  rosemary  the  lads  and  lasses  bore. 
While  dismally  the  parson  walk'd  before. 
Upon  her  grave  the  rosemary  they  threw. 
The  daisy,  butter-flower,  and  endive  blue. 

AfUr  the  good  man  warn'd  us  from  his  text,  139 
That  none  could  tell  whose  turn  would  be  tlie  next ; 
He  said,  that   Heaven  would  take  her  soul,    no 

doubt, 
And  spoke  the  hour-glass  in  her  praise -—quite  out. 

To  her  sweet  memory,  flowery  garlands  strung. 
O'er  her  now  empty  seat  aloft  were  hung. 
With  wicker  rods  we  fenc'd  her  tomb  around. 
To  ward  from  man  and  beast  the  hallow'd  ground; 
Lest  her  new  grave  the  parson's  cattle  rase. 
For  both  his  horse  and  cow  the  church-yard  graie. 

Now  we  trudg'd  homeward  to  her  mother's  farm. 
To  drink  new  cyder  muU'd,  with  ginger  wann.  150 
For  Gaffer  Treadwell  told  us,  by  the  by, 
"  Excessive  sorrow  is  exceeding  dry." 

While  bulls  bear  horns  upon  their  curled  brow. 
Or  lasses  with  soft  stroakings  milk  the  cow ; 
While  paddling  ducks  the  standing  lake  desire^ 
Or  battening  hogs  roll  in  the  sinking  mire ; 
While  moles  the  crumbled  earth  in  hillocks  raise ; 
So  long  shall  swains  tell  Blouzelinda's  praise. 

Thus  wail'd  the  louts  in  melancholy  strain, 
TiU  bonny  Susan  sped  across  the  plain.  160 

They  seised  the  lass  in  apron  clean  array'd. 
And  to  the  ale-house  forc'd  the  willing  nudd; 
In  ale  and  kisses  they  forget  their  cares, 
And  Susan  Blouselinda's  loss  repairs. 

Ver.  153. 
Dum  juga  montis  aper,  fluvios  dimn  piscis  amat^t, 
Dumque  thymo  pascentur  apes,  dimi  rore  cicadas, 
Semper  honos,  nomenque  tuum,  laudnqua  mantt 
bunt.  Viao. 
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GAY. 


Pact.  \1 


SATURDAY!  OB,  THE  FLIGHTS, 


BOWSTUCS. 

ScBUMXR  Strains,  O  rustic  Muse !  prepare ; 
Forget  awhile  the  bam  and  dairy's  care ; 
Thy  homely  voice  to  loftier  numbers  raise, 
The  drunkard's  flights  require  sonorous  lays; 
With  Bowxybeus'  songs  exalt  thy  verse, 
While  rocks  and  woods  the  various  notes  rehearse. 

'Twas  in  the  season  when  the  reapers'  toil 
Of  the  ripe  harvest  'gan  to  rid  the  soil ; 
Vfide  through  the  field  was  seen  a  goodly  rout. 
Clean  damsels  bound  the  gather'd  slieaves  about ;  10 
Hie  lads,  with  sharpen'd  hook  and  sweating  brow, 
Cut  down  the  labours  of  the  winter  plough. 
To  the  near  hedge  young  Susan  steps  aside, 
She  feign'd  her  coat  or  garter  was  unty'd ; 
Whate'er  she  did,  she  stooped  adown  unseen, 
And  merry  reapers  what  tliey  h'st  will  ween. 
Soon  she  rose  up,  and  cry'd  witli  voice  so  shrill, 
Hiat  Echo  answer'd  from  the  distant  hill ; 
The  youths  and  damsels  ran  to  Susan's  aid. 
Who  thought  some  adder  had  the  lass  dismay'd.  20 

When  fast  asleep  they  Bowzybeus  spy'd. 
His  hat  and  oaken  staff  lay  close  beside ; 
Hiat  Bowxybeus  who  could  sweetly  sing, 
Or  with  the  rosin'd  bow  torment  the  string; 
That  Bowxybeus  who,  with  fii:\gers  speed. 
Could  call  soft  warblings  from  the  breathing  reed ; 
Tliat  Bowxvbeus  who,  with  jocund  tongue. 
Ballads  and  roundelays  and  catches  sung : 
They  loudly  laugh  to  see  the  damsel's  fright. 
And  in  disport  surround  the  drunken  wight.        30 

**  Ah,  Bowxybee,  why  didst  thou  stay  so  long  ? 
The  mugs  were  large,  the  drink  was  wondrous 

strong! 
Thou  8hould*at  have  left  the  fair  before  'twas  night ; 
But  thou  aat'st  toping  till  the  morning  light.'* 

Cicely,  brisk  maid,  steps  fortli  licfore  tlic  rout. 
And  kiss'd  with  smacking  lip  the  snoaring  lout : 
(For  custom  says,  "  Whoe'er  this  venture  proves, 
For  such  a  kiss  demands  a  pair  of  gloves.") 
By  her  example  Dorcas  bolder  grows. 
And  plays  a  tickling  straw  within  his  nose.  40 

He  rubs  his  nostril,  and  in  wonted  joke       [spoke  : 
The  snemng  swains  with  stammering  speech  be- 
*'  To  you,  my  lads,  1*11  sing  my  carols  o'er, 
As  for  the  maids  —  I've  something  else  in  store." 

No  sooner  *gan  he  raise  his  tuneful  song. 
But  lads  and  lasses  round  about  liim  throng. 
Not  ballad-singer  plac'd  above  the  crowd 
Sings  with  a  note  so  shrilling  sweet  and  loud  ; 
Nor  parish-clerk,  who  calls  tlic  psahn  so  clear, 
Like  Bowxybeus  soothes  th'  attentive  ear.  50 

Of  Nature's  laws  his  carols  first  begun. 
Why  die  grave  owl  can  never  face  the  Sun. 

Ver.  22. 
Serta  procul  tantum  capiti  delapsa  jacebanL  Vug. 

Ver.  40. 
Sanguinis  frontem  moris  et  tempera  pingit.  Viae. 

Ver.  43. 
Cannina,  quie  vultii,  cognoecite !  carmina  vobis  ; 
Huic  aliud  mercedis  erit.  Viao. 

Ver.  47. 
Nee  tantum  Fhoebo  gaudet  Parnaasia  rupes : 
Nee  tantum  Rhodope  mirantur  et  Ismanis  Orohea. 


For  owla,  aa  swaina  observe^  deteit  die  l%bi, 
And  only  sing  and  sedc  dwir  prey  by  n^ltt. 
How  turnips  hide  dieir  sweiliqg  beads  beknr: 
And  how  the  closing  coleworts  upwards  grow ; 
How  Will-o-wisp  misleads  night-&rny  clowns 
0*er  hills,  and  sinking  bogs,  and  p»**TLmr  dowm 
Of  stars  be  told,  that  shoot  with  duning  trail, 
And  of  dte  glow-worm's  light  that  gilds  fab  ImL  0 
He  sung  where  woodcocks  in  the  Awnwify  f^d, 
And  in  what  climates  they  renew  their  breed,  [tad, 
(Some  think  to  northern  coasts  their  lliglit  tk^ 
Or  to  the  Moon  in  nudnight  hours  aaoeod) ; 
Where  swallows  in  the  Winter's,  aeeaon  keep. 
And  how  the  drowsy  bat  and  dormoaae  sl^, 
How  Nature  does  tiie  puppy's  eydid  cloae 
Till  the  bright  Sun  has  nine  times  tec  and  nm; 
(For  huntsmen  by  their  long  experiesice  find. 
Hut  puppies  still  nine  rolling  suns  are  blind.'-  70 

Now  he  goes  on,  and  sings  of  Mrs  and  sfaom, 
For  still  new  fairs  before  his  eyes  arose. 
How  pedlars'  stalls  with  glittering  toys  are  Ud, 
The  various  fidrings  of  the  countij  maid. 
Long  silken  laces  hang  upon  the  twine. 
And  rows  of  pins  and  amber  bracelets  dune ; 
How  the  tight  lass  knives,  conibs,  and  sdssars  spies 
And  looks  on  thimbles  with  desiring  eye&. 
Of  lotteries  next  with  tuneful  note  he  toU, 
Where  silver  spoons  are  won,  and  rings  of  gold  90 
The  lads  and  lasses  trudge  the  street  along, 
And  all  the  fair  is  crowded  in  his  song, 
llie  mountebank  now  treads  the  stage,  and  sc& 
His  pills,  his  balsams,  and  his  ague-spells ; 
Now  o'er  and  o'er  the  nimble  tumbler  springs, 
And  on  the  rope  the  venturous  maiden  swings; 
Jack  Pudding  in  his  party-colour'd  jacket 
Tosses  the  glove,  and  jokes  at  every  packet. 
Of  raree-shows  he  sung,  and  Punch's  feats, 
Of  pockets  pick'd  in  crowds,  and  various  cfaeab.  99 

Then  sad  he  sung  the  Children  in  die  Wood : 
(Ah,  barbarous  uncle,  stain'd  with  infiuit  blood !) 
How  blackberries  they  pluck'd  in  deserts  wild. 
And  fearless  at  the  gUttering  falchion  smil'd ; 
Their  little  corpse  the  robin-red4ireasts  found, 
And  strow'd  with  pious  bill  the  leaves  around. 
(Ah,  gentle  birds !  if  this  verse  lasts  so  long. 
Your  names  shall  live  for  ever  in  my  song.) 

For  Buxom  Joan  he  sung  the  doubtful  strifie. 
How  the  sly  sailor  made  the  maid  a  wife.  100 

To  louder  strains  lie  rais'd  his  voices  to  teO 
What  woeful  wars  in  Chevy-chace  befell. 
When  Percy  drove  the  deer  with  bound  and  honw 
Wars  to  be  wept  by  children  yet  unborn ! 
Ah,  Witherington !  more  years  thy  life  had  cnnni'd. 
If  thou  hadst  never  heard  the  horn  or  hoand ! 
Yet  shall  the  'squire,  who  fought  on  bloodjy  tfiisip>( 
By  future  bards  be  wail'd  in  doleful  dumps. 

All  in  the  land  of  Essex  next  he  chants,        109 
How  to  sleek- mares  starch  quakers  turn  gallairts: 

Ver.  51.     Our  swain  had  possibly  read  Ti»«r, 
from  whence  he  might  have  collected  these  pliikMv 
phical  observations : 
Namque  canebat,  uti  magnum  per  inane  ooacta,  && 

Ver.  97. 
Fortunati  ambo,  si  quid  mea  cannina  possont. 
Nulla  dies  unquam  memori  vos  eximet  cva  Vns. 

Ver.  99.  A  song  in  the  comedy  of  Love  for  La^i** 
beginning  "  A  soldier  and  a  sailor,"  &c. 

Ver.  109.     A  soog  of  Sir  J.  Dadan's.    Sre 
his  poems. 
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Hov  the  gnve  brother  rtood  od  bank  so  green^ 
Happjr  fot  faim  if  mares  had  never  been  ! 

ThoL  he  was  aeis'd  with  a  religious  quahn. 
And  OD  t  sudden  sung  the  hundredth  psalm. 

He  ntng  of  Taffej  Welch,  and  Sawney  Soot, 
LQly-bullm,  and  the  Irish  l^ot 
WfaydxNild  Itellof  Bateman,  orof  Shore,     . 
Or  Fsatlc7*8  Drsgon,  slain  by  valiant  Moor, 
The  Bower  of  Ronmond,  or  Robin  Hood, 
And  bow  the  grass  now  grows  where  Troy  town 
stood?  120 

His  csrols  oeas'd :  the  listening  maids  and  swains 
Sean  idll  to  bear  some  soft  imperfect  strains. 
Saida  be  rooe ;  and,  as  he  reeb  along, 
Swtsn  kisKs  sweet  should  well  reward  his  song. 
The  dsmels  laughing  fly:  the  giddy  clown 
AgUB  upon  a  wheat-sheaf  drops  adown ; 
like  power  that  guards  the  drunk,  his  sleep  attends, 
TQl  niddy,  like  bia  face,  the  Sun  descends. 


FABLE. 


THE  PAUOn  8   WIPK   AITD  TBX   EAVKN. 

**  War  are  thoae  tears?  why  droops  your  head? 
Is  then  your  other  husband  dead  ? 
Or  does  a  worse  disgrace  betide  ? 
Hsth  DO  one  since  his  death  apply *d  ?** 

'*  Alas!  you  know  the  cause  too  well ; 
Hie  salt  ia  spflt,  to  me  it  fell ; 
Then,  to  contribute  to  my  loss, 
My  knile  and  fork  were  laid  across ; 
On  Friday  too !  the  day  I  dread! 
Would  I  wrre  sale  at  home  in  bed ! 
List  Bigfat  (I  vow  to  Heaven  *tis  true) 
Bounce  frona  the  fire  a  coffin  flew. 
Nest  post  some  fatal  news  shall  tell : 
God  send  my  Cornish  friends  be  well  !*' 

"  Unhappy  Widow,  cease  thy  tears. 
Nor  fed  affliction  in  thy  fean; 
Let  not  tfaj  stomach  be  suspended ; 
£at  now,  and  weep  when  dinner's  ended ; 
And,  when  the  butler  clears  the  table, 
For  thy  desert  FU  read  my  Fable.*' 

Betwixt  her  swagging  panniers'  load 
A  Farmer's  Wife  to  market  rode, 
^"^  J0K8^^  ^'■^f  ^^  thoughtful  care, 
Sonnn'd  up  the  profits  of  htf  ware ; 

Ver.  Hi. 
El  fortonatamy  si  nunquam  armenta  fuissent, 
IMphaen.  Viao. 

Ver.  n?.  Quid  loquar  aut  Scylkun  Nisi,  &c. 

Viao. 

Ver.  1 17«19a     Old  English  ballads. 


When,  starting  from  her  silver  dream. 
Thus  far  and  wide  was  heard  her  scream. 

"  That  Raven  on  yon  left-hand  oak 
(Curse  on  his  iU-betiding  croak !) 
Bodes  me  no  good."     No  more  she  said. 
When  poor  blind  Ball,  with  stumbling  tread. 
Fell  prone ;  o'erturn'd  the  pannier  lay, 
And  her  mash'd  eggs  bestrow'd  the  way. 

She,  sprawling  in  the  yellow  road, 
Rail'd,  swore,  and  curs'd  :  **  Tliou  croaking  toad, 
A  murrain  tsJce  thy  whoreson  throat ! 
I  knew  misfortune  in  the  note." 

«<  Dame,"  quoth  the  Raven,  *'  spare  your  oaths. 
Unclench  your  fist,  and  wipe  your  clothes. 
But  why  on  me  those  curses  thrown  ? 
Goody,  the  fault  was  all  your  own ; 
For,  had  you  laid  this  brittle  ware 
On  Dun,  the  old  sure-footed  mare. 
Though  all  the  Ravens  of  the  hundred 
With  croaking  had  your  tongue  out-thundered. 
Sure-footed  Dun  had  kept  her  legs, 
And  you,  good  woman,  sav'd  your  eggs." 


FABLE. 

THX  TUEKXT   AKO  TRX  AMT. 

Ik  other  men  we  faults  can  ^y, 
And  blame  the  mote  that  dims  their  eye, 
Each  little  speck  and  blemish  find ; 
To  our  own  stronger  errours  blind. 

A  Turkey,  tir'd  of  common  food. 
Forsook  the  bam,  and  sought  the  wood ; 
Beliind  her  fan  an  infant  train. 
Collecting  here  and  there  a  grain. 
**  Draw  near,  my  birds !  the  mother  cries, 
This  hill  delicious  fare  supplies; 
Behold  the  busy  negro  race. 
See  millions  blacken  all  the  place ! 
Fear  not ;  like  me,  with  freedom  eat ; 
An  Ant  is  most  delightful  meat 
How  bless'd,  how  envy'd,  were  our  life. 
Could  we  but  'scape  the  poulterer's  knife ; 
But  man,  curs'd  man,  on  Turkeys  preys, 
And  Christmas  shortens  all  our  days. 
Sometimes  with  oysters  we  combine. 
Sometimes  assist  the  savoury  chine ; 
From  the  low  peasant  to  the  lord. 
The  Turkey  smokes  on  every  board. 
Sure  men  for  gluttony  are  curs'd. 
Of  the  seven  deadly  sins  the  worst.** 

An  Ant,  who  climb'd  beyond  his  reach. 
Thus  answer'd  from  the  neighbouring  beech 
*<  Ere  you  remark  another's  sin. 
Bid  thy  own  conscience  look  within  ; 
Control  thy  more  voracious  bill. 
Nor  for  a  breakftst  nations  kilL" 
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MATTHEW  GREEN. 


iVl  ATTRXW  Gesxh,  a  trulj  origiiud  poet,  was  born, 
probably  at  London,  in  1696.  His  parents  were  re- 
q>ectable  Dissenters,  who  brought  him  up  within 
the  limits  of  the  sect  His  learning  was  confined  to 
a  little  Latin  ;  but,  from  the  frequency  of  his  clas- 
sical allusions,  vit  may  be  concluded  that  what  he 
read  when  young,  he  did  not  forget.  Hie  austerity 
in  which  he  was  educated  had  the  effect  of  inspiring 
him  with  settled  disgust;  and  he  fled  from  the 
gloom  of  dissenting  worship  when  he  was  no  longer 
compelled  to  attend  it.  Tlius  set  loose  from  the 
opinions  of  his  youth,  he  speculated  very  freely 
on  religious  topics,  and  at  length  adopted  the  sys- 
tem of  outward  compliance  with  established  forms 
and  inward  laxity  of  belief.  He  seems  at  one 
time  to  have  been  much  inclined  to  the  principles 
of  Quakerism ;  but  he  found  that  its  practice  would 
not  agree  with  'one  who  lived  **  by  pulling  off  the 
hat."  We  find  that  he  had  obtained  a  place  in  the 
Custom  bouse,  the  duties  of  which  he  is  said  to  have 
discharged  with  great  diligence  and  fidelity.     It 


is  further  attested,  that  be  was  a  mm  of  gres 
probity  and  sweetness  of  disposition,  and  tbt  Iv 
conversation  abounded  with  wit,  but  of  the  isotf  is- 
offensive  kind.  He  seems  to  have  been  subject  to 
low-^irits,  as  a  relief  from  which  he  uuuipuiwi  hs 
principal  poem,  "  The  Spleen."  He  passed  \m 
life  in  celibacy,  and  died  in  1737,  at  the  early  ^ 
of  forty-one,  in  lodgings  in  Gmcecfaurch-streK. 

The  poems  of  Green,  which  were  not  made  pub- 
lic till  afWr  his  death,  consist  of  "  The  Spkeof 
"  The  Grotto  ;**  "  Verses  on  Barclay's  Apokfj;" 
**  The  Seeker,"  and  some  smaller  pieces,  all  coe>> 
prised  in  a  small  volume.  In  manner  and  sabject 
they  are  some  of  the  most  original  in  our  kngu^c. 
They  nmk  among  the  easy  and  familiar,  bat  m 
replete  with  uncommon  thoughts,  new  and  saikkg 
images,  and  those  associations  of  remote  ideas  bf 
some  unexpected  similitudes,  in  which  vil  pns- 
dpally  consists.  Few  poems  will  bear  move  re- 
peated perusals ;  and,  with  those  who  can  fuUj  i 
into  them,  they  do  not  fiiil  to  become  lavimiiML 


THE  SPLEEN.  • 

AX  XriSTLK  TO  KB.  CUTHaxaT  JACKSOK. 

1  MS  modey  piece  to  you  I  send. 
Who  alwajrs  were  a  faithful  friend ; 
Who,  if  disputes  should  happen  hence. 
Can  best  explain  the  author's  sense ; 
And,  anxious  for  die  public  weal. 
Do,  what  I  sing,  so  often  feel. 

The  want  of  method  pray  excuse. 
Allowing  for  a  vapour'd  Muse : 
Nor  to  a  narrow  path  confined. 
Hedge  in  by  rules  a  roving  mind. 

The  diild  is  genuine,  you  may  trace 
Throughout  the  sire*s  transmitted  face. 
Nothing  is  stoKn :  my  Muse,  though  mean. 
Draws  from  the  spring  she  finds  within ; 
Nor  vainly  buys  what  Gildon  f  sells, 
Poetic  buckets  for  dry  wells. 

•  <*  In  this  poem,"  Mr.  Melmotli  says,  '<  there 
are  more  original  thoughts  thrown  together  than  he 
had  ever  read  in  the  same  compass  of  lines." 

Fitsosborve's  LrttfTt,  p.  114. 

f  Glldon*a  Art  of  Poetry. 


Scbool-helpa  I  want,  to  dimb  oo  H^ 
Where  all  the  andent  treasures  lic^ 
And  there  unseen  commit  a  theft 
On  wealth  in  Greek  exchequers  left. 
Then  where?  from  whom  ?  what  can  I 
Who  only  with  the  modems  deal  ? 
This  were  attempting  to  put  on 
Raiment  from  naked  bodies  won| : 
They  safely  sing  before  a  thief, 
Hiey  cannot  give  who  want  relief; 
Some  few  excepted,  names  vrell  knowi^ 
And  justly  laurePd  with  renown. 
Whose  stamp  of  genius  marks  tfacir 
And  theft  detects :  of  theft  beware ; 
From  More  §  so  lash'd,  example  fi^ 
Shun  petty  larceny  in  wit. 

First  know,  my  friend,  I  do  not 
To  write  a  treatise  on  the  spleen; 

t  A  painted  vest  Prince  Vortiger  had  oo. 
Which  from  a  naked  Pict  his  grandsire  ^ 

Howabd's  Briiuk  Fn»» 

§  James  More  Smith,  esq.  See  Dundad, 6.i* 
1.  50.  and  the  notes,  where  the  «»Mimst«aces  w 
the  transaction 

plained. 


here   alluded    to    are  vciy  fulh 
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Norto  pretcflbe  wfaen  nerves  ooQTuIse ; 

Nor  moid  th'  alanim  watch,  jotir  pulae. 

If  I  am  ri^it,  your  question  Uy, 

Whitooane  I  take  to  drive  away 

Tlie  dsy-Diare,  Spleen,  by  whose  fidse  pleas 

Hen  prove  mere  suicides  in  ease ; 

And  how  I  do  myself  demean 

In  stormy  world  to  live  serene. 
When  by  its  magic  lantern  Spleen 

With  fiigfatful  figures  spreads  Uife's  scene, 

And  threat'ning  prospects  urg'd  my  fears, 

A  strsnger  to  the  luck  of  heirs ; 

ResfiOD,  some  quiet  to  restore, 

Siow*d  part  was  substance,  shadow  m<ve  ; 

Wuh  %>leen's  dead  weight  though  heavy  grown, 

la  life's  rough  tide  I  sunk  not  down. 

But  swam,  till  Fortune  threw  a  rope. 

Buoyant  on  bladders  fill*d  with  hope. 

1  always  choose  the  plainest  food 
To  mend  viscidity  of  blood. 
Hail !  water-gruel,  healing,  power. 
Of  essy  access  to  the  poor; 
Thy  help  love's  confessors  implore. 
And  doctors  secretly  adore ; 
To  thee,  I  fly,  by  thee  dilute  — 
Through  veins  my  blood  doth  quicker  shoot, 
And  by  swift  current  throws  off  clean 
fnAi&c  particles  of  Spleen. 

I  never  sick  by  drinking  grow, 
Kof  keep  mjrself  a  cup  too  low. 
And  seldom  Qiloe*s  lodgings  haunt. 
Thrifty  of  spirits,  which  I  want. 
Hunting  I  reckon  very  good. 
To  brace  the  nerves,  and  stir  the  blood : 
But  after  no  field^honours  itch, 
Achiev'd  by  leaping  hedge  and  ditch. 
V^liile  Spleen  lies  soft  relaxM  in  bed. 
Or  o'er  coal  fires  inclines  the  head, 
Hygeia's  sons  with  hound  and  horn, 
And  jovial  cry  awake  the  Mom. 
Tbne  see  her  from  the  dusky  plight, 
Smear'd  by  th'  embraces  of  the  Night, 
With  roral  wash  redeem  her  face. 
And  prove  herself  of  Titan's  race. 
And,  mounting  in  loose  robes  the  skies, 
Shed  light  and  firagrance  as  she  flies. 
Then  horse  and  hound  fierce  joy  display. 
Exulting  at  the  hark-away. 
And  in  pursuit  o'er  tainted  ground. 
From  lungs  robust  field-notes  resound. 
Then,  as  SL  George  the  dragon  slew, 
Spieen  pierc'd,  troid  down,  and  dying  view ; 
^liiie  all  their  spirits  are  on  wing, 
And  woods,  and  hills,  and  valleys  ring. 

To  ^ure  the  mind's  wrong  bias.  Spleen, 
Some  recommend  the  bowling-green  ; 
Some,  hilly  walks;  all,  exercise; 
Fhng  but  a  s^one,  the  ^ant  dies ; 
Laugh  and  be  welL     Monkeys  have  been 
Extreme  good  doctors  for  the  Spleen ; 
And  kitten,  if  the  humour  hit. 
Has  harie^oin'd  away  the  fit. 

Since  mirth  Is  good  in  this  behalf, 
At  some  particlars  let  us  laugh. 
Witlings,  brisk  fools,  curst  with  half  sense. 
That  «timnlale%  their  impotence ; 
Who  buzz  in  rbyme,  and,  like  blind  flies, 
Err  with  tbeir  wings  for  want  of  eyes. 
Poor  a^iahors  wonfaipping  a  calf, 
Deep  tiagedies  that  make  us  laugh. 


A  strict  dissenter  saying  gncc, 

A  lect'rer  preaching  for  a  place. 

Folks,  things  proplietic  to  dispense* 

Making  the  past  die  future  tense, 

The  popish  dubbing  of  a  priest. 

Fine  epita]^  on  knaves  deceas'd, 

Green-apron'd  Pythonissa^s  rage. 

Great  ^scuhqiius  on  his  stage, 

A  miser  starving  to  be  rich. 

The  prior  of  Newgate's  dying  speech, 

A  jointer'd  widow's  ritual  state. 

Two  Jews  disputing  tete-i-tete. 

New  almanacs  composed  by  seers^ 

Experiments  on  felons'  ears. 

Disdainful  prudes,  who  ceaseless  ply 

The  superb  muscle  of  the  eye, 

A  coquet's  ApriUweather  face, 

A  Queenb'rough  mayor  behind  his  maoe^ 

And  fops  in  military  show. 

Are  sov'reign  for  the  case  in  view. 

If  spleen-fogs  rise  at  close  of  day, 
I  clear  my  ev'ning  with  a  play. 
Or  to  some  concert  take  my  way. 
The  cxympany,  the  shine  of  lights, 
Tlie  scenes  of  humour,  music  s  flights, 
Adjust  and  set  the  soul  to  rights. 

Life's  moring  pictures,  well-wrought  plays, 
To  others'  grief  attention  raise : 
Here,  while  the  tragic  fictions  glow, 
We  borrow  joy  by  pi^ng  woe ; 
There  gaily  comic  scenes  delight. 
And  hold  true  mirrors  to  our  sight. 
Virtue,  in  charming  dress  array'd. 
Calling  the  passions  to  her  aid. 
When  moral  scenes  just  actions  join, 
Takes  thapey  and  shows  her  face  divine. 

Music  has  charms,  we  all  may  find, 
Ingratiate  deeply  with  the  mind. 
When  art  does  sound's  high  pow'r  advance. 
To  music's  pipe  the  passions  dance ; 
Motions  unwUl'd  its  pow'rs  have  shown, 
Tarantulated  by  a  tune. 
Many  have  held  the  soul  to  be 
Nearly  ally'd  to  harmony. 
Her  have  I  known  indulging  grief. 
And  shunning  company's  relief. 
Unveil  her  face,  and,  looking  round. 
Own,  by  neglecting  sorrow's  wound. 
Hie  consanguinity  of  sound. 

In  rainy  days  keep  double  guard. 
Or  Spleen  will  surely  be  too  hard ; 
Whidi,  like  those  fish  by  sailors  met. 
Fly  highest,  while  their  wings  are  wet 
In  5U(3l  dull  weather,  so  unfit 
To  enterprize  a  work  of  wit. 
When  clouds  one  yard  of  azure  sky. 
That's  fit  for  simile,  deny, 
I  dress  my  face  with  studious  looks. 
And  shorten  tedious  hours  with  books. 
But  if  dull  fogs  invade  the  head, 
Tliat  mem'ry  minds  not  what  is  read, 
I  sit  in  window  dry  as  ark. 
And  on  the  drowning  world  remark ; 
Or  to  some  coffee-house  I  stray 
For  news,  the  manna  of  a  day, 
And  from  the  hipp'd  discourses  gather, 
That  politics  go  by  the  weather  : 
Then  seek  good-humour'd  tavern  chums. 
And  play  at  cards,  but  for  small  sums ; 
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Or  with  the  merry  fellowB  qiMff« 

And  laugh  aloud  with  them  that  laugh ; 

Or  drink  a  joco-serious  cup 

With  souls  whoVe  took  their  freedom  up^ 

And  let  mj  mind,  b^uil'd  by  talk« 

In  Epicurus'  garden  walk, 

"Who  thought  it  Heav'n  to  be  serene; 

Bun,  Hell,  and  purgatoiy,  Spleen. 

Sometimes  I  dress,  with  women  sit, 
And  chat  away  the  gloomy  fit ; . 
Quit  the  stiff  gaib  of  serious  sense, 
And  wear  a  gay  impertinence. 
Nor  think  nor  qieak  with  any  pains. 
But  lay  on  fancy's  neck  the  reins ; 
Talk  c^  unusual  swell  of  waist 
In  maid  of  honour  loosely  lac'd. 
And  beauty  borr'wing  Spanish' red. 
And  loving  pair  with  8ep*rate  bed. 
And  jewels  pawn'd  for  loss  of  game, 
And  then  redeem'd  by  loss  of  fame; 
Of  Kitty  (aunt  left  in  the  lurch 
By  grave  pretence  to  go  to  church) 
PerceiT'd  in  hack  nith  lover  fine. 
Like  Will  and  Mary  on  the  coin : 
And  thus  in  modish  manner  we, 
In  aid  of  sugar,  sweeten  tea. 

Permit,  ye  fair,  your  idol  form. 
Which  e'en  the  coldest  heart  can  warm. 
May  with  its  beauties  grace  my  line, 
While  I  bow  down  before  its  liirine. 
And  your  throng'd  altars  with  my  laya 
Perfume,  and  get  by  giving  praise. 
With  speech  so  sweet,  so  sweet  aVnien 
Tou  excommunicate  the  Spleen, 
Which,  fiencUlike,  flies  the  magic  ring 
Tou  form  with  sound,  when  pleas'd  to  sing ; 
Whate'er  you  say,  howe'er  you  move. 
We  look,  we  listen,  and  approve. 
Your  touch,  which  gives  to  feeling  bliss. 
Our  nerves  officious  throng  to  kiss ; 
By  Celia's  pat,  on  their  report. 
The  grave-air'd  soul,  inclin'd  to  sport, 
Renounces  wisdom's  sullen  pomp. 
And  loves  the  floral  game,  to  romp. 
But  who  can  view  the  pointed  rays, 
Tlut  from  black  eyes  scintillant  blaze? 
Love  on  his  throne  of  glory  seems 
Encompass'd  with  satellite  beams. 
But  when  blue  eyes,  more  softly  bright, 
Diffuse  benignly  humid  light. 
We  gaze,  and  see  the  smiling  loves, 
And  Cytherea's  gentle  doves, 
And  raptur'd  fix  in  such  a  face 
Love's  mercy-seat,  and  throne  of  grace. 
Shine  but  on  age,  you  melt  its  snow ; 
Again  fires  long-extinguish'd  glow. 
And,  charm'd  by  witchery  of  eyes, 
Blood  long  congealed  liquefies ! 
TVue  miracle,  and  fairly  done 
By  heads  which  are  ador'd  whUe  on. 

But  oh,  what  pity  'tis  to  find 
Such  beauties  both  of  form  and  mind. 
By  modem  breeding  much  dcbas'd» 
In  half  the  female  world  at  least ! 
Hence  I  with  care  such  lott'ries  shun. 
Where,  a  prize  mlss'd,  I'm  quite  undone ; 
And  han't,  by  vcnt'ring  on  a  wife, 
Yet  run  the  greatest  ri^  in  life. 

Mothers,  and  guardian  aunts,  forixcar 
Your  impious  pains  to  form  the  Uir, 
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Nor  lay  oat  so  much  eost  and  ai^ 
But  to  deflcw'r  the  virgin  heart ; 
Of  every  folly-fost'ring  bed 
By  quick'ning  heat  of  custom  farad. 
Rather  than  hy  your  culture  spoA'd, 
Desist,  and  ^ve  us  nature  wild. 
Delighted  with  a  hoyden  soul. 
Which  truth  and  innocence  cootraL 
Coquets,  leave  off  affected  azta^ 
Gay  fowlers  at  a  flock  of  hearts ; 
Woodcocks  to  shun  your  snares  have  ikiL 
You  show  so  plain,  you  strive  to  kill. 
In  love  the  artless  catch  the  game. 
And  they  scarce  miss  who  never  aim. 
The  world's  great  Author  did  creale 
The  sex  to  fit  the  nuptial  state. 
And  meant  a  blessing  in  a  wile 
To  solace  the  fatigues  of  life ; 
And  old  inspired  times  display. 
How  wives  could  love,  and  yet  obey. 
Then  truth,  and  patience  of  control. 
And  house-wife  arts  adom'd  the  soul ; 
And  charms,  the  gift  of  Nature^  shone; 
And  jealousy,  a  tUng  unknown : 
Veils  were  the  only  masks  they  wore; 
Novels  (receipts  to  make  a  wborc) 
Nor  ombre,  nor  quadrille  th^  knew* 
Nor  Bam's  puissance  fdt  at  ]<io. 
Wise  men  did  not  to  be  thought  gay« 
Tlien  compliment  their  pow'r  away  i 
But  lest,  by  frail  desires  misled. 
The  girls  forbidden  paths  should  traid. 
Of  ign'rance  rais'd  the  safe  high  wall ; 
We  sink  haw-liaws,  that  show  them  aU. 
Thus  we  at  once  solicit  sense. 
And  charge  tliem  not  to  break  the  fence. 

Now,  if  untir'd,  consider  friend^ ' 
What  I  avoid  to  gain  my  end. 

I  never  am  at  meeting  seen. 
Meeting,  that  region  of  the  Spleen ; 
The  broken  heart,  the  busy  fiend. 
The  inward  call,  on  Spleen  depend. 

Law,  licens'd  breaking  of  the  peaea^ 
To  which  vacation  is  disease : 
A  gypsy  diction  scarce  knovm  well 
By  th'  magi,  who  law-fortunes  tell, 
I  shun  ;  nor  let'it  breed  within 
Anxiety,  and  that  the  Spleen ; 
Law,  grown  a  forest,  where  perplex 
The  mazes,  and  the  brambles  vex ; 
Where  its  twelve  verd'rers  every  daj 
Are  changing  still  the  public  viray : 
Yet,  if  we  miss  our  path  and  err. 
We  grievous  penalties  incur ; 
And  wand'rers  tire,  and  tear  their  skin. 
And  then  get  out  where  they  went  in. 

I  never  game,  and  rarely  bet. 
Am  loth  to  lend,  or  run  in  debt. 
No  compter-writs  me  agitate  ; 
AVho  moralising  pass  the  gate. 
And  there  mine  eyes  on  qpendduif^  tunv 
Who  vainly  o'er  tlieir  bondage  momnu 
Wisdom,  before  beneath  their  care, 
Ptoys  her  upbraiding  visdts  there. 
And  forces  folly  through  the  grate, 
Her  panegyric  to  repeat. 
Tliis  view,  profusely  when  inclin'd. 
Enters  a  caveat  in  Uie  mind : 
^ence join  'd  with  common 
^i  is  a  prayideDCCi 
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FBHoOy  ts  flfcaucndy  is  iMiiy 
Sabiaduig  stttJes  into  Splem. 
Henoe,  at  the  plague  of  happy  life, 
I  fun  away  tram  paity-Btrife. 
A  prince's  cause,  a  clnircli's  dioni, 
I  're  known  to  iniae  n  mighty  flame. 
And  priest,  as  stoker,  Tery  iVee 
To  difiow  in  peace  and  charity. 
Ikt  tribe,  whose  practicals  decree 
SbiD  beer  the  deadliest  hemy ; 
^lio,  fond  of  pedigree,  derive 
From  the  nuMt  noted  whore  alive; 
Wbo  own  wine's  old  prophetic  aid. 
And  love  the  mitre  Bacchus  made. 
Forbid  the  faithful  to  depend 
Ob  half^int  drinkers  for  a  friend, 
Afld  in  whose  gay  red-letter'd  lace 
Wc  read  good^Uving  more  tlian  grace : 
Nor  tbejr  so  pure,  and  so  precise, 
Imauic'iate  as  their  white  of  eyes, 
Who  ibr  the  spirit  hug  the  Spleen, 
Fhjlarter'd  throughout  all  their  mien, 
Wbo  their  ill-tasted  home-brew'd  pray'r 
To  the  state's  mellow  forms  prefer ; 
Who  doctrines,  as  infectious,  fear, 
Which  are  not  steep*d  In  vinegar,. 
And  samples  of  hentt  rJiested  gnce 
£xpme  in  slaow^lass  of  the  face, 
IM  never  me  as  yet  provoke 
Either  to  honour  band  and  cloke, 
Ot  deck  my  hat  with  leaves  cf  oak. 

1  Tiil  not  with  mock-patriot  grace 
At  folks,  because  they  are  in  place ; 
Kor,  hir*d  to  praise  with  stallion  pen, 
S«"«  the  ear-lech<*ry  of  men ; 
But  to  avoid  religious  jars, 
The  bws  are  my  expositors, 
Which  in  my  doubting  mind  create 
Coofonnity  to  church  and  state. 
IgOi  pursuant  to  my  plan, 
To  Mecca  with  the  caravan. 
And  think  it  right  in  ctmimon  sense 
Bodi  for  divenaon  and  defence. 

Reforming  schemes  are  none  of  mine ; 
To  mend  the  world  *s  a  vast  design : 
Like  theirs,  wbo  tug  in  little  boat. 
To  pull  to  them  the  sbip  afloat. 
While  to  defeat  their  labourM  end, 
M  ooce  both  wind  and  stream  contend : 
'toctess  herein  is  seldom  seen. 
And  leal,  when  badBled,  turns  to  Spleen. 

Happy  the  man,  who  innocent, 
^>rieves  not  at  ilK  he  can't  prevent ; 
Ha  ikiff  does  witli  the  current  glide, 
^  puffing  puU*d  against  the  tide. 
He,  paddung  by  the  scuffling  crowd, 
&«  uocoocem'd  life's  wager  row'd, 
And  when  he  can't  -prevent  foul  play^ 
KBJors  the  folly  of  the  fray. 

By  these  reflections  I  repeal 
^■cb  hasty  promise  made  in  zeaL 
When  go^»ci  propagators  say, 
We  *re  boond  our  great  light  to  display, 
And  Indian  darkness  drive  away, 
Tct  none  but  drunken  watchmen  send, 
And  scoundrel  Unk4)qy»  for  that  end ; 
When  they  cry  up  this  holy  war. 
Which  every  durteian  shcmid  be  for, 
Y<t  wchat  owe  the  law  their  ears. 
We  find  cnplioycd  as  engineers : 


This  view  my  IbrwiuJ  nal  so  riiock% 
In  vain  they  hold  the  money-box. 
At  such  a  conduct,  which  intends 
By  vicious  means  such  virtuous  ends, 
I  laugh  off  spleen,  and  keep  my  pence 
fVom  spoiling  Indian  innocence. 

Yet  philosophic  love  of  ease 
I  suffer  not  to  prove  disease. 
But  rise  up  in  the  virtuous  cause 
Of  a  free  press,  and  equal  laws. 
The  press  restrain'd !  nefandous  thought ! 
In  vain  our  sires  have  nobly  fought : 
While  free  from  force  the  press  renuuns. 
Virtue  and  Freedom  cheer  our  plains. 
And  Learning  largesses  bestows. 
And  keeps  uncensur'd  open  house. 
We  to  the  nation's  public  mart 
Our  works  of  wit,  and  schemes  of  art. 
And  philosophic  goods  this  way. 
Like  water-carriage,  cheap  convey. 
This  tree,  which  knowledge  so  affords, 
Inquisitors  with  flaming  swords 
Erom  lay  approach  with  zeal  defend. 
Lest  their  own  paradise  should  end. 
The  Press  flrom  her  fecundous  womb 
Brought  forth  tiie  arts  of  Greece  and  Rome; 
Her  frffspring,  skiU'd  in  logic  vrar, 
TVuth's  banner  wav'd  in  open  air; 
The  monster  Superstition  fled. 
And  hid  in  shades  its  Gorgon  head ; 
And  lawless  pow'r,  the  long-kept  field. 
By  reason  quell'd,  was  forc'd  to  yield. 
This  nurse  of  arts,  and  freedom's  fence 
To  chain,  is  treason  against  sense ; 
And,  Liberty,  thy  tliousand  tongues 
None  silence,  who  design  no  wrongs ; 
For  those,  who  use  the  gag's  restraint. 
First  rob,  before  they  stop  complaint 

Since  disappointment  gauls  within. 
And  subjugates  tlie  soul  to  spleen. 
Most  schemes,  as  money-snares,  I  hatc^ 
And  bite  not  at  projector's  bait 
Sufficient  wrecks  appear  each  day. 
And  yet  fresh  fools  are  cast  away. 
Ere  well  the  bubbled  can  turn  round. 
Their  painted  vessel  runs  aground ; 
Or  in  deep  seas  it  oversets 
By  a  fierce  hurricane  of  debts ; 
Or  helm  directors  in  one  trip, 
Freight  first  embezzled,  sink  tlie  ship. 
Sudi  was  of  late  a  corporation  *, 
The  brazen  serpent  of  the  nation. 
Which,  when  hard  accidents  distreas'd. 
The  poor  must  look  at  to  be  blest, 
And  thence  expect,  with  paper  seal'd 
By  fraud  and  us'ry,  to  be  heal'd. 

I  in  no  soul-consumption  wait 
Whole  years  at  levees  of  the  great, 

*  The  Charitable  Corporation,  instituted  for  tfa9 
relief  of  the  industrious  poor,  by  assisting  them 
with  small  sums  upon  pledges  at  legal  interest  By 
the  villany  of  those  who  had  the  management  of 
this  sclierae,  the  proprietors  were  defrauded  of  very 
considefable  sums  of  money.  In  1792  tlic  conduct 
of  the  directofs  of  this  body  became  the  subject  of  a 
parliamentary  inquiry,  and  some  of  them,  who  were 
members  of  the  house  of  commons,  were  expelkd 
for  their  ooncem  in  this  iniquitous  tnunactioik 
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And  hungry  hopes  regmle  the  while 
On  tlie  spare  diet  of  a  smile. 
Tliere  you  may  see  the  idol  stand 
With  mirror  in  his  wanton  hand ; 
Above,  below,  now  here,  now  there, 
He  throws  about  the  sunny  glare.  * 
Crowds  pant,  and  press  to  seise  the  prise^ 
The  gay  delusion  of  their  eyes. 

When  Fancy  tries  her  limning  skill 
To  draw  and  colour  at  her  will, 
And  niae  and  round  the  figure  well. 
And  show  her  talent,  to  excel, 
I  guard  my  heart,  lest  it  should  woo 
Unreal  beauties  Fancy  drew. 
And  disi^ipointed,  feel  deq[Mur 
At  loss  of  things,  that  never  were. 

When  I  lean  politicians  mark 
Grazing  .on  etiier  in  the  Park; 
Who  e*er  on  wing  with  open  throats 
Fly  at  debates,  expresses,  votes, 
Just  in  the  manner  swallows  use. 
Catching  their  airy  food  of  news ; 
Whose  latrant  stomachs  oft  molest 
Hic  deep-laid  plans  their  dreams  suggest ; 
Or  see  some  poet  pensive  sit. 
Fondly  mistaking  Spleen  for  Wit : 
Who,  though  short-winded,  still  will  aim 
To  sound  the  epic  trump  of  Fame ; 
Who  still  on  Phoebus*  smiles  will  doat. 
Nor  learn  conviction  from  his  coat ; 
I  bless'd  my  stan,  I  never  knew 
Whimsies,  which  close  pursu*d,  undo, 
And  have  from  old  experience  been 
Both  parent  and  the  child  of  Spleen. 
These  subjects  of  Apollo's  state. 
Who  from  false  fire  derive  their  fate, 
With  airy  purchases  undone 
Of  lands,  which  none  lend  money  on. 
Bom  dull,  had  follow'd  thriving  ways, 
Nor  lost  one  hour  to  gather  bays. 
Their  fancies  first  delirious  grew. 
And  scenes  ideal  took  for  true. 
Fine  to  the  sight  Parnassus  lies. 
And  with  false  prospects  clicats  thdr  eyes ; 
Tlie  fabled  gods  the  poets  sing, 
A  season  of  perpetual  spring. 
Brooks,  fiow*ry  fields,  and  groves  of  trees, 
Affording  sweets  and  similes. 
Gay  dreams  inspir'd  in  myrtle  bow*rs, 
And  wreaths  of  undecaying  flowers, 
ApoIlo*s  harp  with  airs  divine. 
The  sacred  music  of  the  Nine, 
Views  of  the  temple  rais'd  to  Fame, 
And  for  a  vacant  niche  proud  aim. 
Ravish  their  souls,  and  plainly  show 
What  Fancy's  sketching  power  can  do. 
llicy  will  attempt  the  mountain  steep. 
Where  on  the  top,  like  dreams  in  deep, 
The  Muse's  revdations  show, 
Hiat  find  men  crack'd,  or  make  them  so. 

You,  friend,  like  me,  the  trade  of  liiymc 
Avoid,  elab'rate  waste  of  time, 
Nor  are  content  to  be  undone. 
To  pass  for  Pbcebus'  crazy  son. 
Poems,  the  hop-grounds  of  the  brain. 
Afford  the  most  uncertain  gain ; 
And  lott'ries  never  tempt  the  wise 
With  blanks  so  vmny  to  a  prize. 
I  only  transient  visits  pay. 
Meeting  the  Muses  in  my  way. 


Scarce  known  to  the  fiuddions 

Nor  skillM  to  call  them  by  their 

Nor  can  their  paaqMits  in  these  dvfs. 

Your  profit  warrant,  or  your  praise. 

On  poems  by  their  dictiUea  writ. 

Critics,  as,  sworn  appraiser^  art. 

And  mere  upholst'rcrs  in  a  trice 

On  gems  and  paintings  set  a  price. 

Hiese  tayrring  artists  for  our  lays 

Invent  cramp'd  rules,  and  with  ctnig^  stt^s 

Striring  free  Nature*s  shape  to  hit, 

Fimariate  sense,  before  they  fit. 

A  common  place,  and  many  fricnde^ 
Can  serve  the  plagiary's  en<by 
Whose  easy  vamping  talent 
First  wit  to  pilfer,  then  diqgiitse. 
Thus  some  devoid  of  art  and  skill 
To  search  the  mine  on  Pindus'  hill. 
Proud  to  aspire  and  workmen  grow. 
By  genius  doom'd  to  stay  below. 
For  their  own  digging  show  the  town 
Wit*s  treasure  brought  by  others  down. 
Some  wanting,  if  they  find  a  mine. 
An  artist's  judgment  to  refine. 
On  fame  precipitately  fix'd, 
llie  ore  with  baser  metals  mix'd 
Melt  down,  impatient  of  dday, 
And  call  the  vicious  mass  a  play. 
All  these  engage  to  serve  their  ends, 
A  band  select  of  trusty  friends, 
Who,  lesson'd  right,  extol  the  thin^ 
As  Paapho *  taught  his  birds  to  sing; 
Hien  to  the  ladies  they  submit. 
Returning  oflicers  on  wit : 
A  crowded  house  their  presence  dnw^ 
And  on  the  beaus  imposes  lavra^ 
A  judgment  in  its  favour  ends. 
When  all  the  pannel  are  its  frienda: 
Hieir  natures  merciful  and  mild 
Have  from  mere  pity  sav'd  the  child  ; 
In  bulrush  ark  the  bantling  found 
Helpless,  and  ready  to  be  drown'd. 
They  have  preserv'd  by  kind  support. 
And  brought  the  baby-muse  to  court. 
But  there's  a  youth  f  that  you  can  naiD^ 
Who  needs  no  leading-strings  to  famey 
Whose  quick  maturity  of  brain 
The  birth  of  PaUas  may  explain : 
Dreaming  of  whose  depending  fitie, 
I  beard  Melpomene  debate, 
*<  This,  this  is  he,  that  was  foretold 
Should  emulate  our  Greeks  of  old. 
Inspir'd  by  me  with  sacred  art. 
He  sings,  and  rules  the  varied  heart ; 
If  Jove*s  dread  anger  he  refaearw. 
We  hear  the  thunder  in  his  verse  ; 
If  he  describes  love  tum'd  to  rage. 
The  furies  riot  in  his  page. 

*  Fnpho  was  a  Lybian,  who  desiring  to  he  i 
counted  a  god,  effected  it  by  this  means :  be  t^ 
young  birds  and  taught  them  to  sing,  Psapin*  i 
great  god.  When  they  were  perfect  in  their  Itrs 
he  let  them  fly ;  and  other  birds  learning  tbe  caj 
ditty,  repeated  it  in  the  woods ;  on  which  hxs  cir  j 
trymen  offered  sacrifice  to  him,  and  considovOi  ^ 
as  a  dei^. 

f  Mr.  Glover,  the  excellent  author  of  Lcucud 
"  -ladicea,  Medea,  &c 
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If  be  fiur  libmir  ant  law 

By  niffiao  pow'r  npuring  draw. 

The  keener  paMons  then  engage 

Ari^  and  sanctify  their  rage ; 

If  be  attempt  dirattrous  love» 

Vf  bear  thoae  pknnti  that  wound  the  grove. 

Within  tbe  kinder  peaaioni  glow, 

Aod  tean  diatill'd  from  pity  flow.  '* 

From  the  bright  vision  I  deaoend, 
Aad  my  deserted  theme  attend. 

Me  never  did  ambition  seSae, 
SbiQge  fever  most  inflam'd  by  ease ! 
IW  active  lunacy  of  pride, 
IW  courts  jih  Fortune  for  a  bride, 
TUs  par'diae-tiee,  so  fair,  and  high, 
[  Tie*  with  no  aopiring  eye ; 
Like  aipen  shake  the  restless  leaves, 
lod  Sodoaw-fruit  our  pains,  deceives, 
i^lmce  frequent  falls  give  no  surprise^ 
lot  fits  of  qileen,  caird  growing  wite, 
matncis  in  glitt'ring  forms  display'd 
ifecis  veak  eyes  much  us'd  to  abade, 
Ind  by  its  falaely-«nvy'd  accne 
hw^  self^lebasang  fits  of  Spleen. 
?e  should  be  plcas*d  that  things  are  so, 
Vbo  do  for  nothing  see  the  show, 
ioA,  middle-ais*d,  can  pass  between 
JSti  hubbub  safi^  because  unseen, 
iad  midst  the  glare  of  greatness  trace 
i  vat'ry  sunshiny  in  the  face, 
^  pleasure  fled  to,  to  redress 
Ibp  ud  fatigue  of  idleness. 

0)ntnitment,  parent  of  delight, 
b  much  a  stranger  to  our  sight, 
>J*  goddess,  in  what  happy  place 
lortaU  behoJd  thy  blooming  face ; 
V  grtaoua  auspices  impart,  . 
^  for  tby  temple  dioose  my  heart, 
^f  wbgm  thou  deignest  to  inspire, 
^  sdenoe  learn,  to  bound  desira ; 
ly  bappy  alcfaymy  of  mind 
^  tarn  to  plcasiuie  all  they  find ; 
tWy  bodi  fliadain  in  outward  mien 
^  gnve  aad  aolcnm  garb  of  ^leen, 
^  meretricious  arta  of  dress. 
To  ffign  a  joy,  and  bide  distress ; 
^unor'd  when  the  rude  tempest  blows, 
^ttbout  an  opiate  they  repoae ; 
^ad,  covered  by  your  ahield,  defy 
iW  vbiziing.ahaAab  that  round  them  fly  : 
ier  meddling  with  the  god*s  affairs, 
^Hcvni  themelves  with  distant  cares ; 
^  place  their  bliss  in  mental  rest, 
^  feast  upon  the  good  possessed. 

Forc'd  by  aoft  violence  of  pray*r, 
[W  btitiaQaie  goddess  soothes  my  care, 

M  the  deity  inspire, 
Vnd  dn»  she  models  my  desire. 
tvo  hundred  pounds  half-yearly  paid, 
^onwity  securely  made, 
^  f<nn  Kane  twenty  miles  from  town, 
^1,  tight,  aalubrtous,  and  my  own ; 
r«o  maids,  that  never  saw  the  town, 
&  «enring.nian,  not  quite  a  clown ; 
Wnjto  help  to  tread  the  mow, 
^nd  drive,  wfailc  t*  other  holds  the  plough ; 
h  chief,  of  temper  form'd  to  please, 
^v  to  coDvcrve,  and  keep  the  keys ; 
'^  Ifcturr  to  preserve  the  jieace, 
'   (T.iii.f6ion*d  tiy  the  name  of  niece, 


With  under^^andingt  of  a 

To  tfiink  thdr  master  very  wise. 

May  Heav'n  (it 's  all  I  wish  for)  send 

One  genial  ^room  to  treat  a  friend. 

Where  decent  cupboard,  little  plate, 

Display  benevolence,  not  state. 

And  may  my  humble  dwelling  stand 

Upon  some  chosen  spot  of  land : 

A  pond  before  full  to  the  brim, 

Where  cows  may  cool,  and  geese  may  svrim; 

Behind,  a  green  like  velvet  neat. 

Soft  to  the  eye,  and  to  the  feet; 

Where  od'rous  plants  in  evening  fiur 

Breathe  all  around  ambrosial  air ; 

From  Eurus,  foe  to  kitchen  ground, 

Fenc*d  by  a  slope  with  bushes  crown*d. 

Fit  dwelling  for  the  feather'd  throng, 

Who  pay  their  quit-rents  with  a  song ; 

With  op'ning  views  of  hill  and  dale, 

Which  sense  and  fancy  too  regale. 

Where  the  half-cirque,  which  vision  bounds, 

Like  aniphitheatre  surrounds ; 

And  woods  impervious  to  the  breei^ 

Thick  phalanx  of  embodied  trees. 

From  hills  through  plains  in  dusk  array 

Extended  far,  repel  the  day. 

Here  stillness,  height,  and  solemn  ahada 

Invite,  apd  contemplation  aid  : 

Here  nymphs  from  hollow  oaks  relate 

The  dark  decrees  and  will  of  Fate, 

And  dreams  beneath  the  spreading  beech 

Inspire,  and  docile  fancy  teach  ; 

While  soft  as  breezy  breath  of  wind. 

Impulses  rustle  through  the  mind. 

Here  Dryads,  scorning  Phoebus'  ray 

While  Pan  melodious  pipes  away. 

In  measur'd  motions  frisk  about. 

Till  old  Slenus  puts  them  out. 

There  see  the  clover,  pea,  and  bean. 

Vie  in  variety  of  green  ; 

Fresh  pastures  speckled  o*er  with  sheef^ 

Brown  fields  their  fallow  sabbaths  keep^ 

Plump  Ceres  golden  tresses  wear. 

And  poppy  top-knots  deck  her  hair. 

And  silver  streams  through  meadows  stray. 

And  Naiads  on  the  margin  play. 

And  lesser  nymphs  on  side  of  hills 

From  play-thing  urns  pour  down  the  rills. 

.    Thus  shelter'd,  free  from  care  and  strife^ 

May  I  enjoy  a  calm  through  life; 

See  faction,  safe  in  low  degree. 

As  meii  at  lai)d  see  storms  at  sea. 

And  laugh  at  miserable  elves 

Not  kind,  so  much  as  to  tliemselves, 

Curs'd  with  such  souls  of  base  alloy. 

As  can  possess,  but  not  enjoy  ; 

Debarred  the  pleasure  to  impart 

By  av*rice,  sphincter  of  the  heart, 

Who  wealth,  Iiard-eam'd  by  guilty  cares. 

Bequeath  untouch'd  to  thankless  lieirs. 

May  I,  with  look  ungloom*d  by  guile. 

And  wearing  Virtue's  liv'ry-smile. 

Prone  tfie  distressed  to  relieve. 

And  little  trespasses  forgive, 

With  income  not  in  Fortune's  pow*r 

And  skiU  to  make  a  busy  hour, 

With  trips  to  town  life  to  amuse, 

To  purchase  books,  and  hear  the  news. 

To  see  old  friends,  brush  off  the  clown. 

And  quicken  taata  at  coming  down. 
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Unhurt  by  ackneai*  bkMing  ngje. 
And  dowly  mellowing  in  age. 
When  Fete  extends  its  gathering  gripe. 
Fall  off  like  finiit  grown  ftiUy  ripe, 
Quit  a  worn  being  without  pain, 
Ftefaaps  to  blossom  soon  again. 

But  now  more  serious  see  me  grow. 
And  what  I  think,  my  Memmius,  know. 

Th'  enthusiast's  hope,*  and  nptures  wild. 
Have  never  yet  my  reason  foiPd. 
ICs  qpiingy  soul  dilates  like  air, 
When  firee  frohi  weight  of  ambient  care^ 
And,  hush*d  in  meditation  deep. 
Slides  into  dreams,  as  when  asleep ; 
Then,  fond  of  new  discoveries  grown. 
Proves  a  Columbus  of  her  own» 
Disdains  the  narrow  bounds  of  place. 
And  through  the  wilds  of  endless  space. 
Borne  up  on  metaphysic  wings, 
Chases  light  forms  and  shadowy  things, 
And  in  the  vague  excursion  caught. 
Brings  home  some  rare  exotic  thought. 
The  melancholy  man  such  dreams. 
As  bri^test  eridence,  esteems ; 
Fain  would  he  see  some  distant  scene 
Suggested  by  his  restless  Spleen, 
And  Fancy's  telescope  applies 
With  tinctur'd  glass  to  cheat  his  eyes. 
Sudi  thoughts,  as  love  the  gloom  of  night, 
I  close  examine  by  the  light; 
For  who,  though  brib*d  by  gain  co  lie. 
Dare  sun-beam-written  truths  deny. 
And  execute  plain  common  sense 
On  faith's  mere  hearsay  evidence? 
Tliat  superstition  mayn't  create, 
And  club  its  ilh  with  those  of  Fate, 
I  many  a  notion  take  to  task, 
Made  dreadful  by  its  visor-mask. 
Thus  scruple,  spasm  of  the  mind. 
Is  cur'd,  and  certainty  I  find. 
Since  optic  reason  shows  me  plain, 
I  dreaded  spectres  of  the  brain. 
And  legendary  fears  are  gone, 
Hiough  in  tenacious  childhood  sown. 
Thus  in  opinions  I  commence 
Freeholder  in  the  proper  sense, 
And  neither  suit  nor  service  do^ 
Nor  homage  to  pretenders  show. 
Who  boast  themselves  by  spurious  roll 
Iiotds  of  the  manor  of  the  soul ; 
Flreferring  sense,  from  chin  that's  ban^ 
To  ncmsense  thron'd  in  whisker'd  hair. 

To  thee.  Creator  uncreate, 
O  Entium  Ens !  dirinely  great !  — 
Hold,  Muse,  nor  melting  pmions  try. 
Nor  near  the  bhudng  glory  fly. 
Nor  straimng  break  thy  feeble  bow, 
Unfeather'd  arrows  far  to  throw : 
Through  fields  unknown  nor  madly  strBy* 
Where  no  ideas  nuurk  the  way. 
With  tender  eyes,  and  colours  faint. 
And  trembling  hands  forbear  to  paint 
Who  features  veil'd  by  light  can  hit  ? 
Where  can,  what  has  no  outline,  sit? 
My  soul,  the  vain  attempt  forego. 
Thyself,  the  fitter  subject^  know 
He  wisely  shuns  the  bold  extreme, 
Who  soon  lays  by  th'  unequal  tfacine, 
Nor  runs,  with  Wisdom's  syrens  caught, 
ikk  quicksands  swaU'wing  shipwreck'd  the 
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But,  ooBscioDS  of  his  dklance^  giits 
Mute  praise^  and  faumble  nc^veu 
In  one,  no  object  of  our  sight. 
Immutable,  and  infinite^ 
Who  can't  be  cruel  or  unjust. 
Calm  and  resign'd,  I  fix  my  tnist; 
To  him  my  past  and  present  stste 
I.owe^  and  must  my  futnie  hta. 
A  stranger  into  Ikk  I'm  coo^ 
Dying  may  be  our  going  hom^ 
IVan^xirted  here  by  angry  Fate^ 
The  convicts  of  a  prior  statCi 
Hence  I  no  anxious  thoughts  besbow 
On  matters  I  can  never  know ; 
Through  life's  foul  wmy,  like  vagmt  psa'd, 
He'll  grant  a  settlement  at  last, 
And  with  sweet  ease  tfie  weaned  ciowd, 
By  leave  to  lay  his  being  down. 
If  doom'd  to  dance  th'  eternal  round 
Of  life  no  sooner  lost  but  found. 
And  dissolution  soon  to  come, 
Like  sponge,  wipes  out  life's  present  aoi^ 
But  can't  our  state  of  pow'r  bervfe 
An  endless  series  to  receive ; 
Then,  if  hard  dealt  with  here  by  Fate^ 
We  balance  in  another  states 
And  consciousness  must  go  along, 
And  sign  th'  acquittance  for  the  wroii{. 
He  for  his  creatures  must  decfee 
More  happiness  than  misery. 
Or  be  supposed  to  create. 
Curious  to  try,  what 't  is  to  hate: 
And  do  an  act,  which  rage  inftfs, 
'Cause  lameness  halts,  or  blindness  em 
ThAs,  thus  I  steer  my  Ivurk,  and  sal 
On  even  keel  with  gentle  gale  ; 
At  helm  I  noake  my  reason  sit. 
My  crew  of  passions  all  submit. 
If  dark  and  blust'ring  prove  some  mghsi 
Philosophy  puts  fordi  her  lif^; 
Experience  holds  the  cautious  glasi^ 
To  shun  the  breakers,  as  I  pass^ 
And  frequent  throws  the  wary  lead, 
To  See  what  dangers  may  be  hid ; 
And  once  in  seven  years  I'm  seen 
At  Bath  or  Tunbridge,  to  careen. 
Though  pleas'd  to  see  the  dolphins  pbfi 
I  mind  my  compass  and  ray  way. 
With  store  sufficient  for  relief. 
And  wisely  still  prepar'd  to  reef. 
Nor  wanting  the  dispersive  bowl 
Of  cloudy  weather  in  tlie  soul, 
I  make,  (may  Heav'n  propitious  send 
Such  wind  and  weather  to  the  end) 
Neither  becalm'd,  nor  over-blown. 
Life's  voyage  to  the  worid  unknown. 
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[  BARCLArS  APOLOOT  FOR  THE 
QUAKERS. « 

■m  ihuU  primeval  docCrinet  yields 

Jhat  lerdatioii  ii  revcfd'd ; 

nl-plilcgni  from  Utenl  feeding  bred, 

f^EOtt  icchaigic  to  die  heed 

Wy  yaigi,  and  yield  e  diet  thin, 

bM  tonis  to  goqieUdiyle  withiii* 

Tvth  whlimate  may  here  be  teen 

itncted  from  the  part*  tenencw 

I  diese  is  tfaown,  bow  men  obtain 

^  of  ftometibeua  poets  feign : 

Bioriptuic  plainneas  drew ii  brought, 

■d  ipetcfa,  apparel  to  the  thought. 

bey  his  from  instinct  at  red  coats, 

admr,  whose  work  is  cutting  throats, 

■bid,  and  press  the  law  of  love : 

MtUng  the  spirit  of  the  dove. 

Kiative  doctrines  they  demt, 

I  manuftctur'd  by  the  priest; 

■d  tbrow  down  turnpikes,  where  we  pay 

w  tfuff,  which  never  mends  the  way  ; 

id  tytlies,  a  Jewish  tax,  reduce, 

od  frank  the  goqiel  for  our  use. 

bey  nUe  Mending  armies  break ; 

Bt  tbe  militia  us^iil  make : 

Doe  all  onfair'd  may  preach  and  pray, 

b([tii  b]r  these  rules  as  well  as  they ; 

aics  which,  when  truths  themselves  reveal, 

i'  us  to  follow  what  we  feeL 

bewoild  can't  hear  the  small  still  voice^ 

ich  k  its  bustle  and  its  noise ; 

cwm  the  proclamation  reads, 

>t  act  one  riot  passion  heeds. 

'  «aith,  honour,  power  the  graces  are, 

^bich here bdow  our  homage  share: 

^7)  if  one  votary  they  find 

0  oustreaa  more  divine  inclin'd, 

itroifa't  ponuit,  to  cause  delay, 

bmw  golden  apples  in  his  way, 

fWe  me,  O  Heav'n,  in  some  retreat; 
^  let  tbe  asrious  death-watch  beat, 
Wr  let  me  self  in  silence  shun, 
ofeeltfaywill,  which  should  be  done. 

^Wn  comes  the  Spirit  to  our  hut, 
^  &it  the  senses*  doors  are  shut ; 
w  so  divine  and  pure  a  guest 
W  emptieit  rooms  are  furnish*d  best. 

0  Contemplation !  air  serene ! 
^  damps  of  sense,  and  fogs  of  spleen ! 
W  monnt  of  thought !  thrice  holy  ground, 
^^  pve,  when  waited  for,  is  fotuuL 


Tbis  celcfanlad  book  waswritten  by  its  author, 
)  lA  Utia  and  Engtiah,  and  was  afterwards 
■'•ttd  bto  ifigh  Dutch,  Low  Dutch,  French, 
^{"lUih,  and  probably  into  other  languages. 
m  always  been  psteemed  a  very  ingenious  de- 
» <^  the  principles  of  Quakerism,  even  by  those 
>  deny  the  docttines  which  it  endeavours  to  esta- 
k  Thesmhorwmbornat£dmbufghinl648, 

ttrtntd  part  of  bis  education  at  the  Scots  Col- 
lin Pteii,  where  his  undevrasprindpaL  His 
fer  bacme  one  of'  the  earliest  converu  to  the 
*  Kct,  aad  from  Hb  example,  the  son  seems  to 
I  bm  induced  to  traadm  fab  steps.  He  died 
1^  Sd  of  October,  1690^  in  the  4fld  year  of  has 


Here  'tis  the  soul  feels  sodden  youth, 
And  meets  exulting,  virgin  IVuth ; 
Here,  like  a  breese  of  gentlest  kind, 
Impulses  rustle  through  the  mind ; 
Here  shines  that  light  with  glowing  face. 
The  fuse  divine,  tfiat  kindles  grace ; 
Which,  if  we  trim  our  lamps,  will  last, 
*T!11  darkness  be  by  dying  past. 
And  then  goes  out  at  end  of  night, 
£xtinguish*d  by  superior  lighL 

Ah  me !  the  heats  and  colds  of  life. 
Pleasure's  and  pain's  eternal  strife. 
Breed  stormy  passions,  which  confin'd. 
Shake,  like  Ui'  iBolian  cave,  the  mind. 
And  raiie  despair ;  my  lamp  can  last, 
Flac*d  where  they  drive  the  furious  blast 

False  eloquence !  big  empty  sound ! 
Like  showen  that  rush  upon  the  ground ! 
Little  beneath  the  surface  goes. 
All  streams  along,  and  muddy  flows. 
This  sinks,  and  swells  the  buried  grain. 
And  fructifies  like  southern  rain. 

His  art,  well  hid  in  mild  discourse, 
Exerts  persuasion's  winning  force. 
And  nervates  so  the  good  design. 
That  king  Agrippa's  case  is  mine. 

Well-natur'd,  happy  shade  forgive ! 
Like  you  I  think,  but  cannot  live. 
Thy  scheme  requires  the  world's  contempt^ 
That  from  dependence  life  exempt; 
And  constitution  fram'd  so  strong. 
This  world's  worst  climate  cannot  wrong. 
Not  such  my  lot,  not  Fortune's  brat, 
I  live  by  pulling  off  the  hat ; 
Compell'd  by  station  every  hour 
To  bow  to  images  of  power; 
And  in  life's  busy  scenes  immers'd, 
See  better  things,  and  do  the  wont 

Eloquent  Want,  whose  reasons  sway. 
And  make  ten  thousand  truths  give  way, 
While  X  your  scheme  with  pleasure  trace, 
Dnws  near,  and  stares  me  in  the  face. 
«  Consider  well  your  state,"  she  cries, 
<*  Like  others  kneel,  that  you  may  rise; 
Hold  doctrines,  by  no  scruples  vex'd. 
To  wUch  preferment  is  annex'd ; 
Nor  madly  prove,  where  all  dependi^ 
Idolatry  upon  your  friends. 
See,  how  you  like  my  rueful  free. 
Such  you  must  wear,  if  out  of  place. 
Crack'd  is  your  brain  to  turn  recluse 
Without  one  farthing  out  at  use. 
They,  who  have  lani&,  and  safe  bank^tock. 
With  frith  so  founded  on  a  rock. 
May  give  a  rich  invention  ease. 
And  construe  scripture  how  they  please. 

•<  The  honour'd  prophet  that  of  old, 
Us'd  Heav'n's  high  counsels  to  unfold, 
Did,  more  than  courier  angels,  greet 
Hie  crows,  that  brought  him  bread  and  meat" 
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WiikK  I  first  came  to  London,  I  rambled  about* 
From  sermon  to  sermon,  took  a  slice  and  want  out* 
Then  on  me,  in  divini^  bachelor,  try'd 
Many  priesu  to  obtrude  a  Leritical  bride ; 
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And  urging  tfieir  various  opinions,  intondtd 
To  make    me  wed   systems,    wMcb   they  recom- 
mended. 
Said  a  lech*rousold  fri*r  skulking  near  Lincoln's- 
inn, 
(Whose  tiade's  to  absolve,  but  whose  pastimeN  to 

sin ; 
Who,  spider-like,  seises  weak  protestant  flics, 
Which  hung  in  his  sophistry  cobweb  he  spies  ;] 
<*  Ah  !  pity  your  soul ;  for  without  our  churdi  pale, 
If  you  happen  to  die,  to  be  damn*d  you  can't  fail ; 
Tlie  Bible,  you  boast,  is  a  wild  revelation : 
Hear  a  church  that  can't  err,  if  you  hope  for  sal- 
vation.'* 
Said  a  formal  non-con,   (whose  ridi  stock  of 
grace 
Lies  forward  expos'd  in  shop- window  of  face,) 
*<  Ah !  pity  your  soul :  come,  be  of  our  sect : 
For  then  you  are  safe,  and  may  plead  you're  elect. 
As  it  stands  in  the  Acts,  we  can  prove  ourselves 

saints, 
Being    Christ's    little    flock    every  where    spoke 
against" 
Said  a  jolly  church  parson,  (devoted  to  ease, 
While  penal-law  dragons  guard  his  golden  fleece,) 
**  If  you  pity  your  soul,  I  pray  listen  to  neither; 
The  first  is  in  errour,  the  last  a  deceiver : 
That  our's  is  the  true  church,  the  sense  of  our  tribe 

iSf 
And  surely  in  medio  tutissimta  ibis,** 
Said  a  yea  and  nay  friend,  with  a  stiff  hit  and 

band, 
(Who  while  he  talk'd  gravely  would  hold  fortii  his 

hand,) 
"  Dominion  and  wealth  are  the  aim  of  all  three, 
Though  about  ways  and  means  they  may  all  dis- 

Tlien  prithee  be  wise,  go  the  quakers  by-way, 
*Tb  plain,  without  turnpikes,  so  nothing  to  pay 
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Scilicet  hie  possis  curvo  dignoscere  rectum, 
Atque  inter  silvas  Academi  qumrae  verum. 


Hoa. 


Our  wits  Apollo's  influence  beg, 
The  Grotto  makes  them  all  with  egg 
Finding  this  cbalkstone  in  my  oast, 
I  strain,  and  lay  among  the 


Ameu  awfaOc,  forsaken  flood. 
To  rsnible  in  the  Detian  wood. 
And  pny  the  god  my  wcU-meant  aoqg 
May  not  my  sulject's  merit  wrong. 


*  A  building  in  Richmond  Gardens, 
Queen  Caroline,  and  committed  to  the 
Stephen  Duck.  At  the  time  this  poem 
17  Qtber  vwMi  ifpamd  on  Ibe 


by 
of 


Say,  firilicr  Tnames,  wflioae  geulle  pvi 
Gives  leave  to  view  what  beauties  grses 
Your  flow'ry  banks,  if  you  have  seat 
The  much-sung  Grotto  of  the  queca. 
Contemplative,  forget  awhile 
Oxonian  towers,  anid  Windsor's  pile, 
And  Wolsey's  pride  f  (his  greatest  pu\t) 
And  wliat  great  William  since  has  baih ; 
And  flowing  fast  by  Richmond  soeno, 
(Honour'd  retreat  of  two  great  qoecaif) 
From  Sion-house  J,  whose  praud  wrwv 
Brow-beats  your  flood,  look  cross  the  «i^, 
And  riew,  from  highest  swell  of  tidc^ 
The  milder  scenes  of  Surrey  side. 

"niough  yet  no  palace  grace  the  sboi^ 
To  lodge  that  pair  you  should  adore; 
Nor  abbeys,  great  in  ruin,  riae^ 
Royal  equivalents  for  vice; 
Behold  a  grot,  in  Delphic  gpom. 
The  Grsoes'  and  die  Muses*  love. 
(O,  might  our  laureat  study  hcre^ 
How  would  he  hail  his  new^Jioni 
A  temple  from  vain  glmies  ftee^ 
Whose  goddess  is  Philosophy, 
Whose  si<les  such  licens'd  idols 
As  Superstition  would  pull  down ; 
Hie  only  pilgrimage  I  know. 
That  men  of  sense  would  choose  to  go: 
Which  sweet  abode,  her  wisest  cfaokf^ 
Urania  cbeeis  with  heavenly  voice. 
While  all  the  Virtues  gather  roondl, 
To  see  her  consecrate  the  ground. 
If  thou,  the  god  with  winged  feet. 
In  council  talk  of  this  retreat. 
And  jealous  gods  resentment  show 
At  altars  rais'd  to  men  bdow ; 
Tell  those  proud  lords  of  Heaven,  'tis  fit 
Hieir  house  our  heroes  should  admit ; 
While  each  exists,  as  poets  sing, 
A  lasy  lewd  immortal  thing. 
They  must  (or  grow  in  disrepufie) 
With  Earth's  first  commoners  recruit. 

Needless  it  is  in  terms  unskfll'd 
To  praise  whatever  Boyle  §  shall  bu3d; 
Needless  it  is  the  busts  to  name 
Of  men,  monopolists  of  fame  ; 
Four  chiefs  adorn  the  modest  stonef , 
For  Virtue  as  for  learning  knosm  ; 
The  thinking  sculpture  hdps  to  raise 
Deep  thoughts,  the  genii  of  the  place: 

•f  Hampton  Court,  begun  by  Csnlinal  V< 
ana  improved  by  King  William  III. 

\  Queen  Anne,  consort  to  King  Richaid  IL^ 
Queen  Elisabeth,  both  died  at  Ricfaniooa.       | 

g   Sion  House  is  now  a  scat 
Duke  of  Northumberland. 

§  Richard  Boyle,  Earl  of  Buriingtoo,  i 
man  remark^le  for  his  fine  taste  in  ardutc 
**  Never  were  protection  and  great  weshh 
generously  and  judiciously  diffused  thsa  H 
great  person,  who  had  every  quality  of  s 
and  artist,  except  envy."     He  died  "^ 
1753, 

5  The  author  should  have  said  fire ;  that 
the  busts  of  Newton,  liocke^  WpIImIwi,  ' 
^Boykk 
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To  the  mind*!  Mr,  and  inward  sgfat, 
n»ir  stleDoe  ipeaks,  and  shade  givea  light : 
Wlule  insects  firom  the  threshold  preach, 
And  ntinds  dif^xis'd  to  musing  teach : 
Phnid  of  strong  limbs  and  painted  huesy 
Thgj  perish  by  the  slightest  bruise  ; 
Or  msladies,  begun  within, 
Dntroj  more  slow  life's  frail  machine ; 
From  nnggot-)'outh  through  change  of  state, 
UttT  feel  like  us  the  turns  of  fate ; 
Sow  bom  to  creep  have  liv*d  to  fly, 
And  disnge  earth-cells  for  dwellings  high ; 
Kod  some  that  did  their  six  wings  keep, 
Before  they  dy*d  been  forc*d  to  creep ; 
(IwY  politics  like  ours  profess, 
Die  greater  prey  upon  the  less : 
ami  strain  on  foot  huge  loads  to  bring  ; 
oioc  toil  incessant  on  the  wing, 
Ind  in  thdr  difTcrent  wa>'S  explore 
^Ke  sense  of  want  by  future  store ; 
»or  from  their  rigorous  schemes  desist 
10  death,  and  then  are  never  miss*d. 
mc  frolic,  toil,  marry,  increase, 
ire  sick  and  w«ll,  have  war  and  peace, 
tnd,  broke  with  age,  in  half  a  day 
ield  to  successors,  and  away. 
Let  not  prophanc  this  sacred  place, 
Irpfirrisy  with  Janus'  f«ce ; 
*r  Pntnp,  mixt  state  of  pride  and  care ; 
Wirt  Kindncs*!,  Falsehood's  polisli'd  ware  ; 
Qo'kl  di^guiii'd  in  Friendship's  veil, 
lu  u11<^  unask'd,  th*  injurious  tale ; 
i  art  i)olitic,  which  allows 
W  jeadit-reroedy  for  vows ; 
^  {)ri«»t,  perfuming  crowned  head, 
Till  in  a  swoon  Truth  lies  for  dead 
•r  tamthy  critic,  who  perceives 

0  ^race,  whidi  plain  proportion  gives, 
ed  more  than  lineaments  divine 
<linirts  the  gilding  of  the  shrine ; 

t  that  self.haunting  spectre  Spleen, 

1  thickest  fog  the  clearest  seen ; 
r  l^t)pbecy,  which  dreams  a  lie, 
Int  fools  believe  and  knaves  apply ; 
r  Iruiic  >firtfa,  prophanely  loud, 

ad  happy  only  in  a  crowd ; 

r  MeUDcboly's  pensive  gloom, 

^y  io  Coatemplation'a  room. 

^  I>dia  !  when  I  touch  this  string, 

» tliee  my  Muse  directs  her  wing. 

■^H^ttedfilr!  with  downcast  look 

fisd  not  so  much  the  murm'ring  brook  ; 

w  6xt  in  thought,  with  footsteps  slow 

^^  cypress  alleys  cherish  woe : 

»v'  the  ioul  in  pensive  fit, 

fid  moping  like  aack  linnet  ait 

oh  dewy  eye^  and  moulting  wing, 

^>P^cb'd,  avene  to  fly  or  sing  ; 

*«  the  fiivourite  curb  begin 

I^^'d  to  toilet  discipline) 

s^riit  their  post,  lose  their  smart  air, 

sd  grow  a|^  like  common  hair ; 

Ml  tcan,  which  frequent  kerchiefs  dry, 

••^  a  red  drde  round  the  eye ;. 

|«1  by  this  bur  about  the  Moon, 

oojectufe  note  iU  weather  soon. 

««e  not  so  nnich  die  doleful  knell : 

^  news  the  boding  nigbt4Hnis  tell ; 

Iw  watch  the  wainscot's  hollow  blow ; 

^  Ims  poncntotts  when  tbey  crow ; 


Nor  sleepless  mind  the  deatl^watch  beat ; 
In  taper  find  no  winding-sheet : 
Nor  in  burnt  coal  a  cofiin  see. 
Though  thrown  at  others,  meant  for  thee : 
Or  when  the  coruscation  gleams. 
Find  out  not  first  the  bloody  streams ; 
Nor  in  imprest  remembrance  keep 
Grim  tap'stry  figures  wrought  in  sleep  ; 
Nor  rise  to  sec  in  antique  hall 
The  moonlight  monsters  on  the  wall. 
And  shadowy  spectres  darkly  pass 
Trailing  their  sables  o'er  the  grass. 
Let  vice  and  guilt  act  how  they  please 
In  souls,  their  conquer'd  provinces ; 
By  Heaven's  just  charter  it  appears, 
Virtue's  exempt  from  quartering  fears, 
Shall  then  «rm'd  fancies  fiercely  drest, 
Live  at  discretion  in  your  breast  ? 
Be  wise,  and  panic  fright  disdain. 
As  notions,  meteors  of  the  brain ; 
And  sights  perform'd,  illusive  scene ! 
By  magic  lanthorn  of  the  spleen. 
Come  here,  from  baleful  cares  releas'd. 
With  Virtue's  ticket,  to  a  feast, 
Where  decent  Mirth  and  Wisdom  join'd 
In  stewardship,  regale  the  mind. 
Call  back  the  Cupids  to  your  eye^ 
I  see  the  godlings  with  surprise. 
Not  knowing  home  in  such  a  plight, 
Fly  to  and  fro,  afraid  to  light.  — 

Far  from  my  theme,  from  method  far, 
Convey'd  in  Venus'  flying  car, 
I  go  compell'd  by  fcather'd  steeds. 
That  scorn  the  rein,  when  Delia  leads. 

No  daub  of  elegiac  strain 
These  holy  wara  shall  ever  stain ; 
As  spiders  Irish  wainscot  flee. 
Falsehood  with  them  shall  disagree ; 
This  floor  let  not  the  vulgar  tread. 
Who  worship  only  what  they  dread : 
Nor  bigots  who  but  one  way  see 
Through  blinkers  of  authority. 
Nor  they  who  its  four  saints  defame 
By  making  virtue  but  a  name ; 
Nor  abstract  wit,  (painful  regale 
To  hunt  the  pig  with  slippery  ^1 !) 
Artists,  whd  richly  chase  their  thought. 
Gaudy  without,  but  hollow  wrought ; 
And  beat  too  thin,  and  tool'd  tob  much 
To  bear  the  proof  and  standard  touch : 
Nor  fops  to  guard  this  sylvan  ark. 
With  necklace  bells  in  treble  bark  : 
Nor  cynics  growl  and  fiercely  paw. 
Hie  mastiffs  of  the  moral  law. 
Come,  nymph,  with  rural  honours  drest. 
Virtue's  exterior  form  confest. 
With  charms  untarnish'd,  innocence 
Display,  and  Eden  shall  commence-; 
When  thus  you  come  in  sober  fit. 
And  wisdom  is  preferr'd  to  wit ; 
And  looks  diviner  graces  tell. 
Which  don't  with  giggling  muscles  dwell ; 
And  beauty  like  tlie  ray-cTipt  Sun, 
With  bolder  eye  we  look  upon ; 
Learning  shall  with  obsequious  mien 
Tell  all  the  wonders  she  Iws  seen ; 
Reason  her  logic  armour  quit. 
And  proof  to  mild  persuasion  sit ; 
Religion  with  free  thought  dispense, 
And  cease  crusading  against  tense  ; 
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Philosophy  and  she' embrace, 

And  their  first  letgue  again  take  place : 

And  Morals  pure,  in  duty  bound. 

Nymph-like  the  sisters  chief  surround ; 

Nature  shall  smile,  and  round  this  oelL 

The  turf  to  your  light  pressure  swell, 

And  knowing  Beau^  by  her  shoe. 

Well  air  its  carpet  from  the  dew. 

Ibe  Oak,  while  you  his  umbrage  deck, 

Lets  (all  his  acorns  in  your  neck ; 

Zephyr  his  civil  kisses  gives, 

Anid  plays  with  curls  instead  of  leaves : 

Birds,  seeing  you,  believe  it  spring. 

And  during  their  vacation  sing ; 

And  flow*rs  lean  forward  from  their  seatSy 

To  traffic  in  exchange  of  sweets ; 

And  angels  bearing  wreaths  descend, 

Frefenr'd  as  vergers  to  attend 

Tliis  fane,  whose  deity  entreats 

The  fair  to  grace  its  upper  seat& 

O  kindly  view  our  letter'd  strife. 
And  guard  us  through  polemic  life  ; 
Fhym  poison  vehicled  in  praise. 
For  Satire's  shots  but  sli^tly  grase ; 
We  claim  your  seal,  and  find  within, 
Fhflosophy  and  you  are  kin. 

What  virtue  is  we  judge  by  you ; 
For  actions  right  are  beauteous  too ; 
By  tracing  the  sole  female  mind. 
We  best  what  is  true  nature  find : 
Your  vapours  bred  from  fumes  declare. 
How  steams  create  tempestuous  air. 
Till  gushing  tears  and  hasty  rain 
Make  Heav*n  and  you  serene  again. 
Our  travels  through  the  starry  skies 
Were  first  suggested  by  your  eyes ; 
We,  by  the  interposing  fim. 
Learn  how  eclipses  first  b^an : 
Hie  vast  ellipse  from  Scarbro*s  home. 
Describes  how  biasing  comets  roam : 
The  glowing  colours  of  the  cheek 
Ttnear  origin  from  Phoebus  speak ; 
Our  watch  how  Luna  strays  above 
Feeb  like  the  care  of  jealous  love ; 
And  all  things  we  in  science  know 
From  your  known  love  for  riddles  flow. 

Father !   forgive,  thus  far  I  stray. 
Drawn  by  attraction  from  my  way. 
Mark  next  with  awe  the  foundress  well 
Who  on  these  banks  delights  to  dwell ; 
You  on  the  tenrace  see  her  plain. 
Move  like  Diana  vrith  her  train. 
If  you  then  fairly  speak  your  mind. 
In  wedlock  since  with  Isis  join*d. 
You'll  own,  you  never  yet  did  see. 
At  least  in  such  a  high  degree. 
Greatness  delighted  to  undress; 
Science  a  sceptr'd  hand  caress ; 
A  queen  the  friends  of  fireedom  prise ; 
A  woman  wise  men  canoniw. 


I 


THE   SPARBOW  AND  DIAMONIX 


▲  SOK«. 


I  LATKLT  saw,  wfaat  now  I  sin^ 
Fair  Lucia's  hand  display'd ; 

Hiis  finger  grac'd  a  diamond  rin^ 
On  tlttt  a  sparrow  play'd. 


Hie  feather'd  play-thing  die  carcss'd. 
She  stroak'd  its  head  and  wings; 

And  while  it  nestled  oo  her  farei 
She  lisp'd  the  dearest  diings. 


With  diisel'd  bUl  a  spark  HUet 
He  loosen'd  from  the  rest. 

And  swallow'd  down  to  grind  has 
Tlie  easier  to  digest. 


She  seu'd  his  biU  vrith  wild  affiigb^ 

Her  diamond  to  desciy  : 
'Twas  gone  !  she  sicken'd  at  die  aigfaC, 

Moaning  her  bird  would 


llie  tongue-ty'd  knocker  none  miglita 
Ibe  curtains  none  undraw, 

Tbe  footmen  went  without  their  sfaoo^ 
The  street  was  laid  with  sbmw. 

Tlie  doctor  us'd  his  oily  art 

Of  strong  emetic  kind, 
Th'  apothecary  play'd  his  part^ 

And  engineer'd  bdiind. 


When  physic  oeas'd  to  spend  ita 
To  bring  away  the  stone, 

Dicky,  like  people  given  o'er. 
Picks  up,  wluen  let  alona 


His  qres  diq>dl*d  their  sickly 
He  peck'd  bdiiiid  his  wing  ; 

Luda  recovering  at  the  nevrs. 
Relapses  for  the  ring. 


Meanvriiile  vritfain  her  bisuteofiis 
Two  different  passions  strove  ; 

When  av'rice  ended  the  oontcat. 
And  triunq^'d  over  love. 


Poor  little,  pretty,  fluttering  ^aa^ 
Thy  pains  the  sex  display, 

Who^  only  to  repair  a  ring. 
Could  take  thy  life  away. 

Drive  av'rice  finom  your  hrnarts,  ye 
Monster  of  foulest  mien  : 

Ye  would  not  let  it  harbour  ibat, 
Gould  but  its  form  be 


It  made  a  virgin  put  on  guile, 
IVuth's  image  break  her  vron^ 

A  Lucia's  ftoe  forbear  to  ■nilc^ 
A  Venns  kill  her  birdL 
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iioiui  TtcuLL,  ft  poet  of  oonsidenble  ele^ 
;iiKe,  born  at  Bridekirk,  near  Carlisle,  in  1686, 
« the  son  of  a  clergyman  in  the  county  of  Cum- 
crimd.  He  was  entered  of  Queen's  College, 
hford,  in  1701,  and  having  taken  the  degree  of 
I.  A.  in  1708,  was  elected  fellow  of  his  college, 
M  obtaining  from  the  crown  a  dispensation  from 
K  Matute  requiring  him  to  be  in  orders.  He  then 
Boe  to  the  metropolis,  where  he  made  himself 
Bovn  to  several  persons  distinguished  in  letters. 
Hm  the  negotiations  were  carrying  on  which 
Wight  on  the  peace  of  Utrecht,  he  published  a 
wn  eotidcd  "  The  Prospect  of  Ptesce,"  which 
B  dttottgh  sii  editions.  Addison,  with  whom  he 
d  ingrsdated  himself  by  an  elesant  poem  on  his 
m  of  Rosamond,  speaks  highly  of  *<  The  Pro. 
•ct  of  Peace,*'  in  a  paper  of  the  Spectator,  in  which 
tcxpmses  hhnaelf  as  particularly  pleased  to  find 
B  the  author  had  not  amused  himself  with  fables 
<  of  the  Pagan  theology.  Hiis  conomendation 
idell  amply  repaid  by  his  lines  on  Addison's 
Ko»  which  are  superior  to  all  others  on  that  sub- 
s«  «rith  die  exception  of  Pbpe's  Prologue. 
Tidell,  being  attached  to  the  succession  of  the 
<tt«  of  Hanotcr,  presented  George  I.  with  a  poem 
uM  **  The  Rojf«l  Pktigreas ;"  and  more  effec- 
lU?  ierred  the  cause  ^  two  pieces,  one  called 
As  Imitation  of  the  Pkxiphecy  of  Kerens  ;*'  the 
^1  "  An  Epistle  from  a  Lady  in  England,,  to  a 


Gentleman  at  Avignon.**  Both  these  are  selected 
for  the  purpose  of  the  present  volume.  He  waa 
about  this  time  taken  to  Ireland,  by  Addison,  who 
went  over  as  secretary  to  Lord  Sunderland.  When 
Pope  published  the  first  volume  of  his  translation  of 
the  Iliad,  Tickell  gave  a  translation  of  the  first 
book  of  that  poem,  which  was  patronised  by 
Addison,  and  occasioned  a  breach  between  those 
eminent  men.  Tickell*s  composition,  however, 
will  bear  no  poetical  comparison  with  that  of  Pope, 
and  accordingly  he  did  not  proceed  with  the  task. 
On  the  death  of  Addison,  he  was  entrusted  with 
the  charge  of  publishing  his  works,  a  distinction 
which  he  repaid  by  prefixmg  a  life  of  that  celebrated 
man,  with  an  elegy  on  his  death,  of  which  Dr.  John- 
son says,  **  That  a  more  sublime  or  elegant  funeral 
poem  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  whole  compass  of 
English  literature."  Another  piece,  which  mi^ 
be  justly  placed  at  the  head  of  softer  lyrics,  is  his 
«  Ode  to  the  Earl  of  Sunderland,*'  on  his  instal- 
lation as  a  knight  of  the  Garter;  which  keeping 
within  the  limits  of  truth,  consigns  a  favourite  name 
to  its  real  honours. 

Tickell  is  represented  as  a  man  of  pleasing  man- 
ners, fond  of  society,  very  agreeable  in  conversation^ 
and  upright  and  honourable  in  his  conduct.  He 
was  married,  and  left  a  family.  His  death  took 
place  at  Bath,  in  1740,  the  54th  year  of  fab  agci 


COUN  AND  LUCY. 


▲    ftALLAIW 


Or  Leinstcr,  finn'd  for  nuudens  fair. 

Bright  Lucy  waa  the  grace; 
Nor  e'er  did  Lifly'a  limpid  stream 

Bcfiect  so  sweet  ft  face : 
TQl  hickleas  love,  and  pining  carc^ 

bipair'd  her  rosy  bu^ 
beoral  lips,  and  damiwk  cheeks^ 

And  eyes  of  gloasy  blue. 


Oh !  baie  you  seen  ft  lily  pale^ 

^^hen  hcatittg  rains  descend  ? 
So  droop'd  the  slow-consuming  maid^ 

Her  fife  now  near  its  end. 
B7  Lucy  wam'd,  of  flattering  swatna 

Take  heed,  ye  easy  fair: 
Of  vcngesace  doe  to  brolieQ  vowsy 

Ye  peijur'd  — —  • 


Three  times,  all  in  the  dead  of  night, 

A  bell  was  heard  to  ring ; 
And  shrieking  at  her  window  Uirice, 

The  raven  flap*d  his  wing. 
Too  well  the  love-lorn  maiden  knew 

The  solemn  boding  sound : 
And  thus,  in  dying  words,  bespoke 

The  virgins  weeping  round : 

**  I  hear  a  voice,  you  cannot  hear, 

Which  says,  I  must  not  stay ; 
I  see  a  hand,  you  cannot  see. 

Which  beckons  me  away. 
By  a  false  heart,  and  broken  vows^ 

In  early  youth  I  die : 
Was  I  to  blame,  because  Us  bride 

Was  thrice  as  rich  as  I  ? 

"  Ah,  Colin !  give  not  her  thy  vowi, 

Vows  due  to  me  alone  : 
Mbr  thou,  fond  maid,  receive  his  kl% 

Nor  think  him  all  thy  own. 

Y 
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To-morrow,  in  the  church  to  wed. 

Impatient,  both  prepare ! 
But  know,  fond  maid ;  tod  know,  fidse  man. 

That  Lucy  will  be  there ! 

*<  llien  bear  my  corse,  my  comrades,  beur. 

This  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet^ 
He  in  his  wedding-trim  so  gay, 

I  in  my  winding-sheet." 
She  spoke,  she  dy*d,  her  corse  was  borne. 

The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet. 
He  in  his  weddins  trim  so  gay, 

She  in  her  winding-sheet. 

Then  wliat  were  perjured  Colin*s  thoughts  ? 

How  were  these  nuptials  kept  ? 
Tlie  bridesmen  flock  *d  round  Lucy  dead. 

And  all  the  village  wept. 
Confusion,  shame,  remorse,  despair, 

At  once  his  bosom  swell : 
The  damps  of  death  bedew*d  his  brow. 

He  shook,  hegroan'd,  he  felL 

From  the  rain  bride,  ah,  bride  no  more ! 

The  varying  crimson  fled. 
When,  stretch*d  before  her  rival's  corse. 

She  saw  her  husband  dead. 
Hien  to  his  Lucy's  new-made  grave, 

Convey*d  by  Ambling  swains, 
One  mould  with  her,  beneath  one  sod. 

For  ever  he  remains. 

Oft  at  this  grave,  the  constant  hind 

And  plighted  maid  are  seen ; 
With  garlands  gay,  and  true-love  knots. 

They  deck  the  sacred  green  : 
But,  swain  forsworn,  whoe'er  thou  ait, 

This  hallow'd  spot  forbear ; 
Remember  Colin's  dreadful  fate, 

And  fear  to  meet  him  there. 


TO   THK 


EARL   OF  WARWICK, 

ON   THE    DKATH    OP   Ma.  ADDISOM. 

Ip,  dumb  too  long,  the  drooping  Muse  hath  stay 'd, 
And  left  her  debt  to  Addison  unpud. 
Blame  not  her  silence,  Warwick,  but  bemoan. 
And  judge,  oh  judge,  my  bosom  by  your  own. 
What  mourner  ever  felt  poetic  fires ! 
Slow  comes  the  verse  that  real  woe  inspires : 
Grief  unaffected  suits  but  ill  with  art. 
Or  flowing  numbers  with  a  bleeding  heart. 

Can  I  forget  the  dismal  night  that  gave 
My  soul's  b«t  part  for  ever  to  the  grave ! 
How  silent  did  his  old  companions  tread. 
By  midnight  lamps,  the  mansions  of  the  dead. 
Through  breathing  statues,  then  unheeded  things, 
Through  rows  of  warriors,  and  through  walks  of 

kings! 
What  awe  did  the  slow  solemn  knell  inspune ; 
The  pealing  organ,  and  the  pausing  choir ; 
Tne  duties  by  the  lawn-rob'd  prelate  pay'd ; 
And  the  last  words  that  dust  to  dunt  convey'd ! 
While  spe^dfiless  o'er  thy  closing  grave  we  bend. 
Accept  these  taars,  thou  dear  deputed  f^-' 


Oh,  gone  for  ever ;  take  this  long  «Cett ; 
And  sleep  in  peace,  next  thy  lov'd  Montagnb 
To  strew  fresh  laurels,  let  the  task  be  mine, 
A  frequent  pilgrim,  at  thy  sacred  shrine ; 
Mine  with  true  sighs  thy  absence  to  beman, 
And  grave  with  faithful  epitaphs  thy  stoncb 
If  e'er  from  me  thy  lov'd  memorial  put, 
May  shame  afllict  this  alienated  heart ; 
Of  thee  forgetful  if  I  form  a  song, 
My  lyre  be  broken,  and  untun'd  nay  tongne, 
My  grief  be  doubled  from  thy  image  free. 
And  mirth  a  torment,  unchastis'd  by  thee. 

Oft  let  me  range  the  gloomy  aisles  alooe, 
Sad  luxury !  to  vulgar  minds  unknown. 
Along  the  walls  where  speaking  marbles  dnw 
What  worthies  form  the  hallow'd  mould  bdo* ; 
Ph>ud  names,  who  once  the  reins  of  empire  beU; 
In  arms  who  triumph'd ;  or  in  arts  excell'd ; 
Chiefs,  grac'd  with  scars,  and  prodigal  of  blood; 
Stern  patriots,  who  for  sacred  freedom  stood; 
Just  men,  by  whom  impartial  laws  were  given ; 
And  saints  who  taught,  and  led,  the  way  to  hesrai ; 
Ne'er  to  these  chambers,  where  the  m^^  rest. 
Since  their  foundation,  came  a  nobler  guot ; 
Nor  e'er  was  to  the  bowers  of  bliss  convc^'d 
A  fairer  spirit  or  more  welcome  shade. 

In  what  new  region,  to  the  just  asagn'd, 
What  new  employments  please  th'  unbody'd  mia^? 
A  winged  Vtrtue^  through  th*  etlierial  dky, 
From  world  to  world  unweary'd  does  he  fly  ? 
Or  curious  trace  the  long  laborious  maae 
Of  Heaven's  decrees,  where  wondering  angekgtf- 
Does  he  delight  to  hear  bold  seraphs  tell 
How  Michael  battl'd,  and  the  dragon  fell ; 
Or,  mix'd  with  milder  cherubim,  to  glow 
In  hymns  of  love,  not  ill  essay'd  bekm? 
Or  dost  thou  warn  poor  mortals  left  behind, 
A  task  well  suited  to  thy  gentle  mind? 
Oh  !  if  sometimes  thy  spotless  fonn  desomd: 
To  me  thy  aid,  thou  guardian  genius,  lead ! 
When  rage  mi^uides  me,  or  when  fear  alanni) 
When  pain  distresses,  or  when  pleasure  cfaanm. 
In  silent  whisperings  purer  thou^ts  impart, 
And  turn  from  ill,  a  frail  and  feeble  heart ; 
Lead  through  the  paths  thy  virtue  trodVfore, 
Till  bliss  shall  join,  nor  death  can  part  us  men- 

That  awful  form,  which,  so  the  Heavens  dca«i 
Must  still  be  lov'd  and  still  deplor'd  by  me; 
In  nightly  visions  seldom  fails  to  rise. 
Or,  rous*d  by  Fancy,  meets  my  waking  eyei* 
If  business  calls,  or  crowded  courts  invite. 
Til'  unblemisli'd  statesman  seems  to  strike  aj  s{^ 
If  in  the  stage  I  seek  to  sooth  my  care, 
I  meet  his  soul  which  breathes  in  Cato  tboe; 
If  pensive  to  the  rural  shades  I  rove. 
His  shape  o'ertakes  me  in  the  lonely  grove ; 
'Twas  there  of  just  and  good  he  reason'd  fti^ 
Clear'd  some  great  truth,  or  rais'd  some  serious  tti 
There  patient  show'd  us  the  wise  course  to  stctfi 
A  candid  censor,  and  a  firiend  severe ; 
There  Uught  us  how  to  live ;  and  (oh  !  too  biflk 
The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  dv. 

Thou  Hill,  whose  brow  the  antique  stnctai^ 
grace, 
Rear'd  by  bold  duefs  of  Warwick's  noUe  fiR. 
Why,  once  so  lov*d,  whene'er  thy  bower  ipp«*  | 
O'er  my  dim  eye-balls  glance  the  sodden  tctn!  ' 
How  sweet  wcnr«  once  tliy  prospects  fresh  sad  fii^ 
lliy  ilopidg  Walks,  and  unpolluted  air !  , 
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HovsvttC  the  gkxNiii  benetth  thy  aged  trees, 
Tbr  nooD-Ude  shadow,  and  tfaj  evening  breeie ! 
His  image  thy  forsaken  bowers  restore ; 
Tlnr  wvlks  and  airy  prospects  diann  no  more ; 
No  more  tiie  summer  in  thy  glooms  allay'd, 
Hiy  tvaang  breeies,  and  thy  noon-day  shade. 

From  other  hills,  however  Fortune  firown'd ; 
Some  nfuge  in  the  Muse*s  art  I  found : 
Bdoctaot  now  I  touch  the  trembhng  string. 
Bereft  of  him,  who  taught  me  how  to  sing  ; 
Aod  these  sad  accents,  murmur'd  o*er  his  urn, 
Bitny  that  absence  they  attempt  to  mourn. 
0!  must  I  then  (now  fresh  my  bosom  bleeds, 
Aai  Cnggs  in  death  to  Addison  succeeds) 
Thevme,  b^un  to  one  lost  friend,  prolong, 
liad  weep  s  seoond  in  th*  unfinishM  song ! 

Thest  works  divine,  which,  on  his  deatb-bed  laid. 
To  thee,  0  Oaggs,  th*  expiring  sage  convey*d, 
mat,  but  iU-omen'd,  monument  of  fame, 
iViie  iunriv*d  to  give,  nor  thou  to  claim. 
mh  after  him  thy  social  spirit  flies, 
bd  close  to  his  how  soon !  thy  coffin  lies. 
ikii  pair !  whose  union  future  bards  shall  tell 
B  futarv  tongues :  each  other's  boast !  fiffewell, 
srewen !  whom  join'd  in  fame,  in  friendship  try*d, 
Kff  duoce  ooold  sever,  nor  the  grave  divide. 


AN  IMITATION 
or  THB  FaormsT  or  XBaxu& 

FROM  HORACE.     Book  IL    0dm  XV. 

IKcam  insigne,  recens,  adhuc 
Indlctum  ore  alio :  non  secus  in  jugis 

Ex  somnis  stupet  Euias 
Hefanim  prospiciens,  et  nive  candidam 

Hincen,  acpede  barbaro 
Lntfratam  Rbodopcn.  Hoa. 

As  Mar  his  round  one  morning  took, 
t^nMxn  some  call  earl,  and  sume  call  duke,) 
And  his  new  brethren  of  the  blade, 
Severing  with  Icar  and  frost,  survey'd, 
Ob  Perth's  Ucak  bills  be  chanc'd  to  spy 
Aoagcd  wisaid  six  feet  high, 
Witfa  bristled  hair  and  visage  blighted, 
^■U-cy*d,  bare4iaunch*d,  and  sticon'd^ghted. 

The  grbly  sage  in  thought  profound 
Bt^M  the  chief  widi  b«rk  so  round, 
IlMnroU'd  hb  eye-balls  to  and  fro 
O'er  his  paternal  hills  of  snow, 
Aod  into  these  tremendous  speeches 
B^e  forth  the  prophet  without  breeches. 

*;  Into  what  hills  betray'd,  by  thee, 
"Hiu  ancient  kingdom  do  I  see ! 
Her  realms  unpeopled  and  forlorn ! 
^Vs  me!  that  ever  thou  wert  born ! 
PitMjd  EngKrfi  loons  (our  dans  o'ercome) 
Od  Scottish  pads  shaU  amble  home ; 
I  ve  them  drest  in  bonncCa  blue 
I IW  spoib  of  thy  rebellioaa  crew) ; 
(i«  the  taiget  cast  away, 
>^  Bd  chequcr'd  plaid  become  their  prey, 
IW  cheipier'd  plaid  to  make  a  gown 
For  many  a  laasin  Losidoo  town. 

"  la  viia  ttiy  buBgry  moimtatneen 
CoBBe  filth  in  all  thy  warlike  gears, 
lU  shield,  the  pisiol,  durk,  and  dagger* 
^  vhich  they  daily  wont  |o  tvr^ggcr, 


And  of^  have  adly'd  out  to  pillage 
Tlie  hen-roosts  of  some  peaceful  village^ 
Or,  while  their  neighbours  were  asleep. 
Have  carry'd  off  a  lowland  sheep. 

«  What  boots  thy  high-born  host  of  beggars, 
Mac-leans,  IVtae-kenxies,  and  Mac-gr^ors, 
With  popish  cut-throats,  peijur*d  ruSsSans, 
And  Foster's  troop  of  raggamuffins  ? 

**  In  vain  thy  laids  around  thee  bandy, 
Inflam*d  with  l)ag-pipe  and  with  brandy. 
Doth  not  bold  Sutherland  the  trusty, 
W^ith  heart  so  true,  and  voice  so  rusty, 
(A  loyal  soul)  thy  troops  affright. 
While  hoarsely  lie  demands  the  fight? 
Dost  thou  not  geherous  Ilay  dread. 
The  bravest  hand,  the  wisest  head  ? 
Undaunted  dost  thou  hear  th*  alarms 
Of  hoary  Athol  sheath'd  in  arms  ? 

"  Douglas,  who  draws  his  lineage  down 
From  thanes  and  peers  of  high  renown. 
Fiery,  and  young,  and  uncontrolVd, 
With  knights,  and  squires,  and  barons  bold, 
(His  noble  household-band)  advances, 
And  on  the  milk-white  courser  prances. 
Thee  Forfar  to  tlie  combat  dares, 
Grown  swarthy  in  Iberian  wars ; 
And  Monroe,  kindled  into  rage. 
Sourly  defies  thee  to  engage ; 
He*ll  rout  thy  foot,  though  ne'er  so  many. 
And  hone  to  boot  —if  thou  hadst  any. 

**  But  see  Argyll,  with  watchful  eyes, 
Lodg'd  in  his  deep  intrenchmcnts  lies, 
Coudi'd  like  a  lion  in  thy  way, 
He  waits  to  sprine  upon  his  prey ; 
While,  like  a  herd  of  timorous  deer. 
Thy  army  shakes  and  pants  vnth  fear. 
Led  by  their  dou^^ity  general's  skill. 
From  frith  to  frith,  from  hill  to  hill. 

"  Is  thus  thy  haughty  promise  paid 
That  to  the  Chevalier  was  made. 
When  thou  didst  oaths  and  duty  barter. 
For  dukedom,  generalship,  and  garter  ? 
Three  moons  thy  Jemmy  shall  command, 
Witli  Highland  sceptre  in  his  hand, 
Too  good  for  his  pretended  birth, 
...  Then  down  shall  fall  the  king  of  Perth. 

"  'Tis  so  decreed:  for  George  shall  rdgn. 
And  traitors  be  forsworn  in  vain. 
Heaven  shall  for  ever  on  him  smiley 
And  blesfc  him  still  with  an  Amll. 
While  thou,  pursued  by  vengeral  foes, 
Condemn*d  to  barren  rocks  and  snows, 
And  hinder*d  passing  Inverlocky, 
Shall  bum  the  dan,  and  curse  poor  Jocky.*' 
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To  thee,  dear  rover,  and  thy  vanquishM 
The  health,  she  wants,  thy  gentle  Qiloe  sends. 
Thougli  much  you  suffer,  think  I  suffer  more^ 
Worse  than  an  exile  on  my  native  shore. 
Companions  in  your  master's  flight  you  roami 
Unenvy'd  fay  your  haughty  foes  at  home ; 
For  ever  near  the  royal  outlaw's  side 
You  share  his  fortunes,  and  his  hopes  divide^ 
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TICKELL. 


On  glorious  schemes,  and  thoughts  of  empire  dweU, 
And  with  imaginary  titles  swell. 

Say,  for  tJiou  know*st  I  own  his  sacred  line. 
The  passit'e  doctrine,  and  the  right  divine, 
Say,  w!iAt  new  succours  does  the  chief  prepare  ? 
The  strength  of  armies  ?  or  the  force  of  prayer  ? 
Does  he  from  Heaven  or  Earth  his  hopes  derive  ? 
From  saints  departed,  or  from  priests  alive  ?  [stand. 
Nor  saints  nor  priests  can  Brunswick's  troops  with> 
And  beads  drop  useless  through  the  zealot's  hand ; 
Heaven  to  our  vows  may  future  kingdoms  owe. 
But  skill  and  courage  win  the  crowns  below. 

Ere  to  thy  cause,  and  thee,  my  heart  inclin'dy 
Or  love  to  party  liad  seduc'd  my  mind, 
In  female  joys  I  took  a  dull  delight, 
Slvpt  all  the  mom,  and  punted  half  the  night : 
But  now,  with  fears  and  public  cares  possest. 
The  church,  the  church,  for  ever  breajfs  my  rest 
Tlie  postboy  on  my  pillow  I  explore. 
And  sift  the  news  of  every  foreign  shore. 
Studious  to  find  new  friends,  and  new  allies ; 
What  armies  march  from  Sweden  in  disguise ; 
How  Spain  prepares  her  banners  to  unfold. 
And  Rome  deals  out  her  blessings,  and  her  gold : 
Then  o*er  the  map  my  finger,  taught  to  stray. 
Cross  many  a  region  marks  the  winding  way ; 
From  sea  to  sea,  from  realm  to  realm  J  rove, 
A.nd  grow  a  mere  geographer  by  love : 
But  still  Avignon,  and  the  pleasing  coast 
That  holds  thee  banisli'd,  claims  my  care  the  most : 
Oft  on  the  well-known  spot  I  fix  my  eyes. 
And  span  the  distance  that  between  us  lies. 

Let  not  our  James,  though  foil'd  in  arms,  despair, 
Whilst  on  his  side  he  reckons  half  tlie  fair : 
In  Britain's  lovely  isle  a  shining  throng 
War  in  his  cause,  a  thousand  beauties  strong. 
Th*  unthinking  victors  vainly  boast  their  powers ; 
Be  theirs  the  musket,  while  the  tongue  is  ours. 
We  reason  with  such  fluency  and  fire. 
The  beaux  we  bafiie,  and  the  learned  tire. 
Against  her  prelates  plead  the  churdi's  cause. 
And  from  our  judges  vindicate  the  laws. 
Then  mourn  not,  hapless  prince,  thy  kingdoms  lost ; 
A  crown,  though  late,  thy  sacred  brows  may  boast ; 
Heaven  seems  through  us  thy  empire  to  decree  ; 
Those  who  win  hearts,  have  given  their  hearts  to  thee. 

Hast  thou  not  heard  that  wh6n,  profusely  gay. 
Our  well-drest  rivals  grac'd  their  sovereign's  day. 
We  stubborn  damsels  met  the  public  view 
In  loathsome  wormwood,  and  repenting  rue  ? 
What  Whig  but  trembled,  when  our  spotless  band 
In  virgin  roses  wiuten'd  half  tlie  land ! 
'^o  can  forget  what  fears  the  foe  possest. 
When  oaken-boughs  mark'd  every  loyal  breast ! 
Less  scar'd  than  Medway's  stream  the  Norman  stood. 
When  cross  the  plain  he  spy'd  a  marching  wood. 
Till,  near  at  hand,  a  gleam  of  swords  betray'd 
The  youth  of  Kent  beneath  its  wandering  shade? 

Those  who  the  succours  of  the  fair  despise, 
May  find  that  we  have  naiU  as  well  as  eyes. 
Tliy  female  bards,  O  prince  by  fortune  crost. 
At  Ic%&t  more  courage  than  thy  men  can  boast : 
Our  SBX  has  dar'd  tte  mug-house  chiefs  to  meet, 
And  purchas'd  (nme  in  many  a  well-foii^  Btreet 
From  Dntry-Lane,  the  region  of  renown, 
Tlie  land  of  love,  the  Faphoa  of  the  town. 
Fair  patriots  sallying  0k  have  put  to  flight 
Wtib  all  thdr  poles  the  guardians  of  the  night, 
And  bore,  with  soreams  of  triumph,  to  their  odt 
Xb*  ImiUv's  staff  m  all  im  pMDCcd 


I  Nor  fears  the  hawker  in  her 

'  To  vend  the  discontented  statesman's  thought, 
Thougii  red  with  stripes,  and  recent  from  the  tiiB«^ 
Sore  smitten  for  the  love  of  sacred  song, 
Tlie  tuneful  sisters  still  pursue  tlieir  tradc^ 
Like  Ritlomela  darkling  in  the  shade. 
Poor  Trott  attends,  forgetful  of  a  fare. 
And  hums  in  concert  o'er  his  casr  dadr. 

Meanwhile,  r^pardless  of  the  royal  cause. 
His  sword  for  James  no  brother  sovereign 
Tlie  pope  himself,  surrounded  with  alarms, 
To  France  his  bulls,  to  Corfu  sends  his 
And  tliough  he  hears  his  darling  son's  coonplaiBt, 
Can  hardly  spare  one  tutelary  saint. 
But  lists  tliem  all  to  guard  his  own  •'^^'U^ 
And  into  ready  money  coins  his  gods. 
The  dauntless  Swede,  pursued  by  vengeful  figes, 
Scarce  keeps  his  own  hereditary  snows ; 
Nor  must  the  friendly  roof  of  kind  Lorndn 
With  feasts  regale  our  garter'd  youth  again. 
Safe,  Bar-le-Duc,  within  thy  silent  grove 
The  pheasant  now  may  perch,  the  hare  tnaj  rave 
The  knight,  who  aims  unerring  fiom  uSmr^ 
Th'  adventurous  knight,  now  quits  the  sylvan  wi 
Thy  brinded  boars  may  slumber  undismaj'd. 
Or  grunt  secure  beneath  the  chesnut  shade. 
Inconstant  Orleans  (still  we  mourn  the  6aj 
Hmt  trusted  Orleans  with  imperial  smqr) 
Far  o'er  the  Alps  our  helpless  monarch 
Far  from  the  call  of  his  desponding 
Such  arc  the  tertns,  to  gain  Britannia's 
And  such  the  terrours  of  the  Brunswidc 

Was  it  for  this  the  Sun's  whole  lustre  laii'd. 
And  sudden  midnight  o'er  the  Moon  prevail'd ! 
For  this  did  Heaven  display  to  mortal  cye& 
Aerial  knights  and  combats  in  the  skies ! 
Was  it  for  titis  Northumbrian  streams  look'd  red ! 
And  Thames  driv'n  backward  show'd  his  secret  bed 
False  auguries !  th*  insulting  victor's  worn  ! 
Ev'n  our  own  prodigies  against  us  turn  ! 
O  portents  construed  on  our  side  in  vain ! 
Let  never  Tory  trust  eclipse  again ! 
Run  clear,  ye  fountains !  be  at  peace,  ye  skies ! 

'  And,  lliames,  henceforth  to  thy  green  botders 
To  Rome  then  must  the  royal  wanderer  go^ 
And  fall  a  suppliant  at  tlie  papal  toe  ? 
His  life  in  slotli  inglorious  must  he  wear. 
One  half  in  luxury,  and  one  in  prayer? 
His  mind  perhaps  at  length  dcbaudi'd  with  «■ 
The  profli^r'd  purple  and  the  hat  may  pleasew 
Shall  he,  whose  ancient  patriardial  race 
To  mighty  Nimrod  in  one  line  we  trace. 
In  solemn  conclave  sit,  devoid  of  thought* 
And  poll  for  points  of  faith  his  trusty  vote 
Be  summon'd  to  his  stall  in  time  of  need. 
And  with  his  casting  suffrage  fix  a  creed  ! 
Shall  he  in  rolies  on  stated  days  appenr. 
And  Englisli  heretics  curse  once  a  year ! 
Garnet  and  Faux  shall  he  with  prayers  invoke. 
And  beg  that  Smitlifield  piles  once  more  snaj 
Forbid  it.  Heaven !  my  soul,  to  fury  wron 
Turns  almost  Hanoverian  at  the  thou|^ 
From  James  and  Rome  1  feel  my  heart 
And  fear,  O  Brunsvrick,  'twill  be  wholly 
Yet  still  his  share  thy  rival  will  contest. 
And  still  the  double  claim  divides  my 
The  fate  of  James  with  pitying  eyes  I 
And  wish  my  homage  were  not  Bmn&vnck'a 
To  James  my  passion  and  my  woakneas  guade. 
But  reasion  swa)'s  me  Co  the  >ic(Qr*s  aide. 
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Ixmgfa  griev*d  I  speak  it,  let  the  truth  appear ! 
^ou  know  my  language,  and  my  heart,  sincere. 
D  nin  did  falsehood  his  fair  fame  disgrace : 
Vfaat  furce  had  falsehood  when  he  show*d  his  &ce ! 
a  Tsin  to  war  our  boastful  dans  were  led 
laps  driT*n  on  heaps,  in  the  dire  sliock  they  fled  : 
'nnn  shuns  his  wrath,  nor  raises  to  our  shiune 
i  «cond  Dunkirk  in  another  name : 
n  Britain's  funds  their  wealth  all  Europe  throws, 
kod  op  the  Thames  the  world's  abundance  flows : 
pte  offdgn'd  fears  and  artificial  cries, 
j-e  pious  town  sees  fifty  churches  rise : 
^  bero  triumphs  as  his  worth  is  known, 
jmI  9ts  more  firmly  on  his  shaken  throne. 
To  my  sad  thought  no  beam  of  hope  appears 
farougb  the  long  prospect  of  succeeding  years. 
be  ion,  aspiring  to  his  father's  fame, 
lovs  all  Iu5  sire :  anotht^  and  the  same. 
le,  blest  in  lovely  Carolina's  arms, 
)  future  nges  propagates  ht-r  charms : 
"itfa  p«in  and  j(^'  at  strife,  I  oflcn  trace 
'»  mingied  parents  in  each  daughter's  face  ; 
ilf  Mckeninp  at  the  sight,  too  well  I  spy 
K  faiiier's  .sjurit  through  die  mother's  eye: 
I  tiin  new  thoughts  of  rage  I  entertain, 
id  itrive  to  liatc  their  innocence  in  vain. 
0  pnnecss !  happy  by  thy  foes  confest ! 
int  ia  thy  husband  !  in  tfiy  children  blest ! 
i  they  froTp  tliee,  from  thera  new  beauties  born, 
f-ile  Etm)pe  lokts,  shall  Europe's  tlirones  adorn, 
invjilanted  to  each  court,  in  times  to  come, 
7  smile  celestial  and  unfading  bloom, 
t«at  Austria's  sons  wiUi  fofler  lines  shall  grace, 
■d  smooth  the  frowns  of  Bourbon's  liaughty  race. 
K  iair  descendants  of  thy  sacred  bed, 
l^^v-tffincfaing  o'er  the  western  world  shall  spread, 
M  the  fam'd  Banian  tree,  whose  pliant  shoot 
>  lanlmard  bending  of  itself  takes  root. 
It.  like  their  mother  plant,  ten  thousand  stand 
nirdmt  arches  on  the  fertile  land ; 
f^TUJi  her  »hade  tlie  tawny  Indians  rove, 
f  hunt,  at  large,  through  the  wide  echoing  grove. 
0  thou,  to  whom  tlie^e  mournful  lines  1  svnd, 
jr  prunii&'d  husband,  and  my  dearest  friend  ; 
»»  Heaven  appoints  iliis  favour'd  race  to  reign, 
tdbluod  hasdrench'd  the  Scottish  fields  in  vain  ; 
•ttt  1  be  wretched,  and  tliy  flight  partake  ? 
f*ni  not  dwu,  for  tliy  lov'd  Chloe's  sake, 
r'd  out  at  length,  submit  to  fate's  decree  ? 
■«  to  Brunswick,  O  return  to  me ! 
•tt'ite  before  the  Victor's  mercy  bend : 
lut  spares  whole  thousands,  may  to  thee  extend. 
^•d  blinded  friends  thy  doubtful  conduct  blame, 
'«  Brunswick's  virtue  shall  secure  thy  fame : 
?  the>e  invite  thee  to  approach  his  throne, 
trfi  «>«n  the  monarch  Heaven  vouchsafes  to  own  : 
•  •orld,  convinc'd,  thy  reasons  will  approve ; 
jtltuto  them  ;  but  swear  to  mc  'twas  love. 


AN  ODE 

lirsCBieKD   TO   THX 

EJRL  OF  SUXDERLAND, 

AT     Wl!fD90K. 

Thoi'  Dome,  where  Edward  first  enroll'd 
Hi*  red-ciois  knights  and  barons  boldi 
Whote  vaoat  seats,  by  Virtue  bought, 
AT.bitioui  cmperon  have  sought : 


Where  Britain's  foremost  names  are  found. 
In  peace  beloved,  in  war  renown *d. 
Who  made  the  hostile  nations  moan. 
Or  brought  a  blessing  on  their  own : 

Once  more  a  son  of  Spencer  waits, 
A  name  familiar  to  thy  gates ; 
Sprung  from  the  chief  whose  prowess  galn'd 
The  Garter  while  tliy  founder  rcign'd, 
He  oflTcr'd  here  his  dinted  shield, 
The  dread  of  Gauls  in  Cressi's  field. 
Which,  in  thy  high-arch'd  temple  rais'd, 
For  four  long  centuries  luitli  blaz'd. 

These  seats  our  sires,  a  hardy  kind, 
To  the  fierce  sons  of  war  confin'd, 
Tlie  flower  of  chivalry,  who  drew 
With  sinew'd  arm  the  stubborn  yew : 
Or  with  heav'd  pole-ax  clear'd  the  field ; 
Or  who,  in  justs  and  tourneys  skill'd. 
Before  their  ladies'  eyes  renown'd. 
Threw  horse  and  horseman  to  the  ground. 

In  afler-times,  as  courts  refin'd, 
Our  patriots  in  die  list  were  join 'd. 
Not  only  Warwick  stain'd  with  blood. 
Or  Marlborough  near  the  Danube's  flood. 
Have  in  their  crimson  crosses  glow'd ; 
But,  on  just  lawgivers  bestow'd, 
These  emblems  Cecil  did  invest. 
And  gleam'd  on  wise  Godolphin's  breast. 

So  Greece,  ere  arts  began  to  rise, 
Fix'd  huge  Orion  in  tlie  skies. 
And  stern  Alcides,  fam'd  in  wars. 
Bespangled  with  a  thousand  stars ; 
Till  letter'd  Atlicns  round  the  Pole 
Made  gentler  constellations  roll ; 
In  the  blue  heavens  tlie  lyre  she  strung, 
And  near  the  Maid  tiic  Balance  *  hung. 

Then,  Spencer,  mount  amid  the  band, 
Where  knights  and  kiii;^s  promiscuous  stand. 
AVTiat  though  tlie  hero's  flame  rcpress'd 
Burns  cahuly  in  thy  generous  breast! 
Yet  who  more  dauntless  to  opix>se 
In  doubtful  days  our  home-bred  foes ! 
Who  rois'd  liis  country's  wealth  so  high. 
Or  view'd  ^itli  less  desiring  eye  ! 

^lie  sage,  who,  large  of  soul,  surveys 
The  globe,  and  all  its  empires  weighs. 
Watchful  the  various  climes  to  guide. 
Which  seas,  and  tongues,  and  faiths,  divide, 
A  nobler  name  in  Windsor's  shrine 
Sliall  leave,  if  right  tlie  Muse  divine, 
Tlian  sprung  of  old,  abhorr'd  and  vain. 
From  ravag'd  realms  imd  myriads  shiin. 

Why  praise  we,  protUgnl  of  fame, 
The  rage  that  sets  the  world  on  flame  ? 
My  guiltless  Muse  his  brow  siiall  bind 
Whose  godlike  l)ounty  spares  mankind. 
For  those,  whom  bloody  garlands  crown, 
The  brass  may  breathe,  tlie  mnrble  frown, 
To  liim  through  ever)-  rescue<l  land. 
Ten  tliousand  living  trophies  stand. 

*  Names  of  constellatioas. 
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JAMES  HAMMOND, 


J  AMIS  HAimoirDy  a  popular  elegiac  poet,  was  the 
second  son  of  Anthony  Hammond,  Esq.  of  Somer- 
sham  Place,  in  Huntingdonshire.  He  was  bom  in 
1710,  and  was  educated  in  Westminster  school, 
where  at  an  early  age  he  obtained  the  friendship  of 
serenl  persons  of  distinction,  among  whom  were 
Lords  Cobham,  Chesterfield,  and  Lyttleton.  He 
was  appointed  equerry  to  Frederic,  Prince  of 
Wales,  and  upon  his  interest  was  brought  into  par- 
liament  in  1741,  for  Thiro  in  Cornwall.  This  was 
nearly  the  last  stage  of  his  life,  for  he  died  in  June 
1743,  at  the  seat  of  Lord  Cobham,  at  Stowe.  An 
unfortunate  passion  for  a  young  lady.  Miss  Dash- 
wood,  who  waa  cold  to  his  addresses,  is  thought  to 
have  disordered  his  mind,  and  perhaps  oontiflbuted 
to  his  premature  death. 

Hammond  was  a  man  of  an  amiable  character, 
and  was  mudi  ngKUed    by  his  friends.       His 


u 


Love  Elegies*'  were  published  aoon  after  b 
death  by  Lord  Chesterfield,  and  have  ben  aewnl 
times  reprinted.  It  will  seem  eitraoidiiiarj  tin 
the  noble  editor  has  only  onoe  mentioned  die  vmt 
of  TibuUus,  and  has  asserted  that  Hammnnd,  as- 
cere  in  his  love,  as  in  his  friendship,  spoke  ot^  d> 
genuine  sentiments  of  his  heart,  when  ^terc  area 
many  obvious  imitations  of  the  Romaa  poet,  et«a 
so  far  as  the  adoption  of  his  names  of  Neen,  Cta. 
thia,  and  Delia.  It  must,  however,  be  adnov- 
ledged,  that  he  copies  with  the  hand  of  a  maae. 
and  that  his  imitations  are  generally  managed  vsfe 
a  grace  that  almost  conoeab  their  character.  Soli 
as  they  are,  in  fact,  poems  of  thia  das^  however 
skilfully  transposed,  we  shall  content  omsdves  «iA 
transcr^ung  one  which  introduces  the  name  c(  ba 
principal  patron  with  peculiarly  happy  eAct. 


ELEGY. 

He  imagines  himsdf  married  to  Dtiioj  of^  that, 
content  mtk  each  other,  theif  are  retired  into  the 
country, 

jLtwt  others  boast  their  heaps  of  shining  gold, 
And  view  their  fields,  with  waving  plenty  crowiiM, 
Whom  neighbouring  foes  in  constant  terrour  hold. 
And  trumpets  break  their  slumbers,  never  sound. 

While  calmly  poor  I  trifle  life  away, 
Enjoy  sweet  leisure  by  my  cheerful  fire. 
No  wanton  hope  my  quiet  shall  betray, 
But,  cheaply  blest,  I'U  scorn  each  vain  desire. 

With  timely  care  ill  sow  my  little  field. 
And  plant  my  orchard  with  its  master's  hand. 
Nor  blush  to  spread  the  hay,  the  hook  to  widd. 
Or  range  my  sheaves  along  the  sunny  land. 

If  late  at  dusk,  while  carelessly  I  roam, 
I  meet  a  strolling  kid,  or  bleating  lamb^ 
Under  my  arm  1*11  bring  the  wanderer  home, 
And  not  a  little  chide  its  thoughtless  dam. 


What  joy  to  hear  die  tempert  howl  in 
And  clasp  a  fearful  mistress  to  my  bn 
Or  lull*d  to  slumber  by  the  beating 
Secure  and  happy,  sink  at  last  to  ~ 

Or,  if  the  Sun  in  flaming  Leo  ridc^ 
By  shady  rivers  indolently  stray. 
And  ynik  my  Delia,  walking  side  by 
Hear  how  tiwy  murmur,  as  they  glide 


What  joy  to  wind  along  the  cool 
To  stop,  and  ^aze  on  Delia  as  1  so ! 
To  mingle  sweet  discourse  with  kisaes 
And  teach  my  lovely  scholar  all  I  know 


Hius  pleas*d  at  heart,  and  not  with 
In  silent  happiness  I  rest  unknown ; 
Content  with  what  I  am,  not  what  I 
I  live  for  Delia  and  myself  alone. 


Ah,  foolish  man,  who  thus  of  her  . 
Could  float  and  wander  with  ambition's  wind, 
And  if  his  outward  trappings  spoke  him  bleat. 
Not  heed  the  sickness  of  his  conadoua  mind ! 

With  her  I  scorn  the  idle  breath  of  ^ 
Nor  trust  to  happiness  that 's  not  tmt 
The  smile  of  fortune  nug^t  su^iicion 
^*ms  I  know  that  I  am  lov*d  akmc. 
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Siinbope,tD  wisdom  as  in  wit  diTine, 

Aftr  me,  ind  plead  Britannia**  glorious  cause, 

With  steadj  rein  his  eager  wit  confine. 

While  manly  sense  the  deep  attention  draws. 


Let  Stanhope  speak  his  listening  country*s  wrongs^ 
Ml  humble  voice  shall  please  one  partial  maid ; 
For  her  aJooe  I  pen  my  tender  song, 
Secuiclj  sitdng  in  his  friendly  shade. 

Anhope  shall  come,  and  grace  his  rural  friend, 
Ddia  iball  wonder  at  her  noble  guest, 
Vith  blushing  awe  the  riper  fruit  commend, 
ijid  ibr  her  husband's  patron  cull  the  best 

Hen  be  the  care  of  all  my  little  train, 
^'ie  i  with  tender  indolence  am  blest, 
Tlie  bvounte  subject  of  her  gentle  reign, 
By  lore  ak»e  distinguish*d  from  the  rest. 

For  her  Y\\  yoke  my  oxen  to  the  plough, 
la  gknny  foresto  tend  my  lonely  flock ; 
For  her  a  goatJierd  climb  the  mountain's  brow. 
And  deep  extended  on  the  naked  rock. 

Ah,  what  avails  to  press  the  stately  bed, 

Aod  far  fron  her  *midst  tasteless  grandeur  weep. 

By  marble  fountains  lay  the  pensive  head, 

^^  while  they  murmur,  strive  in  vain  to  sleep  ? 


Delia  alone  can  please,  and  never  tire. 
Exceed  the  paint  of  thought  in  true  delight ; 
With  her,  enjoyment  wakens  new  desire. 
And  equal  rapture  glows  tlrfbu^  every  night : 

Beauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend, 
To  diarm  the  fancy,  and  to  fix  the  mind ; 
In  her,  my  wife,  my  mistress,  and  my  friend, 
I  taste  the  joys  of  sense  and  reason  join'd. 

On  her  I'll  gase,  when  others  loves  are  o*er. 
And  dying  press  her  with  my  clay-cold  hand^ 
Thou  weep'st  already,  as  I  were  no  more,  • 
Nor  can  that  gentle  breast  the  thought  withstand.  ' 

Oh,  when  I  die,  my  latest  moments  spare, 
Nor  let  thy  grief  vrith  sharper  torments  kill. 
Wound  not  thy  cheeks,  nor  hurt  that  flovring  hair. 
Though  I  am  dead,  my  soul  shall  lore  thee  still : 

Oh,  quit  the  room,  oh,  ouit  the  deathful  bed, 
Or  thou  wilt  die,  so  tender  is  thy  heart ;. » 
Oh,  leave  me,  Delia,  ere  thou  see  me  dead, 
Tliese  weeping  friends  will  do  thy  mournful  part : 

Let  them,  extended  on  the  decent  bier, 
Convey  the  corse  in  melancholy  state, 
Hirough  all  the  village  spread  the  tender  tear, 
While  pitying  maids  our  wondrous  loves  relate. 


Y  4 


S2» 


WILLIAM  SOMERVILE. 


WiLtiAM  SoxiKTiLX,  an  agreeable  poet,  was 
bom  in  169S,  at  his  father's  seat  at  Edston,  in 
Warwiduhire.  .  He  was  educated  at  Winchester 
school,  whence  he  was  elected  to  New  College, 
Oxford*  His  political  attachments  were  to  the 
Whig  party,  as  appeared  from  his  praises  of  Mari- 
borougfa.  Stanhope,  and  Addison.  To  the  latter  of 
these  he  ^addressed  a  po^m,  in  which  there  is  the 
happy  collet  alluded  to  in  the  Spectator: 

^  When  panting  Virtue  Iter  last  efforts  made, 
"  You  brought  your  CUo  to  the  Virgin's  aid.'* 

*'  Clio"  was  known  to  be  the  mark  by  which  Ad^ 
dison  distinguisht^  his  pa^icrs  in  that  miscellany. 

Somervilc  inherited  a  considerable  patcnial 
estate,  on  which  he  principally  lived,  acting  as  a 
magistrate,  and  puifuiiig  witli  ardour  the  amuse- 
menti  of  a  sportsman,  varied  with  the  studies  of  a 
man  of  letters.  His  mode  of  living,  which  was 
hospitable,  and  addicted  to  conviviality,  threw  him 
into  pecuniary  embarrassments,  which  preyed  on 


his  mind,  and  plunged  faim  into  hiMi  iM 
shortened  his  life.  He  died  in  1748;  lad  fe 
friend  Shenstone,  with  much  feeling,  annoaom 
the  event  to  one  of  hu  correspondents.  Somenile 
passed  his  lift  in  celibacy,  and  made  over  tfar  re. 
version  of  his  estate  to  Lord  Somervile,  a  bnod 
of  the  same  family,  charged  with  a  jointnre  to  ba 
mother,  then  in  her  90th  year. 

As  a  poet,  he  is  chiefly  known  by  **  Ibe  Qase," 
a  piece  in  blank  verse,  which  maintaias  s  ^ 
rank  in  the  didactic  and  descriptive  dasMb  Bess 
composed  by  one  who  was  perfectly  oonnrsnt^ 
the  sports  which  are  its  subject,  and  enfaeftd  inD 
them  with  enthusiasm,  his  pictures  giesdj  sar^ 
the  draughts  of  the  same  kind  which  are  attenptei 
by  poets  by  professicm.  Another  piece  eoaaecici 
with  this  is  entitled  **  Field  Sports,*'  bat  onl;  de- 
scribes that  of  hawkmg.  In  hb  «*  Hobfaiool.  « 
Rural  Games,"  he  attempts  tbe  burtesqoe  ^ 
tolerable  sucoeas.  Of  his  other  pieces,  serioat  sd 
comic,  there  are  few  which  add  to  his  fimc; 


THE  CHASE. 

Book  L 

Argument. 
The  subject  proposed.  Address  to  his  royal  high- 
ness the  prince.  The  origin  of  hunting.  The 
rude  and  unpolished  manner  of  the  first  hunters. 
Beasts  at  first  hunted  for  food  and  sacrifice,  llic 
gnmt  made  by  God  &  man  of  the  beasts,  &c. 
The  regular  manner  of  hunting  first  brought 
into  this  island  by  the  Normans.  Tlie  best  hounds 
and  best  horses  bred  here.  The  advantage  of 
this  exercise  to  us,  as  islanders.  Address  to 
gentlemen  of  estates.  Situation  of  the  kennel 
and  its  several  courts.  The  diversion  and  em- 
ployment  of  hounds  in  the  kennel.  The  different 
aorts  of  hounds  for  each  different  chase.  Do- 
acription  of  a  perfect  hound.  Of  sizing  and  sort- 
ing of  hounds ;  the  middle-aied  hound  recom- 
mended.  Of  the  large  deep-mouthed  hound  for 
hunting  the  stag  and  otter.  Of  the  lime-hound ; 
their  use  on  the  borders  of  England  and  Scotland. 
A  physical  account  of  scents.  Of  .good  and 
bad  scenting  days.  A  short  admonition  to  my 
brethren  of  the  couples* 


L  Bs  Chase  I  sing,  bounds,  and  their  various  bnn 
And  no  less  various  use.     O  thou,  great  princt ' 
Whom  Cambria's  towering  hills  proclaim  their  lonLJ 
Ddgn  thou  to  hear  my  bold,  instructive  song. 
While  grateful  citizens  with  pompous  show. 
Rear  the  triumphal  arch,  rich  with  th'  expkuts 
Of  thy  illuWious  house ;  while  virgins  pave 
Thy  way  with  ^wers,  and,  as  the  royal  youth 
Passing  they  view,  admire  and  sigh  in  vain ; 
While  crowded  theatres,  too  fondly  |woud 
Of  their  exotic  minstrels  and  shrill  pipes. 
The  price  of  manhood,  hail  thee  with  a  song. 
And  airs  soft-warbling ;  my  boarae-aounding  ban 
Invites  thee  to  the  Cluse,  the  qiort  of  kings ; 
Image  of  war,  without  its  guilt.     The  Muse 
Aloft  on  wing  shaU  soar,  conduct  with  caic 
Thy  foaming  courser  o'er  the  stecpy  rodk:. 
Or  on  the  river  bank  receive  thee  safe. 
Light-bounding  o'er  the  wave,  from  shore  to  shsr^ 
Be  thou  our  great  protector,  gracious  youth ! 
And  if,  in  future  times,  some  envious  princci. 
Careless  of  right,  and  guileful,  should  inv«de 
Thy  Britain's  commerce,  or  should  strive  in  vain 
To  wrest  the  balance  from  tliy  equal  hand  ; 
'Hiy  hunter-train,  in  cheerful  green  array *d, 
(A  band  undaunted,  and  inur'd  to  toils) 
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bll  oompaM  tlwe  around,  di«  at  thy  feet, 
Ir  hew  tfay  panage  through  tb'  embattled  foe, 
M  dear  thy  way  to  fame :  iiiq»ir*d  by  thee 
lie  DoMcr  dtase  of  glory  shall  pursue 
bough  fire,  and  smoke,  and  blood,  and  fields  of 
death. 

Nature,  in  her  productions  slow,  aspires 
If  just  degrees  to  reach  perfection's  height : 
0  admie  Art  works  leisurely,  till  Time 
mpnn  the  piece,  or  wise  Experience  give 
^  proper  finishing.     \Vhen  Nimrod  bold, 
lat  mighty  hunter,  first  made  war  on  beasts, 
Lad  stiin*d  the  woodland-green  with  purple  dye, 
iev,and  unpolish*d  was  the  huntsman's  art ; 
'o  stated  rule,  his  wanton  will  his  guide. 
Hdi  clubs  and  stones,  rude  implements  of  war, 
'«  ann'd  his  savage  bands,  a  multitude 
ntrun'd ;  of  twining  osiers  form*d,  they  pitch 
beir  artless  toils,  then  range  the  desert  hills, 
od  scour  the  plains  below ;  the  trembling  herd 
ait  at  th'  unusual  sound,  and  clamorous  shout 
Dheard  before ;  surpris*d,  alas !  to  find 
iao  now  their  foe,  whom  erst  they  deem'd  their  lord, 
at  mild  and  gentle,  and  by  whom  as  yet 
turc  they  gna*dL     Death  stretches  o'er  the  plain 
ide-wasdng,  and  grim  slaughter  red  with  blood : 
rfd  on  by  hunger  keen,  th^  wound,  they  kill, 
^  hge  licentious  knows  no  bound ;  at  last, 
ncumbcr'd  with  their  spoils,  joyful  they  bear 
poo  their  shmilders  broad  the  bleeding  prey. 
R  OD  their  altars  smoke  a  sacrifice 
B  that  all-gracious  Power,  whose  bounteous  hand 
in>orts  his  wide  creation ;  what  remains 
B  Hiring  coals  they  broil,  inel^ant 
ftaste,  nor  skill'd  as  yet  in  nicer  arts 
f  pamper'd  luxury.     Devotion  pure, 
■d  strong  necessity,  thus  first  b^an 
b  diascof  beasts :  though  bloody  was  the  deed, 
et  without  guilL     For  the  green  herb  alone 
aequal  lo  sustain  man's  labouring  race, 
•»  efexy  moring  thing  that  liv'd  on  Earth 
^ai  panted  him  for  food.  •     So  just  is  Heaven, 
ft  pre  tts  in  prc^KMlion  to  our  wants. 
Or  chance  or  industry  in  after-time 
■»  few  improfements  made,  but  short  as  yet 
f  <h»e  perfectkm.     In  this  ide  remote 
«  punted  ancestors  were  slow  to  learn, 
banns  devote,  of  the  politer  arts 
f  <^rd  nor  studious ;  till  from  Neustria's  coasts 
ictonous  William,  to  more  decent  rules 
x^u'd  our  Saxon  fathers,  taught  to  speak 
be  proper  dialect,  with  horn  and  voice 
0  cheer  the  ba^  hound,  whose  well-known  cry 
us  listening  peers  approve  with  joint  acclaim. 
'^  hhn  succesnve  huntsmen  learn'd  to  join 
i  bloody  aodal  leagues,  the  multitude 
Kt{ttn*d ;  to  size,  to  sort  their  various  tribes ; 
^^t  feed,  hunt,  and  discipline  the  pack. 

Hail,  happy  Britain !  highly  favour'd  isle, 
M  Hesren's  peculiar  care  1     To  thee  'tis  given 
'o  tnin  the  sprightly  steed,  more  fleet  than  those 
ttgoc  hy  winds,  or  the  celestial  breed 
W  borethe great  Pelides  through  the  press 
^  |>e>ocs  aroa'd,  and  broke  their  crowded  ranks ; 
(lacfa,  proudly  neighing,  with  the  Sun  begins 
!"Bful  his  course ;  and  ere  his  beams  decline^ 
UK  mcasur'd  half  thy  surface  unfatigued. 
B  thre  alone,  fiur  land  of  Uberty ! 

*  Gen.  chap.  ix.  ver.  3. 


Is  bred  the  perfect  Iiound,  in  scent  and  speed 
As  yet  unfivaird,  while  in  other  climes 
Thdr  rirtue  fails,  a  weak  degenerate  race. 
In  vain  malignant  steams  and  winter  fogs 
Load  tlie  dull  air,  and  hover  round  our  ooostSy 
The  huntsman  ever  gay,  robust,  and  bold. 
Defies  the  noxious  vapour,  and  confides 
In  this  delightful  exercise,  to  raise 
His  drooping  herd,  and  cheer  his  heart  with  joy. 

Ye  vigorous  youths,  by  smiling  Fortune  blest 
With  large  demesnes,  liereditary  wealth, 
Heap'd  copious  by  your  wise  forefathers'  care. 
Hear  and  attend !  wliile  I  the  means  reveal 
T'  enjoy  those  pleasures,  for  the  weak  too  strong. 
Too  costly  for  the  poor :  To  rein  the  steed 
Swift  stretching  o'er  the  plain,  to  cheer  the  pack 
Opening  in  consorts  of  harmonious  joy. 
But  breathing  death.  What  though  the  gripe  severe 
Of  brazen-fisted  Time,  and  slow  disease 
Creeping  through  every  vein,  and  nerve  unstrung. 
AflSict  my  shatter'd  frame,  undaunted  still, 
Fix'd  as  a  mountain  ash,  that  braves  the  bolts 
Of  angry  Jove ;  though  blasted,  yet  unfallen ; 
Still  can  my  soul  in  Fancy's  mirrour  view 
Deeds  glorious  once,  recall  the  joyous  scene 
In  all  its  splendours  deck'd,  o'er  the  full  bowl 
Recount  my  triumi||u  past,  urge  others  on 
With  hand  and  voice,  and  point  the  winding  way : 
Pleas'd  with  that  social  sweet  garrulity. 
The  poor  disbanded  veteran's  sole  delight. 

First  let  the  kennel  be  the  huntsman's  care. 
Upon  some  little  eminence  erect. 
And  fronting  to  the  ruddy  dawn  ;  its  courts 
On  either  hand  wide  opening  to  receive 
The  Sun's  all-cheering  beams,  when  mild  he  shines, 
And  gilds  the  mountain  tops.     For  much  the  pack 
(Rous'd  from  their  dark  alcoves)  delight  to  stretch 
And  bask  in  his  invigorating  ray : 
Warn'd  by  the  streaming  light  and  merry  lark. 
Forth  rush  the  jolly  clan ;  with  tuneful  throats 
They  carol  loud,  and  in  grand  chorus  join'd 
Salute  the  new-born  day.     For  not  alone 
The  vegetable  world,  but  men  and  brutes 
Own  his  reviving  influence,  and  joy 
At  his  approach.     Fountain  of  light !  if  chance 
Some  envious  cloud  veil  thy  refulgent  brow. 
In  vain  the  Muses'  aid ;  untoucb'd,  unstrung. 
Lies  my  mute  harp,  and  thy  desponding  bard 
Sits  darkly  musing  o'er  th*  unfinisli'd  lay. 

Let  no  Corinthian  pillars  prop  the  dome, 
A  vain  expense,  on  charitable  deeds 
Better  dispos'd,  to  clothe  the  tatter'd  wretch. 
Who  shrinks  beneath  the  blast,  to  feed  the  poor, 
Pinch'd  with  afllictive  want.     For  use,  not  state, 
Gracefully  plain,  let  each  apartment  rise. 
O'er  all  let  cleanliness  preside,  no  scraps 
Bestrew  the  pavement,  and  no  half-pick'd  bones 
To  kindle  fierce  debate,  or  to  disgust 
That  nicer  sense,  on  which  the  sportsman's  hope, 
And  all  his  future  triumphs,  must  depend. 
Soon  as  the  growling  pack  with  eager  joy 
Have  lapp'd  their  smoking  viands,  morn  or  eve. 
From  tbie  full  cistern  lead  the  ductile  streams, 
To  wash  thy  court  well  pav'd,  nor  spare  thy  pains. 
For  much  to  healtli  will  cleanliness  avail. 
Seek'st  thou  for  hounds  to  climb  the  rocky  steep. 
And  brush  th'  entangled  covert,  whose  nice  scent 
O'er  greasy  fallows  and  frequented  roads 
Can  pick  the  dubious  way  ?  Bam'sh  far  off 
Each  noisome  stench,  let  no  otfenstve  smell 
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Invade  thy  wide  eDdoture,  but  admit 
The  nitrous  air  and  puriiying  breeie. 

Water  and  shade  no  leas  demand  thy  care : 
In  a  large  square  th'  adjacent  field  enclose. 
There  plant  in  equal  ranks  the  spreading  elm, 
Or  fragrant  lime ;  most  happy  thy  design. 
If  at  the  bottom  of  thy  spacious  court, 
A  large  canal,  fed  by  the  crystal  brook, 
FVom  its  transparent  bosom  shall  reflect 
Downward  thy  structure  and  inverted  grove. 
Here  when  the  Sun's' too  potent  gleams  annoy 
The  crowded  kennel,  and  the  drooping  pack. 
Restless,  and  faint,  loll  their  unmoisten*d  tongues, 
And  drop  their  feeble  tails,  to  cooler  shades 
Lead  forth  the  panting  tribe ;  soon  ahalt  thou  find 
The  cordial  breeze  their  fainting  hearts  revive : 
Tumultuous  soon  they  plunge  into  the  stream, 
Hiere  lave  their  reeking  sidra,  with  greedy  joy 
Gulp  down  the  flying  wave,  this  way  and  that 
Fh>m  shore  to  shore  they  swim,  while  clamour  loud 
And  wild  uproar  torments  the  troubled  flood : 
Then  on  the  sunny  bank  they  roll  and  stretch 
Their  dripping  limbs,  or  else  in  wanton  rings 
Coursing  around,  pursuing  and  pursued. 
The  merry  multitude  disporting  play. 

But  here  with  watchful  and  observant  eye. 
Attend  their  frolics,  which  too  often  end 
In  bloody  broils  and  death.     High  o'er  thy  head 
Wave  thy  resounding  whip,  and  with  a  voice 
Fierce-menacing  o*emile  the  stem  debate. 
And  quench  their  kindling  rage ;  for  oft  in  i^Kirt 
Begun,  combat  ensues,  growling  they  snarl. 
Then  on  their  haunches  rear*d,  rampant  they  seise 
Each  other's  throats,  with  teeth  and  claws  in  gore 
Besmear'd,  they  wound,  they  tear,  till  on  the  ground. 
Panting,  half  dead  the  conquer'd  champion  lies : 
Then  sudden  all  the  base  ignoble  crowd 
Loud^lamouring  seize  the  helpless  worried  wretch, 
And,  thirsting  for  his  blood,  drag  different  ways 
His  mangled  carcass  on  th'  ensanguin'd  plain. 
O  breasts  of  pity  void  !  t*  oppress  the  weak. 
To  point  your  vengeance  at  the  friendless  head, 
And  with  one  mutual  cry  insult  the  fall'n  ! 
Emblem  too  just  of  man's  degenerate  race. 

Others  apart,  by  native  instinct  led, 
Knowing  instructor-!  'mong  the  ranker  grass 
Cull  each  salubrious  plant,  with  bitter  juice 
Cencoctive  stor'd,  and  potent  to  allay 
Each  vicious  fermenL     Tlius  the  himd  divine 
Of  Providence,  beneficent  and  kind 
To  all  his  creatures,  for  the  brutes  prescribes 
A  ready  remedy,  and  is  himself 
Their  great  physician.     Now  grown  stiff  with  age. 
And  many  a  painful  chase,  the  wise  old  houndf 
Regardless  of  the  frolic  pack,  attends 
His  master's  side,  or  slumben  at  his  ease 
Beneath  the  bending  shade ;  there  many  a  ring 
Runs  o'er  in  dreams ;  now  on  the  doubtful  foil 
Puzzles  perplez'd,  or  doubles  intricate 
Cautious  unfolds,  then,  wing'd  with  all  his  speed. 
Bounds  o'er  the  lawn  to  seize  his  panting  prey, 
And  in  Imperfect  whimperings  speaks  hb  joy. 

A  different  hound  for  every  different  chase 
Select  with  judgment ;  nor  the  timorous  hare 
O'ermatch'd  destroy,  but  leave  that  vile  offence 
To  the  mean,  murderous,  coursing  crew ;  intent 
On  blood  and  spoil.      O  blast  their  hopes^  just 

Heaven! 
And  all  their  paii^fiil  drudgeries  repay 
With  disappointment  and  severe  remorsi^ 


But  huriMDd  thou  thy  pleaaurcs,  and  gnt  nope 
Toallhersubtieplay:  by  Nature  led 
A  thousand  sfaifls  she  tries  ;  t*  unimvcl  these 
Hi*  industrious  beagle  tvrists  his  waving  tul, 
Hirough  all  her  labyrinths  pursues,  and  rii^ 
Her  doleful  knelL      See  there  with  cooBtensBS 

bUthe^ 
And  with  a  courtly  grin,  the  &wning  faoond 
Salutes  thee  cowering,  his  wide  c»pening  nose 
Upward  he  curls,  and  his  large  aloe-black  eyes 
Melt  in  soft  blandishments  'and  humble  joy; 
His  glosqr  skin,  or  yellow-pied,  or  blue. 
In  lights  or  shades  l^  Nature's  pencil  drawn. 
Reflects  the  various  tints ;  his  cars  and  legs 
Fleckt  here  and  there,  in  gay  enamdl'd  pnde, 
Rival  the  fq)eckled  pard  ;  his  rush-grown  tsil 
O'er  his  broad  back  bends  in  an  ample  aidb; 
On  shoulders  clean,  upright  and  firm  be  stsads; 
His  round  cat  foot,  strait  hams,  and  'midtspnti 

tiiighs. 
And  his  low-dropping  diest,  confess  bis  ^leed, 
His  strength,  his  wind,  or  on  the  steepy  hill, 
I  Or  &r-eztended  plain ;  in  every  part 
So  well  proportion'd,  that  the  nicer  skill 
Of  Phidias  himself  can't  blame  thy  choice. 
Of  such  compose  thy  pack.     But  here 
Observe,  nor  the  large  hound  prefer,  of ; 
Gigantic ;  he  in  the  thick-woven  covert 
Painfully  tugs,  or  in  the  thorny  brake 
Tom  and  embanass'd  bleeds :  But  if  too 
Hie  pigmy  brood  in  every  furrow  swims  ; 
Moil'd  in  the  clogging  clay,  panting  they  lag 
Behind  inglorious ;  or  else  shivering  creep 
Benumb'd  and  faint  beneath  the  dbeltering  than. 
For  hounds  of  middle  size,  active  and  stm^ 
Will  better  answer  all  thy  various  ends. 
And  crown  thy  pleasing  laboure  with  auooessk 
As  some  brave  captain,  curious  and  exact. 
By  his  fix'd  standard  forms  in  equal  ranks 
His  gay  battalion,  as  one  man  they  move 
Step  after  step,  their  size  the  same,  their  anna. 
Far-gleaming,  dart  the  same  united  Uaar : 
Reviewing  generals  his  merit  ovm  ; 
How  regular !  how  just !    And  all  his  cares 
Are  well  repaid,  if  mighty  George  approve. 
So  model  thou  thy  pack,  if  honour  Unuh 
Tliy  generous  soul,  and  tiie  world's  just  appiause. 
But  above  all  take  heed,  nor  mix  thy  boonda 
Of  different  kinds ;  discordant  sounds  shall  gndbe 
Thy  ears  offended,  and  a  lagging  line 
Of  babbling  curs  disgrace  thy  broken  pack. 
But  if  the  amphibious  otter  be  thy  duoe. 
Or  stately  stag,  that  o'er  the  woodland  reigns  ; 
Or  if  the  harmom'ous  thunder  of  tiw  fidd 
Deh'ght  thy  ravish'd  ears ;  the  de^fkw'dbosiad 
Bre^  up  with  care,  strong,  heavy,  slow,  bm  sere 
Whose  ears  down-hanging  from  &  tiiick  round  ha 
Shall  sweep  the  morning  dew,  whoae  clanging  vci 
Awake  the  mountain  Echo  in  her  cell. 
And  shake  the  forests :  The  bold  Tslbot  kinri 
Of  these  the  prime ;  as  white  as  Alpine  snows ; 
And  great  their  use  of  old.     Upon  the  banks       | 
Of  TWeed,  slow  vrinding  ifarou^  the  vale,  tbe  «c^ 
Of  war  and  rapine  once,  ere  Britons  knew 
Hie  sweets  of  peace,  or  Anna's  dread  commandi 
To  lasting  leagues  the  haughty  rivals  aw'd,  ' 

There  dwelt  a  pilfering  race ;  well  train'd  and  ski^ 
In  all  the  mysteries  of  theft,  the  spoil  ' 

Their  only  substance,  feuds  and  vrar  their  spnrr 
Not  more  expert  in  every  fraudful  art 
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n»  nth  ftkm  •  WM  of  oia,  who  liy  the  tail 

)rew  bick  faa  iowiqg  prise :  m  vein  hie  wiles, 

A  Tib  the  shelter  of  the  ooreriiig  rock, 

n  vain  the  looty  doud,  and  ruddy  flemes 

Fhat  'mntd  from  fab  mooth ;  for  wooa  he  paid 

%  ibifeit  life :  a  debt  how  justly  due 

fo  wrong'd  Alddes,  and  avenging  Heaven ! 

r'ol'd  in  the  shades  of  night  tlxy  ford  the  stream, 

Hn  prowling  far  and  near,  wiMte'er  they  seise 

Smobdcs  their  prey :  nor  flocks  nor  herds  are  safe, 

*iar  stalls  protect  the  steer,  nor  strong-harr'd  doors 

ienire  the  favourite  hone.     Soon  as  the  mom 

Imab  his  wrongs,  with  ghastly  visage  wan 

"he  plunder'd  owner  stands,  and  from  his  lipa 

i  thottsand  thronging  curses  burst  their  way : 

Ic  calls  his  stout  allies,  and  in  a  line 

Ui  fiutfafttl  hound  he  leads,  then  with  a  voice 

hit  utters  loud  his  rsge,  attentive  cheers : 

BOD  the  aaf(acious  brute,  his  curling  tail 

loarish'd  in  air,  low  bending  plies  around 

lis  bu^  nose,  the  steaming  vapour  snufis 

iquisitiTe,  nor  leaves  one  turf  untried, 

Dl,  conscious  of  the  recent  stains,  his  heart 

can  quick ;  his  snuflling  nose,  his  active  tafl, 

ttert  his  joy ;  then  vriUi  deep  opening  mouth, 

hat  makes  the  welkin  tremble,  he  proclaims 

b'  audadoos  felon  ;  foot  by  foot  he  marks 

Ik  winding  way,  while  all  the  listening  crowd 

pplaud  his  reesoninn.     O'er  the  watery  ford, 

^  wody  heaths,  and  stony  barren  hills, 

^«r  besten  paths,  with  men  and  beasts  distain'd, 

nemng  be  pursues ;  till  at  the  cot 

friVd,  sad  seising  by  his  guilty  throat 

ha  caitifTvik,  redeems  the  captive  prey : 

I  eujttisitely  delicate  his  sense ! 

SmiVl  Bome  more  curious  sportsman  here  inquire 

'brace  this  sagacity,  this  wondrous  power 

f  tradng,  step  by  step,  or  man  or  brute  ? 

1^  guide  invisible  points  out  their  way 

I'cr  the  dank  marsh,  bleak  hill,  and  sandy  plain  ? 

be  coorteoos  Muse  shall  the  dark  cause  reveaL 

be  Mood  that  from  the  heart  incessant  rolls 

imany  s  crimson  tide,  then  here  and  there 

I  smaller  rills  disparted,  aa  it  flows 

KfKird,  the  serous  particles  evade 

bnmgfa  th'  open  pores,  and  with  the  ambient  air 

stungling  mix.     As  fuming  vapours  rise, 

Bd  hiag  upon  the  gently  purling  brook, 

here  bv  th'  incumbent  atmosphere  oompress*d : 

he  panting  Chase  grows  warmer  as  he  flies, 

nd  through  the  net-work  of  the  skin  perspires ; 

esTcs  a  bng-streaming  trail  behind,  which  by 

ht  cooIkt  air  oondens'd,  remains,  unless 

i  some  rode  storm  dispers'd,  or  rarified 

^  the  meridian  Sun's  intenser  heat. 

oerrcry  shrub  the  warm  effluvia  clings 

Usg  00  the  grsas,  impregnate  earth  and  skiesp 

^  nostrils  opening  wide,  o'er  hill,  o'er  dale 

VrTigorous  bounds  pursue,  with  every  breath 

■Me  the  gratcAil  steam,  quick  pleasures  sting 

Wrtingluig  nerves^  wfaQe  they  their  thanks  repay, 

ind  m  trius^faant  melody  confess 

IhetkiUatingjoy.     Thus  OH  the  air 

Wpend  tiw  hunter's  hopes.     When  ruddy  streaks 

U  en  fixcbode  a  blnslaing  stormy  day, 

^  lowering  deuda  blacken  the  mountain's  brow, 

Vhen  napping  frosts,  and  the  keen  biting  bbsts 

V  the  ^  pardmig  cast,  menace  the  trees 


*  Cacus,  Vac.  jEn,  Hb.  viii. 


With  tender  bloasoms  teeming,  kindly  spare 
Thy  sleeping  pack,  in  their  warm  beds  of  straw 
Low-sinking  at  their  ease ;  listless  they  shrink 
Into  some  dark  recess,  nor  hear  thy  voice 
Hiough  oft  invok'd ;  or  haply  if  thy  call 
Rouse  up  the  slumbering  tribe,  with  heavy  eyes 
Glaz'd,  lifeless,  dull,  downward  they  drop  tbeur  tails 
Inverted ;  high  on  their  bent  backs  erect 
Their  pointed  bristles  stare,  or  'mong  the  tufb 
Of  ranker  weeds,  each  stomach-healing  plant 
Curious  they  crop,  sick,  spiritless,  forlorn. 
Hiese  inauspicious  days,  on  other  cares 
Employ  thy  precious  hours ;  th*  improring  friend 
With  open  arms  embrace,  and  from  his  lips 
Glean  science,  season'd  with  good^natur'd  wit. 
But  if  the  inclement  skies  and  angry  Jove 
Forbid  the  pleasing  intercourse,  thy  books 
Invite  thy  ready  hand,  each  sacred  page 
Rich  wiUi  the  wise  remarks  of  heroies  old. 
Converse  &miliarwith  th*  illustrious  desd; 
With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Rome, 
Enlarge  thy  free-born  heart,  and  bless  kind  Heaven, 
That  Britain  yet  enjoys  dear  Liberty, 
That  balm  of  life,  that  sweetest  blessing,  cheap 
Though  purchas'd  with  our  blood.      Well-bred, 

polite. 
Credit  thy  calling.     See !  how  mean,  how  low. 
The  bookless  sauntering  youth,  proud  of  the  skut 
That  dignifies  his  cap,  his  flourish'd  belt. 
And  rusty  couples  gingling  by  his  side. 
Be  thou  of  other  mould ;  and  know  that  such^ 
Transporting  pleasures  were  by  Heaven  ordain'd 
Wisdom's  relief,  and  Virtue's  great  reward. 


Book  II. 

Argument. 

Of  ihe  power  of  instinct  in  brutes.*  Two  remark- 
able i>ft^n<»<^  in  the  hunting  of  the  roe-buck,  and 
in  <the  hare  going  to  seat  in  the  morning.  Of 
the  variety  of  seats  or  forms  of  the  hare,  accord- 
ing to  the  change  of  the  season,  weather,  or  wind. 
Description  of  the  hare-hunting  in  all  its  parts, 
interspersed  with  rules  to  be  observed  by  those 
who  follow  that  chase.  Transition  to  the  Asiatic 
way  of  hunting,  particularly  the  magnificent 
manner  of  the  Great  Mogul,  and  other  Tartarian 
princes,  taken  from  Monsieur  Bernier,  and  the 
history  of  Gengiscan  the  Great.  Concludes  with 
a  short  reproof  of  tyrants  and  oppressors  of 
mankind. 

• 
Noa  will  it  leas  delight  th'  attentive  sage 
T*  observe  that  Instinct,  which  unerring  guides 
The  brutal  race,  which  mimics  reason's  lore,  [swift 
And  oft  transcends :  Heaven-taught,  the  roe-buck 
Loiters  at  ease  before  the  driring  pack 
And  mocks  their  vain  pursuit ;  nor  far  he  fUes, 
But  checks  his  ardour,  till  the  steaming^nt 
Hiat  freshens  on  the  blade  provokes  their  rage. 
Urg'd  to  their  speed,  his  weak  deluded  foes 
Soon  flag  fatigued ;  strain'd  to  excess  each  nerve, 
Each  slacken'd  sinew  fails ;  they  pant»  they  foam  ; 
Then  o'er  the  lawn  he  bounds,  o'er  the  high  hills 
Stretches  secure,  and  leaves  the  scatter'd  crowd 

I  To  puule  in  the  distant  vale  below. 
*Tb  Instinct  that  directo  the  jealous  hare 
To  chuae  her  soft  abode.     With  step  revers'd 
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She  tonoM  the  doubling  nute ;  then,  ere  the  mora 
Peeps  through  the  clouds,  leaps  to  her  close  recess. 

As  wandering  shepherds  on  th*  Arabian  plains 
No  settled  residence  obsenre,  but  shift 
Their  moving  camp,  now,  on  some  cooler  hill 
With  cedars  crown*d,  court  the  refreshing  breese ; 
And  then,  below,  where  trickling  streams  distil 
Tram  some  penurious  source,  their  thirst  allay. 
And  feed  their  fainting  flocks :  so  the  wise  hares 
Oft  quit  their  seats,  lest  some  more  curious  eye 
Should  mark  their  haunts,  and  by  dark  treacherous 

wiles 
Plot  their  destruction ;  or  perchance  in  hopes 
Of  plenteous  forage,  near  the  ranker  mead. 
Or  matted  blade,  wary  and  close  they  sit. 
When  spring  shines  forth,  season  of  love  and  joy. 
In  the  moist  marsh,  'mong  beds  of  rushes  hid. 
They  cool  their  boiling  blood.     When  summer  suns 
Bake  the  cleft  earth,  to  thick  wide-waring  fields 
Of  com  full-grown,  they  lead  their  helpless  young : 
But  m-hen  autumnal  torrents  and  fierce  rains 
Deluge  the  vale,  in  the  dry  crumbling  bank 
Their  forms  they  delve,  and  cautiously  avoid 
The  dripping  covert :  yet  when  winter's  cold 
llieir  limbs  benumbs,  thither  with  speed  retum'd 
In  the  long  grass  they  skulk,  qr  shrinking  creep 
Among  the  wither*d  leaves,  thus  changing  still, 
As  fancy  prompts  them,  or  as  food  inrites. 
But  every  season  carefully  observ*d,        * 
Til*  inconstant  winds,  the  fickle  element, 
riie  wise  experienc'd  huntsman  soon  may  find 
His  subtle,  various  game,  nor  waste  in  vain 
His  tedious  hours,  till  his  impatient  hounds. 
With  disappointment  vez'd,  each  springing  lark 
Babbling  pursue,  far  scatter*d  o*er  the  fields. 

Now  golden  Autumn  from  her  open  lap 
Her  fragrant  bounties  showers ;  the  fields  are  shorn ; 
Inwardly  smiling,  the  proud  farmer  riews 
The  rising  pyramids  that  grace  his  yard. 
And  counts  his  large  increase ;  his  bams  are  stor'd. 
And  groaning  staddles  bend  beneath  their  load. 
All  now  is  free  as  air,  and  the  gay  pack 
In  the  rough  bristly  stubbles  range  unblam'd ; 
No  widow's  tears  o'erflow,  no  secret  curse 
Swells  in  the  farmer's  breast,  which  his  pale  lips 
Trembling  conceal,  by  his  fierce  landlord  aw'd : 
But  courteous  now  he  levels  every  fence. 
Joins  in  the  common  cry,  and  halloos  loud, 
Charm'd  with  the  rattling  thunder  of  the  field. 
Oh  bear  me,  some  kind  power  inrisible ! 
To  that  extended  lawn,  where  the  gay  court 
View  the  swifl  racers,  stretching  to  the  goal ; 
Games  more  renown'd,  and  a  far  nobler  train. 
Than  proud  Elean  fields  could  bdltst  of  old. 
Oh  !  were  a  Thcban  lyre  not  wanting  here. 
And  Pindar's  voice,  to  do  their  merit  right ! 
Or  to  those  spacious  plains,  where  the  strain'd  eye, 
In  the  wide  prospect  lost,  beholds  at  last 
Sarum's  proud  spire,  that  o'er  the  hills  ascenda. 
And  pierces  through  the  clouds.     Or  to  thy  downs, 
Fair  CotswOld,  where  the  well-breath'd  beagle  climbs 
With  matchless  speed  thy  green  aspiring  brow. 
And  leaves  the  lagging  multitude  behind. 

Hail,  gentle  Dawn !  mild  blushing  goddess,  hail ! 
Rejoic'd  I  see  thy  purple  mantle  spread 
O'er  half  the  skies,  gems  pave  thy  radiant  way. 
And  orient  pearls  from  every  shrub  depend. 
Farewtdl,  Cleora ;  here  deep  mink  in  down 
Slumber  secure,  with  happy  dreams  amus'd. 
Till  grateful  steams  shall  tempt  thee  to  r* 


Thy  early  meal,  or  thy  oflicioos  maid^ 
The  toilet  plac'd,  shall  urge  thee  to  pekono 
Th'  important  work.     Me  other  joys  inritc, 
TTie  horn  sonorovs  calls,  the  pack  awak'd 
Their  mattins  chaunt,  nor  broMok  my  long  dday. 
My  courser  hears  tlieir  voice ;  see  there,  with 
And  tail  erect,  neighing  be  paws  the  graiuid ; 
Fierce  rapture  kindles  in  his  reddening  eyes, 
And  boils  in  every  vein.     As  oqrtive  boy% 
Cow'd  by  the  ruling  rod  and  haughty  frawm 
Of  pedagogues  severe,  firom  tlieir  hani  tasks 
If  once  dismiss'd,  no  limits  can  contain 
The  tumult  rais'd  witliin  their  little  breasts. 
But  give  a  loose  to  all  tlieir  frolic  play ; 
So  from  their  kennel  rush  the  joyous  pack ; 
A  thousand  wanton  gaieties  express 
Tlieir  inward  ecstasy,  tlieir  pleasing  sport 
Once  more  indulged,  and  liberty  re&sor'd. 
The  rising  Sun,  that  o'er  tli'  iioeuon  peeps. 
As  many  colours  from  their  glossy  skins 
Beaming  refiects,  as  paint  the  various  bow 
When  April  shovrcrs  descend.     Delightful  sotat*. 
\Vliere  all  around  is  gay,  men,  horses,  dogi| 
And  in  tech  smiling  countenance  appears 
Fresh  blooming  health,  and  univer»l  joy. 

Huntsman,  lead  on !  behind  the  clustering  ped 
Submiss  attend,  hear  with  respect  thy  whip 
Loud-clanging,  and  tiiy  harsher  voice  obey : 
Spare  not  the  straggling  cur  that  «'iklly  roves ; 
But  Ipt  thy  brisk  assi&unt  on  his  ba^ 
Imprint  thy  just  resentments ;  let  each  ladi 
Bite  to  the  quick,  till  howling  he  reture. 
And  whining  creep  amid  the  trembling  crowd. 

Here  on  tliis  vt^rdant  spot,  where  Nature  kind    i 
With  double  blessings  crowns  the  farmer's  hopes ; 
Where  flowers  autumnal  firing,  a>id  the  rvik  wad 
AflTords  the  wandering  hares  a  rich  repast ; 
Throw  off  thy  ready  ^udc.   See,  where  they  spccsd, 
And  range  around,  and  dash  the  glittering  de«. 
If  some  staunch  hound,  with  his  authentic  voice, 
Avow  the  recent  trail,  the  justling  tntm 
Attend  his  call,  then  with  one  mutual  cry 
The  welcome  news  confirm,  and  echoing  hills 
Repeat  the  pleasing  tale.     See  how  tfacy  thresd 
The  brakes,  and  up  yon  furrow  drive  aloag ! 
But  quick  they  back  recoil,  and  wisely  check 
Their,  eager  hasten  then  o'er  the  fallow'd  grauad 
How  leisurely  they  work,  and  many  a  pause 
Th'  harmonious  concert  breaks ;  tiU  mote  assnr'^ 
With  joy  redoubled  the  low  valleys  ring. 
What  artful  labyrinths  perplex  their  way  ! 
Ah  !  there  she  lies ;  how  close :  she  pants,  she  doobl 
If  now  she  lives ;  die  trembles  as  die  aits. 
With  horrour  seix'd.     The  wither'd  grass  that  cbog 
Around  her  head,  of  the  same  russet  huc^  I 

Almost  deceiv'd  my  sight,  had  not  her  eyt» 
Witli  life  fulUbeaming  her  vain  wiles  bctray'd. 
At  distance  draw  thy  pack,  let  all  be  husb'dL 
No  clamour  loud,  no  frantic  ji^  be  beard* 
Lest  the  wild  hound  run  gadding  o'er  the  piaia 
UntractaUe,  nor  hear  thy  chiding  voice. 
Now  gently  pu^  her  off;  see  how  direct 
To  her  known  mew  she  fties !  Here,  huntsman*  bh« 
(But  without  hurry)  all  thy  jolly  houMb, 
And  calmly  lay  them  in.     How  low  thej  saoop» 
And  seem  to  plough  the  ground !  then  ill  ai  oac^ 
With  greedy  nostrils  snufi*  the  fuming  steam 
That  glads  their  fluttering  heartk  Aft  winda  kt  tol 
From  the  dark  caverns  of  the  blustering  god, 

^  burst  away,  and  sweep  the  dewy  bwn. 
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Hope  grres  them  wingi  while  ihe't  q>ttrr*d  on  by 

ftftr.  . 
Dw  welkin  rings,  men,  dogs,  hills,  rocks,  and  woods 
In  the  full  concert  join.     Now,  my  brave  youths, 
kripp'd  fw  the  chase,  give  all  your  souls  to  joy  ! 
M  hov  their  coursers,  than  the  mountain  roe 
More  fleet,  the  verdant  carpet  skim,  thick  clouds 
Soortiiig  they  breathe,  their  shining  hoofs  scarce 

I>rint 
rhe  grass  unbrut8*d  ;  with  emulation  iir*d 
nxT  stram  to  lead  the  field,  top  tlie  barr*d  gate, 
)'er  the  deep  ditch  exulting  bound,  and  brush 
Ihe  tfaomy-twining  liedge :  the  riders  bend 
}'ertbeirarch*d  necks;  with  steady  hands,  by  turns 
odulge  their  speed,  or  moderate  tlieir  rage. 
^^htre  are  their  sorrows,  disqipointments,  wrongs, 
Vutions  sickness,  cares  ?     All,  all  are  gone» 
ind  vitfa  the  panting  winds  lag  far  behind. 
Huntsman  !  her  gait  observe;  if  in  wide  rings 
(te  wheel  her  masy  way,  in  the  same  round 
kni^ng  still,  she  'U  foil  the  beaten  track, 
ot  if  she  fly,  and  with  the  fovouring  wind 
r*fe  her  bold  course ;  less  intricate  thy  task : 
ush  on  thy  pack.     Like  some  poor  ezil'd  wretch, 
be  frighted  Chaae  leaves  her  late  dear  abodes, 
'tr  plains  remote  she  stretches  far  away, 
h :  aever  to  return !  For  greedy  Death 
ovcring  e:i^ults,  secure  to  setie  his  prey. 
Hark !  from  yon  covert,  where  those  towering  oaks 
bore  the  humble  copse  aspiring  rise, 
'ktt  glorious  triumphs  burst  in  every  gale 
poo  our  raviah*d  ears !  Hic  hunters  shout, 
be  clanging  horns  swell  their  sweet-winding  notes, 
be  pack  w^  opening  load  the  trembling  oir 
'jth  various  melody ;  from  tree  tu  tree 
^  propagated  cry  redoubling  bounds, 
Dd  winged  lephyrs  waft  the  floating  joy 
^roogb  all  tht  regions  near :  afflictive  birch 
»  more  the  scfaooUboy  dreads,  his  prison  broke, 
anpering  be  flies,  nor  heeds  his  master's  call ; 
^  vtary  traveller  forgets  his  road, 
■d  cliznbs  th*  adjacent  hill ;  the  ploughman  leaves 
I*  nofiiuah'd  furrow;  nor  bis  bleating  flocks 
tt  DOW  the  Bbepherd*s  joy !  men,  boys  and  girls 
^^nt  th*  unpeopled  vills^ ;  and  wild  crowcU 
>W  o'er  the  plaiiiy  by  the  sweet  frenzy  seiz'd. 
M^  bow  ibe  panca !  and  o*er  yon  opening  glade 
f«  gUodng  by !  while,  at  the  further  en<^ 
K  puialing  pock  unravel  wile  by  wile, 
ne  within  maae.     The  oovert*s  utmost  bound 
37  <he  skirts;  behind  tliem  cautious  creeps ; 
•d  in  that  very  trvk,  so  lately  stain'd 
r  all  the  stfwiiing  crowd,  seems  to  pursue 
It  foe  the  flies.     Let  cavillers  deny 
JK  brutes  have  reaaon ;  sure  'tis  something  more, 
n  Heaicn  diract%  and  stratagems  inspires 
tfmd  the  short  extent  of  huoum  thought. 
tt  bold.—  I  gee  her  irom  the  covert  break ; 
^fnjQo  little  eminence  she  aits ; 
■««  #ie  listens  with  one  ear  erect, 
K»d«Tm^  and  doubtful  what  new  course  to  take, 
Dd  bow  t*  caoBpe  the  fierce  blood-thirsty  crew, 
^  tfill  yrge  on,  and  still  in  vollies  loud 
mlt  her  woes,  and  mock  her  sore  distress. 
» now  in  kMder  peals  the  loaded  winds 
'io?  <m  the  gathering  storm,  her  fears  prevail, 
Bd  o'er  the  plain,  and  o'er  the  mountain's  ridg^, 
v^fifae  fiica ;  nor  ships  with  wind  and  tide, 
nd  sU  tbar  cmanm  wings,  scud  half  so  fast 
•**»•«»  ypjoviel  tmin,  your  courage  try. 


And  each  clean  oourwr*s  speed.     We  loour  aloDg^ 
In  pleasing  huny  and  confusion  tost ; 
Oblivion  to  be  wiah'd.     The  patient  pack 
Hang  on  the  scent  unweary'd,  up  th^  climb, 
And  ardent  we  pursue ;  our  labouring  steeds 
We  press,  we  gore ;  till  once  the  summit  gain'd. 
Painfully  panting ;  there  we  breathe  awhile ; 
Then,  like  a  foaming  torrent,  pouring  down 
Precipitant,  we  smoke  along  the  vale. 
Happy  the  man  who  with  unrivall'd  speed 
Can  pass  his  fellows,  and  with  pleasure  view 
The  struggling  pack  ;  bow  in  tlie  rapid  course 
Alternate  they  preside,  and  jostling  push 
To  guide  the  dubious  scent ;  how  giddy  youth 
Ofl  babbling  errs,  by  wiser  age  reprov'd ; 
How,  niggard  of  his  strength,  the  wise  old  hound 
Hangs  in  the  rear,  till  som6  important  point 
Rouse  all  his  diligence,  or  till  the  chase 
Sinking  he  finds :  then  to  the  head  he  springs 
With  thirst  of  glory  fir'd,  and  wina  the  prize. 
Huntsman,  take  heed ;  they  stop  in  full  career. 
Yon  crowding  flocks,  that  at  a  distance  gaze, 
Have  haply  foil'd  the  turf.     See  !  that  old  hound* 
How  busily  he  works,  but  dares  not  trust 
His  doubtful  sense ;  draw  yet  a  wider  ring. 
Hark  !  now  again  the  chorus  fills.     As  bella 
Sally'd  awhile,  at  once  tlieir  peal  renew,  • 
And  high  in  air  the  tuneful  thunder  rolls. 
See,  how  they  toss,  with  animated  rage 
Recovering  all  they  lost !  —  That  eager  haste 
Some  doubling  wile  foreshows.  ^  Ah  >  yet  once  more 
They're  check'd,— hold  back  with  speed— on  either 

hand 
They  flourish  round— ev'n  yet  persist— 'Tis  right. 
Away  they  spring  ;  the  rustling  stubbles  bend 
Beneadi  the  driving  storm.     Now  the  poor  Chase 
Begins  to  flag,  to  her  last  shifts  reduc'd. 
From  brake  to  brake  she  flies,  and  visits  all 
Her  well-known  haunti,   where  once  she  rang'd 

^       secure. 
With  love  and  plenty  blest.     See !  there  she  goea^ 
She  reels  along,  and  by  her  gait  betrays 
Her  inward  weakness.     See,  how  black  she  looks ! 
Tlie  sweat,  tliat  clogs  th*  obstructed  porea,  scaree 

leaves 
A  languid  scent.     And  now  in  open  view 
See,  see,  she  flies !  each  eager  hound  exerts 
His  utmost  speed,  and  stretches  every  nerve. 
How  quick  she  turns !  their  gaping  jaws  elude% 
And  yet  a  moment  lives ;  till,  round  encloa'd 
By  all  the  greedy  pack,  with  infiuit  screams 
She  yields  her  breath,  and  there  reluctant  dieai 
So  when  the  furious  Bacchanals  asaail'd 
Threician  Orpheus,  poor  ill-fated  bard ! 
Loud  was  the  cry ;  hills,  woods,  and  Hebrus'  banki» 
Rctum'd  their  chunorous  rage ;  distress'd  he  fliesy 
Shifting  from  place  to  place,  but  flies  in  vain ; 
For  eager  they  pursue,  Ull  panting,  faint, 
By  noisy  multitudes  o'erpower'd,  he  sinks 
To  the  relcntlo&b  crowd  a  bleeding  prey. 

The  huntsman  now,  a  deep  incision  made, 
Shakes  out  with  hands  impure,  and  dashes  down 
Her  reeking  entrails  and  yet  quivering  heart 
i^ese  claim  the  pack,  the  bloody  perquisite 
For  all  their  toils.    Stretch'd  on  the  ground  she  liea 
A  mangled  corse ;  in  her  dim  glaring  eyes 
Cold  Death  exults,  and  stiffens  every  limb. 
Aw'd  by  the  threatening  whip,  the  furious- bounda 
Around  her  bay ;  or  at  their  master's  foot, 
!  Each  happy  favourite  courts  hb  kind  applause^ 
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With  faumble  aduklioD  cowering  low. 
All  now  ii  joy.     With  checks  fuU-biown  thej  wind 
Her  solemn  dirge,  while  the  loud-opening  piyck 
The  concert  swell,  and  hills  and  dales  return 
The  sadly-pleasing  sounds.     Tluis  the  poor  hare, 
A  puny,  dastard  animal,  but  vers'd 
In  subtle  wiles,  diverts  the  youthful  train. 
But  if  thy  proud,  aspiring  soul  disdains 
So  mean  a  prey,  delighted  with  the  pomp. 
Magnificence,  and  grandeur  of  the  chase ; 
Hear  what  the  Muse  from  faithful  records  nngs. 
Why  on  the  banks  of  Gemna,  Indian  stream,  ' 
Line  within  line,  rise  the  pavilions  proud, 
Their  silken  str^kmers  waving  in  the  wind  ? 
Why  neighs  the  warrior  horse  ?     Fh>m  tent  to  tent. 
Why  press  in  crowds  the  buzxing  multitude? 
Why  shines  the  polish'd  helm,  and  pointed  lance. 
This  way  and  that  far  beaming  o*er  the  plain  ? 
Nor  Visapour  nor  Golconda  rebel ; 
Nor  the  great  Sophy,  with  his  numerous  host. 
Lays  waste  the  provinces ;  nor  glory  fires 
To  rob  and  to  destroy,  beneath  the  name 
And  specious  guise  of  war.     A  nobler  cause 
Galls  Aurengsebe  to  arms.     No  cities  sack'd. 
No  mother's  tears,  no  helpless  orphan's  cries. 
No  violated  leagues,  with  sharp  remorse 
Shall  sting  the  conscious  victor :  but  mankind 
Shall  hail  him  good  and  just     For  'tis  on  beasts 
He  draws  his  vengeful  sword  !  on  beasts  of  prvy 
Full-fed  with  human  gore.     See,  see,  he  comes  ! 
Imperial  Dehli,  opening  wide  her  gates. 
Pours  out  her  thronging  l^ions,  bright  in  arms, 
And  all  the  pomp  of  war.     Before  them  sound 
Clarions  and  trumpets,  breathing  martial  airs. 
And  bold  defiance.     High  upon  his  throne, 
Borne  on  the  back  of  his  proud  elephant. 
Sits  the  great  chief  of  Tamur's  glorious  race : 
Sublime  he  sits,  amid  the  radiant  blaze 
Of  gems  and  gold.     Omrahs  about  him  crowd. 
And  rein  th*  Arabian  steed,  and  watch  his  nq4 : 
And  potent  rajahs,  who  th^nselves  preside 
O'er  realms  of  wide  extent ;  but  here  submiss 
Tlieir  homage  pay,  alternate  kings  and  slaves. 
Next  these,  with  prying  eunuchs  girt  around. 
The  fair  sultanas  of  his  court :  a  troop 
Of  chosen  beauties,  but  with  care  conceal'd 
From  each  intrusive  eye ;  one  look  is  death. 
Ah,  cruel  eastern  law  !  (had  kings  a  power 
But  equal  to  their  wild  tyrannic  will) 
To  rob  us  of  the  Sun's  all-dieering  ray, 
Were  less  severe.     Tlie  vulgar  close  the  march, 
Slaves  and  artificers ;  and  Dehli  nunimi 
Her  empty  and  depopulated  streets. 
Now  at  the  camp  arriv'd,  with  stem  review. 
Through  groves  of  spears,  from  file  to  file  he  darts 
His  sharp  experienc'd  eye ;  their  order  marks. 
Each  in  his  station  rang'd,  exact  and  firm. 
Till  in  the  boundliess  line  his  sight  is  lost 
Not  greater  multitudes  in  arms  appear'd 
On  these  extended  plains,  when  Ammon's  son 
With  mighty  Poms  in  dread  battle  join'd. 
The  vassal  world  the  prize.     Nor  was  that  host 
More  numerous  of  old,  which  the  great  king  * 
Pour'd  out  on  Greece  from  all  th'  unpeopled  East, 
That  bridg'd  the  Hellespont  from  shore  to  shore. 
And  dnM  the  rivers  drj.     Meanwhile  in  troops 
The  busy  hunter-train  mark  out  the  ground, 
A  wide  circumference,  full  many  a  league 
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In  eompaas  roand;  woods*  riva%  lall%  and 
Lai^  provinces;  enough  togradfy 
Ambition's  hightart  aim,  could  icasoo  booad 
Man's  erring  wilL     Now  sit  in  ckise  ditia 
The  mighty  chiefr  of  this  prodigious  faoit 
He  from  the  throne  high-eminent  presides. 
Gives  out  his  mandates  proud,  laws  of  the  dnse, 
FVom  ancient  records  drawn*     With  levcrcm  i0v,i 
And  prostrate  at  his  feet,  the  chiefs  laoim 
His  irreversible  decrees,  fhm  which 
To  vary  is  to  die.     Then  hia  brave  bands 
Each  to  his  station  leads ;  encamping  raond, 
Till  the  wide  circle  is  completely  fonn'd. 
Where  decent  order'reigns,  what  these  oannsHi 
Those  execute  with  speed,  and  punctual  care, 
In  all  the  strictest  discipline  of  war: 
As  if  some  watchful  foe,  with  bold  insnlt. 
Hung  lowering  o'er  their  camp.    The  hi|^  mora 
Ibat  flies  on  wings  through  all  th'  endrdb^  b^! 
Each  motion  steers,  and  animatfs  die  whole. 
So  by  the  Sun's  attrsctive  power  cositrall'd, 
The  planets  in  their  spheres  roll  round  bii ob: 
On  all  he  shines,  and  rules  the  great  msdoM. 
Ere  yet  the  mora  di^iels  the  fleeting  wkts, 
The  signal  given  by  the  loud  tnimpet's  toice, 
Now  high  in  air  th'  imperial  standaid  mvns 
Emblazon'd  rich  with  gold,  and  glstteringgcns 
And  like  a  sheet  of  fire,  through  the  dun  gkn 
Streaming  meteoroos.     The  soldiers'  shouts, 
And  all  the  brazen  instrumenta  of  war, 
With  mutual  clamour,  and  united  din, 
Fill  the  large  concave.     While  from  camp  to  o 
'  They  catch  the  varied  sounds,  6oatingin  sir, 
i  Round  all  the  wide  circumference,  tigen  fefl 
Shrink  at  the  noise,  deep  in  his  gloomy  den 
The  lion  starts,  and  morsels  yet  undaew'd 
Drop  from  his  trembling  jaws.     Now  all  st 
.  Onward  they  march  embattled,  to  the  sound 
'  Of  martial  harmony ;  fifes,  comets,  druns, 
That  rouse  the  sleepy  soul  to  arms,  and  bold 
Heruic  deeds.     In  parties  here  and  tfaeiv 
Detach'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  the  hunters  rsn^ 
Inquiative ;  strong  dogs,  that  match  in  fight 
The  boldest  brute,  around  their  masters  wah, 
A  fiuthfiil  guard.   No  haunt  unswuch'd,  tbevdn* 
From  every  covert,  and  from  every  den. 
The  lurking  savages.     Incessant  shouts 
Re-echo  through  the  woods,  and  kindting  fim 
Gleam  from  the  mountain  tops ;  the  fbrtA  «a 
One  mingling  blaze:  like  flodu  of  sheep  they  4f 
Before  the  flaming  brand :  fierce  lions,  psrds, 
Boars,  tigers,  bears  and  wolves ;  a  dreadftd  at* 
Of  grim  blood-tibirsty  foes;  growling  aloog, 
They  stalk  indignant ;  but  fierce  vengeance  ^ 
Hangs  pealing  on  tlieir  rear,  and  posBled  spe^^ 
Present  hnmediate  death.     Soon  aa  the  Nigtft 
Wrapt  in  her  sable  veQ  foibids  the  chase, 
They  pitch  their  tents,  in  even  ranks,  ■■^"■''  ^ 
The  circling  camp.  The  guards  aieplac*d,iBd  I 

At  proper  distances  ascending  liae^ 
And  paint  th'  horiaon  with  their  ruddy  ligkl 
So  round  some  island's  shore  of  lar^  exteol, 
Amid  the  gloomy  horrours  of  the  night, 
The  billows  breaking  on  the  pointed  ro(^ 
Seem  all  one  flame,  and  the  bright  dreuit  vidr 
Appears  a  bulwark  of  surrounding  liie. 
What  dreadful  bowlings,  and  what  hideoisiv^ 
Disturb  those  peaceful  shades !  where  er^  ^^ 
Ihat  glads  the  night  had  cheered  the  lialci '  , 
I  With  sweet  eomplainings.  Through  the  siktf  g^ 
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h  tbey  the  guards  mmQ  ;  ss  oft  repell'd 

twj  flj  reluctant,  with  hot  boiling  rage 

an^  to  the  quick,  and  mad  with  wild  deipair. 

im  day  by  day  they  itill  the  chase  renew, 

t  nigbt  encamp ;  tUl  now  in  streighter  boundf 

be  ciitJe  leaena,  and  the  beasts  perceive 

be  wall  thst  hems  them  in  on  every  side. 

nd  turn  their  fury  bursts,  and  knows  no  mean ; 

ran  man  tfiey  turn,  and  point  their  ill-judg*d  rage 

piost  their  fd]ow4inite9.     With  teeth  and  claws 

be  ciiil  war  begins ;  grappling  they  tear. 

ouoD  tigers  prey,  and  bears  on  wolves: 

orrible  diacord !  till  the  crowd  behind 

wung  poTBue,  and  part  the  bloody  fray. 

:aace  their  wnth  subsides ;  tame  as  the  lamb 

e  lion  hangs  his  head,  the  furious  pard, 

w'd  and  subdu'd,  flies  from  the  face  of  man, 

r  bears  one  glance  of  his  commanding  eye. 

abject  is  a  tyrant  in  distress  ! 

At  last,  within  the  narrow  plain  coniin'd, 

listed  field,  mark'd  out  for  bloody  deeds, 

>  amphitheatre  more  glorious  far 

n  ancient  Rome  could  boast,  they  crowd  in  heaps, 

may'd,  and  quite  appallM.     In  meet  array, 

atfa'd  in  refulgent  arms,  a  noble  band 

nnce;  great  lords  of  high  imperial  blood, 

rly  reaolv'd  t*  assert  their  royal  race, 

d  prove  by  glorious  deeds  their  valour's  growth 

iure,  ere  yet  the  callow  down  has  spread 

curling  shade.     On  bold  Arabian  steeds 

tb  decnit  pride  they  sit,  that  fearless  hear 

t  lioo'i  dreadful  roar ;  and  down  the  rock 

ift  sho(;dng  plunge,  or  o*er  the  mountain's  ridge 

rtdnng  along,  die  greedy  tiger  leave 

iting  behind.     On  foot  their  faithful  slaves 

ib^velins  arm*d  attend ;  each  watchful  eye 

'd  OD  his  youthful  care,  for  him  alone 

ku%  and,  to  redeem  hb  life,  unmov'd 

old  loie  hb  own.     The  mighty  Aurengzebe, 

m  bis  higlwdevBted  throne,  beholds 

'dooming  race ;  revolving  in  his  mind 

tt  once  he  waa»  in  bis  gay  spring  of  life, 

n  vigour  strung  his  nerves.     Pkuvntal  joy 

ib  in  hn  eye,  and  flushes  in  his  cheek. 

V  tla;  loud  tnunpeC  sounds  a  charge.     Hie  shouts 

■Her  hosts,  tfanm^  all  the  circling  line, 

'the  wild  bowlings  of  the  beasts  within, 

id  wide  the  welkin ;  flights  of  arrows,  wing*d 

th  death,  and  javelins  ]aunch*d  from  every  arm, 

B  wn  the  brutal  bands,  with  many  a  wound 

r'd  thmi^  and  through.  Despair  at  hist  prevails, 

n  &iiiting  Nature  shrinks,  and  rouses  all 

ar  drooping  courage.  SwelPd  with  furious  rage, 

m  eyes  dart  fire ;  and  on  the  youthful  band 

ry  rush  implacable.     They  their  broad  shields 

^  intetpose ;  on  each  devoted  head 

ar  ilaiiiiig  fiUdiiona,  as  the  bolts  of  Jove, 

KTod  oncning.     Proatiate  on  the  ground 

e  frioning  monatcn  Be,  and  their  foul  gore 

&lei  the  verdant  plain.     Nor  idle  stand 

^  innty  daves ;  with  pointed  spears  they  pierce 

'oojcb  dwir  tou^  hides ;  or  at  their  gaping  mouths 

caaer  panage  find.     The  king  of  brutes 

^n)kea  roarings  breathes  his  laat ;  the  bear 

Btthlcs  in  de^ ;  nor  can  his  spotted  skin, 

OBfffa  deck  it  shine,  with  varied  beauties  gay, 

)v  the  proud  pard  from  unrelenting  fate. 

*bsttie  Meeds,  grim  Slaughter  stndes  along, 

>K^  her  greedy  jawi^  gnns  o*er  her  prey : 

n.borv%dDgs,  fiicive  beasts  of  every  kind, 


A  strange  pramiscuoiit  carnage^  diench'd  in  blood, 
And  heqps  on  heaps  amaas'd.     What  yet  remain 
Alive,  with  vain  assault  contend  to  break 
Th'  impenetrable- line.     Others,  whom  fear 
Inspires  with  self-preserving  wiles,  beneath 
The  bodies  of  the  slain  for  shelter  creep. 
Aghast  they  fly,  or  hide  their  heads  dispers*d.  [work 
And  now  perchance  (had  Heaven  but  pleas'd)  the 
Of  death  had  been  complete ;  and  Aurengsebe 
By  one  dread  frown  extinguish'd  half  their  nee. 
When  lo !  the  bright  sultanas  of  his  court 
Appear,  and  to  his  ravish*d  eyes  display 
Those  diarms  but  rarely  to  the  day  reveal*d. 

Lowly  they  bend,  and  humbly  sue,  to  save 
The  vanquished  host.     What  mortal  can  deny 
When  suppliant  Beauty  begs  ?    At  his  command. 
Opening  to  right  and  left,  the  well.train*d  troopa 
Leave  a  large  void  for  their  retreating  foes. 
Away  they  fly,  on  wings  of  fear  upborn. 
To  seek  on  (Ustant  hills  their  late  abodes. 

Ye  prpud  oppressors,  whose  vain  hearts  exult 
In  wantonness  of  power  'gainst  the  brute  race. 
Fierce  robbers  like  yourselves,  a  guiltless  war 
Wage  uncontroU'd :  here  quench  your  thirst  of 

blood: 
But  learn  from  Aurengsebe  to  spare  mankind. 


Book  IIL 

Argununt, 

Of  king  Edgar,  and  his  imposing  a  tribute  of 
wolves'  heads  upon  the  kings  of  Wales :  from 
hence  a  transition  to  fox-hunting,  which  is 
described  in  all  its  parts.  Censure  of  an  over- 
numerous  pack.  Of  the  several  engines  to  de- 
stroy foxes,  and  other  wild  beasts.  The  steel-trap 
described,  and  the  manner  of  using  it.  De« 
scription  of  the  pitfall  for  the  lion ;  and  another 
for  the  elephanL  The  ancient  way  of  hunting 
the  tiger  with  a  mirrour.  The  Arabian  manner 
of  hunting  the  wild  boar.  Description  of  the 
royal  stag-chase  at  Windsor  Forest  Concludes 
with  an  address  to  his  Majesty,  and  an  eulogy 
upon  mercy. 

In  Albion's  isle,  when  glorious  Edgar  reign'd. 
He,  wisely  provident,  from  her  white  cb'ffs 
Lanch'd  half  her  forests,  and  with  numerous  fleeta 
Cover'd  his  wide  domain :  there  proudly  rode 
Lord  of  the  deep,  the  great  prerogative 
Of  British  monarrhs.    Each  invader  bold, 
Dane  and  Norwegian,  at  a  distance  gaz'd. 
And,  disappointed,  gnash'd  his  teeth  in  vain. 
He  scour'd  tlie  seas,  and  to  remotest  shores 
With  swelling  saib  the  trembling  corsair  fled. 
Rich  commerce  flourish'd  ;  and  with  busy  oan 
Dash'd  the  resounding  surge.     Nor  less  at  land 
His  royal  cares;  wise,  potent,  gracious  prince ! 
Hb  subjects  from  their  cruel  foes  he  sav'd. 
And  from  rapacious  savages  their  flocks : 
Cambria's  proud  kings  (though  with  reluctance]  paid 
Their  tributary  wolves ;  head  after  head, 
In  full  account,  till  the  woods  yield  no  more. 
And  all  the  ravenous  race  extinct  is  lost. 
In  fertile  pastures,  more  securely  graz'd 
The  social  troops ;  and  soon  thehr  large  inotaae 
With  curling  fleeces  whiten 'd  all  the  pbins. 
But  yet^  ahw !  the  wily  fox  remain'd, 
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A  subtle,  jMlfering  foe,  prowling  around 
In  midnight  shades,  and  wakeful  to  destroy. 
In  the  full  fold,  the  poor  defenceless  lamb, 
Seii*d  by  his  guileful  arts,  with  sweet  warm  blood 
Supplies  a  rich  repast.     The  mournful  ewe, 
Her  dearest  treasure  lost,  through  the  dun  night 
Wanders  perplez'd,  and  darkling  bleats  in  vain : 
While  in  th*  adjacent  bush,  poor  Philomel 
(Herself  a  parent  once,  till  wanton  churls 
Despoil'd  her  nest)  joins  in  her  loud  laments, 
With  sweeter  notes,  and  more  melodious  woe. 

For  these  nocturnal  thieves,  huntsman,  prepare 
Tliy  sharpest  vengeance.     Oh  !  how  glorious  *tis 
To  right  th'  oppress*d,  and  bring  the  felon  vile 
To  just  disgrace !  Ere  yet  tlie  morning  peep, 
Or  stars  retire  from  the  first  blush  of  day,  • 
With  thy  far>echoing  voice  alarm  thy  pack, 
And  rouse  thy  bold  compeers.     Then  to  tl]e  copse, 
Tliick  with  enungling  grass,  or  prickly  furze. 
With  silence  lead  thy  many..colour*d  hounds. 
In  all  their  beauty's  pride.     See !  how  they  range 
Dispers*d,  how  busily  this  way,  and  that. 
They  cross,  examining  with  curious  nose 
Each  likely  haunt.     Hark !  on  the  drag  I  hear 
Their  doubtful  notes,  preluding  to  a  cry 
More  nobly  full,  and  swell'd  with  every  mouth. 
As  straggling  armies,  at  the  trumpet's  voice. 
Press  to  their  standard ;  hither  all  repair. 
And  hurry  through  the  woods ;  with  hasty  step 
Hustling,  and  full  of  hope ;  now  driven  on  heaps 
Hiey  push,    they  strive;   while  from  his  kennel 

sneaks  • 

The  conscious  villain.     Sec !  he  skulks  along, 
Sleek  at  the  shepherd's  cost,  and  plump  with  meals 
Purloin'd.     So  thrive  the  wicked  here  below. 
Though  high  his  brush  he  bear,  though  tipt  with 

white 
It  gaily  shine ;  yet  ere  the  Sun  declin*d 
llecall  the  sliades  of  night,  die  pampcr'd  rogue 
Shall  rue  his  fate  rcvers'd,  and  at  his  heels 
Behold  the  just  avenger,  swift  to  seize 
His  forfeit  head,  and  thirsting  for  his  blood,  [hearts 
Heavens !  what  melodious  strains  >  how  b«»t  our 
Big  with  tumultuous  joy  !  the  loaded  gales 
Breathe  harmony ;  and  as  the  tempest  drives 
From  wood  to  wood,  through  every  dark  recesi 
The  forest  thunders,  and  the  mountains  shake. 
The  chorus  swells  ;  less  various,  and  less  sweet. 
The  trilling  notes,  when  in  those  very  groves, 
The  feather'd  choristers  salute  the  Spring, 
And  every  bush  in  concert  joins ;  or  when 
The  master's  hand,  in  modulated  air, 
Bids  the  loud  organ  breathe,  and  all  the  powers 
Of  music  in  one  instrument  combine, 
An  universal  minstrelsy.     And  now 
In  vain  each  earth  he  tries,  the  doors  are  barr*d 
Impregnable,  nor  is  the  covert  safe ; 
He  pants  for  purer  air.     Hark  !  what  loud  shouts 
Re^^cho  through  the  groves!  be  breaks  away. 
Shrill  horns  proclaim  his  flight.     Each  straggling 

hound 
Strains  o'er  the  lawn  to  reach  the  distant  pack. 
'Tb  triumph  all  and  joy.     Now,  my  brave  youths, 
Now  give  a  loose  to  the  dean  generous  steed ; 
Flourish  the  whip,  nor  spare  the  galling  spur ; 
But,  in  the  madness  of  delight,  forget 
Tour  fears.     Far  o'er  the  rocky  hiUs  we  range. 
And  dangerous  our  course ;  but  in  the  brave 
True  courage  never  fails.     In  vain  the  stream 
In  foaming  eddies  whirls ;  in  vain  the  ditch 


Wide-gaping  threatens  death.     Tht  craggjr  stxp^ 
Where  the  poor  dizzy  shepherd  crawls  with  are. 
And  dings  to  evciy  twig,  gives  us  no  pain; 
But  down  we  sweep,  as  stoops  the  fslcon  bold 
To  pounce  his  prey.     Then  up  th'  oppoocot  bS^ 
By  the  swifl  motion  slung,  we  npoaat  aloft : 
So  ships  in  winter-seas  now  sliding  sank 
Adown  tlie  steepy  wave,  then  toss'd  on  bigb 
Ride  on  the  billows  and  defy  tbe  itomi.       [Cbs 
What  lengths  we  pass !  where  will  tbe  wandeaj 
Lead  us  bewilder'd !  smooth  as  swaUowt  ikim 
The  new-shorn  mead,  and  far  more  swift,  we  Ij. 
See  my  brave  pack  ;  how  to  the  bead  they  pw»s» 
Jostling  in  close  array,  then  more  diflutt 
Obliquely  wheel,  while  from  their  opcnin|:  mootJs 
The  vollic^  thunder  breaks.     So  whtai  tbecrsao 
Their  annual  voyage  steer,  with  wanton  wing 
Their  figure  oft  they  change,  and  thr>  loud  c'-r: 
From  cloud  to  cloud  rebounds.     How  hr  Ifctad 
The  hunter-crew,  wide-straggling  o'er  the  phi'. 
The  panting  courser  now  with  trcmUing  nena 
Begins  to  reel ;  urg'd  by  the  goring  spur. 
Makes  many  a  faint  eflTort :  he  snorts,  he  fcaasa. 
The  big  round  drops  run  trickling  down  his  wiev 
With  sweat  and  blood  distain'd.  Look  hack  snina 
The  strange  confusion  of  the  vale  below. 
Where  sour  vexation  reigns ;  see  yon  poor  jji '. 
In  vain  th*  impatient  rider  frets  and  swears; 
With  galling  spurs  harrows  his  mangled  ad«; 
He  can  no  more :  his  stiff  unpliant  limbs 
Rooted  in  earth,  unmov'd  and  fix'd  he  tfands, 
For  every  cruel  curse  returns  a  groan. 
And  sobs,  and  faints,  and  dies.   Who  wiiW  pi 
Can  view  that  pamper'd  steed,  his  master'^  jof. 
His  minion,  and  his  daily  care,  wdl  cloih'd, 
Well  fed  with  every  nicer  cate ;  no  cost. 
No  labour  spar'd ;  who,  wljpn  the  flying  Oaa 
Broke  from  the  copse,  without  a  rival  led 
The  numerous  train :  now  a  sad  ^pectadc 
Of  pride  brought  low,  and  humbl*d  insdcrxc, 
Drove  like  a  pannier*d  ass,  and  scourg'd  s1od5 
While  these,  with  loosen'd  reins  and  (hnglio^  ^ 
Hang  on  their  reeling  palfreys,  that  scarce  btai 
Theur  weights :  anotl^r  in  tl«e  treacherous  hof 
Lies  floundering,  half  ingulph'd.      >*lBt  bic 

thoughts 

Torment  th'  abandon'd  crew  !     Old  age  Isoc* 
His  vigour  spent:  the  tall,  plump,  bimwByy«^ 
Curses  his  cumberous  bulk ;  and  envies  no* 
The  short  pygmean  race  he  whilom  kenn'd 
With  proud  insulting  leer.     A  chosen  few 
Alone  the  sport  enjoy,  nor  droop  beneath     ')*^ 
Their  pleasing  toils.     Here,  huntsman,  free  i 
Observe  yon  birds  of  prey ;  if  I  can  judge, 
'Tis  there  the  villain  lurks :  they  hover  rou«l 
And  daim  him  as  their  own.     Was  I  not  ri|?fc 
See !  there  he  creeps  along ;  his  brush  be  in^ 
And  sweeps  the  mire  impure ;  from  his  vidcji? 
His  tongue  unmoisten'd  hangs ;  symptoms  tw  < 
Of  sudden  death.     Ha !  yet  he  flics,  nor  yieW* 
To  black  despair.     But  one  loose  more,  and  ^ 
His  wiles  are  yain.  Hark !  through  yon  vilUP  j 
TTie  rattling  clamour  rings.     Tbe  bams,  tbe  H 
And  leafless  ehns  return  the  joyoua  sounds.     | 
Through  every  homestall,  and  through  eterv  j^ 
His  midnight  walks,  panting,  forlorn,  he  fiie. 
Through  every  hole  he  sneaks,  tlirougfa  cvrn  p 
Plunging  he  wades  besmear'd,  and  f<mdlj  lar^ 
In  a  superior  stench  to  lose  his  own : 
But,  faithful  to  the  track,  th*  unerring  hcurJ» 
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^th  pcib  of  eefaoiiig  irengctnce  close  )niniie. 
kod  now  distKas'd,  no  sheltering  covert  neer, 
nto  tiM  heiwrooM  creeps,  whose  walls  with  gore 
)istain'd  attest  his  guilt.     There,  villain,  there 
Iipect  tby  iate  deserv'd.     And  soon  from  thence 
lie  pack  inquisitive,  with  clamour  loud, 
)r^  out  tbor  trembling  prise ;  and  on  his  blood 
^rtfa  giecdy  transport  feast.     In  bolder  notes 
Sad)  touo&ig  horn  proclaims  the  felon  dead : 
iod  all  th*  asMmbled  village  shouts  for  joy. 
rhe  fitfxner,  vho  beholds  hu  mortal  foe 
i(rcfth*d  at  his  feet,  applauds  the  glorious  deed, 
ivd  grateful  calls  us  to  a  short  repast : 
0  (be  full  glass  the  liquid  amber  smiles, 
kr  native  product ;  and  his  good  old  mate 
nth  choicest  viands  heaps  the  liberal  board, 

0  crown  our  triumphs,  and  reward  our  toils. 
Here  must  th*  instructive  Muse  (but  with  respect) 

ensure  that  numerous  pack,  that  crowd  of  state, 
rith  which  the  vain  profusion  of  the  great 
overs  the  lawn,  and  shakes  the  trembling  copse, 
ompous  encumbrance !    A  magnificence 
scless,  veiatious !    For  the  wily  fox, 
ife  in  th*  increasing  number  of  his  foes, 
ens  well  the  great  advantage ;  slinks  bdiind, 
ixi  slyly  creeps  through  the  same  beaten  track, 
ad  bunts  them  step  ^  step :  then  views,  esc^*d, 
rrth  inward  ecstasy,  the  panting  throng 

1  tfacir  own  footsteps  puxzled,  foil'd,  and  lost. 
>  when  proud  eastern  kings  summon  to  arms 
^tir  gaudy  legions,  ftom  fat  distant  climes 
hey  dock  in  crowds,  unpeopling  half  a  world : 
nt  when  the  day  of  battle  calls  them  forth 

0  charge  the  well-train*d  foe,  a  band  compact 
(  chosen  veterans ;  they  press  blindly  on, 

1  heaps  conlus'd  by  thor  own  weapons  fiill, 
moking  carnage  scattered  o*er  the  plain. 

Kor  bounds  alone  this  noxious  brood  destroy : 

be  plunder*d  warrener  full  many  a  wile 

irviaes  to  entrap  his  greedy  foe. 

It  with  nocturnal  spoils.     At  close  of  day, 

1&  sOcnoe  drags  his  trail ;  then  from  the  ground 

vn  thin  the  dose-graz'd  turf,  there  with  nice  hand 

wr«  the  latent  death,  with  curious  springs 

^epar'd  to  fly  at  once,  whene'er  the  tread 

ftaan  or  beast  unwarily  shall  press 

k  neUing  sorftce.     By  th*  indented  steel 

"A  gripe  tenacious  held,  the  felon  grins, 

•d  oniggles,  but  in  vain :  yet  oft  'tis  known, 

"ken  every  art  has  fail'd,  the  captive  fox 

Bi  fbar*d  the  wounded  joint,  and  with  a  limb 

■Bpounded  for  his  life.     But,  if  perchance 

I  the  deep  pitlall  p]ung*d,  there 's  no  escape ; 

It  ttorepnev'd  he  dies,  and  bleach*d  in  air, 

be  jest  of  downs,  his  reeking  carcass  hangs. 

Or  these  are  various  kinds ;  not  even  the  king 

r  brutes  evades  this  deep  devouring  grave : 

tf,  by  die  vrily  African  betray*d, 

tcdJess  of  lirtCy  within  ita  gaping  jaws 

Kpires  indignant.     When  the  orient  beam 

oh  blushes  paints  the  dawn;  and  all  the  race 

nivorous,  with  blood  lull  gorg'd,  retire 

ito  their  darksom  cells,  there  satiate  snore ; 

W  dripping  ofials,  and  the  mangled  limbs 

f  mea  and  brasft ;  the  painful  forester 

kabt  die  high  hill%  whose  proud  aspiring  tops 

lib  the  tall  cedar  crown'd,  and  taper  fir. 

Hail  the  donda.     There  'mong  the  craggy  rocks, 

Bd  tfaickcis  intricate,  trembling  he  riews 

ii fboMteps in  the  sand;  the  dismal  road 


And  avenue  to  Death.     Hither  he  calls 
His  watchful  b^nds ;  and  low  into  the  giuund 
A  pit  they  sink,  full  many  a  fiithom  deep. 
Hien  in  the  midst  a  column  high  is  rear*d. 
Hie  butt  of  some  fair  tree ;  upon  whose  top 
A  lamb  is  plac'd,  just  ravish'd  from  his  dam. 
And  next  a  wall  they  build,  with  stones  and  earth 
Endrcling  round,  and  hiding  from  all  riew 
The  dreadful  predpice.     Now  when  the  shades 
Of  night  hang  lowering  o*er  the  mountain's  brow ; 
And  hunger  keen,  and  pungent  thirst  of  blood. 
Rouse  up  the  slothful  beast,  he  shakes  his  sides. 
Slow-rising  from  his  lair,  and  stretdies  wide 
His  ravenous  paws,  with  recmt  gore  distain'd. 
The  forests  tremble,  as  he  roars  aloud. 
Impatient  to  destroy.     O'eijoyed  he  hears 
The  bleating  innocent,  that  claims  in  vain 
Hie  shepherd's  care,  and  seeks  with  piteous  moan 
The  foodful  teat ;  himself,  alas !  design'd 
Another's  meal.     For  now  the  greedy  brute 
Winds  him  from  far ;  and  leaping  o'er  the  mound 
To  seize  his  trembling  prey,  headlong  is  plung'd 
Into  the  deep  abyss.     Prostrate  he  lies 
Astunn'd  and  impotent     Ah  !  what  avaO 
llune  eye^bdls  flashing  fire,  thy  length  of  tail, 
That  lashes  thy  broad  sides,  thy  jaws  besmear'd 
With  blood  and  offals  crude,  thy  shaggy  mana 
The  terrour  of  the  woods,  thy  stetely  porl^ 
And  bulk  enormous,  since  by  stratagem 
Thy  strength  is  foil'd  ?     Unequal  is  the  strife^ 
When  sovereign  reason  combats  brutal  rage. 

On  distant  Ethiopia's  sun-burnt  coasts, 
The  black  inhabitants  a  pitfall  frame. 
But  of  a  different  kind,  and  different  use. 
With  slender  poles  the  vride  capadous  mouth. 
And  hurdles  slight,  they  close ;  o'er  thes^  is  spread 
A  floor  of  verdant  turf,  with  all  its  flowers 
Smiling  delusive,  and  from  strictest  search 
Concealing  the  deep  grave  that  yawns  below. 
Then  boughs  of  trees  they  cut,  with  tempting  finit 
Of  various  kinds  surcharg'd ;  the  downy  peacli. 
The  clustering  vine,  and  of  bright  golden  rind 
Tlie  fragrant  orange.     Soon  as  evening  grey 
Advances  slow,  besprinkling  all  around 
With  kind  refreshing  dews  the  thirsty  glebe. 
The  stately  elephant  from  the  close  shade 
With  step  majestic  strides,  eager  to  taste 
The  cooler  breeze,  that  from  the  sea^beat  shore 
Delightful  breathes,  or  in  the  limpid  stream 
To  lave  his  panting  sides ;  joyous  he  scents 
The  rich  repast,  unweeting  of  the  death 
That  lurks  within.     And  soon  he  sporting  breaks 
The  brittle  boughs,  and  greedily  devours 
The  friut  ddicious.     Ah  !  too  dearly  bought ; 
The  price  is  life.     For  now  the  treacherous  turf 
Trembling  gives  way ;  and  the  unwieldy  beast. 
Self-sinking,  drops  into  the  dark  profound. 
So  when  dilated  vapours,  struggling,  heave 
Th'  incumbent  earth ;  if  chance  the  cavern 'd  ground 
Shrinking  subside,  and  the  thin  surface  yield, 
Down  sinks  at  once  the  ponderous  dome,  ingulph'd 
With  all  its  towers.     Subtle,  delusive  man  ! 
How  various  are  thy  wiles !  artful  to  kill 
Thy  savag6  foes,  a  dull  unthinking  race ! 
Fierce  frmi  his  lair,  springs  forth  the  speckled  pard 
Tlursdng  for  blood,  and  eager  to  destroy ; 
The  huntsman  flies,  but  to  bis  flight  alone 
Confides  not :  at  convenient  distance  fix*d, 
A  poUsh'd  mirrour  stops  in  frill  career 
llie  furious  brute :  he  there  his  image  views ; 
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spots  against  spots  with  xage  impitiviiig  glonr ; 
Another  pard  his  bristly  whiskers  curls. 
Grins  as  he  grios,*  fieree-menadng,  and  wide 
Distends  his  opening  paws ;  himself  against 
Himself  opposed,  and  with  dread  Tengeance  ann*d. 
The  huntsman,  now  secure,  with  fatal  aim 
Directs  the  pointed  spear,  by  which  transfiz'd 
He  dies,  and  with  him  dies  the  rival  shade. 
Thus  man  innumerous  engines  fonns,  t'  assail 
Tlie  savage  kind ;  but  most  the  docile  horsey 
Swift  and  confederate  with  man,  annoys 
His  .brethren  of  the  plains;  without  whose  aid 
"nie  hunter's  arts  are  vain,  unskiird  to  wage 
With  the  more  active  brutes  an  equal  war. 
But  borne  by  him,  without  the  well-train*d  pack, 
Man  dares  his  foe,  on  wings  of  wind  secure. 

Him  the  fierce  Arab  mounts,  and,  with  his  troop 
Of  bold  compeers,  ranges  the  deserts  wild ; 
AVhere,  by  the  magnet's  aid,  the  traveller 
Steers  his  untrodden  course ;  yet  oft  on  land 
Is  wreck'd,  in  the  high-rolling  waves  of  sand 
Immerst  and  lost  While  these  intrepid  bands, 
Safe  in  their  horses*  speed,  outfiy  the  storm,  [prey. 
And  scouring  round,  make  men  and  beasts  their 
The  grisly  boar  is  singled  from  his  herd. 
As  large  as  that  in  Erimanthian  woods, 
A  match  for  Hercules.     Round  him  they  fly 
In  circles  wide ;  and  each  in  passing  sends 
His  feather'd  death  into  his  brawny  side^ 
But  perilous  th*  attempt.     For  if  the  steed 
Haply  too  near  approach ;  or  the  loose  earth 
His  footing  fafl,  the  watchful  angry  beast 
Th'  advantage  spies ;  and  at  one  sidelong  glance 
Rips  up  his  groin.     Wounded,  he  rears  aloft, 
And,  plunging,  from  his  back  the  rider  hurls 
Ih^pitant ;  tihen  bleeding  spurns  the  ground. 
And  drags  his  reeking  entrails  o'er  the  plain. 
Meanwhile  the  surly  monster  trots  along. 
But  with  unequal  speed ;  for  still  they  wound, 
Swift-wheeling  in  the  spacious  ring.     A  wood 
Of  darts  upon  his  back  he  bears ;  adown 
His  tortur'd  sides,  the  crimson  torrenta  roll 
FVom  many  a  gaping  font.     And  now  at  last 
Staggering  he  falls,  in  blood  and  foam  expires. 

But  whither  roves  my  devious  Muse,  intent 
On  antique  tales  ?  while  yet  the  royal  stag 
Unsung  remains.    Tread  with  respectful  awe  [bard, 
Windsor's  green  glades;  where  Denham,  tuneful 
Charm'd  once  the  listening  Dryads,  with  his  song 
Sublimely  sweet.     O  !  grant  me,  sacred  shade. 
To  glean  submiss  what  thy  full  sickle  leaves. 

llie  morning  Sun,  that  gilds  with  trembling  rays 
Windsor's  high  towers,  beholds  the  courtly  train 
Mount  for  the  chase,  nor  views  in  all  his  course 
A  scene  so  gay;  heroic,  noble  youths. 
In  arts  and  arms  renown'd,  and  lovely  nymphs 
llie  fairest  of  this  isle,  where  Beauty  dweUs 
Delighted,  and  deserts  her  Paphian  grove 
For  our  more  favour'd  shades :  in  proud  parade 
These  shine  magnificent,  and  press  around 
The  royal  happy  pair.     Great  in  themselves. 
They  smile  superior ;  of  external  show 
Regardless^  while  their  inbred  virtues  give 
A  lustre  to  their  power,  and  grace  their  court 
With  real  splendours,  fiir  above  the  pomp 
Of  Eastern  kings,  inall  their  tinsel  pride. 
Like  troops  of  Amazons,  the  female  band 
iVanoe  round  their  can,  not  in  refulgent  arms 
As  those  of  old ;  unskiU'd  to  wield  the  swoid. 
Or  bend  the  bow»  thme  kill  with  surer  aim. 


The  royal  offifirhig,  finicst^  the  fair, 

Lead  on  the  splendid  train.     Anns,  more  brif^ 

Tlum  summer  suns,  or  as  the  lightnisg  keen, 

With  irresistible,  effulgence  arm'd, 

I^res  every  hearL     He  must  be  more  tfasa  ma, 

Who  unconcem'd  can  bear  the  picrong  ny. 

AmeUa,  milder  than  the  blushing  dawn, 

"^th  sweet  engaging  air,  but  equal  power, 

Insensibly  subdues,  and  in  soft  chains 

Her  willing  captives  leads.     Illustrioos  aaid^ 

Ever  triumphant !  whose  victorious  efasras, 

Without  the  needless  aid  of  high  descent. 

Had  aw'd  mankind,  and  taught  tbeworid'spal 

lords 
To  bow  and  sue  for  grace.     But  who  is  he         | 
Freah  as  a  rose-bud  newly  blown,  and  £ur 
As  opening  lilies ;  on  whom  every  eye 
With  joy  and  admiration  dwells?     See,  see^ 
He  reins  his  docile  barfo  widi  manly  gnce. 
Is  it  Adonis  for  the  chase  anmy'd  ? 
Or  Britain's  second  hope  ?  Hul,  bloomii^  ymA ! 
May  all  your  virtues  with  your  years  imprtyre, 
Till  in  consummate  worth,  you  shine  the  pruk 
Of  these  our  days,  and  to  succeeding  time 
A  bright  example.     As  his  guard  of  mutes 
On  the  great  sultan  wait,  with  eyes  deject. 
And  fix'd  on  earth,  no  voice,  no  sound  b  bond 
Within  the  yride  aerail,  but  all  is  hush'd, 
And  awful  silence  reigns ;  thus  stand  tbe  pack 
Mute  and  unmov'd,  and  cowering  low  to  cirtiw 
While  pass  the  glittering  court,  and  royal  ptir : 
So  disdplin'd  those  hounds,  and  so  reserr'd. 
Whose  honour  'Us  to  glad  the  hearts  ofkiof^ 
But  soon  the  winding  horn,  and  huntsman's  voice, 
Let  loose  the  general  chorus ;  ftr  around 
Joy  spreads  its  vrings,  and  the  gay  morning  fldka 

Unharfoour'd  now  the  royal  stag  forsakes 
His  wonted  lair ;  he  shakes  his  dappled  sides, 
And' tosses  high  his  beamy  head,  the  copse 
Beneath  his  antlers  bends.     What  doubling  skifti 
He  tries !  not  more  the  wily  hare  ;  in  these 
Would  still  persist,  did  not  the  full-moudi'd  pi^ 
li^th  dreadful  concert  thunder  in  his  rear. 
The  woods  reply,  the  hunter's  cheering  sbooti 
Float  through  die  glades,  and  the  wide  forest  ric^ 
How  merrily  they  chant !  their  nostrils  deep 
Inhale  the  grateftxl  steam.     Such  is  the  cry, 
And  such  th'  harmonious  din,  the  soldier  deaos 
Hie  battle  kindling,  and  the  statesman  grsve 
Forgets  his  weighty  cares ;  each  age,  eadi  scs. 
In  Sut  wild  transport  joins ;  luxuriant  joy, 
And  pleasure  in  excess,  qpaikling  exult 
On  every  brow,  and  revel  unrestrain'd. 
How  happy  art  thou,  man,  when  thou  *it  no  mot 
Thyself !  when  all  the  pangs  that  iprind  tfay  w^ 
In  rapture  and  in  sweet  oblivion  lost. 
Yield  a  short  interval  and  ease  from  pain ! 

See  the  swift  courser  strains,  hb  shining  hotA 
Securely  beat  the  solid  ground.     Who  now 
The  dangerous  pitfall  feaxs,  wiUi  tangling  betfk 
High-overgrown  ?  or  who  the  quivering  bag 
Sofb-yielding  to  the  step  ?  All  now  is  plain. 
Plain  as  the  strand  seaJav'd,  that  stretdics  te 
Beneath  the  rocky  shore.     Glades  crossing  ^ 
Tlie  forest  opens  to  our  wondering  view : 
Such  was  the  king's  command.     Let  tyrasts  fid 
Lay  waste  the  world;  his  the  more  glorious  pat  < 
To  check  their  pride ;  and  when  the  brssen  vo«| 
Of  war  is  hush'd  (as  erst  victorious  Rome^ 
T  employ  his  station'd  legions  in  the  works 
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K  peace ;  to  anioocb  thfe  niggtd  ivirdemesa, 
Po  dimin  the  stagnate  fen,  to  raise  the  slope 
>epcndiiig  road,  and  to  make  gay  the  fiice 
)f  Nature^  with  th'  embellishments  of  Art 
Uaw  melts  my  beating  heart !  as  I  behold 
2adi  lovely  nymph,  our  island's  boost  and  pride, 
Push  on  the  generous  steed,  that  strokes  along 
)'cr  rough,  o'er  smooth,  nor  heeds  the  stuepy  hill> 
^or  faulters  in  th*  eitended  vale  below : 
rbeir  f»annents  loosely  waving  in  tiie  wind, 
Ind  ill  the  flush  of  beauty  in  ilieir  cheeks  ! 
Male  at  their  sides  dieir  pensive  lovers  wait, 
3iKct  their  dubious  course ;  now  chill'd  with  fear 
olidtous,  and  now  with  love  inflam*d. 
) !  gnnt,  indulgent  Heaven,  no  rising  storm 
hy  daiken  with  black  wings  this  glorious  scene ! 
hould  some  malignant  power  thus  damp  our  joys, 
tin  were  the  gloomy  cave,  such  as  of  old 
rtny'd  to  lawless  love  the  'I^rian  queen. 
or  Britain's  virtuous  nymphs  are  chaste  as  £ur, 
M>tie«s  unblam'd,  with  equal  triumph  reign 
t  the  don  gloom,  as  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
Now  the  blown  stag,  through  woods,  bogs,  roads, 

and  streams 
M  measur'd  half  the  forest ;  but  alas  ! 
e  ftin  in  vain,  he  flies  not  from  his  feara. 
lM>u;;h  far  he  cast  the  lingering  pack  behind, 
h  hAf^gard  fancy  ^till  widi  horrour  views 
^  (vll  de^ktroyer ;  still  the  fatal  cry 
suits  his  ears,  and  wounds  his  trembling  heart. 
>  the  poor  fury-haunted  wretch  (his  han£i 
I  jHiiitiess  blood  distain'd)  still  seems  to  hear 
^  dying  shrieks ;  and  the  pale  ilireatening  ghost 
ores  as»  be  moves,  and  as  he  flies,  pursues. 
e  hen  his  slot ;  up  yon  green  hill  he  climbs, 
>Bt^  on  its  brow  awhile,  sadly  looks  back 
B  hi«  pursuers,  covering  all  the  plain ; 
It  wrung  with  anguish,  bears  not  long  the  sight, 
BDCs  down  the  steep,  and  sweats  along  the  vale. 
*n  mingles  with  die  herd,  where  once  he  reign'd 
Md  monardi  of  the  groves,  whose  clashing  beam 
|i  rivals  aw*d,  and  whose  exalted  power 
•»  «ill  rewarded  with  successful  love, 
tt  the  base  herd  have  leam'd  the  ways  of  men, 
•ttse  they  fly,  or  with  rebellious  aim 
»ie  him  Irom  thence :  needless  their  impious  deed, 
tt  bantsman  knows  him  by  a  thousand  marks, 
>^^f  and  imbost ;  nor  are  his  hounds  deceived ; 
10  ftell  dirtinguish  these,  and  liever  leave 
Ko*  oQce  devoted  foe ;  familiar  grows 
^  vent,  and  strong  their  appetite  to  kilL 
^n  he  flies,  and  with  redoubled  speed 
ins  o'er  the  lawn  ;  still  the  tenacious  crew 
■iK  OQ  the  track,  aloud  demand  their  prey, 
■d  push  him  many  a  league.     If  haply  then 
»  f»  evap'd,  and  the  gay  courtly  train 
B^iod  are  cast,  the  huntsman's  clanging  whip 
opk  fiiU  their  bold  career ;  passive  Uiey  stand, 
B»'«''d,  an  bumble,  an  obsequious  crowd, 
» if  by  stem  Medusa  gaz'd  to  stones. 
'  X  tliKir  geoeral'a  voice  whole  armies  halt 
'  fell  pursuit,  and  check  their  thirst  of  blood, 
ni  at  the  king's  ooromand,  like  l^asty  streams 
fcan'd  up  awhile,  they  foam,  and  pour  along 
^>  fresh  recruited  might.     The  stag,  who  l^p'd 
"  fo»  were  lost,  now  once  more  hears  astunn'd 
k  dxvadfiil  din ;  he  ihtvera  every  limb, 
'  «art»,  be  bounds,  each  bush  presents  a  foe. 
•*»»  d  by  the  fresh  relay,  no  pause  diow'd, 
n(hlc«,  and  faint,  he  fluilters  in  his  pacc^ 


And  Uttt  Ilia  wearer  limbs' with  pdni  tliat  scanv 
Sustain  their  load :  he  pants,  he  sobs  appall 'd ! 
Drops  down  his  heavy  head  to  eartli,  beneatli 
His  cumbrous  beams  oppress'd.     But  if  percluuice 
Some  prying  eye  surprize  him  ;  soon  he  rt^ara 
Erect  his  towering  front,  bounds  o'er  tlic  lawn 
With  ill-dissembled  vigour,  to  amuse 
The  knowing  forester ;  who  inly  smiles 
At  hjs  weak  shifts  and  unavailing  frauds. 
So  midnight  tapers  waste  their  last  remains. 
Shine  fortli  awhile,  and  as  they  blaze  expire. 
From  wood  to  wood  redoubling  tlmnders  roll, 
And  bellow  through  the  vales ;  tlie  moving  storm 
Thickens  amain,  and  loud  triumphant  fihouts. 
And  horns  shrill-warbling  in  each  glade,  prelude 
To  his  approaching  fate.     And  now  in  view 
With  hobbling  gait,  and  high,  exerts  amaz'd 
What  strength  is  left :  to  die  last  dregs  of  life 
Reduc'd,  his  spirits  fail,  on  every  side 
Hemm'd  in,  besieg'd  ;  not  the  least  opening  led 
To  gleaming  hope,  th*  unhappy's  last  reserve. 
Where  sliall  he  turn  ?  or  whither  fly  ?  Despair 
Gives  courage  to  the  weak.     Rcsolv'd  to  die. 
He  fears  no  more,  but  rushes  on  his  foes, 
And  deals  his  deaths  around  ;  beneadi  his  feet 
Hiese  grovelling  lie,  tliose  by  Ids  antlers  gor'd 
Defile  th'  ensanguin'd  plain.     Ah !  see  distressed 
He  stands  at  bay  against  yon  knotty  trunk, 
That  covers  well  his  rear,  his  front  presents 
An  host  of  foes.     O  !  shun,  ye  noble  train. 
The  rude  encounter,  and  believe  your  lives 
Your  country's  due  alone.     As  now  aloof 
Hiey  wing  around,  he  finds  his  soul  uprais'd. 
To  dare  some  great  exploit ;  he  charges  home 
Upon  the  broken  pack,  that  on  each  side 
Fly  diverse ;  then  as  o'er  the  turf  he  strains. 
He  vents  the  cooling  stream,  and  up  die  breete 
Urges  his  course  with  equal  violence : 
Hien  takes  the  soil,  and  plunges  in  the  flood 
Pirecipitant ;  down  the  mid-stream  he  wafb 
Along,  dll  (like  a  sliip  distress'd,  that  runs 
Into  some  winding  creek)  close  to  tlic  verge 
Of  a  small  island,  for  his  weary  feet 
Sure  anchorage  he  finds,  there  skulks  immera'd. 
His  nose  alone  above  the  wave  draws  in 
The  vital  air ;  all  else  beneath  the  flood 
Conceal'd,  and  lost,  deceives  each  prying  eye 
Of  man  or  brute.     In  vain  the  crowding  pack 
Draw  on  the  margin  of  the  stream,  or  cut 
The  liquid  wave  with  oary  feet,  tliat  move 
In  equal  dme.     The  gliding  waters  leave 
No  trace  beliind,  and  liis  contracted  pores 
But  sparingly  perspire :  die  huntsman  strains 
His  labouring  lungs,  and  pufls  his  cheeks  in  vain: 
At  length  a  blood-hound  bold,  studious  to  kill. 
And  exquisite  of  sense,  winds  Iiim  from  hr ; 
Headlong  he  leaps  into  the  flood,  his  mouth 
Loud  opening  spends  amain,  and  his  wide  throat 
Swells  every  note  with  joy ;  tlien  fearless  dives 
Beneath  the  wave,  hangs  on  his  haunch,  and  wounda 
Th'  unliappy  brute,  thai  flounders  in  the  stream 
Sorely  distress'd,  and  struggling  strives  to  mount 
Hie  steepy  shore.     Haply  once  more  escaip'd. 
Again  he  stands  at  l)ay,  amid  die  groves 
Of  willows,  bending  low  their  downy  heads. 
Outrageous  transport  fires  the  greedy  pack  ; 
These  swim  the  deep,  and  those  crawl  up  with  pafai 
The  slippery  bank,  while  otliers  on  firm  land 
Engage ;  the  stag  repels  each  bold  assault. 
Maintains  his  post,  and  wounds  for  wounds  retunuk 
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As  when  some  wily  corsair  boards  a  ship 
Full-freighted,  or  from  Afric's  golden  coasts. 
Or  India's  wealthy  strand,  his  bloody  crew 
Upon  her  deck  he  slings ;  these  in  the  deep 
Drop  short,  and  swim  to  reach  her  steepy  sides, 
And  clinging  climb  aloft ;  while  those  on  board 
Urge  on  the  work  of  Fate ;  the  master  bold, 
Pkiess'd  to  his  last  retreat,  bravely  resolves 
To  sink  his  wealth  beneath  the  whelming  wave, 
His  wealth,  his  foes,  nor  unreveng'd  to  die. 
So  fares  it  with  the  stag :  so  he  resolves 
To  plunge  at  once  into  the  flood  bdow. 
Himself,  his  foes,  in  one  deep  gulph  immers*d. 
Ere  yet  he  executes  this  dire  intent. 
In  wild  disorder  once  more  views  the  light ; 
Beneath  a  weight  of  woe  he  groans  distressed, 
Tlie  tears  run  trickling  down  Ids  hairy  cheeks ; 
He  weeps,  nor  weeps  in  vain.     The  king  beholds 
His  wretched  plight,  and  tenderness  innate 
Moves  his  great  soul.     Soon  at  his  high  command 
Rebuk'd,  the  disappointed,  hungry  pack. 
Retire  submiss,  and  grumbling  quit  their  prey. 
Great  Prince !  from  thee  what  may  thy  subjects 
hope ; 
So  kind,  and  so  bene6cent  to  brutes ! 
O  Mercy,  heavenly  bom  !  sweet  attribute ! 
Thou  great,  thou  best  prerogative  of  power ! 
Justice  may  guard  the  throne,  but,  join*d  with  thee. 
On  rocks  of  adamant  it  stands  secure. 
And  braves  tlie  storm  beneath  ;  soon  as  thy  smiles 
Gild  the  rough  deep,  the  foaming  waves  subside. 
And  all  the  noisy  tumult  sinks  in  peace. 


Book  IV. 

jfrgumenL 

Of  the  necessity  of  destroying  some  beasts,  and  pre- 
serving otliers  for  tlie  use  of  man.  Of  breeding 
of  hounds ;  the  season  for  this  business.  The 
choice  of  the  dog,  of  great  moment  Of  the 
litter  of  whelps.  Of  the  number  to  be  reared. 
Of  setting  them  out  to  their  several  walks.  Care 
to  be  taken  to  prevent  their  hunting  too  soon. 
Of  entering  tlie  whelps.  Of  breaking  them 
from  running  at  sheep.  Of  die  diseases  of 
hounds.  Of  their  age.  Of  madness ;  t^'o  sorts 
of  it  described,  the  dumb  and  outrageous  mad- 
ness: its  dreadful  effects.  Burning  of  the  wound 
recommended  as  preventing  all  ill  consequences. 
The  infectious  hounds  to  be  separated,  and  fed 
apart  Tlie  vanity  of  trusting  to  the  many  in- 
fallible  cures  for  this  malady.  Tlie  dismal  effects 
of  the  biting  of  a  mad  dog,  upon  man,  described. 
Description  of  the  otter  hunting.  The  conclu- 
sion. 

Whate'ze  of  earth  is  form  d,  to  earth  returns 
Dissolv*d :  the  various  objects  we  behold. 
Plants,  anima3«,  this  whole  material  mass, 
Are  ever  changing,  ever  new.     The  soul 
Of  man  alone,  tha^  particle  divine, 
Escapes  the  wreck  of  worlds,  when  all  things  fail. 
Hence  great  the  distance  *twixt  the  beasts  thi^  perish, 
And  God*s  bright  image,  man*s  immortal  race. 
The  brute  creation  are  his  property. 
Subservient  to  his  will,  and  for  him  made. 
As  hurtful  these  he  kills,  as  useful  those 
Preserves ;  their  sole  and  arbitrary  king. 


Should  he  not  kill,  as  erst  the  Samian  nge 
Taught  unadvis'd,  and  Indian  brsdimans  nov 
As  vainly  preadi ;  the  teeming  ravenous  bmta 
Might  fill  the  scanty  space  of  this  terrene, 
Encumbering  all  the  globe :  should  not  his  cm 
Improve  his  growing  stock,  their  kinds  migbt  £d, 
Man  might  once  more  on  roots  and  accms  fiari 
And  through  the  deserts  range,  shivering,  forkn, 
Quite  destitute  of  every  solace  dear, 
And  every  smiling  gaiety  of  life. 

Hie  prudent  huntsman  therefore  will  supply 
With  annual  large  recruits  his  broken  pack, 
And  propagate  dieir  kind :     as  fixim  the  rocA 
Fresh  sdons  still  spring  forth  and  daily  yield 
New  blooming  honours  to  the  pareot-tree. 
Far  shall  his  pack  be  fam'd,  fiu*  sou^  Us  bited, 
And  princes  at  their  tables  feast  those  bounds 
His  hand  presents,  an  acceptable  boon. 

Ere  yet  the  Sun  through  the  bright  Ram  fats  v^^ 
His  steepy  course,  or  mother  Earth  ui^Muod 
Her  frozen  bosom  to  the  Western  gale ; 
When  feathered  troops,  thehr  social  leagues  difloh'i 
Select  tlicir  mates,  and  on  the  leafless  dm 
Hie  noisy  rook  builds  high  her  wicker  nest, 
Mark  well  the  wanton  females  of  thy  psck, 
That  curl  their  taper  tails,  and  firisking  court 
Their  pyebald  mates  enamour'd ;  their  red  mi 
Flasli  Arcs  impure ;  nor  rest,  nor  food  they  tike, 
Goaded  by  furious  love.     In  separate  cells 
Confine  them  now,  lest  bloody  civil  wars 
Annoy  thy  peaceful  state.     If  left  at  laigt^ 
llie  growling  rivals  in  dread  battle  join, 
And  rude  encounter;  on  Scamander*s  stnsnu 
Heroes  of  old  with  fkr  less  fury  fought 
For  the  bright  Spartan  dame^  their  valour's  }^ 
Mangled  and  torn  thy  favourite  hounds  shall  Be, 
Stretch'd  on  th^  ground ;  thy  kennel  shall  appor 
A  field  of  blood :  like  some  unhappy  town 
In  civil  broils  confus*d,  while  Discord  shakes 
Her  bloody  scourge  aloft,  fierce  parties  nge, 
Staining  their  impious  hands  in  nautual  deatk 
And  stUl  the  best  beloved,  and  bravest  fidl : 
Such  are  the  dire  effects  of  lawless  love. 

Huntsman  !  these  ills  by  timely  prudent  csre 
Prevent :  for  every  longing  dame  select 
Some  happy  paramour ;  to  him  alone 
In  leagues  connubial  join.     Consider  well 
His  lineage ;  what  his  fathers  did  of  old. 
Chiefs  of  the  pack,  and  first  to  dimb  the  net 
Or  plunge  into  the  deep,  or  tread  the  brake 
With  thorn  sharp-pointed,  plash'd,  and  bnos  i 


woven; 


Observe  with  care  his  shape,  sort,  colour. 
Nor  will  sagacious  huntsmen  less  n^ard 
His  inward  habits :  the  vain  babbler  shun. 
Ever  loquacious,  ever  in  the  wrong. 
His  foolish  offspring  shall  offend  Jiy  can 
With  false  alarms,  and  loud  impertinence. 
Nor  less  the  shifting  cur  avdd,  that  bresks 
Illusive  from  the  pack ;  to  the  next  hedge 
Devious  he  strays,  there  every  muse  be  tries: 
If  haply  then  he  cross  the  steaming  scent. 
Away  he  flies  vain-glorious ;  and  exults 
As  of  the  pack  supreme,  and  in  his  speed 
And  strength  unrivall'd.     Lo !  cast  far  behiod, 
His  vex'd  associates  pant,  and  labouring  straio 
To  climb  the  steep  ascent     Soon  as  theyreM^ 
Th*  insulting  boaker,  his  false  courage  foOs 
Behmd'fae  1^  doom*d  to  the  fttal  noose, 
Hib  master's  hate,  and  scorn  of  aU  die  fickL 
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n«t  can  ftwtt  ntch  be  hop'd,  but  a  base  brood 
H  coward  eon,  m  frantic,  vagrant  race  ? 
Mtlien  now  the  third  revolTing  Moon  appears, 
Elth  sharpen *d  boms,  above  th'  horizon's  brink, 
i'lthout  Ludna's  aid,  ezpect  thy  hopes 
re  ampij  crown'd ;  short  pangs  produce  to  light 
)»  smoking  litter ;  crawling  helpless,  blind, 
tatare  tbdr  guide,  they  seek  the  pouting  teat 
bat  plenteous  streams.     Soon  as  the  tender  dam 
Ui  fonn'd  them  with  her  tongue,  with  pleasure 

view 
Se  ma^s  of  their  renown*d  progenitors, 
BR  pledge  of  triumphs  yet  to  come.     All  these 
dirt  with  joy ;  but  to  the  merciless  flood 
Kpose  the  dwindling  refuse,  nor  o'erload 
li'  indulgent  mother.  •  If  thy  heart  relent, 
Bw-JUing  to  destroy,  a  nurse  provide, 
m1  io  the  foster-parent  give  the  care 
r  thy  superfluous  brood ;  she*ll  cherish  kind 
*  alien  offspring ;  pleas'd  thou  shalt  behold 
er  tenderness,  and  hospitable  love. 
If  frolic  now  and  playful  they  desert 
leir  gloomy  cell,  and  on  the  verdant  turf, 
ah  nerves  improv'd,  pursue  the  mimic  chase, 
nrdn^  around ;  unto  the  choicest  friends 
mmit  thy  valued  prize :  the  rustic  dames 
•II  at  thy  kennel  wait,  and  in  their  laps 
xcdve  thy  growing  hopes,  witli  many  a  kiss 
/tv^  and  dignify  their  little  charge 
itb  vume  great  title,  and  resounding  name 
'  hij^  import.     But  cautious  here  observe 
chfx'k  their  youthful  ardour,  nor  permit 
e  unexperienc'd  younker,  immature, 
Boe  to  range  the  woods,  or  haunt  the  brakes 
bere  dodging  conies  sport ;  his  nerves  unstrung, 
d  strength  unecjual ;  the  laborious  chose 
ill  vtint  his  growth,  and  his  rash  forward  youth 
■tract  such  vicious  habits,  as  thy  care 
d  Ute  correction  never  sliall  reclaim. 
A'&en  to  full  strength  arrived,  mature  and  bold, 
aduct  them  to  the  field ;  not  all  at  once, 
t  a»  thy  cooler  prudence  shall  direct, 
ert  a  few,  and  form  them  by  degrees 
tfricter  dtscipUne.     With  these  consort 
r  stanch  and  steady  sages  of  tliy  pack, 
kAflf  ezpericnce  ven*d  in  all  the  wiles, 
d  viUie  doublings  of  the  various  Chase. 
n  tltt  le«on  of  the  youthful  train 
km  instinct  prompts,  and  when  example  guides. 
Ike  too  forward  younker  at  the  head 
tm  boldly  on  in  wantcm  sportive  mood, 
fnret  h»  baste,  and  let  him  feel  abash'd 
t  ruling  whip.      But  if  he  stoop  behind 
vary  modest  ^uise,  to  his  own  nose 
aiding  aur«  ;  give  him  full  scope  to  work 
%  winding  way,  and  with  thy  voice  applaud 
i  patience,  aixl  bis  care :  soon  shalt  thou  view 
r  Isopefiil  po|nI  leader  of  his  tribe, 
d  aii  tbe  listening  pack  attend  his  call. 
IHt  lead  them  forth  where  wanton  lambkins  play, 
d  bleating  dams  with  jealous  eyes  observe 
or  tender  care.      If  at  the  crowding  flock 
'■  hay  preuimptoous,  or  with  eager  haste 
fsoe  them  scattered  o*er  the  verdant  plain, 
the  foul  fact  attach*d,  to  the  strong  ram 
i  f«4  the  rash  offender.     See !  at  first 
I  tam'd  conpanion,  fearful  and  amaz'd, 
•Q  dng  him  trenibUng  o*er  the  rugged  ground ; 
n.  with  his  load  fadgu'd,  shall  turn  a-head, 
id  widi  Us  curlM  hard  firtmt  iaccsrant  peal 


The  panting  wretch ;  till,  breathless  and  astunn'd, 
Stretch*d  on  the  turf  he  lie.     Then  spare  not  thou 
The  twining  whip,  but  ply  his  bleeding  sides 
Lash  after  lash,  and  with  thy  threatening  voice, 
Harsh-echoing  from  the  liills,  inculcate  loud 
His  vile  offence.     Sooner  shall  trembling  doves 
Escap*d  the  hawk's  sharp  talons,  in  mid  air. 
Assail  their  dangerous  foe,  than  he  once  more 
Disturb  the  peaceful  flocks.     In  tender  age 
Tlius  youth  is  train*d ;  as  curious  artists  bend 
llie  taper  pliant  twig,  or  potters  form 
Their  soft  and  ductile  clay  to  various  shapes. 

Nor  is  't  enough  to  breed ;  but  to  preserve. 
Must   lie  the  huntsman's  care.      The  stanch  old 

hounds. 
Guides  of  thy  pack,  though  but  in  number  few, 
Are  yet  of  great  account ;  shall  oft  untie 
The  Gordian  knot,  when  reason  at  a  stand 
Puzzling  is  lost,  and  all  tliy  art  is  vain. 
0*er  clogging  fisdlows,  o'er  dry  plaster'd  roads. 
O'er  floated  meads,  o'er  plains  with  flocks  distain'd 
Bankoscenting,  these  must  lead  tlie  dubious 
As  party-chiefs  in  senates  who  preside. 
With  pleaded  reason  and  with  well-tum'd  qieech. 
Conduct  the  staring  multitude ;  so  these 
Direct  the  pack,  who  with  joint  cry  approve. 
And  loudly  boast  discoveries  not  their  own. 

Unnumber'd  accidents,  and  various  ills. 
Attend  thy  pack,  hang  hovering  o'er  tlieir  heads, 
And  point  the^ray  that  leads  to  Death's  dark  cave. 
Short  is  their  span ;  few  at  the  date  arrive 
Of  ancient  Argus  in  old  Homer's  song 
So  highly  honoured  :  kind,  sagacious  brute ! 
Not  ev'n  Minerva's  wisdom  could  conceal 
Thy  much-lov'd  master  from  thy  nicer  sense. 
Dying  his  lord  he  own'd,  view'd  him  all  o'er 
With  eager  eyes,  then  clos'd  those  eyes,  well  pleas'd. 

Of  lesser  ills  the  Muse  declines  to  »ing, 
Nor  stoops  so  low ;  of  these  each  groom  can  tell 
Tlie  proper  remedy.      But  O !  what  care. 
What  prudence,  can  prevent  madness,  the  wont 
Of  maladies  ?     Terrific  pest  j  that  blasts 
The  huntsman's  hopes,  and  desolation  ^reads 
Through  all  tli'  unpeopled  kennel  unrestrain'd. 
More  fktal  tlian  tli'  envenom'd  viper's  bite ; 
Or  that  Apulian  spider's  poisonous  sting, 
Heal'd  by  the  pleasing  antidote  of  sounds. 

When  Sirius  reigns,  and  tlie  Sun's  parching  beama 
Bake  the  dry  gaping  surface,  visit  tliou 
Each  ev'n  and  mom,  with  quick  observant  ^e, 
Thy  panting  pack.     If,  in  dark  sullen  mood. 
Hie  glouting  hound  refuse  his  wonted  meal, 
Retiring  to  some  close,  obscure  retreat, 
Gloomy,  disconsolate ;  with  speed  remove 
The  poor  infectious  wretch,  and  in  strong  chains 
Bind  him  suspected.     Thus  that  dire  disease 
Wliich  art  can't  cure,  wise  caution  may  prevenL 

But,  this  n^lected,  soon  expect  a  change, 
A  dismal  clunge,  confusion,  frenzy,  death. 
Or  in  some  dark  recess  the  senseless  brute 
Sits  sadly  pining ;  deep  melancholy. 
And  black  despair,  upon  his  clouded  brow 
Hang  lowering  ;  from  his  luilf  opening  jaws 
Hie  clammy  venom,  and  infectious  froth. 
Distilling  fall ;  and  from  his  lungs  inflam'd, 
Malignant  vapours  taint  tlie  ambient  air. 
Breathing  perdition  :  Iiis  dim  eyes  are  glaz'd, 
He  droops  his  pensive  head,  liis  trembling  limbs 
No  more  support  his  weight ;  abject  he  lies, 
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Dumb,  spiritless,  benumb'd ;  till  Death  at  laat 
Gracious  attends,  and  kindly  brings  relief. 

Or,  if  outrageous  grown,  behold,  alas  1 
A  yet  more  dreadful  scene ;  his  glaring  eyes 
Redden  with  fury,  like  some  angry  boar 
Cbuming  he  foams ;  and  on  his  back  erect 
His  pointed  bristles  rise ;  his  tail  incunr*d 
He  drops,  and  with  harsh  broken  bowlings  rends 
The  poison-tainted  air ;  with  rough  hoarse  voice 
Incessant  bays,  and  snufis  the  infectious  breeae ; 
Tliis  way  and  that  he  stares  aghast,  and  starts 
At  his  own  shade :  jealous,  as  if  he  deem*d 
The  world  his  foes.    If  haply  towards  the  stream 
He  cast  his  roving  eye,  cold  honour  chills 
His  soul ;  averse  he  flies,  trembling,  appall'd. 
Now  frantic  to  the  kennel's  utmost  verge 
Raving  he  runs,  and  deals  destruction  round. 
The  pack  fly  diverse ;  for  whate'er  he  meets 
Vengeful  he  bites,  and  every  bite  is  death. 

If  now  perchance  through  the  weak  fence  escap'd 
Far  up  the  wind  he  roves,  with  open  mouth 
Inhales  the  cooling  breeze ;  nor  man,  nor  beast> 
He  spares  implacable.     The  hunter-horse, 
Oace  kind  associate  of  his  sylvan  toils, 
(Who  haply  now  without  the  kennel's  mound 
Crops  the  rank  mead,  and  listening  bears  with  joy 
The  cheering  cry,  that  mom  and  eve  salutes 
His  raptiu-'d  sense,)  a  wretched  victim  falls. 
Unhappy  quadruped !  no  more,  alas ! 
Shall  thy  fond  master  with  his  voice  applaud 
Tliy  gentleness,  thy  speed ;  or  with  his  hand 
Stroke  thy  soft  dappled  sides,  as  he  each  day 
Visits  thy  stall,  well  pleas'd ;  no  more  shalt  thou 
With  sprightly  neighings,  to  the  winding  horn, 
And  the  loud  opening  pack  in  concert  join'd. 
Glad  his  proud  heart.     For  oh !  the  secret  wound 
Rankling  inflames,  he  bites  the  ground,  and  dies ! 
Hence  to  the  village  with  pernicious  haste 
Baleful  he  bends  his  course :  the  village  flies 
Alarm'd ;  the  tender  mother  in  her  arms 
Hugs  close  the  trembling  babe ;  the  doors  are  bair'd. 
And  flying  curs,  by  native  instinct  taught. 
Shun  the  contagious  bane ;  the  rustic  bands 
Hunry  to  arms,  the  rude  militia  seize 
Whate'er  at  hand  they  find ;  clubs,  forks,  or  guns. 
From  every  quarter  charge  the  furious  foe, 
In  wild  disoiiler,  and  uncouth  array : 
Till,  now  with  wounds  on  wounds  oppress'd  and 

gor'd. 
At  ojne  short  poisonous  gasp  he  breathes  his  lasl 

Hence  to  the  kennel,  Muse,  return,  and  view 
With  heavy  heart  that  hospital  of  woe ; 
Where  Horrour  stalks  at  large !  Insatiate  Death 
Sits  growling  o'er  his  prey:  each  hour  presente 
A  different  scene  of  ruin  and  distress. 
How  busy  art  thou,  Fate !  and  how  severe 
Thy  pointed  wrath !  the  dying  and  the  dead 
Promiscuous  lie ;  o'er  these  the  living  fight 
In  one  eternal  broil ;  not  conscious  why 
Nor  yet  with  whom.     So  drunkards,  in  their  cups, 
Spare  not  their  friends,  whUe  senseless  squabble 
reigns. 

Huntsman  !  it  much  bdioves  thee  to  avoid 
The  perilous  debate  !  Ah  !  rouae  up  all 
Thy  vigilance,  and  tread  the  treacherous  ground 
With  careful  step.     Thy  fires  unquench*d  preserve. 
As  erst  the  vestal  flames ;  the  pointed  steel 
In  the  hot  embers  hide ;  and  if  surpria'd 
Hiou  fi^iBlst  the  deadly  tMte,  quick  Wge  it  home 
Into  the  recent  sore,  and  cwiteriie 


The  wound ;  apue  not  thy  ileah,  nflr  dread  th' ( 
Vulcan  shall  save  when  .Asculapnis  fink 

Here  should  the  knowing  Muse  reoooat  the  MB 
To  stop  this  growing  plague.     And,  hsc,  abi! 
Each  hand  presents  a  soivcreign  cure^  and  bo^n 
Infallibility,  but  boasts  in  vain. 
On  this  depend,  each  to  his  sfparalr  scat 
Confine,  in  fetters  bound ;  give  each  fab  ooi 
Apart,  his  range  in  open  air ;  and  then 
If  deadly  symptpois  to  thy  grief,  appear. 
Devote  die  wretch,  and  let  him  greatly  £dl, 
A  generous  victim  for  the  public  weaL 

Sng,  philosophic  Muse,  the  dire  effibcti 
Of  thb  contagious  bite  on  haplcas  man. 
Hie  rustic  swains,  by  long  traditioB  taught 
Of  leechisa  old,  as  soon  as  they  petceire 
The  bite  impressed,  to  the  ica^coasts  iqiair. 
Flung'd  in  the  briny  flood,  th*  unhappy  yoodi 
Now  journeys  home  secure ;  but  soon  flftdU  wiA    i 
The  seas  as  yet  badcover'd  him  beneath 
The  foaming  surge,  full  many  a  fathom  deqjk       i 
A  fate  more  dismal,  and  tupcrior  ills 
Hang  o'er  his  head  devoted.     When  the  Mom, 
Qosing  her  monthly  round,  returns  again 
To  gl^  the  night ;  or  when  lull.ort>*d  abe  ifaiaa  j 
High  in  the  vault  of  Heaven ;  the  lurking  pen     | 
Begins  the  dire  assault     The  poisonous  foaa      | 
Hirough  the  deep  wound  instill'd  with  hostikn^ 
And  all  its  fiery  particles  saline,  | 

Invades  th*  arterial  fluid:  whose  red  waves  I 

Tempestuous  heave,  and  their  cohesion  brakes  | 
Fermenting  boil ;  intestine  war  ensues,  | 

And  order  to  confusion  turns -emlirail'dL  | 

Now  the  distended  vesaela  soaroe  contain  | 

The  wild  uproar,  but  press  each  weaker  part  j 
Unable  to  resist :  the  tender  brain 
And  stomach  suffer  moat;  convuhamis  siwke 
His  trembling  nerves,  and  wandering  pongent  ps 
Pinch  sore  the  sleepless  wretch ;  his  flutfeedng  pal 
Oft  intermits ;  pensive,  and  sad,  he  nKwms  j 
His  cruel  fiite,  and  to  his  weeping  friends  | 

Laments  in  vain ;  to  hasty  anger  prooc^  j 

Resents  each  slight  offence,  n^lks  with  quick  «| 
And  wildly  stares ;  at  last  with  boondlcss  wrnvf  j 
The  tyrant,  frenzy  reigns :  for  aa  the  dog 
(Whose  fattd  bite  convey *d  th*  infeotioos  banc) 
Raving  he  foams,  and  howls,  and  barika,  and  hsM 
Like  agitadons  in  his  boiling  blood 
Present  like  species  to  his  troubled  mind  ;  | 

His  nature  and  his  actions  all  canine. 
So  (as  old  Homer  sung)  th*  associates  wild 
Of  wandering  Ithacus,  by  Circe*s  charms     [groi 
To  swine  transform'd,   ran  grunting  throB|^ ' 
Dreadful  example  to  a  wicked  world !  i 

See  there  distress'd  he  lies'  pardb*d  up  with  tho^ 
But  dares  not  drink.  Till  now  at  last  bis  wol  | 
Trembling  escapes,  her  noisome  dungeon  leavtaj 
And  to  some  purer  region  wings  avray*  i 

One  labour  yet  remains,  celestial  Maid !         | 
Another  element  demands  thy  song.  ^J 

No  more  o'er  craggy  steep,  through  coverts  da^ 
With  pointed  thorn,  and  briers  intricate* 
Urge  on  with  horn  and  voice  the  painful  pac^  - 
But  skim  with  wanton  wing  the  irrigttoua 
Where  winding  streams  amid  the  flowery 
Perpetual  glide  along ;  and  undermine 
The  cavem'd  banks,  by  the  tenacions  soots 
Of  hoary  willows  ardi'd ;  gloomy  letreat 
Of  the  bright  scaly  kii^d ;  where  they  as  wiU 
On  the  green  watery  reed  their  pasture 
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Sack  the  moigt  toil,  bt  dumber  at  their  ease, 

Rock'd  bj  the  mtleas  brook,  that  draws  aslope 

[is  humid  tnin,  and  lavea  their  dark  abodes. 

Where  rages  not  Oppression  ?    Where,  alas  ! 

[%  Innocence  ftecure?     Rapine  and  Spoil 

HiuBt  e¥*n  the  lowest  deeps ;  seas  have  their  sharks, 

^inn  and  ponds  enclose  the  ravenous  pike ; 

He  in  his  turn  becomes  a  prey ;  on  him 

rh*  aoaphibious  otter  feasts.     Just  is  his  fate 

Dnert'd :  but  tyrants  know  no  bounds ;  iftr  spears 

rhat  bristle  on  his  back,  defend  the  pei^ 

Prom  his  wide  greedy  jaws ;  nor  bumish*d  mail 

Ihr  jellow  carp ;  nor  all  his  arts  can  save 

th*  insinuating  eel,  that  hides  his  head 

kaeath  the  sluny  mud ;  nor  yet  escapes 

the  crimson-spotted  trout,  the  river's  pride^ 

ind  beauty  of  the  stream.     Without  remorse^ 

Phis  midnight  pillager,  ranging  around, 

nastiste  swallows  all.     The  owner  mourns 

V  unpeopled  rivulet,  and  gladly  hears 

^  huntsDsan's  early  call,  and  sees. with  joy 

Ite  jonal  crew,  that  march  upon  its  banks 

D  gay  parade,  with  bearded  hmoes  arm*d. 

The  subtle  spoiler,  of  the  beaver  kind, 
'V  off  perhaps,  where  ancient  alders  shade 
lie  deep  still  pool,  within  some  hollow  trunk 
i4iauiTes  his  wicker  couch :  whence  he  surveys 
lis  long  purlieu,  lord  of  the  stream,  and  all 
!he  finny  shoals  his  own.     But  you,  brave  youths, 
)Bpute  the  felon's  claim ;  try  every  root, 
tod  erery  reedy  bsink ;  encourage  all 
^  bosy  spreading  pack,  that  fearless  plunge 
tttothe  flood,  and  cross  the  rapid  stream, 
fid  rocks  and  caves,  and  each  resounding  shore, 
Wkim  your  bold  defiance;  loudly  raise 
^  cheering  voice,  till  distant  hills  repeat 
[he  triumphs  of  the  vale.     On  the  soft  sand 
iee  there  his  seal  impress*d !  and  on  that  bank 
heboid  the  glittering  spoils,  half-eaten  fish, 
kaks,  fins,  and  bones,  the  leavings  of  his  feast 
Ui !  on  that  yielding  sag-bed,  see,  once  more 
Es  sesl  I  view.      O'er  yon  dank  rushy  marsh 
the  dy  goose-footed  prowler  bends  his  course, 
bd  Mcks  the  distant  shallows.     Huntsman,  bring 
fhy  esger  pack,  and  trail  him  to  his  couch. 
3ark !  the  loud  peal  begins,  the  clamorous  joy, 
Ihe  gsUsnt  duding,  loads  the  trembling  air. 

Te  Nsisds  lair,  who  o'er  these  floods  preside, 
Bai«e  up  your  dripping  heads  above  the  wave^ 
lad  besr  our  melody.     Th'  harmonious  notes 
nost  with  the  stream ;  and  every  winding  creek 
Ind  hoUow  rock,  that  o'er  the  dimpling  flood 
Kod«  pendant,  still  improve  fit>m  shore  to  shore 
Ov  sweet  reiterated  joys.     What  shouts !    [sounds 
^htt  clamour  loud!     What  gay  heart-cheering 
Ct|ne  through  the  breathing  brass  their  mazy  way ! 
Kor  (juires  of  Tritons  glad  with  sprightlier  strains 
IW  dancing  biOosrs,  when  pnnid  Neptune  rides 
la  triumph  o'er  tne  deep.     How  greedily 
7^  muff  the  fishy  steam,  that  to  each  blade 
Rsnk-soenting  clings !  See!  how  the  morning  dews 
"Hwr  sweep,  that  from  their  feet  besprinkling  drop 
^E|(^per»'d,  and  leave  a  track  oblique  behind. 
^o«  on  firm  land  they  range ;  then  in  the  flood 
Tkrjr  plunge  tumultuous ;  or  through  reedy  pools 
Iiu«tling  they  work  their  way :  no  hole  escapes 
Tlieir  curious  seardL     With  quick  sensation  now 
^  Aiming  vapour  stings ;  flutter  their  hearts, 
Aad  joy  redoubled  bursts  from  every  mouth 
^  louder  symphoBin.     Tod  hoUow  trunk, 


Tliat  with  tti  hoary  head  iacurv'd  saliktes 
The  passing  wave,  must  be  the  tyrant's  fort. 
And  dread  abode.     How  these  impatient  climbs 
While  others  at  the  root  incessant  bay ! 
Tliey  put  him  down.     See,  there  he  drives  along ! 
Til*  ascending  bubbles  mark  his  gloomy  way. 
Quick  fix  the  nets,  and  cut  off  his  retreat 
Into  die  dieltering  deeps.     Ah!  there  he  vents ! 
The  pack  plunge  headlong,  and  pretended  spears 
Menace  destruction :  while  the.  troubled  surge 
Indigiumt  foams,  and  all  the  scaly  kind. 
Affrighted,  hide  their  heads.     Wild  tumult  reigns, 
And  loud  uproar.     Ah,  there  once  more  he  vents ! 
See,  that  bold  hound  hss  seis'd  him !  down  they  sink 
Together  lost :  but  soon  shall  he  rment 
His  rash  assault.     See,  there  escap  d,  he  flies 
Half-drown'd,  and  clambers  up  the  sUppery  bank 
With  ouze  and  blood  distain'd.     Of  all  the  brutes, 
Whether  by  Nature  Ibnn'd,  or  by  long  use. 
This  artful  diver  best  can  bear  the  want 
Of  vital  air..    Unequal  is  the  fights 
Beneath  the  whelming  element.     Yet  there 
He  lives  not  long ;  but  respiration  needs 
At  proper  intervals.     Again  he  vents ; 
Again  the  crowd  attack.     That  spear  has  pierc'd 
His  nedL ;  the  crimson  waves  confess  the  wound. 
Fist  is  the  bearded  lance,  unwelcome  guest, 
Where'er  he  flies ;  with  him  it  sinks  beneath, 
Witli  him  it  mounts  ;  sure  guide  to  every  foe. 
Inly  he  groans ;  nor  can  his  tender  wound 
Bear  the  cold  stream.     Lo !  to  yon  sedgy  bank 
He  creeps  disconsolate  :  his  numerous  foes 
Surround  him,  hounds,  and  men.     Pierc'd  through 

and  through. 
On  pointed  spears  they  lifl  him  high  in  air  ; 
Wriggling  he  hangs,  and  grins,  and  bites  in  vain : 
Bid  the  loud  horns,  in  gaily-warbling  strains, 
Proclaim  the  felon's  fate ;  he  dies,  he  dies. 

Rejoice,  ye  scaly  tribes,  and  leaping  dance 
Above  the  wave,  in  sign  of  liber^ 
Restor'd ;  the  cruel  tyrant  is  no  more. 
Rejoice  secure  and  bless'd ;  did  not  as  yet 
Ronain  some  of  your  own. rapacious  kind ; 
And  man,  fierce  man,  with  all  his  various  wiles. 

O  happy  !  if  ye  knew  your  happy  state. 
Ye  rangers  of  the  fields ;  whom  Nature  boon 
Cheers  with  her  smiles,  and  every  element 
Conspires  to  bless.     What,  if  no  heroes  frown 
From  marble  pedestals ;  nor  Raphael's  works, 
Nor  Titian's  lively  tints,  adpm  our  walls? 
Yet  these  the  meanest  of  us  may  behold ; 
And  at  another's  cost  may  feast  at  will 
Our  wondering  eyes ;  what  can  the  owner  more  ? 
But  vain,  alas !  is  wealth,  not  grac'd  with  power. 
Tlie  flowery  landscape,  and  the  gilded  dome, 
And  vistas  opening  to  the  wearied  eye. 
Through  all  his  wide  domain ;  the  planted  grove, 
Tlie  shrubby  wilderness,  with  its  gay  choir 
Of  warbling  birds,  can't  lull  to  soft  repose 
Tb'  ambitious  wretch,  whose  discontented  soul 
Is  harrow'd  day  and  night ;  he  mourns,  he  pinee; 
Until  his  prince's  favour  makes  him  great. 
See,  there  he  comes,  th*  exalted  idol  comes  I 
The  circle  's  form'd,  and  all  his  fawning  slaves 
Devoutly  bow  to  earth ;  from  every  mouth 
The  nauseous  flattery  flows,  which  he  returns 
With  promises,  that  die  as  soon  as  born. 
Vile  intercourse !  where  virtue  has  no  place. 
Frown  but  the  monarch ;  all  his  glories  fade ; 
He  mingles  with  the  throng,  outcast,  undone^ 
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The  pageant  of  a  day ;  without  one  fnend 
To  soothe  his  tortur'd  mind  :  ail,  all  are  fled. 
For,  though  they  boak'd  in  his  meridian  ray. 
The  insects  vanish,  as  his  beams  decline. 

Not  such  our  friends ;  for  here  no  daik  design. 
No  wicked  interest,  bribes  the  venal  heart ; 
But  inclination  to  our  bosom  leads, 
And  weds  them  there  for  life  ;  our  social  cups 
Smile,  as  we  smile;  open,  and  unreserv'd. 
We  speak  our  inmost  souls ;  good-humour,  mirth. 
Soft  complaisance,  and  wit  firom  malice  free. 
Smooth  every  brow,  and  glow  on  every  cheek. 

O  happiness  sincere !  what  wretch  would  groan 
Beneath  the  galling  load  of  power,  or  walk 
Upon  the  slippery  pavements  of  the  great, 
MTho  thus  could  reign,  unenvy'd  and  secure  ! 

Ye  guardian  powers  who  maike  mankind  your  care. 
Give  me  to  know  wise  Nature's  hidden  depths, 
Trace  each  mysterious  cause,  with  judgment  read 
Th*  eipandod  volume,  and  submiss  adore 
That  great  creative  Will,  who  at  a  word 


Spoke  forth  the  woodraus  Kene.     Bat  if  my  nd 
To  this  gross  clay  oonfin'd  flutters  oo  Earth 
With  less  ambitious  wing ;  unskill'd  to  nage 
From  orb  to  orb,  where  Newton  leaas  tne  wsy ; 
And  view  with  piercing  eyes  the  gnttd  iwarhiBf, 
Worlds  above  worlds  ;  subservient  to  his  voiot, 
Who,  veird  in  clouded  majesty,  alone 
Gives  light  to  all ;  bids  the  great  sys 
And  changeful  seasons  in  their  tnmi 
Unmov*d,  unchang'd,  himsdf :  yet  this  at 
Grant  me  propitious,  an  inglorious  lile^ 
Calm  and  serene,  nor  lost  in  fidse  pursnils 
Of  wealth  or  honours ;  but  enough  to  raise 
My  drooping  friends,  preventing  modest  Wast 
Tluit  dares  not  ask.     And  if,  to  crown  my  jon, 
Ye  giant  me  health,  that,  ruddy  in  my  checks^ 
Blooms  in  my  life's  decline;  fields  woods  nd 


Each  towering  hill,  eadi  humble  vale 

Shall  hear  my  cheering  voice,  my 

Hie  laxy  Mom,  and  glad  th'  horisoD  ramid. 
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ALEXANDER  POPE. 


itfuyon  Popiy  an  English  poet  of  great  emi- 
mce,  was  bora  in  London  in  1688.  His  father, 
bo  ippean  to  have  acquired  wealth  by  trade,  was 
fiytnaa  Catholic,  and  btdng  disaffected  to  the 
litici  of  King  William,  be  retired  to  Binfield,  in 
indsor  Forest,  where  he  purchased  a  small  house 
th  some  acres  of  land,  and  lived  frugally  upon 
i  fmtuoe  be  had  saved.  Alexander,  who  was  from 
kocj  ofa  delicate  habit  of  body,  after  learning  to 
d  and  write  at  home,  was  plaoed  about  liis  eighth 
IT  under  the  care  of  a  Romish  priest,  who  taught 
n  the  nidiments  of  Latin  and  Greek.  His  na. 
ai  fbadness  for  books  was  indulged  about  this 
vkI  bj  Ogilby*s  translation  of  Homer,  and 
adn's  of  Ovid's  Metamorphoses,  which  gave  him 
such  delight,  that  they  may  be  said  to  have  made 
■  a  poet.  He  pursued  his  studies  under  different 
nts  to  whom  be  was  consigned.  At  length  he 
ame  the  director  of  his  own  pursuits,  the  variety 
»hich  prored  that  he  was  by  no  means  deficient 
industry,  though  his  reading  was  rather  excursive 

0  methodical.  From  his  early  years  poetry  was 
^  by  him  as  a  profession,  for  his  poetical 
ilinp:  WIS  always  accompanied  with  attempts  at 
tation  or  translation ;  and  it  may  be  affirmed 
t  be  rose  at  once  almost  to  perfection  in  this  walk. 
» manDers  and  conversation  were  equally  beyond 
jm ;  and  it  does  not  appear  that  he  ever  culti. 
fid  friendsUp  with  any  one  of  his  own  age  or 
ditioa. 

^'»  Faslorals  were  first  printed  in  a  volume 
rociMMi's  Miscellanies  in  1709,  and  were  generally 
urtd  for  the  sweetness  of  the  versification,  and 
lu^re  of  the  diction,  though  they  betrayed  a 
It  of  odginsl  observation,  and  an  artificial  cast 
mtiraent ;  in  Act,  they  were  any  thing  rather 

1  real  psstorals.  In  the  mean  time  he  was  exer- 
Bf  hinmlf  in  compositions  of  a  higher  class ; 
'  bf  bis  «  Eaay  on  Criticism,'*  published  two 
n  afterwards,  be  obtained  a  great  accession  of 
■tatioii,  merited  by  tbeccmprehension  of  thought, 
rneral  good  sense,  and  the  frequent  beauty  of 
■tntioo  which  it  presents,  though  it  displays 
ty  of  the  inaccuracies  of  a  juvenile  author.     In 

2  hit  **  HMpe  of  the  Lock,"  a  mock  heroic, 
k  its  first  appcanmce,  and  conferred  upon  him 
^  title  he  posseiaca  to  the  merit  of  invention. 
'JoadtoBTjoi  the  Sylphs  was  afterwards  added, 
oquisite  ftncy-piece,  wrou^t  with  unrivalled 
land  beamy.  The  "  Temple  of  Fame,"  altered 
D  CSaaccr,  though  partaking  of  the  embarraaa- 
tt»  of  the  anginal  plan,  has  many  parages  which 
r  iwik  wicb  his  happiest  efforts. 

p  the  year  171S,  Pope  issued  proposals  for  pub- 
in^  a  traaabiion  of  Homer's  Diad,  the  success 
Mbicb  aoQo  removed  all  doubt  of  its  making  an 
to  his  repcitationy  JH/tihl  H  affwded  an 


ample  remuneration  for  his  labour.  This  noble 
work  was  published  in  separate  volumes,  each  con- 
taining four  books ;  and  the  produce  of  the  sub- 
scription enabled  him  to  take  that  house  at  Twick- 
enham which  he  made  so  famous  by  his  residence 
and  decorations.  He  brought  hither  his  father  and 
mother ;  of  whom  the  first  parent  died  two  years 
afterwards.  The  second  long  survived,  to  be  com- 
forted by  the  truly  filial  attentions  of  her  son.  About 
this  period  he  probably  wTote  his  Epistle  from 
"  Eloisa  to  Abelard,**  partly  founded  upon  the 
extant  letters  of  these  distinguished  persons.  He 
has  rendered  this  one  of  the  most  impressive  poems 
of  which  love  is  the  subject ;  as  it  is  likewise  the 
most  finished  of  all  his  works  of  equal  length,  in 
point  of  language  .and  versification.  The  exag- 
geration, however,  which  he  has  given  to  the  roost 
impassioned  expressions  of  Eloisa,  and  his  de- 
viations from  the  true  story,  have  been  pointed  out 
by  Mr.  Berrington  in  his  lives  of  the  two  lovers. 

During  the  years  in  which  he  was  chiefly  engaged 
with  the  Iliad,  he  published  several  occasional 
works,  to  which  he  usually  prefixed  very  elegant 
prefaces ;  but  the  desire  of  fiuther  emolument  in- 
duced him  to  extend  his  translation  to  the  Odyssey» 
in  which  task  he  engaged  two  inferior  lumds, 
whom  he  paid  out  of  the  produce  of  a  new  sub- 
scription. He  himself,  however,  translated  twelve 
books  out  of  the  twenty-four,  with  a  happiness  not 
inferior  to  his  Iliad ;  and  the  transaction,  con- 
ducted in  a  truly  mercantile  spirit,  was  the  source 
of  considerable  profit  to  him.  After  the  appear- 
ance of  the  Odyssey,  Pope  almost  solely  made 
himself  known  as  a  satirist  and  moralist.  In 
1728  he  published  the  three  first  books  of  the 
**  Dundad,**  a  kind  of  mock  heroic,  the  object  of 
which  was  to  overwhelm  with  indelible  ridicule 
all  his  antagonists,  together  with  some  other  authors 
whom  spleen  or  party  led  him  to  rank  among  th« 
dunces,  though  they  had  given  him  no  personal 
offence.  Notwithstanding  that  the  diction  and  ver- 
sification of  this  poem  are  laboured  with  the  greatest 
care,  we  shall  borrow  nothing  from  it  Its  imagerj 
is  oflen  extremely  gross  and  offensive ;  and  irri- 
tability, ill-nature,  and  partiality  are  so  prominent 
through  the  whole,  that  whatever  he  gains  as  a  poet 
he  loses  as  a  man.  He  has,  indeed,  a  elaira  to  the 
character  of  a  satirist  in  this  production,  bmt  non* 
at  all  to  that  ofa  moralist 

Hie  other  selected  pieces,  though  not  entirely 
free  from  the  same  defects  may  yet  be  tolerated ; 
and  his  noble  work  called  die  **  Essay  on  Man,'* 
which  may  stand  in  the  first  dass  of  ediical  poeins^ 
does  not  deviate  from  the  style  proper  to  its  topic 
Tliis  piece  gave  an  example  of  the  poet*s  extraor- 
dinary power  of  managing  argumentation  in  verse^ 
and  of  compresring  his  thoughts  into  clauses  eC 
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die  most  energetic  brerity,  as  well  ss  of  expanding 
them  into  passages  distix^uished  by  every  poetic 
cmament.  The  origin  of  this  essay  is»  howerer, 
generally  ascribed  to  Lord  Bolingbroke,  who  was 
adopted  by  the  author  as  his  "  guide,  philosopher, 
and  friend  ;*'  and  there  is  little  doubt  that,  with 
respect  to  mankind  in  general,  Pope  adopted,  with- 
out always  fully  understanding,  the  system  of 
Bolingbroke. 

On  his  works  in  prose,  among  which  a  collectimi 
of  letters  appears  conspicuous,  it  is  unnecessary  here 
to  remark.  His  life  was  not  prolonged  to  the  pe- 
riod of  old  age :  an  oppressive  asthma  indicated  an 
early  decline,  and  accumulated  infirmities  inca- 
pacitated him  from  pursuing  the  plan  he  had 
formed  for  new  works.     A^er  having  complied. 


tfirou^  the  insligatioii  of  a 
die  ceremomes  of  that  iwigioB,  be  qnieoy  apjiw 
on  May  SOth,  1744,  at  die  ageof  fifty-cii.  Br 
was  interred  at  Twickenham,  where  a  moomaei 
was  erected  to  his  memory  by  the  canmieiitBtflrnd 
legatee  of  his  wtitings,  bishop  Warbafton. 

Regarded  as  a  pbet,  wfaHe  it  is  aUowcd  thtf  Pop 
was  deficient  in  invendoo,  his  other  qnalifiotmi 
will  scarcely  be  disputed ;  and  it  will  gcncnllT  b 
admitted,  diat  no  Engliidi  writer  has  cankd  toi 
greater  degree  correctness  of  venilicatioiiy  ttcop 
and  splendour  of  diction,  and  the  truly  pocfio. 
power  of  vivifying  and  adorning  every  sulgcct  the 
he  touchiNL  '  The  popularity  of  faia  pradocboB  ha 
been  proved  by  tbdr  constituting  a  sdhsaf  cf  £o^ 
poetry,  which  in  part  continues  lo  tlie 


THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK. 
▲K  HBaoi-coMicAL  roxx. 
WritUn  in  the  Year  1712. 

Nolueram,  Belinda,  tuos  violare  capillos; 
Sed  juvat,  hoc  precibus  me  tribuisse  tuis. 

Mast. 

Caitto  L 

W  RAT  dire  offence  from  amorous  causes  springs, 
"What  mighty  contests  rise  from  trivial  things, 
I  sing— this  verse  to  Caryl,  Muse !  is  due : 
This  ev*n  Belinda  may  vouchsafe  to  view : 
Slight  is  die  subject,  but  not  so  the  praise. 
If  she  inspire,  and  he  approve  my  lays. 

Say  what  strange  motive,  goddess !  could  compel 
A  well-bred  lord  t*  assault  a  gende  belle  ? 
O  say  what  stranger  cause,  yet  unexplor*d, 
Could  make  a  gende  belle  reject  a  lord  ? 
In  tasks  so  bold,  can  litde  men  engage  ? 
And  in  soft  bosoms  dwells  sucli  mighty  rage  ? 

Sol  through  white  curtains  shot  a  timorous  ray, 
And  ope*d  those  eyes  that  must  eclipse  the  day  : 
Now  lap-dogs  give  themselves  the  rousing  shake, 
And  sleepless  lovers,  just  at  twelve,  awake : 
Tlirice  rung  the  bell,  the  slipper  knock'd  the  ground. 
And  the  press'd  watch  retum*d  a  silver  sound. 
Belinda  still  her  downy  pillow  prcst. 
Her  guardian  Sylph  prolonged  the  balmy  rest : 
*Twas  he  had  summon*d  to  her  silent  bed 
The  morning  dream  diat  hover*d  o*er  her  head. 
A  youth  more  glittering  than  a  birth-night  beau 
(That  ev*n  in  slumber  caus*d  her  cheek  to  glow) 
Seem*d  to  her  ear  his  winning  lips  to  lay, 
And  thus  in  whispers  said,  or  seem*d  to  say : 

"  Fairest  of  mortals,  thou  distinguished  care 
Of  thousand  bright  inhabitants  of  air ! 
If  e*er  one  vision  touch  thy  infant  thought. 
Of  all  the  muse  and  all  the  priest  have  taught ; 
Of  airy  elves  by  moonlight  shadows  aeei^ 
Hw  silver  token,  and  tlw  circled  green, 


Or  virgins  visited,  by  angd-power^ 

With  golden  crowns  and  wreaths  cf  heavenly  flown  \ 

Hear,  and  brieve !  thy  own  importance  knov. 

Nor  bound  thy  narrow  views  to  things  below. 

Some  secret  trut^  from  learned  pride  ooooesl^di 

To  maids  alone  and  children  are  reveai'd ; 

What,  though  no  credit  doubting  wits  may  gi^ 

llie  fkir  and  innocent  shall  stUl  bidieve. 

Know  then,  unnumber'd  spirits  round  thee  f  y. 

The  light  militia  of  the  lower  sky : 

These,  though  unseen,  are  ever  on  the  wing. 

Hang  o*er  the  box,  and  hover  round  the  ring. 

Think  what  an  equipage  thou  hast  in  air. 

And  view  with  scorn  two  pages  and  a  chair. 

As  now  your  own,  our  beings  were  of  dd. 

And  once  endos'd  in  woman's  beauteous  wim^  -, 

Tlience,  by  a  sofl  transition,  we  repair 

From  earthly  vehicles  to  these  of  aic. 

Tliink  not,  when  woman*s  transient  breadi  is  fled. 

That  all  her  vanities  at  once  are  deed : 

Succeeding  vanities  she  still  regards. 

And  though  she  plays  no  mmne,  o*eriooks  die  cank. 

Her  joy  in  gilded  chariots,  when  alive. 

And  love  of  ombre,  after  death  survive. 

For  when  the  fair  in  all  their  pride  expire. 

To  dieir  first  elements  their  soub  retire : 

The  sprites  of  fiery  termagants  in  flame 

Mount  up,  and  take  a  Salamander's  name. 

Soft  yielding  minds  to  water  glide  away. 

And  sip,  with  nymphs,  their  elemental  teai 

The  graver  prude  sinks  downward  to  a  GncOM; 

In  search  of  mischief  still  on  Elarth  to  roank 

Tlie  light  coquettes  in  Sylphs  aloft  repair, 

And  sport  and  flutter  in  the  fields  of  air. 

"  Know  farther  yet ;  whoever  fair  and  chr-v 
Rejects  mankind,  is  by  some  Sylph  embraced : 
For,  spirits,  freed  from  mortal  laws,  with  esse 
Assume  what  sexes  and  what  shaqpes  they  plcaa.r 
What  guards  the  purity  of  melting  maids. 
In  courdy  balls,  and  midilight  masquerades 
Safe  from  die  treacherous  friend,  die  daring  s,w  r  *. 
The  glance  by  day,  die  whisper  in  the  dark, 
When  kind  occasion  prompts  their  ^farm 
When  muflic  softens,  and  vrben  dandng  ire"? 
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Us  but  thdr  Sylph,  the  wise  celestiak  know, 
Diotigh  honour  is  the  word  with  men  helow. 

**  Some  nvrnphs  there  ore,  too  conscious  of  thehr 
hce, 
For  life  predestinM  to  the  Gnome's  embrace, 
rhese  ftwell  their  prospects,  and  exalt  their  pride^ 
Hfbeo  afftn  are  disdain*d,  and  lore  deny'd : 
rhea  gay  ideas  crowd  the  vacant  brain, 
i^le  peers,  and  dukes,  and  all  their  sweeping  train, 
And  garters,  stars,  and  coronets  appear, 
And  in  soft  sounds,  <  your  grace*  salutes  thdr  ear. 
Tb  these  that  early  taint  the  female  soul, 
lasiruct  the  eyes  of  youne  coquettes  to  roll, 
Todi  iniant  cheeks  a  bidSen  blush  to  know, 
bd  little  hearts  to  flutter  at  a  beau. 

**  Oft,  when  the  world  imagine  women  stray, 
Itaf  Sylphs  through  teystic  mazes  giide  their  way, 
Vough  all  the  giddy  circle  they  pursue,. 
Ind  old  imp«frtinence  expel  by  new. 
llBt  tender  maid  but  must  a  victim  iall 

0  one  mail's  treat,  but  for  another*s  ball  ? 

Hiea  Florio  speaks,  what  virgin  could  withstand, 

rpmtle  Damon  did  not  squeeze  her  hand? 

Tith  varying  vanities,  from  every  part, 

be>'  shift  the  moving  Toy-shop  of  their  heart ; 

•We  wigs  with  vrigs,  with  sword-knots  swords 

knots  strive, 
bax  banish  beaux,  and  coaches  coaches  drive. 
his  emng  mortals  levity  may  call ; 
ih,  blind  to  truth !  the  Sylphs  contrive  it  alL 
"  ()f  these  am  I,  who  thy  protection  claim, 
watdiftil  sprite,  and  Ariel  is  my  name, 
■tfy  as  I  ruig*d  the  crystal  wilds  of  air, 

1  the  dear  mirror  of  thy  ruling  star 
K«,  alas !  some  dread  event  impend, 

R  to  the  main  this  morning  sun  descend  ; 

■t  Heaven  reveals  not  what,  or  how,  or  where ' 

^ara'd  by  the  Sylph,  oh  pious  maid,  beware ! 

bi)  to  disdose  is  all  thy  guardian  can  : 

v*ve  of  all,  but  moat  beware  of  man  !**       [long. 

He  laid;  when  Shock,  who  thought  she  slept  too 

op'd  up,  and  wak*d  his  mistress  with  his  tongue. 

'«as  then,  Belinda,  if  report  say  true, 

^  eyes  first  op«n*d  on  a  billet-doux  ; 

Wnds,  charms,  and  ardours  were  no  sooner  read, 

ut  all  the  vision  vaniah'd  from  thy  head. 

And  DOW,  anveil*d,  the  toilet  stands  display'd, 

Kfa  diver  vase  in  mystic  order  laid. 

nt,  rab'd  in  white,  the  nymph  intent  adores, 

ith  head  uncover'd,  the  cosmetic  powers. 

hea%«nly  image  in  the  glass  appears, 

9  tiut  she  bends,  to  that  her  eyes  she  rears; 

^'  inferior  priestess,  at  her  altar's  side, 

rvrbhng,  b^ins  tlie  sacred  rites  of  Pride. 

Bnumber'd  treasures  ope  at  once,  and  here 

ir  various  offerings  of  the  world  appear ; 

'nn  each  she  nicely  culls  iiith  curious  toil, 

■d  decks  the  goddess  with  the  glittering  spoil. 

^  ciAket  India's  glowing  gems  unlocks, 

>m1  &](  Arabia  breathes  from  yonder  box. 

^  trvtoise  here  and  elephant  unite, 

**n*form*d  to  combs,  the  speckled  and  the  white. 

oe  files  of  pins  extend  their  shining  rows, 

iS\,  powders,  patches,  Bibles,  billet-doux. 

"»  awful  Beauty  puts  on  all  its  arms ; 

^  fair  eadi  moment  rises  in  her  charms, 

fptin  her  smiles,  awakens  every  grace, 

^  calls  fofth  all  the  wonders  of  her  face : 

*s  by  dtyni  a  purer  blush  arise, 

nd  keener  ligfanungi  ^irick'en  in  btr  cye& 


The  busy  Sylphs  surround  their  darling  can : 
These  set  the  head,  and  those  diride  the  hair ; 
Some  fold  the  sleeve,  whilst  others  plait  the  gown  ; 
And'Betty*8  prais*d  for  labours  not  her  own. 


Camto  II. 

Not  with  more  glories  in  th'  ethereal  plain. 
Hie  Sun  first  rises  o'er  the  purpled  main, 
Hian,  iwuing  forth,  the  rival  of  his  beams 
Lanch'd  on  the  bosom  of  the  sflver'd  Thamea. 
Fair  nymphs  and  weli^bess'd  youths  around  her 

shone. 
But  every  eye  was  fix*d  on  her  alone. 
On  her  white  breast  a  sparkling  cross  she  warey 
Which  Jews  might  kiss,  and  infidels  adora. 
Her  lively  looks  a  sprightly  mind  disclose. 
Quick  as  her  eyes,  and  as  tinfix'd  as  those : 
Favoura  to  none,  to  all  she  smiles  extencb ; 
Oft  she  rejects,  but  Aever  once  offends. 
Bright  as  the  Sun,  her  eyes  the  gazers  strike^ 
And,  like  the  Sun,  they  shine  on  all  alike. 
Yet  graceful  ease,  and  sweetness  void  of  pride^ 
Might  hide  her  faults,  if  belles  had  fiiults  to  hida  t 
If  to  her  share  some  female  erroun  fall. 
Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  them  all. 

This  nynfph,  to  the  destruction  of  mankind, 
Nourish'd  two  locks,  which  gracefril  hung  bduad. 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  conspir*d  to  deck 
With  shining  ringlets  the  smooth  ivory  neck. 
Love  in  these  labyrinths  his  slaves  detains^ 
And  mighty  hearts  are  held  in  slender  ch^a. 
With  hairy  springes  we  the  birds  betray ; 
Slight  lines  of  hair  surprise  the  finny  prey ; 
Fair  tresses  man's  imperial  race  insnare, 
And  Beauty  draws  us  with  a  single  hair. 

Th'  adventurous  baron  the  bright  locks  admired; 
He  saw,  he  wi&h'd,  and  to  the  prize  aspir'd. 
Resolv'd  to  win,  he  meditates  the  iray. 
By  force  to  ravish,  or  by  fraud  betray ; 
For  when  success  a  lover's  toil  attends. 
Few  ask  if  fraud  or  force  attain'd  his  ends. 

For  this,  ere  Phoebus  rose,  he  had  implor'd 
Pkt>pitious  Heaven,  and  every  power  ador'd ; 
But  chiefly  Love  ^  to  Love  an  altar  built, 
Of  twelve  vast  French  romances,  neatly  gilt. 
There  lay  three  garters  Ixdf  a  pair  of  gloves, 
And  all  the  trof^ies  of  his  former  loves. 
With  tender  billet-doux  he  lights  the  pyre. 
And  breathes  three  amorous  sighs  to  raise  the  firb 
Then  prostrate  falls,  and  begs  with  ardent  eyes 
Soon  to  obtain,  and  long  possess  the  prize  : 
The  powers  gave  ear,  and  granted  half  his  prayer  ; 
The  rest,  the  winds  dispers'd  in  empty  air. 
But  now  secure  the  painted  vessel  glides, 
The  sun-t>eams  trembling  on  the  floating  tides : 
While  melting  music  st^s  upon  the  sky. 
And  soften'd  sounds  along  the  waters  die ;  ' 

Smooth  flow  the  waves,  tlie  zephyrs  gentle  pUy, 
Belinda  smil'd,  and  all  the  world  was  gay, 
All  but  the  Sylph  — -  with  careful  thoughts  oppra^ 
Th'  impending  woe  sat  heavy  on  his  breast. 
He  summons  straight  his  denizens  of  air ; 
The  lucid  squadrons  round  the  sails  repair: 
Soft  o'er  the  shrouds  aerial  wliispers  breathe. 
That  seem'd  but  zephyrs  to  the  train  beneatL 
Smne  to  the  Sun  their  insect  wings  unfold, 
Waft  on  the  breeze,  or  sink  in  doudi  of  gold ; 
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Transparent  fonns,  too  6ne  for  mortal  sigfat. 
Their  fluid  bodies  half  dissoWd  in  light 
Loose  to  the  wind  their  airy  garments  flew. 
Thin  glittering  textures  of  the  filmy  dew, 
Dipp'd  in  the  richest  tinctures  of  the  skies. 
Where  light  disports  in  erer-mingling  dyes, 
While  every  beam  new  tranuent  colours  flings. 
Colours  that  change  whene'er  they  wave  their  wings. 
Amid  the  circle  on  the  gilded  mast 
Superior  by  the  bead,  was  Ariel  plac*d ; 
His  purple  pinions  opening  to  the  Sun, 
He  Tais*d  his  azure  wand,  and  thus  begun : 

*<  Ye  Sylphs  and  Sylphids,  to  your  chief  give  ear ; 
Fays,  Fairies,  Genii,  Elves,  and  Demons,  hear ! 
Ye  know  the  spheres,  and  various  tasks  assigned 
By  laws  eternal  to  th*  aerial  kind. 
Some  in  the  fields  of  purest  ether  play. 
And  bask  and  whiten  in  the  blaze  of  day ; 
Some  guide  the  course  of  wandering  ort»  on  high, 
Or  roll  the  planets  through  the  boundless  sky ; 
Some,  less  refined,  beneath  the  Moon's  pale  li^tt 
Pursue  the  stars  that  shoot  athwart  the  night. 
Or  suck  the  mists  in  grosser  air  below. 
Or  dip  their  pinions  in  the  painted  bow. 
Or  brew  fierce  tempests  on  the  wintery  main. 
Or  o'er  the  glebe  distil  the  kindly  rain. 
Others  on  earth  o'er  human  race  preside. 
Watch  all  their  ways,  and  all  their  actions  guide : 
Of  these  the  chief  the  care  of  nations  own. 
And  guard  with  arms  divine  the  British  throne. 

**  Our  humbler  province  is  to  tend  the  fair. 
Not  a  less  pleasing,  though  less  glorious  care ; 
To  save  the  powder  from  too  rude  a  gale. 
Nor  let  th'  imprison'd  essences  exhale  ; 
To  draw  fresh  colours  from  the  vernal  flowers ; 
To  steal  from  rainbows,  ere  they  drop  in  showers, 
A  brighter  wash ;  to  curl  their  waving  hairs. 
Assist  their  blushes,  and  inspire  their  airs ; 
Nay  oft,  in  dreams,  invention  we  bestow, 
To  change  a  flounce,  or  add  a  furbelow. 

"  This  day,  black  omens  threat  the  brightest  fiur 
That  e'er  dcserv'd  a  watcliful  spirit's  care  : 
Some  dire  disaster,  or  by  force,  or  slight ; 
But  what,  or  where,  the  Fates  have  wrapp'd  in  night 
Whether  the  nymph  shaU  break  Diana's  law, 
Or  some  frail  china-jar  receive  a  flaw : 
Or  stain  her  honour,  or  her  new  brocade ; 
Forget  her  prayers,  or  miss  a  masquerade ; 
Or  lose  her  heart,  or  necklace  at  a  ball ; 
Or  whether  Heaven  has  doom'd  that  Shock  must 

falL 
Haste  then,  ye  spirits !  to  your  charge  repair : 
The  fluttering  fan  be  Zephyretta's  care ; 
The  drops  to  thee,  Brillante,  we  consign ; 
And,  Momentilla,  let  the  watch  be  thine ; 
Do  thou,  Crispissa,  tend  her  favourite  lock ; 
Ariel  himself  shall  be  the  guard  of  Shock. 

'<  To  fifty  chosen  Sylphs,  of  special  note, 
We  trust  th*  important  charge,  the  petticoat: 
Oft  have  we  known  that  seven-fold  fence  to  iail. 
Though  stiff  with  hoops,  and  arm'd  with  ribs  of 

whale. 
Fonn  a  strong  line  about  the  silver  bound. 
And  guard  the  wide  circumference  around. 

<<  Whatever  spirit,  careless  of  his  charge^ 
His  post  n^lects,  or  leaves  the  fair  at  large. 
Shall  feel  sharp  vengeance  soon  o'ertake  his  sina, 
Be  stopp'd  in  vials,  or  transfix'd  with  pins ; 
Or  plung'd  in  lakes  of  bitter  washes  lie, 
Or  wedg'd  whole  ages  in  a  bodkin'f  eye : 


Oums  and  pomatumf  sball  hia 
While  dogg'd  he  beats  his  silken  wings  in  v«n ; 
Or  alum  styptics  with  contnurting  power 
Shrink  his  thin  essence  like  a  shriveU'd  flower: 
Or,  as  Ixion  fix'd,  the  wretch  shall  feel 
llie  giddy  motion  of  the  whirling  mill. 
In  ftmies  of  burning  chocolate  sball  glow, 
And  tremble  at  the  sea  that  froths  below !" 

He  spoke ;  the  spirits  from  the  saib  descend : 
Some,  orb  in  orb,  around  the  nymph  extend ; 
Some  thrid  the  mazy  ringlets  of  her  hair ; 
Some  hang  upon  the  pendants  of  her  ear ; 
With  beating  hearts  the  dire  event  they  wait, 
Anxious,  and  trembling  for  the  birth  of  File. 


Canto  III. 

Ctx>ss  by  those  meads,  for  ever  crown'd  witli  fiovov 
Where  Thames  with  pride  surveys  his  rising  tovm. 
There  stands  a  structure  of  majestic  frame. 
Which  from  the  neighbouring  Hamptoo  tikes  b 

name. 
Here  Britain's  statesmen  oft  the  fid!  foredoom 
Of  foreign  tyrants,  and  of  nymphs  at  hoBM ; 
Here  thou,  great  Anna !  whom  three  realms  obcr, 
Dost  sometimes  counsel  take  —  and  someUinet  n^ 

Hither  the  heroes  and  the  nymphs  resort, 
To  taste  awhile  the  pleasures  of  a  court ; 
In  various  talk  th'  instructive  hours  they  past. 
Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  the  visit  last ; 
One  speaks  the  glory  of  the  British  queen. 
And  one  describes  a  charming  Indian  screen ; 
A  third  interprets  motions,  lodLs,  and  eyes ; 
At  every  word  a  reputation  dies. 
Snuff,  or  the  fan,  supply  each  pause  of  chat. 
With  singing,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  that 

Meanwhile,  declining  from  the  noon  of  dat , 
The  Sun  obliquely  shoots  his  burning  ray  : 
The  hungry  judges  soon  the  sentence  sign. 
And  wretches  hang,  that  jurymen  may  dine ; 
The  merchant  from  th*  Exchange  returns  in  peao^ 
And  .the  long  labours  of  the  toilet  oeaae. 
Belinda  now,  whom  thirst  of  fame  invites, 
Bums  to  encouAter  two  adventurous  knights, 
At  Ombre  singly  to  decide  their  doom ; 
And  swells  her  breast  with  conquests  yet  to  coiEe. 
Straight  the  three  bands  prepare  in  arms  to  join. 
Each  band  the  number  of  the  sacred  nine. 
Soon  as  she  spreads  her  hand,  th*  aerial  guard 
Descend,  and  sit  on  each  important  card : 
First  Ariel  perch'd  upon  a  Matadoce, 
Then  each  according  to  the  rank  they  bore ; 
For  Sylphs,  yet  mindful  of  their  ancient  race, 
Are,  as  when  women,  wondrous  fond  of  place. 

Behold,  four  kings  in  majesty  revered. 
With  hoary  whiskers  and  a  forky  beard ; 
And  four  fair  queens,  whose  hands  sustain  a  fiove^ 
Th*  expressive  emblem  of  their  softer  power  ; 
Four  knaves  in  garbs  succinct,  a  trusty  band ; 
Caps  on  their  hoMis,  and  halberts  in  their  hand ; 
And  party-coloured  troops,  a  shining  tnun. 
Drawn  forth  to  combat  on  the  velvet  plain. 

Hie  skilful  nymph  reviews  her  force  with  care: 
Let  spades  be  trumps !  she  said,  and  trumps  th^ 
were. 

Now  move  to  war  her  sable  BfatadoRa, 
In  show  like  leaders  of  the  swartiiy  Moon. 
Spadillio  first,  unconquerable  lord ! 
Led  off  two  captive  trumpfl^  and  swept  the  boari 
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A5  mmy  more  Manillio  fbrc*d  to  jteld. 
And  much*d  a  victor  from  tlie  veniant  field. 
Him  Basto  foliow'd,  but  his  fate  more  bard 
Gain'd  but  one  trump,  and  one  plebeian  card. 
With  his  broad  sabre  next,  a  chief  in  years, 
The  hoarjT  Majesty  of  Spades  appears, 
Puts  forth  one  manly  leg,  to  sight  reveal'd. 
The  rest,  his  many-colour *d  robe  conceal*d. 
The  r^l  knave,  who  dares  his  prince  engage, 
Phjvn  the  just  victim  of  his  royal  rage. 
£t  n  mighty  Pom,  that  kings  and  queens  overthrew, 
And  mow'd  down  armies  in  the  fights  of  Lu, 
Sid  chance  of  war !  now  destitute  of  aid, 
Failf  undistinguish'd  by  the  victor  Spade ! 

Thus  far  both  armies  to  Bftlinda  yield ; 
V'ovto  the  baron  Fate  inclines  the  field. 
fin  warlike  Amazon  her  host  invades, 
rh'  imperial  consort  of  the  crown  of  Spades. 
rhe  Club's  black  tyrant  first  her  victim  dy'd, 
fiite  of  his  haughty  mien,  and  barbarous  pride : 
^1at  boots  the  regal  circle  on  his  head, 
lU  giant  Umba  in  state  unwieldy  spread ; 
Isu  long  behind  he  trails  his  pompous  robe, 
Ind,  of  all  monarchs,  only  grasps  the  globe  ? 

The  baron  now  his  Diamonds  pours  apace ; 
li'  «mbroider*d  king  who  shows  but  half  liis  face, 
lod  his  refulgent  queen,  with  powers  combined, 
H  broken  troops  an  easy  conquest  find. 
lubs,  Diamonds,  Hearts,  in  wild  disorder  seen, 
I'itii  throngs  promiscuous  strow  the  level  green. 
"hu<  when  di^iers'd  a  routed  army  runs, 
V  Asia*&  troops,  and  Afric's  sable  sons, 
Hth  like  confusion  different  nations  fly, 
^  various  habit,  and  of  various  dye, 
he  pierced  battalions  disunited  fall, 
B  hops  on  heaps ;  one  fate  o'erwhelms  them  all. 

The  Knave  of  Diamonds  tries  his  wily  arts, 
ad  wins   (oh  shameful  chance!)   the  Queen  of 

Hearts, 
t  thi%  the  blood  the  virgin*s  cheek  forsook, 

Hrid  paleness  spreads  o*er  all  her  look  ; 
^  ««e«,  and  trembles  at  th*  approaching  ill, 
m  in  the  jaws  of  ruin,  and  Codiiie. 
ad  DOW  (as  oft  in  some  distemper'd  state) 
*&  one  nice  trick  depends  the  general  fate, 
•n  Ace  of  Hearts  steps  forth :  the  king  unseen 
ttri'd  in  her  hand,  and  mourn *d  his  captive  queen : 
ie  ^ngs  to  vengeance  with  an  eager  pace, 
ad  falU  like  thunder  on  tlie  prostrate  Ace. 
he  nymph  exulting  fills  with  shouts  the  sky ; 
he  walls,  the  woods,  and  l<xig  canals  reply. 

0  thoughtless  mortals !  ever  blind  to  fate, 
40  vxm  dejected,  and  too  soon  elate, 
uddcn,  these  honours  shaU  be  snatch'd  away, 
lad  nirs'd  for  ever  this  victorious  day. 

For  lo !  the  board  with  cups  and  spoons  is  crowned, 
W  h«rries  ciackje,  and  the  mill  tUms  round : 
hi  thining  Altars  of  Japan  they  raise 
^  virer  lamp ;  the  fiery  spirits  blaze : 
ran  ttWer  spouts  the  grateful  liquors  glide, 
('bile  China's  earth  receives  the  smoking  tide : 
U  once  they  gratify  their  scent  and  taste, 
Lnd  frequent  cups  prolong  the  rich  repast. 
tnight  hover  round  the  fair  her  airy  band ; 
one,  as  she  sipp*d,  the  fuming  liquor  fann*d, 
'■ne  o*er  her  lq»  their  careful  plumes  display'd, 
>  rerobling,  and  eonsdous  of  the  rich  brocade. 
>Qffec  (whkfa  makes  the  politician  wise, 
^  see  through  all  things  with  his  half-shut  eyes) 
Snt  op  in  vapotm  to  the  baron's  brain 
^  tfratewwntt.  tbe  nwiiant  lock  to  gain. 


Ah  cease,  rash  youth ;  desist  ere  *tis  too  late, 
Fear  the  just  Gods,  and  think  of  Scylla*s  fate! 
Chang'd  to  a  bird,  and  sent  to  flit  in  air. 
She  dearly  pays  for  Nisus'  injur'd  hair! 

But  when  to  mischief  mortals  bend  their  will. 
How  soon  they  find  fit  instruments  of  ill ! 
Just  then,  Clarissa  drew,  with  tempting  grace, 
A  two-edg*d  weapon  from  her  shining  case : 
So  ladies,  in  Romance,  assist  their  knight. 
Present  the  spear,  and  arm  him  for  the  fight. 
He  takes  the  gift  with  reverence,  and  extends 
The  little  engine  on  his  fingers'  ends ; 
This  just  behind  Belinda's  neck  he  spread, 
As  o'er  the  fragrant  steams  she  bends  her  head. 
Swift  to  the  Lock  a  thousand  Sprites  repair, 
A  thousand  wings,  by  turns,  blow  back  the  hair ; 
And  thrice  they  twitch'd  the  diamond  in  her  ear; 
Thrice  she  look'd  back,  and  thrice  the  foe  drew  near. 
Just  in  that  instant,  anxious  Ariel  sought 
The  close  recesses  of  tlie  virgin's  tliought ; 
As  on  the  nosegay  in  her  breast  reclin'd. 
He  watch'd  th'  ideas  rising  in  her  mind. 
Sudden  he  view*d,  in  spite  of  all  her  art. 
An  earthly  lover  lurking  at  her  heart. 
Amaz'd,  confus'd,  he  found  his  power  expir'd. 
Resign 'd  to  fate,  and  with  a  sigh  retlr'd. 

Tlie  peer  now  spreads  the  glittering  forfex  wide, 
T*  enclose  the  Lock ;  now  joins  it,  to  divide. 
Ev'n  then,  before  the  fatal  engine  clos'd, 
A  wretched  Sylph  too  fondly  interpos'd ; 
Fate  urg'd  the  shears,  and  cut  the  Sylph  in  twain, 
(But  airy  substance  soon  unites  again,) 
The  meeting  points  the  sacred  hair  dissever 
From  the  fair  head,  for  ever,  and  for  ever ! 

Then  flash'd  tlie  living  lightning  from  her  eyes. 
And  screams  of  horrour  rend  tli'  aflnghted  skies. 
Not  louder  shrieks  to  pitying  Heaven  are  cast, 
Wlien  husbands,  or  when  lap-dogs,  breathe  their  last ! 
Or  when  rich  China  vessels,  fall'n  frohi  high. 
In  glittering  dust  and  painted  fragments  lie ! 

Let  wreaths  of  triumph  now  my  temples  twine 
(The  victor  cry'd),  the  glorious  prize  is  mine  I 
Wliile  fish  in  streams,  or  birds  delight  in  air. 
Or  in  a  coach  and  six  the  British  fair, 
As  long  as  Atalantis  shall  be  read. 
Or  the  small  pillow  grace  a  lady's  bed. 
While  visits  shall  he  paid  on  solemn  days. 
When  numerous  wax-lights  in  bright  order  blaze. 
While  nymphs  take  treats,  or  assignations  give. 
So  long  my  honour,  name,  and  praise,  shall  live  ! 
What  time  would  spare,  from  steel  receives  its  date, 
And  monuments,  like  men,  submit  to  Fate. 
Steel  could  the  labour  of  the  gods  destroy. 
And  strike  to  dust  th*  imperial  powers  of  Troy  ; 
Steel  could  the  works  of  mortal  pride  confound. 
And  hew  triumphal  arches  to  the  ground. 
What  wonder  then,  fair  nymph  !  thy  hairs  should  fiecl 
Hie  conquering  force  of  unresisted  steel  ? 


Cavto  IV. 

But  anxious  cares  the  pen«ve  nymph  oppreM*d« 

And  secret  passions  labour'd  in  her  breast 

Mot  youthful  kin^  in  battle  seiz'd  alive, 

Not  scornful  virgins  who  their  charms  survive^ 

Not  ardent  lovers  robb'd  of  all  their  blli^ 

Not  ancient  ladies  when  refus'd  a  kiss. 

Not  tyrants  fierce  that  unrepentxng  die. 

Not  Cynthia  when  her  manteau*s  pinn'd  awry, 
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E*er  felt  such  rage,  resentment,  and  despur, 
As  thou,  sad  virg^ !  for  thy  rafish'd  hair. 

For,  that  sad  moment,  when  the  Sylphs  withdrew. 
And  Ariel  weeping  from  Belinda  flew, 
Umbriel,  a  dusky,  melancholy  sprite. 
As  ever  sully*d  the  fair  face  of  light, 
Down  to  the  central  eartfl,  his  proper  scene, 
Repair'd  to  search  the  gloomy  cave  of  Spleen. 

Swift  on  his  sooty  pinions  flits  the  Gnome^ 
And  in  a  vapour  reach*d  the  dismal  dome. 
No  cheerful  breeze  this  sullen  region  knows, 
The  dreaded  east  is  all  the  wind  that  blows. 
Here  in  a  grotto,  shelter'd  close  from  air. 
And  screen*d  in  shades  from  day's  detested  glare^ 
She  sighs  for  ever  on  her  pensive  bed, 
Bain  at  her  side,  and  Megrim  at  her  head. 

Two  handmaids  wait  the  throne :  alike  in  place, 
But  differing  far  in  figure  and  in  face. 
Here  stood  lU-nature  like  an  ancient  maid. 
Her  wrinkled  form  in  black  and  white  array'd ; 
With  store  of  prayers,  for  mornings,   nights,  and 

noons, 
Her  hand  is  filPd ;  her  bosom  with  lampoons. 
There  Affectation,  with  a  sickly  mien. 
Shows  in  her  cheek  the  roses  of  eighteen, 
Practis*d  to  lisp,  and  hang  the  head  aside. 
Faints  into  airs,  and  languishes  with  pride. 
On  the  rich  quilt  sinks  with  becoming  woe. 
Wrapt  in  a  gown,  for  sickness,  and  for  show. 
Tlie  fair-ones  feel  such  maladies  as  these. 
When  each  new  night-dress  gives  a  new  disease. 

A  constant  vapour  o*er  the  palace  flies ; 
Strange  phantoms  rising  as  the  mists  arise ; 
Dreadful,  as  hermits*  dreams  in  haunted  shades, 
Or  bright,  as  visions  of  expiring  nuuds. 
Now  glaring  fiends,  and  snakes  on  rolling  spires, 
Fkle  spectres,  gaping  tombs,  and  purple  fires : 
Now  lakes  of  liquid  gold,  Elysian  scenes, 
And  crystal  domes,  and  angels  in  machines. 

Unnumber*d  throngs  on  every  side  are  seen. 
Of  bodies  changed  to  various  forms  by  ^leen. 
Here  living  tea-pots  stand,  one  arm  held  out. 
One  bent ;  the  handle  this,  and  that  the  spout: 
A  pipkin  there,  like  Homer's  tripod,  walks ; 
Here  sighs  a  jar,  and  there  a  goose-pye  talks ; 
Men  prove  with  child,  as  powerful  fancy  works, 
And  maids,  tum'd  bottles,  call  aloud  for  corks. 

Safe  past  the  Gnome  through  this  fantastic  band, 
A  branch  of  healing  spleen-wort  in  his  hand. 
Then  thus  address'd  the  power  :*•  «  Hail,  wayward 

queen ! 
Who  rule  the  sex  to  fifty  from  fifteen : 
Parent  of  vapours,  and  of  female  wit, 
Who  give  th*  hysteric,  or  poetic  fit. 
On  various  tempers  act  by  various  ways. 
Make  some  take  physic,  others  scribble  plays ; 
Who  cause  the  proud  their  visits  to  delay. 
And  send  the  godly  in  a  pet  to  pray. 
A  nymph  there  is,  that  all  thy  power  disdains. 
And  thousands  more  in  equal  mirth  maintains. 
But,  oh !  if  e'er  thy  Gnome  could  spoil  a  graces. 
Or  raise  a  pimple  on  a  beauteous  face, 
lake  dtron-waters,  matrons*  cheeks  inflame, 
Or  change  complexions  at  a  losing  game; 
If  e*er  with  airy  horns  I  planted  hcsds. 
Or  rumpled  petticoats,  or  tumbled  beds. 
Or  caus'd  suspicion  where  no.  soul  was  rude, 
Or  disoompoi*d  the  bead-dress  of  a  prudei^ 
Or  e'er  to  costive  lap-dog  gave  diseMe, 
Which  not  the  tasn  of  brigtort  cyea  could  ecM : 


Hear  me,  and  toodi  Bdinda  with  dmgan : 
That  single  act  gives  half  the  weald  the  spieeB." 

Tlie  goddess  with  a  discontented  air 
Seems  to  reject  Mm,  though  she  grants  fab  pfBicr. 
A  wonderous  bag  with  both  her  hands  she  binds 
Like  that  where  once  Ulysses  held  die  winds ; 
There  she  collects  the  force  of  female  lungi, 
Sighs,  sobs,  and  passions,  and  the  vrar  of  toiiga& 
A  vial  next  she  fills  with  fainting  fears, 
Soft  sorrows,  melting  griefs,  and  flowing  tan, 
The  Gnome  rejoicing  bean  her  gifts  away. 
Spreads  his  black  wings,  and  slowly  meonti  to  hf. 

Sunk  in  Thalestris'  arms  the  nymph  he  fboad, 
Her  eyes  dejected,  and  her  hair  unliouniL 
Full  o'er  their  heads  the  swelling  bag  he  itm. 
And  all  the  Furies  issued  at  the  venL 
Belinda  bums  widi  more  than  mortal  ire, 
And  fierce  Thalestris  fans  the  rising  fire.      [afi 
"  O  wretched  maid  !**   she  spread  her  bands,  ^ 
(While  Hampton's  echoes,  wretched  makl !  irplj'd) 
"  Was  it  for  this  you  took  such  constant  care 
The  bodkin,  comb,  and  essence,  to  prepaie? 
For  this  your  locks  in  paper  durance  bound. 
For  this  widi  torturing  irons  wreath*d  aroand? 
For  this  with  fillets  strain'd  your  tender  head. 
And  bravely  bore  the  double  loads  of  lead? 
Gods !  shall  the  ravisher  display  your  hair. 
While  the  fops  envy,  and  the  ladies  stare ! 
Honour  forbid !  at  whose  unrivall'd  shriae 
£aae,  pleasure,  virtue,  all  our  sex  resign. 
Methinks  already  I  your  tears  survey. 
Already  hear  the  horrid  things  they  say, 
Already  see  you  a  degraded  toast. 
And  all  your  honour  in  a  whisper  lost ! 
How  shall  I,  then,  your  helpless  fame  defend? 
'Twill  then  be  infbmy  to  seem  your  friend ! 
And  shall  this  prixe,  th*  inestimable  priac^ 
Expos'd  through  crystal  to  the  gating  eyes. 
And  heighten'd  by  the  diamond's  circliiig  np, 
On  that  rapacious  hand  for  ever  blaze  ! 
Sooner  shall  grass  in  Hyde-park  Circus  grow. 
And  wits  take  lodgings  in  the  sound  of  Bow ! 
Sooner  let  earth,  air,  sea,  to  chaos  fall. 
Men,  monkeys,  lap-dogs,  parrots,  perish  aH !" 

She  said ;  then  raging  to  sir  Plume  repaint 
And  bids  her  beau  demand  the  precious  hain; 
(Sir  Plume  of  amber  snuff-box  justly  vain. 
And  the  nice  conduct  of  a  clouded  cane,) 
With  earnest  eyes,  and  round  unthinking  hct, 
He  first  the  snuff-box  open'd,  then  the  case,  i 

And  thus  broke  out :  —  "  My  Lord,  why,  wh*  t» 

devil? 
Z— ds !  damn  the  Lock !  'fore  Gad,  yoo  mv^bi 
civil !  I 

Plague  on  't !  'tis  past  a  jest  —  nay  pr'ythee,  pni 
Give  her  the  hair  '*  —-he  spoke,  and  r^p*d  his  box. 

"  It  grieves  me  much  (reply'd  die  peer  aguB\ 
MHio  speaks.so  well  should  ever  speak  in  vain ; 
But  by  this  Lock,  this  sacred  Lock,  I  swear, 
(Which  never  more  shall  join  its  parted  hair ; 
Which  never  more  its  honours  duJl  renew, 
Clipp'd  from  the  lovely  head  where  late  it  grew,) 
That  while  my  nostrils  draw  the  vital  air,  i 

This  hand,  which  won  it,  shall  for  ever  weat  ** 
He  spoke,  and,  speaking,  in  proud  triumph  spral 
The  long-contended  honours  of  her  head. 

But  Umbriel,  hateful  Gnome !  fortx«rs  not  9»;j 
He  breaks  the  vial  whenise  the  sorrows  flofw. 
Then  see !  the  nymph  in  beauteous  grief  appean» 
Her  eyes  half-Unguidiing^  hal£4n>wn*d  in  ttm\ ; 
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)n  her  hcBT'd  boioiii'  Sittii|(  bcr  dfoopitig  lwtii« 
Wbicfa,  whh  A  Bgh,  she  nis'd ;  and  thus  she 

**  For  ever  cun*d  be  this  detested  day, 
MaA  ioatcli'd  my  best,  my  fiiTourite  curl  away : 
1«ppy !  ah  ten  tunes  happy  had  I  been, 
f  Hsmpton-Couft  these  eyes  bad  never  seen ! 
i'et  am  not  I  the  first  mistaken  maid 
St  knre  of  eourts  to  numerous  ills  betray'd* 
}b  had  I  rather  unadmir*d  reniain*d 
[n  some  lone  isle,  or  distant  northern  land ; 
ii^vre  the  gilt  chariot  never  marks  the  way, 
Mlrnv  none  learn  ombre,  none  e'er  taste  bohea ! 
Hierv  kept  my  charms  conceal*d  from  mortal  eye^ 
Like  roses,  that  in  deserts  bloom  and  die. 
tlut  mov'd  my  mind  with  youthful  lords  to  roam  ? 
)h  liad  I  stay'd,  and  said  my  prayers  at  home ! 
Fwas  this,  the  morning  omens  seem'd  to  tell, 
lirice  from  my  trembling  hand  the  patcb*lx>x  fell; 
"he  tottering  diina  shook  without  a  wind, 
lav  Poll  sat  mute,  and  Shock  was  most  unkind ! 

Sylph  too  wam'd  me  of  the  threats  of  Fate, 
1  inyttic  Ttsaons,  now  believM  too  late ! 
» the  poor  remnants  of  these  slighted  hairs ! 
fy  hand  shall  rend  what  ev'n  thy  rapine  spares : 
bcM  in  two  sable  ringlets  taught  to  break, 
nttf  ^re  new  beauties  to  the  snowy  neck  ; 
b»  Si&tcr.lock  now  sits  uncouth,  alone, 
nd  in  its  fellow's  fate  foreseen  its  own ; 
ncurrd  it  hangs,  the  fatal  shears  demaiods, 
nd  temptB,  once  more,  thy  sacrilegious  hands. 
b  hadst  thou,  cruel !  been  content  to  seise 
■in  ies  in  sigb^  or  any  hairs  but  these  j" 

CAino  v. 

B  «id :  the  pi^ruig  audience  melt  in  tears ; 

St  Fate  and  Jove  had  stopp'd  the  baron's  ears. 

>  vain  Tbalestria  vritb  reproach  assails, 

w  mho  can  move  when  fair  Belinda  fidls? 

(X  half  «o  fiz*d  the  Trojan  could  remain, 

"riiitf  Anna  b^g*d  and  Dido  rsg'd  in  vain. 

I«n  grave  Clarissa  graceful  wav*d  her  fan  ; 

knee  ensued,  add  thus  the  nymph  began  : 

"  SsT,  why  are  beauties  prais*dand  honour  *d  most, 

^  «i«e  man's  passion,  and  the  vain  man's  toast? 

by  dcck'd  with  all  that  knd  and  sea  afford, 

V  angels  cail'd,  and  angeUlike  ador'd?  [beaux? 
^  round  our  eoadies  crowd  the  white-glov'd 

V  ^iomn  the  side-box  from  its  inmost  rows  ? 
o«r  Tsin  arc  all  these  glcnies,  all  oar  pains,    ' 
>dn«  godd  sense  preserve  wtttt  beauty  gains : 

be  men  may  say,  when  we  the  front-box  grace^ 

Aold  the  fine  in  ▼iitoe  as  in  face  ! 

b '  if  to  dance  all  m^  and  dress  all  day, 

hsm'd  the  anall-poi,  or  chas'd  old>age  away ; 

^  wottkl  not  scorn  what  housewife's  cares  pro- 
duce, 

r  who  would  learn  one  earthly  thing  of  use  ? 

»pstch,  nay  ogle,  may  become  a  saint ; 

or  could  it  sure  be  such  a  un  to  paint. 

■^  soee,  aJas,  frail  beauty  must  decay ; 

sH'd  or  uncurl'd,  since  locks  will  turn  to  grey ; 

Bor  psinted,  or  not  painted,  all  shall  fade, 

ad  ihe  who  sooma  a  man  must  die  a  maid ; 

'W  then  remains,  but  well  our  power  to  use, 

ad  keep  good>bumoor  still,  whate'er  we  lose? 

Ad  truit  me,  dear,  good-humour  can  prevail, 

'iKa  Btn,  and  ffi^tt%  and  screams,  aod  scolding 
faU; 


Beauties  in  vain  their  pretty  eyes  may  roll ; 
Charms  strike  the  sight,  but  merit  wins  the  soul.** 

So  spoke  the  dame,  but  no  applause  ensued : 
Belinda  frown'd,  Thalestris  call'd  her  prude. 
*<  To  arms,  to  arms !"  the  fierce  virago  cries, 
An{i  swift  as  lightning  to  the  combat  flies. 
All  side  in  parties,  and  begin  th'  attack ; 
Fans  clap,  silks  rustle,  and  tough  whalebones  crack ; 
Heroes*  and  heroines*  shouts  confus'dly  rise. 
And  base  and  treble  voices  strike  the  dcies. 
No  common  weapon  in  their  hands  are  found ; 
Like  gods  they  fight,  nor  dread  a  mortal  wound. 

So  when  bold  Homer  makes  the  gods  engage 
And  heavenly  breasts  with  human  passioiis  rage ; 
'Gisinst  Pallas,  Mars ;  Latona  Hermes  arms; 
And  all  Olympus  rings  with  loud  alarms ; 
Jove's  thunder  roars,  Heaven  trembles  all  around. 
Blue  Neptune  storms,  the  bellowing  deeps  resound : 
Earth  shakes  her  nodiding  towers,  the  ground  gives 

way. 
And  the  pale  ghosts  start  at  the  flash  of  day  I 

IViumphant  Umbriel  on  a  sconce's  height 
Oapp'd  his  glad  wings,  and  sate  to  view  the  fight  s 
Propp'd  on  their  bodkin  spears,  the  sprites  survey 
The  growing  combat,  or  assist  tlie  fray. 
While  through  the  press  enrag'd  Tlialestris  flies, 
And  scatters  death  around  from  both  her  eyes, 
A  beau  and  witling  perish'd  in  the  throng, 
One  dy'd  in  metaphor,  and  one  in  song. 
**  O  cruel  nymph  !  a  living  death  1  hear" 
Cry'd  Dapperwit,  and  sunk  beside  his  chair. 
A  mournful  glance  sir  Fopllng  upwards  cast, 
**  Hiose  eyes  are  made  so  killing"  •—  was  Ids  last. 
Thus  on  Mieander's  flowery  margin  lies 
Th'  expiring  swan,  and  as  he  sings  he  dies. 

When  bold  sir  Plume  had  drawn  Clarissa  down, 
Chloe  stepp'd  in,  and  kill'd  him  with  a  frown  ; 
She  smird  to  see  the  doughty  hero  slain. 
But,  at  her  smile,  the  beau  reviv'd  again. 

Now  Jove  suspends  his  golden  scales  in  air. 
Weighs  the  men's  wits  against  the  lady's  hair ; 
Hie  doubtful  beam  long  nods  from  side  to  side ; 
At  length  the  wits  mount  up,  the  hairs  subside. 

See,  fierce  Belinda  on  the  baron  flies. 
With  more  than  usual  lightning  in  her  eyes  : 
Nor  fear'd  the  chief  th*  unequal  fight  to  try. 
Who  sought  no  more  than  on  his  foe  to  die. 
But  this  bold  lord,  with  manly  strength  endu'd. 
She  with  one  finger  and  a  thumb  subdued : 
Just  where  the  breath  of  life  his  nostrils  drew, 
A  charge  of  snuff  the  wily  virgin  threw ; 
The  Gnomes  direct,  to  every  atom  just, 
The  pungent  grains  of  titillating  dust. 
Sudden,  with  starting  tears  each  eye  o'erflows. 
And  the  high  dome  re-edioes  to  his  nose. 

«  Now  meet  thy  fate,"  incenstd  Belinda  cry*d» 
And  drew  a  deadly  bodkin  from  her  side. 
(The  same,  hia  ancient  personage  to  deck, 
Her  great-great-grandsire  wore  about  his  neck. 
In  tlvee  seal-rings ;  which  after,  melted  down, 
Form'd  a  vast  buckle  for  his  widow's  gown  : 
Her  infant  grandame's  whistle  next  it  grew, 
llie  bells  she  jingled,  and  the  whistle  blew'; 
Hien  in  a  bocikin  gracM  her  mother's  bain, 
Which  long  she  wore,  and  now  Belinda  wean.) 

«  Boast  not  my  fall  (he  cry'd),  insulting  foe ! 
TImu  fay  some  otiier  shalt  be  laid  as  low. 
Nor  thmk,  to  die  dejects  my  lofty  mind : 
All  that  I  dread  is  leaving  you  behmd ! 
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Ratlier  than  so,  ah !  let  me  still  sunriTe, 

And  bum  in  Cupid's  flames— -but  bum  alive. 

"  Restore  the  Lock/*  she  cries ;  and  all  around, 
'*  Restore  the  Lock  !*'  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound. 
Not  fierce  Othello  in  so  loud  a  strain 
Roar*d  for  the  handkerchief  that  caus*d  his  pain. 
But  see  how  oft  ambitious  aims  are  cross'd. 
And  chiefs  contend  till  all  the  prize  is  lost ! 
The  hocV,  obtained  with  guilt,  and  kept  with  pain, 
In  every  place  is  sought,  but  sought  in  vain : 
With  such  a  prize  no  mortal  must  be  blest. 
So  Heaven  decrees !  with  Heaven  who  can  contest  ? 

Some  thought  it  mounted  to  the  lunar  sphere, 
Since  all  things  lost  on  Earth  are  treasur*d  there, 
lliere  heroes*  wits  are  kept  in  ponderous  vases. 
And  beaux  in  snuff-boxes  and  tweezer-cases  ; 
There  broken  vows  and  death-bed  alms  are  found, 
And  lovers*  hearts  with  ends  of  ribband  bound ; 
The  courtier*8  promises,  and  sick  man*s  prayers. 
The  smiles  of  harlots,  and  the  tears  of  heirs. 
Cages  for  gnats  ^'^^  chains  to  yoke  a  ilea, 
Dry*d  butterflies,  and  tomes  of  casuistry. 

But  trust  the  Muse  ~—  she  saw  it  upward  rise, 
Hiough  mark'd  by  none  but  quick,  poetic  eyes : 
(So  Rome*s  great  founder  to  the  Heavens  withdrew, 
To  Pk'oculus  alone  confess*d  in  view : ) 
A  sudden  star,  it  shot  through  liquid  air. 
And  drew  behind  a  radiant  trail  of  hair. 
Not  Berenice's  locks  first  rose  so  bright. 
The  Heaven  bespangling  with  dishevell'd  lighL 
The  Sylphs  behold  it  kindling  as  it  flies. 
And  pleas*d  pursue  its  progress  through  the  skie& 

This  the  beau-monde  shall  from  the  Mall  survey, 
And  hail  with  music  its  propitious  ray. 
This  the  blest  lover  shall  for  Venus  take. 
And  send  up  vows  from  Rosamonda*s  lake. 
This  Partridge  soon  shall  view  in  cloudless  skies, 
When  next  he  looks  through  Galileo's  eyes ; 
And  hence  th*  egr^ous  wizard  shall  foredoom 
The  fate  of  Louis,  and  the  fall  of  Rome. 

Then  cease,   bright  nymph !  to  mourn  thy  ra- 
vish'd  hair. 
Which  adds  new  glory  to  the  shining  sphere  ! 
Not  all  the  tresses  that  fair-head  can  b<Mst, 
Shall  draw  such  envy  as  the  I>x:k  you  lost. 
For,  after  all  the  murders  of  your  eye. 
When,  after  millions  slain,  yourself  shall  die ; 
When  those  fair  suns  shall  set,  as  set  they  must. 
And  all  those  tresses  shall  be  laid  in  dust, 
"Riis  Lock  the  Muse  shall  consecrate  to  fame. 
And  'midst  the  stars  inscribe  Belinda's  name. 


PROLOGUE 

VO  ME.  ADDiaOlf's  TEaOKST  OP  CATCb 

To  wake  the  soul  by  tender  strokes  of  art. 
To  raise  the  genius,  and  to  mend  the  heart ; 
To  make  mankind  in  conscious  virtue  bold. 
Live  o'er  each  scene,  and  be  what  they  behold : 
For  this  the  Tiragic  Muse  first  trod  the  stage. 
Commanding  tears  to  stream  through  every  age ; 
Tyrants  no  more  their  savage  nature  kept, 
Ajid  foes  to  Virtue  wonder'd  how  they  wept. 
Our  author  shuns  by  vulgar  ^rings  to  move 
The  hero's  glory,  or  the  virgin's  love ; 
In  pityjnff  Love,  we  but  our  weakness  ifaoWi 
And  wild  Ambitkm  wtU  dirrai  its  *<^ 


Here  tears  shall  flow  from  amore  generaai 
Such  tears  as  patriots  shed  for  dying  hm%: 
He  bids  your  breasta  with  andent  ardour  rise, 
And  calls  forth  Roman  drops  from  British  rro. 
Virtue  confess'd  in  himian  shape  he  drsws, 
What  Plato  thought,  and  godlike  Cato  wis: 
No  common  object  to  your  sight  dis|dajs, 
But  what  mtb  pleasure  Heaven  itself  suiven, 
A  brave  man  struggling  in  the  storms  of  faie, 
And  greatly  &lUng  widi  a  falling  stale. 
While  Cato  gives  Us  little  senate  laws, 
What  boeom  beats  not  in  his  countty's  csme? 
Who  sees  him  act,  but  envies  every  deed? 
Who  hears  him  groan,  and  does  not  wish  to  bleed} 
Ev'n  when  proud  C«^ar  'midst  triumphal  can, 
The  spoils  of  nations,  and  the  pomp  of  wm, 
Ignobly  vun,  and  impotently  great, 
Show'd  Rome  her  Cato's  figure  drawn  in  stue; 
As  her  dead  father's  reverend  imtfe  past. 
Hie  pomp  was  darken  *d,  and  the  day  o'rrwt ; 
The  triumph  ceas'd,  tears  gush'd  from  ev'ry  eye ; 
Hie  world's  great  victor  pass'd  unheeded  by ; 
Her  last  good  man  dejected  Rome  ador'd, 
And  honour'd  Ca»ar*s  less  than  Cato's  svoii 
Britons,  attend :  be  worth  like  this  approT'i 
And  show,  you  have  the  virtue  to  be  mor'd. 
With  honest  scorn  the  first  fam'd  Cato  riev'd 
Rome  learning  arts  ftom  Greece,  whom  ibe  «k 

dued; 
Your  scene  precariously  subsists  too  kmg 
On  French  translation,  and  Italian  song. 
Dare  to  have  sense  yourselves ;  assert  the  0agr« 
Be  justly  warm'd  with  your  own  native  rage ; 
Such  plays  alone  should  win  a  British  ear, 
As  Cato's  self  had  not  diadain'd  to  bear. 


ELOISA  TO  ABELARa 

Argument. 

Abelard  and  Elolsa  flourished  in  the  tvelith  c« 
tury ;  they  were  two  of  the  most  disoj^fustt 
persons  of  their  age  in  learning  and  beuin.  1>I 
for  nothing  more  famous  than  for  ihea  uvk 
tunate  passion.  After  a  long  course  of  cil 
mities,  they  retired  each  to  a  aevenl  convent,  ^ 
consecrated  the  remainder  of  their  dan  to  i 
ligion.  It  was  many  years  after  this  scptndj 
tlut  a  letter  of  Abelard'a  to  a  friend,  vhidi  ^ 
tained  the  history  of  his  misfortune  fell  itital 
hands  of  Elolsa.  This  awakening  all  ber  I 
demess,  occasioned  those  celebrated  lecteni 
of  which  the  following  is  partly  extracted,  m 
give  so  lively  a  picture  of  the  struggles  of  | 
and  nature,  virtue  and  passion. 

Ik  these  deep  solitudes  and  awful  cells, 
Where  heavenly-pensive  Contemplation  dwelH 
And  ever  musing  Melancholy  reigns ; 
What  means  this  tumult  in  a  vestal's  veins? 
Why  rove  my  thoughts  beyond  this  last  retnakl 
Why  feels  my  heart  its  long.forgotten  heat  ?    ^ 
Yet,  yet  I  love !  —  From  Abelud  it  came. 
And  Elolsa  yet  must  kiss  the  name. 

Dear,  hiaX  name !  rest  ever  unreveal'd, 
Nor  pass  these  lips  in  holy  silence  aeal'd : 
Hide  it,  my  heart,  within  that  close  disguise 
Wbere^  mix'd  with  God'i^  hia  loT*d  idea  U»: 
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0,  write  il  not,  my  huid— the  naiM  appears 

AlreMly  written  —  wash  it  out,  my  tean ! 

In  rain  lost  EloSaa  weepa  and  prays* 

Her  hevt  nOl  dictates,  and  her  hand  obeys. 
Rdentleai  walls !  whose  darksome  round  contains 

Rqientsnt  siglis,  and  Toluntary  pains : 

Ye  nigged  rocks !  which  holy  knees  have  worn } 

Ye  grots  and  caverns  shagg'd  with  horrid  thorn ! 

Sirtiies!  where  their  vigils  pale-ey'd  virgins  keep ; 

And  pitying  saints^  whose  statues  learn  to  weep  ! 

llttogh  cold  like  you,  unmov'd  and  silent  grown, 

I  ham  not  yet  forgot  myself  to  stone. 

AU  is  not  Heaven's  while  Abelard  has  part. 

Soil  rebel  Nature  holds  out  half  my  heart ; 

Sv  prayers  nor  fasts  its  stubborn  pulse  restnin, 

Nor  tears,  for  ages  Uught  to  flow  in  vain. 
Soon  as  thy  letters  trembling  I  unclose, 
7^  wcU-known  name  awakens  all  my  woes. 
Oh,  name  for  ever  sad !  for  ever  dear .' 
Still  breath'd  in  aighs,  still  usher*d  with  a  tear. 
/  tremble  too*  where'er  my  own  I  And, 
Some  dire  mi&fortune  follows  close  behind. 
Line  after  line  my  gushing  eyes  o'erflow, 
l^  through  a  asid  variety  of  woe : 
Now  warm  in  love,  now  withering  in  my  bloom, 
Lost  in  a  convent's  solitary  gloom  ! 
Theie  stem  Religion  quench'd  th'  unwilling  flame. 
There  dy*d  the  b&t  of  passions,  love  and  fiuna 

Yet  write,  oh  write  me  all,  that  I  may  join 
Oriefa  to  thy  griefs,  and  echo  sighs  to  thine. 
Sor  foes  nor  Fortune  take  this  power  away  ; 
And  is  my  Abelard  less  kind  than  they  ? 
fesrs  ttill  are  mine,  and  those  I  need  not  spare, 
Uivebut  demands  what  else  were  shed  in  prayer; 
Ko  happier  task  these  faded  eyes  pursue ; 
To  read  and  weep  is  all  they  now  can  do. 

Then  share  thy  pain,  allow  that  sad  relief; 
ih,  more  than  shajre  it,  give  me  all  thy  grief. 
?csvea  first  taught  letters  for  some  wretch's  aid, 
leoiebanish'd  lover,  or  some  captive  maid;  [spires, 
(^  live,  they  speak,  they  breathe  what  love  in. 
Psnn  from  the  aoul,  and  faithful  to  its  fires, 
V  virgin's  wish  vrithout  her  fears  impart, 
^cuse  the  bludi,  and  pour  out  all  the  heart, 
peed  the  soft  intercourse  from  soul  to  soul, 
^ad  waft  a  sigh  from  Indus  to  the  Pole. 

IVm  know'st  how  guiltless  first  I  met  thy  flame, 
1^  Love  approach'a  me  under  Friendship's  name; 
ly  fiuicy  fbrm'd  thee  of  angelic  kind, 
one  emanatioa  of  th*  AlL-beauteous  Mind. 
^ne  smfling  eyes,  attempering  every  ray, 
^Mie  sweetly  lambent  with  celestial  day. 
<v3tkss  I  gas'd  ;  Heaven  listen'd  while  you  sung ; 
ad  truths  divine  came  mended  from  that  tongue, 
rnn  lipt  like  tboae  what  precept  fail'd  to  move  ? 
'so  soon  they  taught  me  'twas  no  sin  to  love : 
sck  through  the  paths  of  pleasing  sense  I  ran, 
w  wuh'd  an  ai^el  whom  I  lov'd  a  man. 
1^  sod  remote  the  joys  of  saints  1  see^ 
a*  envy  them  that  Heaven  I  lose  fbr  thee. 

How  oft,  vrfaen  press'd  to  marriage,  have  I  said, 
■ne  on  ail  bws  but  those  which  Love  has  made  t 
eve,  free  aa  air,  aft  sight  of  human  ties, 
pesds  fab  light  wings,  and  in  a  moment  iBes. 
el  wealth,  let  hoooor,  wait  the  wedded  dame^ 
agmt  her  deed,  and  ascrcd  be  her  ftme ; 
e&re  tme  paasion  all  tboae  views  remove  ; 
sne,  wealth,  and  booour !  what  are  you  to  Icwc  ? 
ke  jealous  god,  when  we  prophane  bis  fires^ 
hose  restleaa  paasicma  in  revenge  inspires, 


And  bids  them  make  mistaken  mortals  groan, 
Who  sciek  in  love  for  aught  but  love  alone. 
Should  at  my  feet  the  world's  great  master  fall. 
Himself,  his  throne,  his  world,  I'd  scorn  them  all : 
Not  Csesar's  empress  would  I  deign  to  prove  ; 
No,  make  me  mistress  to  th6  man  I  love. 

If  there  be  yet  another  name  more  free^ 
More  fond  thui  mistress,  make  me  that  to  thee ! 
Oh,  happy  state !  when  souls  each  other  draw, 
When  love  is  liberty,  and  Nature  law : 
All  then  is  fUU,  possessing  and  possess'd. 
No  craving  void  left  aching  in  the  breast  t       [pert, 
£v*n  thought  meets  thought,  ere  from  the  hps  it 
And  each  warm  wish  ^rings  mutual  from  the  heart 
This  sure  is  bliss  (if  bliss  on  Eardi  there  be) 
And  once  the  lot  of  Abelard  and  me. 

Alas,  how  chang'd !  what  sudden  horrors  rise  f 
A  naked  lover  bound  and  bleeding  lies ! 
Where,  where  was  Elotsa  ?  her  voice,  her  hand, 
Her  poniard  had  oppos'd  the  dire  command. 
Baibarian,  stay  ?  that  bloody  stroke  restrain ; 
llie  crime  was  conunon,  common  be  the  pain. 
I  can  no  more ;  by  shame,  by  rage  suppress'd. 
Let  tears  and  burning  blushes  speak  the  rest. 

Canst  thou  forget  that  sad,  that  solemn  day, 
When  victims  at  yon  altar's  foot  we  lay  ? 
Canst  thou  forget  what  tears  that  moment  fdl. 
When,  warm  in  youth,  I  bade  the  world  fareweU  ? 
As  with  cold  lips  I  kiss'd  the  sacred  veil. 
Hie  shrines  all  trembled  and  the  lamps  grew  pale : 
Heaven  scarce  believ'd  the  conquest  it  survey'd. 
And  saints  with  wonder  heard  the  vows  I  madeu 
Yet  then,  to  those  dread  altars  as  I  drew. 
Not  on  the  cross  my  eyes  were  fix'd,  but  you  t 
Not  grace,  or  seal,  love  only  waa  my  call ; 
And  if  I  lose  thy  love,  I  lose  my  alL 
Come !  with  thy  looks,  thy  vrord%  relievo  my  woe ; 
Those  still  at  least  are  left  thee  to  bestow. 
Still  on  that  breast  enamour'd  let  me  li^ 
Still  drink  delicious  poison  from  thy  eye^ 
Pant  on  thy  lip,  and  to  thy  heart  be  press'd ; 
Give  all  thou  canst— and  let  me  dream  the  rest. 
Ah,  no !  instruct  me  other  joys  to  prise. 
With  other  beauties  duurn  my  partud  eye% 
Full  in  my  view  set  all  the  brif^t  abode^ 
And  make  my  soul  quit  Abelard  for  God. 

Ah !  think  at  least  thy  flock  deserves  thy  care^ 
Plants  of  thy  hand,  and  children  of  thy  pnyer. 
From  the  false  world  in  early  youth  they  fled. 
By  thee  to  mountains,  wilds,  and  deserts  led. 
You  rais'd  these  hallow'd  walls ;  the  desert  siail'd^ 
And  Psradise  was  open'd  in  the  wild. 
No  weeping  orphan  saw  his  father's  stores 
Our  shrines  irradiate,  or  emblase  the  floors; 
No  silver  saints,  by  dying  misers  given, 
Here  bribe  the  rage  a£  Unrequited  Heaven ; 
But  such  plain  roofs  as  Piety  could  raise. 
And  only  vocal  with  the  Maker's  praise. 
In  these  lone  walls,  (their  days  eternal  bound,) 
Tfiese  moss-mwn  domes  with  spiry  turrets  crown'd^ 
IVhere  awfUT  arches  make  a  noon^day  night. 
And  the  dim  windows  shed  4  solemn  light ; 
Thy  eyes  difTus'd  a  reconciling  ray, 
And  gleams  of  glory  brighteivd  all  the  day. 
But  now  no  face  divine  contentment  wears, 
'Tis  all  blank  sadness,  or  continual  tears. 
See  how  the  force  of  others'  prayers  I  try, 
(O  pious  firmud  of  amorous  charity  !) 
But  why  should  I  on  others'  prayers  depend? 
Come  thou,  my  lather,  brother,  husband,  friend  I 
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All,  let  tliy  handmaid,  silar,  daughter,  nxnre. 
And  all  tliose  tender  names  in  one^  |hy  love! 
The  darksome  pines  tliat  o'er  yon  rocks  recUn'd 
Wave  high,  and  murmur  to  the  hollow  wind. 
The  wandering  streams  tliat  shine  between  the  hills. 
Hie  grots  that  echo  to  the  tinkling  rills. 
The  dying  gales  that  pant  upon  the  trees, 
The  lakes  that  quiver  to  the  curling  btvae ; 
Mo  more  these  scenes  my  meditatimi  aid. 
Or  lull  to  rest  the  visionary  maid : 
But  o*er  the  twilight  groves  and  dusky  cave^ 
Long-sounding  aules,  and  intenningled  graves, 
Blai^  Melancholy  sits,  and  round  her  throws 
A  death-like  silence,  and  a  dread  repose ; 
Her  gloomy  presence  saddeoa  all  the  scene. 
Shades  every  flower  and  darkens  every  green, 
Deepens  the  murmur  of  the  falling  iUxxIs, 
And  breathes  a  browner  horrour  on  the  woods. 

Tet  here  for  ever,  ever  must  I  stay ; 
Sad  proof  how  well  a  lover  can  obey  ! 
Death,  only  Death,  can  break  the  lasting  chain ; 
And  here,  ev'n  thai,  shall  my  cold  dust  remain ; 
Here  all  its  fnilties,  all  its  flames  resign, 
And  wait  till  'tis  no  sin  to  mix  with  thine. 

Ah,  wretch!  believ'd  the  spouse  of  God  in  vain, 
Confess'd  vrithin  the  slave  of  love  and  man. 
Assist  me,  Heaven  !  but  whence  arose  that  prayer? 
Sprung  it finom  piety,  or  from  despair? 
Ev*n  l^re  where  fh»en  Chastity  retires. 
Love  finds  an  ahar  for  foibidden  firea. 
I  ought  to  grieve,  but  cannot  what  I  ought ; 
I  mourn  the  lover,  not  lament  the  finilt ; 
I  view  my  crime,  but  kindle  at  the  view. 
Repent  old  pleasures,  and  solicit  new ; 
Now  turn*d  to  Heaven,  I  weep  my  past  office. 
Now  think  of  thee,  and  cnne  my  innocence. 
Of  all  affliction  taught  a  lover  yet, 
*Tis sure  the  hardest  science  to  forget! 
How  shall  I  lose  the  sin,  yet  keep  the  sense. 
And  love  th'  offender,  yet  detest  th*  offence  ? 
How  the  dear  object  from  the  crime  remove. 
Or  how  distinguiafa  penitence  from  love  ? 
Unequal  task !  a  passion  to  resign. 
For  hearts  so  toucfa'd,  so  pierc*d,  so  lost  as  mine ! 
Ere  such  a  soul  regains  its  peaceful  state^ 
How  often  must  it  love,  how  often  hate ! 
How  olien  hope,  despair,  resent,  regret. 
Conceal,  disdain,  —  do  all  things  but  forget ! 
But  let  Heaven  seise  it,  all  at  once  *tis  (ir*d: 
Not  touch'd,  but  tapt ;  not  waken'd,  but  inspiVd ! 
Oh,  come,  oh,  teach  me  Nature  to  subdue, 
Renounce  my  love,  my  life,  myself —  and  you. 
Fill  my  fond  heart  with  God  alone,  for  he 
Alone  can  rival,  can  succeed  to  thee. 

How  happy  is  the  blameless  vestal*s  lot ; 
The  worid  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot ! 
Eternal  sun-s^ne  of  the  spotless  mind ! 
Each  prayer  accepted,  and  each  wish  resigned ; 
Labour  and  rest  that  equal  periods  keep ; 
"  Obedient  slumbers  that  can  wake  and  weep;*' 
Desires  corapos'd,  affections  ever  excn  ; 
Tears  that  delight,  and  sighs  that  waft  to  Heaven. 
Grace  shines  around  her  with  serenest  lieams. 
And  whispering  angels  prompt  her  golden  dreams. 
For  Iter  di*  unftding  rose  of  Eden  Uooms, 
And  wings  of  seraph  shed  divine  perfumes ; 
For  her  the  spouse  prepares  the  bridal  ring ; 
For  lier  white  virgins  hymenceals  nng: 
To  sounds  of  heavenly  harps  she  dies  away. 
And  mcha  in  vinons  of  etmal  day. 


I'ur  other  dreams  my  crrtng  soul  onploy, 
Fat  uthcr  nqAurcs  of  unholy  joy : 
MHien,  at  the  close  of  each  sad,  sorrowini^  d«y. 
Fancy  restores  what  Vengeance  snatch'd  awsv. 
Then  Consdenoe  sleeps,  and  leaving  Natnre  fis^ 
All  my  loose  soul  unbounded  springs  to  thee. 

0  cunt,  dear  horroura  of  all-consciotts  nigte! 
How  glowing  guflt  exalts  die  keen  delight ! 
Fkwoking  demons  all  icstrauit  remove. 
And  stir  within  me  every  source  of  love. 

1  hear  thee,  view  thee,  gase  o*cr  all  tfay  ch«ms» 
And  round  thy  phantom  glue  my  Ha^ng  smL 
I  wake :  —no  more  I  hear,  no  more  I  view, 
The  phantom  flies  me,  as  unldnd  as  you. 

I  call  aloud ;  it  bean  not  what  f  say : 
I  stretch  my  empty  arms ;  it  glides  aw^. 
To  dream  once  more  I  close  my  willing  eyes  ; 
Ye  soft  illusions,  dear  deceits,  arise ! 
Alas,  no  more !  metfainks  we  wandering  go 
Tluvugh  dreary  wastes,  and  vreep  cadi  otfier^s  ««, 
Where  round  some  mouldering  tower  pale  ivy  n«epi» 
And  low4irow*d  rocks  hang  nodding  o*cr  the  6ee^ 
Sudden  yon  mount,  you  beckon  from  the  slits, 
Clouds  interpose,  vraves  roar,  and  winds  aris. 
I  shridc,  start  up,  the  same  sad  prospect  find. 
And  virake  to  all  the  griefs  I  left  behind. 

For  thee  the  Fates,  severely  kind,  ordain 
A  cool  suspense  from  pleasure  and  from  pais ; 
Thy  life  a  long  dead  calm  of  fix'd  repose : 
No  pulse  that  riots,  and  no  blood  that  glows. 
Still  as  the  sea,  ere  winds  were  taught  to  blow. 
Or  moving  spirit  bade  the  waters  flow ; 
Soft  as  the  slumbers  of  a  saint  fw^ven. 
And  mild  as  opening  gleams  of  pratnis'd  Hrav>.'» 

Come,  Abelard !  for  what  hast  thou  to  dicad* 
The  torch  of  Venus  burns  not  for  the  dead. 
Nature  stsnds  check  *d ;  Religion  dtsappnnes , 
Ev'n  diou  art  cold  —  yet  EloTsa  loves. 
Ah,  hopeless,  lasting  flames !  like  thoae  that  bun 
To  light  the  dead,  and  warm  th*  unfruitful  uitl 

What  scenes  appear  where'er  I  turn  my  vic« ! 
The  dear  ideas,  where  I  fly,  pursue. 
Rise  in  the  grove,  before  the  altar  rise, 
Stjiin  all  my  soul,  and  vranton  in  my  eyes. 
I  waste  the  matin  lamp  in  sighs  for  thee. 
Thy  image  steals  between  my  God  and  me ; 
Thy  voice  I  seem  in  every  hymn  to  bear. 
With  every  bead  I  drop  too  soft  a  tear. 
When  from  the  censer  clouds  of  fragrance  roU, 
And  swelling  organs  lift  the  rising  soul. 
One  thought  of  thee  puts  all  the  pomp  to  flight. 
Priests,  tapers,  temples,  swim  before  my  sight : 
In  seas  of  flame  my  plunging  soul  is  drown'd, 
I  Wliile  altars  blaze,  and  angels  tremble  round. 

Miliile  prostrate  here  in  humble  grief  1  lie^ 
Kind,  virtuous  drops  just  gathering  in  roy  eye, 
While,  praying,  trembling,  in  the  dust  I  roU, 
And  dawning  grace  is  opening  on  my  soul : 
Come,  if  thou  dar'st,  all  charming  as  dioa  art  * 
Oppose  thyself  to  Heaven ;  dispute  my  heart ; 
Come^  with  one  glance  of  those  deluding  eyes 
Blot  out  each  bright  idea  of  the  skies  ; 
Take  back  that  grace,  thoae  sorrows,  and  tboar  use 
Take  back  my  nruitless  penitence  and  fuayM* : 
Snatch  me,  just  mounting,  from  die  blest  abode . 
Asust  the  fiends,  and  tear  me  from  my  God  ' 

No^  fly  me,  fly  me,  fitf  as  pole  firom  pole ! 
Rise  Alps  between  us  !  and  whole  ooeaoa  roU ' 
Ah,  come  not,  write  not,  think  not  once  of  me, 
Nor  share  one  pang  of  all  I  felt  for  theL*. 
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Thj  ottbs  I  quit,  tliy  memory  redgti ! 

Forget,  renounce  me,  hate  whate'er  was  mine. 

Fair  eyes,  and  tempting  looks,  (which  yet  I  view !) 

liMg  lor'd,  ador*d  ideas,  all  adieu  ! 

0  Gnoe  lerene !  O  Virtue  heavenly  fair  ! 

Divine  oblivion  of  low-thoughted  Care ! 

Rob-blooming  Hope,  gay  £nighter  of  the  sky ! 

And  Fattfa,  our  early  immortality ! 

Enter,  each  mild,  each  amicable  guest ; 

Rccerre  and  wrap  me  in  eternal  rest ! 
See  in  her  cell  sad  Elo'isa  spread, 

fVopt  on  some  tomb^  a  neighbour  of  the  dead. 

In  each  low  wind  methinks  a  sjurit  calls, 
And  more  than  Echoes  talk  along  the  walls. 
Here,  as  I  watch'd  the  dying  lamp  around, 
Pram  joadcr  shrine  I  heard  a  hollow  sound. 
"  GoDM^  sister,  come  !'*  (it  said,  or  seem'd  to  say) 
"  Thj  place  is  here,  sad  sister,  come  away ! 
Once  like  thyself,  I  trembled,  wept,  and  pray'd, 
love's  fktim  then,  though  now  a  sainted  maul : 
But  all  i»  calm  in  this  eternal  sleep : 
Here  Grief  forgets  to  groan,  and  Love  to  weep; 
Ev'n  Supemition  loses  every  fear ; 
For  God,  not  man,  absolves  our  frailties  here.** 

I  rame,  I  come !  prepare  your  roseate  bowers, 
bestial  pshns,  and  ever^looming  flowers. 
rUtber,  where  sinners  may  have  rest,  I  go, 
^^hexe  flsmes  refin'd  in  breasts  seraphic  glow ; 
(Vri,  Abelard !  the  last  sad  office  pay, 
Vnd  sDooth  my  passage  to  the  realms  of  day ; 
We  mjr  lips  tremble,  wad  my  eye4>al]s  roll, 
bdc  my  last  braath,  and  catch  my  flying  soul ! 
Ui,  no — in  sacred  veatments  mayst  thou  stand, 
nie  halknr*d  taper  trembling  in  thy  hand, 
Wttt  the  cross  before  my  lifted  eye, 
>carii  me  at  once,  and  learn  of  me  to  die. 
^  then  thy  once  iov'd  Elolsa  see ! 
t  wiU  be  then  no  crime  to  gaae  on  me. 
«  from  my  cheek  the  transient  roses  fly ! 
te  the  last  sparkle  languish  in  my  eye ! 
^  every  noiioa,  pulse,  and  bretth  be  o*er ; 
^  er'o  my  Abelard  be  Iov'd  no  moee. 
)  Death  all  eloquent !  you  only  prove 
^  dust  we  doat  on,  when  'tis  num  we  love. 

'Hwa  loo,  when  Fate  shall  thy  fair  frame  dertroy, 
IW  csttse  of  all  my  guilt,  and  all  my  joy,) 
I  tnaoe  ecstatic  may  thy  pangs  be  drown'd, 
^^donds  desoend,  andangels  watch  thee  round, 
'nvn  opening  skies  may  streaming  glosiea  shine, 
lad  ttinci  embnoe  tfaee  vritha  love  like  mine ! 

U>y  one  kind  grave  unite  each  hapleas  name^ 
^Bd  graft  nay  love  immoital  on  thy  flune! 
W  ages  hence,  when  all  my  woes  are  o'er, 
Hieo  this  RfacUiooa  heart  shall  beat  no  more; 
I  CTcr  chance  tivo  wanderiqg  lovers  brings 
«  P«Bclcte*s  white  walls  tad  silver  springs, 
^>r  the  pale  mnUe  shall  they  join  their  heads, 
md  drink  tise  fidling  tears  each  other  sheds ; 
^  ttdly  say,  with  mutual  pity  mov*d, 
0,  may  we  never  love  as  these  have  Iov'd  !** 
f^  the  full  choir,  when  loud  hosaanas  riae^ 
Ad  ««c|l  liie  pomp  of  dreadful  sacrifice, 
iJlijithai scene  if  aome  relenting  eye 
'«>(«  oo  the  stone  where  oar  cold  relics  lie, 
Motion**  atlfshaO  steal  a  thought  ftom  Heaven, 
inc  buaaa  tear  shall  drop,  and  be  forgiven. 
A<i  sure  if  Fate  some  fiiture  bard  shaU  join 
I  ttd  sinahtode  of  gric&  to  mine, 
■»^Mm'd  whole  yean  in  ab^noe  to  deplore, 
^  om^  charms  he  muU  behold  no  more ; 


I  Such,  if  there  be,  vrho  loves  so  long,  so  wdl ; 
Let  him  our  sad,  our  tender  story  tell ! 
Hie  vrell-sung  woes  will  sooth  my  pensive  ghost ; 
He  best  can  paint  them  who  shall  feel  them  most ! 


THE  TEMPLE  OF  FAME. 

WEimN  IK  THB  TXA&  1711. 

AdoertitemenL 

The  hint  of  the  following  piece  was  taken  ftom 
Chaucer's  House  of  Fame.  The  design  is  in  a 
manner  entirely  altered,  the  descriptions  and  moat 
of  the  particular  thoughts  my  own ;  yet  I  could 
not  suffer  it  to  be  printed  without  this  acknow. 
lodgment.  The  reader,  who  would  compare 
this  with  Chaucer,  may  begin  with  his  third  book 
of  Fame,  there  being  nothing  in  the  two  fixit 
books  that  answers  to  dieir  title. 

llie  poem  is  introduced  in  the  manner  of  the  Fktv 
ven9al  poets,  whose  works  were  for  the  most  part 
visions,  or  pieces  of  imagination,  and  constantly 
descriptive.  From  these,  Petrarch  and  Chaucer 
frequently  borrowed  the  idea  of  their  poems. 
See  the  'Dionfi  of  the  former,  and  the  Dream, 
Flower  and  the  Leaf,  &c.  of  the  latter.  Tlie 
author  of  this  therefore  chose  the  same  sort  of 
exordium. 


Ik  that  soft  season,  when  descending  showers 
Call  forth  the  greens,  and  vrake  die  rising  flowers ; 
When  opening  buds  salute  the  welcome  day. 
And  earth  relenting  feels  the  genial  ray ; 
As  balmy  sleep  had  charm'd  my  cares  to  rest^ 
And  love  itself  was  banish'd  from  my  breast, 
(What  time  the  mom  mysterious  visions  brings. 
While  purer  slumbers  spread  their  golden  wings,) 
A  train  of  phantoms  in  wild  order  rose. 
And  join'di,  this  intellectual  scene  compose. 

I  stood,  methought,  betwixt  earth,  seas  and  skies ; 
Hie  whole  creation  open  to  my  eyes : 
In  air  self4ialanc*d  hung  the  globe  below. 
Where  moimtains  rise,  and  circling  oceans  flow ; 
Here  naked  rocks,  and  emp^  wastes  were  seen  ; 
There  towering  cities,  and  the  forests  green : 
Here  sailing  ships  delight  the  wandering  eyes ! 
There  trees  and  intermingled  temples  rise : 
Now  a  dear  sun  the  shinmg  scene  displays ; 
Hie  transient  landscape  now  in  douds  decays. 

0*er  the  wide  prospect  as  I  gas'd  around. 
Sudden  I  heard  a  wild  promiscuous  sound, 
Like  broken  thunders  that  at  distance  roar. 
Or  billows  murmuring  on  the  hollow  shore : 
Tlien  garing  up,  a  glorious  pile  beheld. 
Whose  towering  summit  ambient  douds  ctmoeal'd 
High  on  a  rock  of  ice  the  structure  lay. 
Steep  its  ascent,  and  slippery  was  the  way ; 
The  wonderous  rock  like  IVuian  mariile  shono^ 
And  seem'd,  to  distant  sight,  of  solid  stone. 
Inscriptions  here  of  various  names  I  view'd. 
Hie  greater  part  by  hostile  time  subdued ; 
Yet  wide  was  spread  thdr  fame  in  ages  past. 
And  poets  once  had  promis'd  they  should  laurt. 
Some  fresh  engrav*d  appeared  of  wits  ^renown'd ; 
I  look'd  again,  nor  could  tiifeir  trace  be  found. 
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Critics  I  law,  Uiat  other  names  deface. 

And  fix  their  owm,  with  labour,  in  their  place : 

llieir  own,  like  others,  soon  their  place  resign'd. 

Or  disappear'd,  and  left  the  first  behind. 

Nor  was  the  work  impair'd  by  storms  alone, 

But  felt  th*  Approaches  of  too  warm  a  sun  ; 

For  Fame,  impatient  of.eatvemes,  decays 

Not  more  by  Envy,  than  excess  of  Phuseu 

Yet  part  no  injuries  of  Heaven  could  feel, 

Like  crystal  faithful  to  the  graving  steel : 

The  ro(^*s  high  summit,  in  the  temple's  shade, 

Nor  heat  could  melt,  nor  beating  storm  invade. 

Their  names inacrib*d  unnunfber'd  agespast 

FVom  Time's  first  birth,  with  Time  itself  shall  last ; 

These  ever  new,  nor  subject  to  decays, 

Spread  and  grow  brighter  with  the  lengtli  of  days. 

So  Zembla's  rocks  (the  beauteous  work  of  frost) 
Rise  white  in  air,  and  glitter  o'er  the  coast ; 
Fsle  suns,  unfelt,  at  distance  roll  away. 
And  on  th*  impassive  ice  the  lightnings  pli^ ; 
Eternal  snows  the  growing  mass  supply, 
Till  the  bright  mountains  prop  th*  incumbent  sky ; 
As  Atlas  fix*d,  each  hoary  pile  appears. 
The  gather*d  winter  of  a  thousand  years. 
On -this  foundation  Fame^s  high  temple  stands; 
Stupendous  pile !  not  rear*d  by  mortal  hands. 
Whate*er  proud  Rome  or  artfv]  Greece  beheld. 
Or  elder  Babylon,  itsirame  exoeird. 
Four  flacea  had  the  dome,  and  every  face 
Of  various  structure,  but  of  equal  grace ! 
Four  braxen  gates,  on  columns  liftMi  high, 
Salute  the  different  quarters  of  the  sky. 
^ere  fiibled  chiefs  in  darker  ages  bom, 
'>r  worthies  old,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn, 
Who  cities  rBia*d,  or  tam*d  a  monstrous  race. 
The  walls  in  venerable  order  grace : 
Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown. 
And  legislators  seem  to  think  in  stone. 

Westward,  a  sumptuous  frontispiece  appear*d. 
On  Doric  pillars  of  white  marble  rear'd. 
Crown  *d  with  an  architrave  of  antique  mold. 
And  sculpture  rising  on  the  roughen*d  gold. 
In  shaggy  spoils  here  Tlieseus  was  beheld, 
And  Perseus  dreadful  with  Minerva's  shield : 
There  great  Alddes,  stooping  with  his  toil. 
Rests  on  his  dub,  and  holds  th*  Hesperian  spoil : 
Here  Orpheus  sings ;  trees  moving  to  the  sound 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  form  a  shade  around : 
Amphion  there  the  loud  creating  lyre 
Strikes,  and  behold  a  sudden  Thebes  aspire ! 
Cytlueron*s  echoes  answer  to  his  call. 
And  half  the  mountain  rolls  into  a  wall : 
There  might  you  see  the  lengthening  spires  ascend. 
The  domes  swdl  up,  the  widening  arches  bend. 
The  growing  towers  like  exhalations  rise. 
And  the  huge  columns  heave  into  the  skies. 

Hie  eastern  front  was  glorious  to  behold. 
With  diamond  flaming,  and  Barbaric  gold. 
There  Ninus  shone^  who  spread  th*  Assyrian  fame, 
And  the  ^eat  founder  of  the  Persian  name : 
Hiere  in  long  robes  the  royal  Magi  stand. 
Grave  ZontcHUir  waves  the  circling  wand : 
The  sage  Chaldaans  rob*d  in  while  appear'd. 
And  Bnuehmana,  deep  in  desert  woods  rever'd. 
lliese  stopp*d  the  Moon,  and  call'd  th*  unbody'd 

shades 
To  midnight  banquets  in  the  giifflasering  glades ; 
Made  visionary  nbrics  round  tiiem  rise. 
And  airy  spectns  skim  before  their  eyes ; 


Of  talismans  and  sigils  knew  the  po««r. 
And  careful  watch'd  the  planetary  hour. 
Superior,  and  alone,  Coitfiidus  stood. 
Who  taught  tliat  useful  science,  to  be  good. 

But  on  the  south,  a  long  majestic  race 
Of  Egypt's  pricato  the  gilded  niches  gnt», 
Who  measur*d  Earth,  describ'd  the  starry  ^berai 
And  trac*d  the  kmg  records  of  lunar  yean. 
High  on  his  ear  Sesostiis  struck  my  view. 
Whom  sceptre*d  slaves  in  gtddcn  harness  drew : 
His  hands  a  bow  and  pointed  javelin  bold ; 
His  giant  limbs  are  arm'd  in  scales  of  gokL 
Between  the  statues  obelisks  were  frfac'd, 
And  the  Ieam*d  walls  with  hieroglypfaia  fvU 

Of  Gothic  structure  was  the  nortiieni  nde» 
O'erwrought  with  ornaments  of  barbsraos  pri^ 
There  huge  Colosses  rose,  with  trophies  crowa'i 
And  Runic  characters  were  grav'd  around. 
There  sat  Zamolxis  with  erected  eyes, 
And  Odin  here  in  mimic  trances  dies. 
There  on  rude  iron  columns,  smear'd  with  Ikxid, 
The  horrid  forms  of  Scythian  heroes  stood, 
Druids  and  bards  (their  once  loud  harps  unsmoig], 
And  youths  that  died  to  be  by  poets  sung. 
These  and  a  thousand  more  of  doubtful  bne, 
To  whom  old  fables  gave  a  lasting  name, 
In  ranks  adom'd  the  temple's  ou^vard  tee; 
The  wall  in  lustre  and  effect  like  glass 
Which,  o'er  each  object  casting  various  djcs, 
Enlarges  some,  and  others  multiplies : 
Nor  void  of  emblem  was  the  mystic  wall, 
For  thus  romantic  Fame  increases  aU. 

Hie  temple  shakes,  the  soundinif  gates  oaftU. 
Wide  vaults  appear,  and  roofs  of  fretted  goM : 
Rais'd  on  a  thousand  pillars  wieath'd  aroMod 
With  lauid-foliage,  and  with  eagks  crgwu'di 
Of  bright  transparent  beryl  were  the  waOs> 
The  frieses  gold,  and  gold  the  capitab : 
As  Heaven  with  stars,  the  roof  wid 
And  ever-living  lamps  depend  in  rows. 
Full  in  the  passage  of  cadi  spocioua  gple. 
The  sage  historians  in  white  garments  wait ; 
Grav*d  o'er  their  scats  the  fonn  of  Time  was  fiMB^ 
His  scythe  revers'd,  and  both  his  pinions  boonL 
Within  stood  heroes,  who  through  lond  aisnai 
In  bloody  fidds  pursued  renown  in  amia. 
High  on  a  throne  with  trophies  charg'd,  I  vicv'A 
The  youth  that  all  things  but  himaelf  subdasd; 
His  feet  on  sceptres  and  tiaras  trod. 
And  his  hom'd  head  bdy'd  die  Lyfaian  god. 
There  Caesar,  grac'd  with  bodi  Minenras,  sboar; 
Caesar,  the  world's  great  master,  and  I ' 
Unmov'd,  superior  still  in  eveij  state. 
And  scarce  detested  in  his  country's  ftte. 
But  chief  were  those,  who  not  for  aufin 
But  with  their  toils  thdr  people's  safety  bongfai 
High  o'er  the  rest  Epaminondaa  stood  ; 
Timoleon,  glorious  in  his  brother's  blood; 
Bold  Sdpio,  saviour  of  the  Roman  state; 
Great  in  his  triumphs,  in  retirancnt  great ; 
And  wise  Aurdiiis,  in  whose  welL-taugfat  aaiad 
With  boundless  power  unbounded  virtue  jdnU 
His  own  strict  judges  and  patron  of  mankind. 

Much  suffering  heroes  next  their  honours  dM 

Those  of  leas  noisy,  and  less  guilty  fane. 
Fair  Virtue's  silent  train :  supreme  of  these 
Here  ever  shines  the  godlike  Socrates ; 
He  whom  ungrateful  Athena  could  cxpd, 
At  aU  timca  juat,  but  «Aen  be  a^'d  the  sbdl  i 
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Hot  Ms«bod«  the  martyrM  t^ccfan  claims, 
With  Agis,  not  the  last  of  Spartan  names : 
UncooquerM  Cato  shows  the  wound  he  ton^ 
And  Bnittis  Us  ill  genius  meets  no  more. 
Bvt  to  the  centre  of  the  hallow'd  choir, 
Sx  pompom  columns  o*er  the  rest  aspire ; 
Around  the  shrine  itself  of  Fune  thej  stand, 
HoM  the  chief  honours,  and  the  fkne  command. 
High  on  the  irst,  the  mighty  Homer  shone ; 
EienHl  adamant  oomp08*d  his  throne ; 
Fither  of  ?ene !  in  holy  fillets  drest, 
His  lilver  beerd  waT'd  gently  o*er  his  breast  $ 
Vuu^  blind,  a  boldness  in  his  looks  appears ; 
la  jttn  be  seem'd,  but  not  impair'd  by  years. 
11k  «sn  of  TVoy  were  round  the  piUar  seen  : 
Here  fierce  Tydides  wounds  the  Cyprian  queen ; 
Here  Hector  glorious  from  I^troclus*  fall, 
Here  dngg'd  in  triumph  round  the  Trcjan  waH. 
Moiioa  and  life  did  every  part  inspire, 
Bold  was  the  work,  and  prov'd  the  master's  fire ; 
A  strong  expression  most  he  seemM  t*  affect, 
And  here  and  there  disdos'd  a  brave  neglect 

A  golden  column  next  in  rank  appear'd. 
On  which  a  shrine  of  purest  gold  was  rear*d ; 
Finidi'd  the  whole,  and  labour'd  every  part, 
^^ith  patieot  touches  of  unwearied  Art : 
The  Msntuan  there  in  sober'triumph  sate, 
Compos'd  his  pottture,  and  his  look  sedate ; 
<)n  Homer  still  he  fix *d  a  reverent  eye, 
^jnat  without  pride,  in  modest  majesty. 
In  living  sculpture  on  the  sides  were  spread 
Tje  Ladtn  wars,  and  haughty  Tumus  dead ; 
*.l:ta  stretcfa'd  upon  the  funeral  pyre, 
^Uncsa  bending  with  his  aged  sire : 
W  dam'd  in  burning  gold,  and  o*er  the  dirone 
Aa¥«  AMD  THE  MAW  in  golden  cyphers  shone; 

Four  swans  sustain  a  car  of  silver  bright, 
^'ith  besds  advanc*d«  and  pinions  stretch'd  for  flight : 
Here,  tike  wme  fiirious  prophet,  Pindaa*  rode. 
And  «eem*d  to  hOiour  with  th*  inspiring  god. 
^^fn>«t  the  harp  a  careless  hand  he  flings, 
And  Iwldly  sinks  into  the  sounding  strings. 
l'»  figur'd  gnnes  of  Greece  the  column  grace, 
>• 'ptuiie  and  Jove  survey  the  rapid  race. 
1  «h*  yuudn  hang  o'er  their  chariots  as  they  run ; 
1>«  fiery  steeds  seem  starting  from  the  stone ; 
nv  dimipions  in  distorted  postures  threat ; 
^wl  all  appear'd  irr^ularly  great 

Hw«  Ittppy  Horace  tun'd  th'  Ausonian  lyre 
r  ^wt^trr  wNinds,  and  temper'd  Pindar's  fire : 
V*i*d  with  Alcsus'  manly  rage  t*  infuse 
^^<'  Wier  spirit  of  the  Sapphic  Muse. 
^•tr.  \Kii'i*h*d  pilho'  diflTerent  sculptures  grace ; 
^  *ork  outlaiting  monumental  brass. 
iJcrv  vnUing  Lowes  and  Bacdianals  appear, 
iV  Julian  star  and  great  Augustus  here. 
V  duvet  that  round  the  infant  poet  spread 
tl^nln  and  bays,  hung  hovering  o'er  his  head. 
ilenr,  in  a  chrine  th^  cast  a  (Ruling  light, 
'^  &i'd  in  lhou|^  the  mighty  Stagirite; 
I:«  .acred  head  a  radiant  sodiac  crown'd, 
>nd  various  animals  his  sides  surround ; 
i««  piercing  eyes,  erect,  appear  to  view 
upcrior  worids,  ^nd  look  all  Nature  through. 
With  equal  raya  immortal  TuUy  shone, 
b?  llomsn  rostra  deck'd  the  consul's  throne : 
'■t^tvnog  hb  flowing  robe^  he  seem'd  to  stand 
I  stt  to  ipcak,  and  graceful  stretch'd  his  hand, 
•hind,  Rome's  genius  waits  with  civic  crowns, 
*1  tir  ^nat  fiidaer  of  In  country  owns. 


These  mtfs^  columns  in  a  drole  rise. 
O'er  which  a  pompous  dome  invades  the  skies : 
Scarce  to  the  top  I  stretch'd  my  aching  sight, 
So  large  it  spread,  and  swell'd  to  such  a  height 
Full  in  the  midst  proud  Faine's  imperial  seat 
With  jewels  blas'd,  magnificently  great ; 
The  vivid  emeralds  there  revive  die  eye, 
TYie  flaming  rubies  show  their  sanguine  dye. 
Bright  asure  lays  from  lively  sapphires  stn.'am. 
And  ludd  amber  casts  a  golden  gleam. 
With  various-colour'd  light  the  pavement  shone, 
And  all  on  fire  appear'd  the  glowing  throne ; 
The  dome's  high  arch  reflects  the  mingled  blaze^ 
And  forms  a  rainbow  of  alternate  rays. 
When  on  the  goddess  first  I  cast  my  sight. 
Scarce  seem'd  her  stature  of  a  cubit's  height ; 
But  swell'd  to  larger  size,  the  more  I  gaz'd. 
Till  to  the  roof  her  towering  front  she  rais'd. 
With  her,  the  temple  every  moment  grew, 
And  ampler  vistas  open'd  to  my  view : 
Upward  the  columns  shoot,  the  roofs  ascend. 
And  arches  widen,  and  long  aides  extend. 
Such  was  her  form,  as  ancient  baids  have  told, 
Wings  raise  her  arms,  and  wings  her  feet  infold ; 
A  thousand  busy  tongues  the  goddess  bears. 
And  thousand  open  eyes,  and  thousand  listening  cars. 
Beneath,  in  order  reng'd,  the  tuneful  Nine 
(Her  virgin  handmaids)  still  attend  the  shrine : 
With  eyes  on  Fame  for  ever  fix'd,  they  sing ; 
For  Fame  they  raise  their  voice,  and  tune  the  string ; 
With  Time's  first  birth  began  the  heavenly  lays. 
And  last,  eternal,  through  the  length  of  days. 

Around  these  wonders  as  I  cast  a  look. 
The  trumpet  sounded,  and  the  temple  shook. 
And  all  tlie  nations,  summon'd  at  the  call, 
From  different  quarters  fill  the  crowded  hall : 
Of  various  tongues  the  mingled  sounds  were  heard ; 
In  various  garbs  promiscuous  throngs  appear'd; 
Thick  as  the  bees,  that  with  the  spring  renew 
Their  flowery  toils,  and  sip  the  fragrant  dew. 
When  the  wing'd  colonies  first  tempt  the  sky. 
O'er  dusky  fields  and  shaded  waters  fly. 
Or,  settling,  seize  the  sweets  the  blossoms  yield. 
And  a  low  murmur  runs  along  the  field. 
Millions  of  suppliant  crowds  the  shrine  attend. 
And  all  degrees  before  the  goddess  bend ; 
The  poor,  the  ridi,  the  valiant,  and  the  sage, 
And  boasting  youth,  and  narrative  old-age. 
Their  pleas  were  different,  their  request  the  same ; 
For  good  and  bad  alike  are  fond  of  Fame.  , 

Someshe  disgrac'd,  and  some  with  honours  crown'd ; 
Unlike  successes  equal  merits  found. 
Thus  her  blind  sister,  fickle  Fortune,  reign^ 
And  undiscerning  scatters  crowns  and  chains. 

First  at  the  shrine  the  learned  world  appear. 
And  to  the  goddess  thus  prefer  their  prayer. 
*'  Long   have  we  sought  t'  instruct   and  please 

mankind. 
With  studies  pale,  with  midnight  vigils  blind ; 
But  thank  *d  by  few,  rewarded  yet  by  none. 
We  here  appeal  to  thy  superior  throne : 
Oh  wit  and  learning  the  just  prise  bestow. 
For  Faroe  is  all  we  must  expect  below." 

The  goddess  heard,  and  bade  the  Musea  raisie- 
ThegpUeo  tnunpet  of  eternal  Praise: 
From  pole  to  poke  iba  winds  diffuse  the  sound. 
That  fills  thit  circuit  of.the  worid  around ; 
Not  all  at  once,  n  thunder  breaks  the  cloud ; 
Tlic  Dvofes  at  fint  were  rather  sweet  than  loud  i. 
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By  just  d^rees  they  every  inonieiit  iIm^ 
Fill  tbe  wide  Earth,  and  gain  upon  the  ildaa. 
At  every  breath  were  balmy  odours  ifaed, 
Which  still  grew  sweeter,  as  they  wider  spread : 
Less  fiagxant  scents  th'  unfolding  rose  eadialesi 
Or  spices  breathing  in  Arabian  ^es. 

Next  these  ttie  good  and  just,  an  awful  train. 
Thus  on  their  knees  address  tbe  sacred  fimew 
"  Since  living  virtue  is  with  6nvy  curs'd. 
And  the  best  men  are  treated  like  the  wont. 
Do  thou,  just  goddess,  call  our  merits  forth. 
And  give  each  deed  di*  exact  intrinsic  worth." 
**  Not  with  bare  justice  shall  your  act  be  crown'd," 
(Said  Fame)  «  but  high  above  desert  renown'd : 
Let  fuller  notes  th'  ^plauding  world  amase. 
And  the  loud  clarion  labour  in  your  praise." 

Tliis  band  dismiss'd,  behold  another  crowd 
Fk^er'd  die  same  request,  and  lowly  bow*d ; 
The  constant  teoour  of  whose  well-spent  days 
No  less  deserv'd  a  just  return  of  praise. 
But  straigfat  the  direful  trump  of  Slander  sounds ; 
Through    the    big  dome  the   doubling    thunder 

bounds; 
Loud  as  the  burst  of  cannon  rends  the  skies, 
The  dire  report  through  every  region  flies, 
In  every  ear  incessant  rumours  rung. 
And  gathering  scandals  grew  on  every  tongue. 
From  the  blade  txumpet*s  rusty  concave  broke 
Sulphureous  flames,  and  clouds  of  rolling  smoke : 
Tlie  poisonous  vapour  blots  the  purple  skies, 
And  withers  all  before  it  as  it  flies. 

A  troop  came  next,  who  crowns  and  armour  wore. 
And  proud  defiance  in  their  looks  they  bore : 
*'  For  thee"  (they  cry*d),  **  amidst  alarms  and  strife, 
We  sail*d  in  tempests  down  the  stream  of  life ; 
For  thee  whole  nations  fill*d  vrith  flames  and  blood. 
And  swam  to  empire  through  the  purple  flood. 
Tlxjae  ills  we  dar*d,  thy  inspiration  ovm ; 
What  virtue  seem'd,  vras  done  for  thee  alone." 
*<  Ambitious  fools  !**  (the  queen  reply  *d,  and  frown'd) 
'*  Be  all  your  acts  in  dark  oblivion  drown'd ; 
There  sleep  forgot,  wiih  mighty  tyrants  gone. 
Your  statues  motilder'd,  and  your  names  unknown !  *  * 
A  sudden  doud  straight  snatch*d  them  fhmi  my 

sight. 
And  each  majestic  phantom  sunk  in  night. 

Hien  came  the  smallest  tribe  I  yet  had  seen ; 
FUun  was  their  dress,  and  modest  was  their  mien. 
*<  Great  idol  of  mankind !  we  neither  claim 
The  praise  of  merit,  nor  aspire  to  Fame ! 
Bu^  safe  in  deserts  from  th*  applause  of  men. 
Would  die  unheard  of,  as  we  liv'd  unseen. 
*11s  all  we  b^  thee,  to  conceal  from  sight 
Those  acts  of  goodness  which  themsdves  requite. 
O  let  us  still  the  secret  joys  partake. 
To  follow  Virtue  ev*n  for  Virtue's  sake." 

*'  And  Uve  there  men,  who  slight  immortal  Fame? 
Who  then  vrith  incense  shall  adore  our  name  ? 
But^  mortals !  know,  *tis  still  our  greatest  pride. 
To  blase  those  virtues  which  the  good  would  hide. 
Rise !  Muses,  rise !  add  all  your  tuneful  breath ; 
These  must  not  sleep  in  darkness  and  in  death." 
She  said :  in  air  the  trembling  music  floats, 
And  on  the  winds  triumphant  swell  the  notes ; 
So  soft,  though  high,  so  loud,  and  yet  so  clear, 
£v'n  listming  angels  lean  from  Heaven  to  hear : 
To  fSurthest  shores  th*  ambrosial  sjpixit  flies. 
Sweet  to  tbe  world,  and  grateful  to  the  skies. 

Next  these  a  youthful  train  their  vows  expressed. 
With  feathers  crown'd,  with  gay  cmbruidcry  urcss*d  : 
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Hither,"  they ciy'd,  ** diract  youriyas, aid ise 
The  men  of  pleasure^  dressy  and  gaQnay; 
Ours  is  tbe  place  at  banquets,  balk,  anfl  piajs; 
Sprightly  our  nights,  polite  are  dl  our  dsys; 
Coims  we  frequent,  where  *tis  our  pteaaag  an 
To  pay  due  visits,  and  address  tbe  fipr: 
In  fact,  'tis  true,  no  nymph  vre  oould  penoade^ 
But  still  in  fimcy  vanquish'd  every  mdd; 
Of  unknown  duchesses  lewd  tales  we  teO, 
Yet,  would  the  world  bdieve  us,  all  were  wriL 
Tbe  joy  let  others  have^  and  we  the  nam^ 
And  what  we  want  in  pleasure^  gnnt  in  fiuDe.** 

The  queen  assents,  the  trumpet  rends  the  iJt»» 
And  at  each  blast  a  lady's  honour  dies^ 

Fleas'd  vrith  the  same  success,  vast  nmsbcnpna 
Around  the  shrine,  and  made  the  same  Kqucat : 
"  What  you !"  (she  cry'd)  '<  unlevn'd  in  sm  to 

please. 
Slaves  to  youradves,  and  ev*n  fktirned  with  esse, 
Who  lose  a  length  of  undeserving  d^fs. 
Would  you  usurp  the  lover's  deat-bouf^  pidse  ? 
To  just  contempt,  ye  vain  pretenders,  fidl. 
The  people's  frhle^  and  the  soom  of  alL" 
Straigfat  the  black  clarion  sends  a  horrid  souodr 
Loud  laughs  burst  out,  and  bitter  aeoffs  fly  niitod. 
Whispers  are  beard,  vrith  taunts  reviling  loud. 
And  scornful  hisses  run  through  all  the  croird. 

Last,  those  who  boast  of  mighty  niischic6  done. 
Enslave  their  country,  or  usurp  a  tiirooe ! 
Or  who  their  glory's  dire  foundation  laid 
On  sovereigns  ruin'd,  or  on  friends  betray 'd : 
Cafan,  thinking  villains,  ^hom  no  fiuth  oooid  &x. 
Of  crooked  oounsds  and  dark  politiGs; 
Of  these  a  gloomy  tribe  surround  the  tfarooe, 
And  beg  to  make  th*  immortd  trensosis  kno«Rw 
The  trumpet  roars,  long  flaky  flames  expire. 
With  sparks  that  seem'd  to  set  the  vrorld  on  fire. 
At  the  dread  sound,  pale  mortab  stood  aghast,' 
And  startled  Nature  trembled  vrith  the  Mast,  [koo^ 

This  having  heard  and  seen,  some  power  as- 
Straight  chang'd  the  scene,  and  snatcfa'd  me  froB 

the  throne. 
Before  my  view  appear*d  a  structure  fisir. 
Its  site  uncertain,  if  in  earth  or  dr ; 
With  rapid  motion  tum*d  the  mansion  round ; 
With  ceaseless  noise  the  ringing  wdls  resound ; 
Not  less  in  number  were  the  spadous  doors. 
Than  leaves  on  trees,  or  sands  upon  the  shores; 
Which  still  unfolded  stand,  by  night,  by  day, 
Pervious  to  winds,  and  open  every  way. 
As  flames  by  nature  to  the  skies  ascend. 
As  wdghty  bodies  to  the  centre  tend, 
As  to  &  sea  returning  rivers  roll, 
And  the  touch 'd  needle  trembles  to  tbe  Pole; 
Hither,  as  to  their  proper  pbce,  arise 
AU  various  sounds  fhim  earth,  and 
Or  spoke  doud,  or  whisper'd  in  the  ear ; 
Nor  ever  silence,  rest,  or  peace,  is  here. 
As  on  the  smooth  expanse  of  crystd  lakes 
Tlie  sinking  stone  at  first  a cirde  makes; 
The  trembUng  surfiMX,  by  the  motion  sdir'd. 
Spreads  in  a  second  drclc,  then  a  third  ; 
Wide,  and  more  wide,  tbe  floating  riD|^  advas<«^ 
Fill  all  the  vratery  plain,  and  to  ^  mmrg}n  dasKc 
Tlius  every  vdceand  sound,  when  first  the?  bnaX* 
On  neighbouring  air  a  soft  impreasioB  maki* ; 
Another  ambient  drde  then  they  move  ; 
That,  in  its  turn,  impels  the  next  above  ; 
Through  undulating  air  the*  sounds  are  scut. 
And  sftrcad  o*cr  all  the  fluid  elcmenu 
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Tii?rc  varioan  news  I  heard  of  love  and  strife, 
or  \Kiux  aiul  war,  IwalUi,  sickness,  death,  and  life, 
Of  kJM  tnd  gain,  of  famine  and  of  store. 
Of  ktonns  at  sea,  and  tmvels  on  the  shore. 
Of  jjTMiigies  and  portents  seen  in  air, 
Oftircs  and  plagues,  and  stars  with  blazing  hair, 
Ofturns  of  fortune,  dianges  in  the  stkte, 
'[be  falls  of  favourites,  projects  of  the  great, 
Of  old  mismanagements,  taxations  new : 
All  neither  whdly  false,  nor  wholly  true. 

Ahove,  below,  without,  within,  around, 
Cotifus'd,  unnumbered  multitudes  are  found. 
Who  pass,  repass,  advance,  and  glide  away ; 
Hosts  nu's'd  by  fear,  and  phantoms  of  a  day : 
A<)trologm,  that  future  fates  foreshow, 
iVqjectors,  quacks,  and  lawyers  not  a  few  ; 
And  iMicsts,  and  party  sealots,  numerous  bands 
Whh  hofne4)om  ties,  or  tales  from  foreign  lands ; 
Kach  taik'd  aloud,  or  in  some  secret  place, 
And  wild  impatience  starM  in  every  face. 
Tbe  flying  rumours  gatlier*d  as  they  roU*d, 
Scarce  any  tale  was  sooner  lieard  than  told  ; 
And  all  who  told  it  added  something  new. 
And  all  wlio  lieard  it  made  enlargements  too. 
In  crery  tar  it  spread,  on  every  tongue  it  grew.       I 
Thus  (lying  east  and  west,  and  north  and  south, 
Nevs  travcird  with  increase  from  moutli  to  mouth. 
^  from  a  spark,  that  kindled  first  by  chance, 
Uitii  gailiering  force  the  quickening  flames  ad. 

lanoe ; 
fill  to  the  clouds  tbdr  curling  heads  aspire, 
An<i  towen  and  temples  sink  m  floods  of  fire. 

^'V'heo  thus  ripe  lies  are  to  perfection  sprung, 
^uU  <!rown,  and  fit  to  grace  a  mortal  tongue, 
n<rougl)  thousand  vents,  impatient,  forth  tliey  flow, 
i\ik1  rush  in  millions  on  the  world  below ; 
Fame  sis  aloft,  and  points  them  out  tlieir  course, 
Hknirdate  determines,  and  prescribes  their  force : 
Sunw  to  remain,  and  some  to  perish  soon ; 
^  wane  and  wax  alternate  like  the  Moon. 
(round  a  thousand  winged  wonders  fly,    [tiie  sky. 
Borne  by  tbe  trumpet's  blant,  and  scatter'd  through 

There,  at  one  paaaagc,  oft  you  might  survey 
y  lie  and  truth  contending  for  the  way ; 
(nd  long  *twas  doubtful,  though  so  closely  i)cnt, 
'^'Hrh  first  should  i»uc  tJirough  tlie  narrow  vent : 
f<  >»t  agreed,  together  out  tliey  fly, 
Wparable  now  tlie  tmtJi  and  lie ; 
^  «rict  companions  arc  for  ever  join'd, 
in!  this  or  that  unmix'd,  no  mortal  e'er  shall  find. 
While  thus  1  stood,  intent  to  sec  and  hear, 
)ne  rainc,  metbought,  and  whispcr'd  in  my  car : 
'  ^lat  could  thus  higli  tiiy  rasti  ambition  raise  ? 
^n  t*iou,  fond  youtli,  a  candidate  for  praise  ?** 
"  'Tis  true,**  said  I,  ^  not  void  of  hopes  I  came, 
'«  who  so  fond  as  youthful  bards  of  Fame? 
|«t  few,  ahis !  ttw  casual  blessing  boast, 
o  lisrd  to  gain,  so  ca^  to  be  losL 
i«w  Taio  that  second  life  in  others  breath, 
nr  estate  wliidi  wits  inlicrit  after  death  ! 
'^^  health,  and  life,  for  this  tlicy  must  resign, 
C'n>ure  the  tenure,  but  how  vast  tlie  fine !) 
^e  ;rniat  man's  curse,  witliout  the  gains,  endurt, 
ir  <nivy*a,  wrrtclied.  ami  be  flatter'd,  poor ; 
til  lucklvvs  wit%  their  enemivH  profest, 
ind  all  succtofuL  jealous  friciuis  at  besL 
^  Fame  1  slight,  nor  for  Iter  favours  call ; 
i»  nmics  unlouk*d  for,  if  she  comes  at  all. 
^  ir  the  pufdone  costs  su  dear  a  price 
U  soothing  Folly,  or  eialting  Vice: 


Oh  !  if  the  Muse  must  flatter  lawless  sway, 
And  follow  still  wliere  Fortune  leads  tlie  way  ; 
Or  if  no  basis  bear  my  rising  name. 
But  the  fall'n  ruins  of  anotiicr*s  fame ; 
Tlien  teach  me,  Heaven  !  to  scorn  the  guilty  bays, 
Drive  from  my  breast  that  wretched  lust  of  praise ; 
Unblemish'd  let  me  live,  or  die  unknown  ; 
Oh,  grant  an  lionest  fame,  or  grant  me  none !" 
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raoM  ovid's  MSTAMoarHosis,  book  ix. 

Shk  said,  and  for  her  lost  Galanthis  sighs, 

When  the  fair  consort  of  her  son  replies : 

Since  you  a  ser>'ant*s  ravish *d  form  bemoan. 

And  kindly  sigh  for  sorrows  not  your  own ; 

Let  me  (if  tears  and  grief  pennit)  relate 

A  nearer  woe,  a  sister's  stranger  fate. 

No  nymph  of  all  (Echalla  could  compare 

For  beauteous  fonn  with  Dr}*opc  the  fair, 

Her  tender  motlier's  only  hope  and  pride 

(^|ysclf  the  oflcring  of  a  second  bride). 

This  nymph,  comprcss'd  by  him  who  rules  the  day. 

Whom  Delphi  and  the  Uelian  isle  ol)ey, 

Andrxmon  lov'd ;  and,  blessM  in  all  tliose  cltann* 

lliat  pleas'd  a  god,  succeeded  to  Iter  arms. 

A  lake  tlicre  was,  with  slielving  banks  around, 
Wliose  verdant  summit  fragrant  myrtles  crown 'd. 
Tliese  sliades,  unknowing  of  the  Fates,  slie  sought, 
And  to  tlie  Naiads  flowery  garlands  brought ; 
Her  smiling  babe  (a  pleasing  charge)  sIk*  prest 
Within  her  arms,  and  nourish'd  at  her  breast. 
Not  distant  far,  a  watery  lotos  grows ; 
Tlie  spring  was  new,  and  all  tlie  verdant  boughs, 
Adom'd  witli  blossoms,  promis'd  fruits  tliat  vie 
In  glowing  colours  with  the  Tyrian  dye : 
Of  these  slic  cropp'd  to  please  lier  infant  son  ; 
And  I  myself  tlie  same  rash  act  liad  done; 
But  lo !  I  saw  (as  near  her  side  1  stood) 
The  violated  blossoms  drop  with  blood. 
UlM>n  the  tree  I  cast  a  frightful  look  ; 
Tlie  trembling  tree  witli  sudden  liorrour  shook. 
Lotis  the  nympli  (if  rural  tales  be  true)» 
As  from  Priapus'  lawless  lust  slie  fle«s 
Forsook  her  form ;  and,  fixing  here,  became 
A  flowery  plant,  which  still  preserves  her  name. 
Tins  change  unknown,  astonlab*d  at  the  sight. 
My  trembling  sister  strove  to  urge  her  flight : 
And  first  the  pardon  of  the  nymphs  implor'd, 
And  those  offended  sylvan  powers  ador'd : 
But  when  aha  backward  would  have  fled,  she  found 
Her  stiffening  feet  were  rooted  in  the  ground : 
In  vain  to  we  her  fastening  feet  she  strove. 
And,  as  she  struggles,  only  moves  above ; 
She  feels  th*  encroaching  bark  around  her  grow 
By  qtiick  degrees,  and  cover  all  below : 
Surpris'd  at  this,  her  trembling  hand  she  heaves 
To  rend  her  hair ;  her  hand  is  fill'd  with  leaves : 
Where  late  was  hair,  the  shooting  leaves  are  seen 
To  rise,  and  sliade  lier  with  a  sudden  green. 
Hie  child  Ampbissus,  to  her  bosom  press'd, 
Perceiv'd  a  colder  and  a  harder  breast. 
And  found  the  springs^  that  ne'er  till  then  deny 'd 
Their  milky  moisture,  on  a  sudden  dry'd. 
I  I  saw,  unhappy  !  what  I  now  relate, 
I  And  stood  the  helpless  witness  of  thy  fate, 
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EmbnicM  thy  boiigiM»  tiif  rising  bark  deUy'di 
There  wiiUi'd  to  grow,  aaid  mingle  ihade  with  ifaMk. 

Behead  Andnrmon  and  di*  unhappy  aire 
Appear,  and  lor  their  Dryope  inquire ; 
A  ipringing  tree  for  Dryope  they  find. 
And  print  warm  kiaies  on  the  panting  rind ; 
FhMdrate^  with  tean  their  kindred  phut  bedew. 
And  ckMe  embiaoe  as  to  the  roots  they  grew. 
The  face  was  all  that  now  remain'd  of  thee. 
No  mora  a  woman,  nor  yet  quite  a  tree; 
thy  branches  hung  with  humid  pearls  appear, 
F^um  every  leaf  distils  a  trickling  tear. 
And  strught  a  Toice,  while  yet  a  roioe  remains, 
Hius  through  the  trembling  boughs  in  sighs  com- 
plains: 
**  If  to  the  wretched  any  faith  be  given, 
I  swear  by  all  th'  unpitying  powers  of  Heaven, 
No  wilful  crime  this  heavy  Tengeanoe  bred; 
In  mutual  innocence  our  lives  we  led : 
If  this  be  falae^  let  these  new  greens  decay, 
hei  sounding  axes  lop  my  limbs  away, 
And  crackling  flames  on  all  my  honours  prey ! 
But  from  my  branching  anns  this  infant  bear, 
Let  some  kind  nurse  supply  a  mother's  care : 
And  to  his  modier  let  hun  oft  be  led. 
Sport  in  her  shades,  and  in  her  shades  be  led ; 
Teach  him,  when  first  his  infant  voice  shall  frame 
Imperfect  words,  and  lisp  his  mother's  name. 
To  hail  this  tree ;  and  say,  with  weeping  eyes, 
Within  this  plant  my  hapless  parent  lies : 
And  when  in  youth  he  seeks  the  shady  woods. 
Oh,  let  him  fly  the  crystal  lakes  and  floods. 
Nor  touch  the  fittal  flowers ;  but  wam'd  by  me, 
Believe  a  goddess  shrin'd  in  every  tree. 
My  sire,  my  sister,  and  my  spouse,  farewell ! 
If  in  your  breasts  or  love  or  pity  dw^, 
Avtect  your  plant,  nor  letmy  branches  feel 
The  browang  cattle^  or  the  pierdilg  steeL 
Farewell !  anid  since  I  cannot  bend  to  join 
My  lips  to  yours,  advance  at  least  to  mine. 
My  son,  thy  modwr's  parting  kiss  receive. 
While  yet  thy  mother  has  a  kiss  to  give. 
I  can  no  more ;  the  creeping  rind  invadca 
My  closing  lips,  and  hides  my  head  in  shades : 
Remove  your  hands ;  the  bark  shall  soon  suffice 
Without  their  aid  to  seal  these  dying  eyes." 

She  oeas'd  at  once  to  speak,  and  oeas'd  to  be ; 
And  all  the  nym|A  was  lost  within  die  tree ; 
Yet  latent  life  through  her  new  branches  reign'd, 
And  long  the  plant  a  human  beat  retain'd. 
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FBox  ovm  s. 

Tax  fair  Fcanona  flourish'd  in  his  reign : 

Of  all  the  virgins  of  the  sylvan  train. 

None  taught  the  trees  a  iMibler  race  to  bear. 

Or  more  improv*d  the  vegetable  care. 

To  her  the  shady  grove,  the  flowery  field. 

Hie  streams  and  fountains,  no  delights  could  yidd ; 

'Twas  all  her  joy  the  ripening  fruits  to  tend. 

And  see  the  boughs  with  bi^py  burthens  bend. 

The  hook  she  bore  instead  of  Cynthia's  spear. 

To  lop  the  growth  of  the  luxuriant  year, 

To  decent  form  the  lawless  shoots  to  bring, 

And  teach  th'  obedient  branches  where  to  sprin||. 

Ncnr  the  cleft  rind  inserted  graffs  receives, 

And  yields  an  offspring  more  than  Nature  gives ; 


NowsUdfaig  streams  the  tfaifsiy  plants  ivncw. 
And  feed  their  fibres  with  reviving  drw. 

Tliese  cares  alooe  her  virgin  hrrait  cmploj 
Averse  from  Venus  and  the  nuptial  joy. 
Her  private  orchards,  wall'd  on  every  aid^ 
To  lawless  sylvans  all  access  deny'd. 
How  oft  the  Satyrs  and  the  wanton  F««va, 
Who  haunt  the  forest,  orfinequent  die  lawns, 
'Hie  god  whose  ensign  scares  the  birds  of  prey, 
And  old  SQenus,  youthful  in  deoay* 
Employ'd  their  wUes  and  unavaiiiiig  casc^ 
To  pass  the  fences,  and  surprise  the  fair ! 
Like  these,  Vertumnus  own*d  his  ftithlbl 
Like  these^  rejected  by  the  scornful  dame. 
To  gain  her  a^i  a  thousand  forms  be 
And  first  a  reaper  fivm  the  field  appean  ; 
Sweating  he  walks,  wtiile  loads  of  goMcn  grrin 
O'ercharge  the  shoulders  of  the  secnh^  swwl, 
Oft  o'er  his  back  a  crooked  scythe  is  laid. 
And  wreaths  of  hay  his  sun-burnt  fiinpiei  shade: 
Oft  in  his  harden'd  hand  a  goad  he  bear^ 
Like  one  who  late  unyok'd  the  swcathig 
Sometimes  his  pruning4iook  corrects  the 
And  the  loose  strsgglers  to  their  ranks  ooofii 
Now  gathering  what  the  bounteous  ~ 

He  pulls  ripe  apples  from  the  bending  hdixffa%, 
A  soldier  now,  he  with  his  sword  appear* ; 
A  fisher  next,  his  trembling  angle  bears. 
Each  shape  he  varies,  and  each  art  he  tiiea. 
On  her  bright  charms  to  feast  his  longing 

A  female  form  at  last  Vertumnus 
Withal]  the  marks  of  reverend  a« 
Hb  temples  thinly  spread  with  dvi 
Pmopp'd  on  his  staff,  and  stooping  as  he  gocv, 
A  painted  mitre  shades  his  furrow'd  brows. 
The  god,  in  thb  decrepit  form  array'di. 
Hie  gardens  enter'd,  and  the  fruit  surreyM  ; 
And  *'  Happy  you !"  rbe  thus  addresa'd  the  asaidj 
«  Whose  charms  as  fkr  all  other  nymphs  cnit^faioe. 
As  odier  gardens  are  exoell'd  by  thine  !** 
Then  kis^d  the  fair ;  (his  kisses  warmer  grow 
Than  such  as  women  on  thrir  sex  bcsCuw  ;) 
Then,  plac'd  beside  her  on  the  flowery  gnioxid. 
Beheld  the  trees  with  autumn's  bounty  ooim'd. 
An  elm  was  near,  to  whose  embraces  led. 
Hie  curling  vine  her  swelling  clusters  wpnmd  z 
He  riew*dlier  twining  branches  widi  dcligfea» 
And  prais'd  the  beauty  of  the  pleasing  sigfaL 

«  Yet  this  tall  efan,  but  for  hb  vine**  (He  said) 
**  Wad  stood  neglected,  and  a  barren  sliade  ; 
And  this  fair  rine,  but  that  her  arms  aMnouiai 
Her  marry'd  elm,  had  crept  along  the  grouadL 
Ah,  beauteous  maid !  let  this  example  move 
Your  mind,  averse  fhxn  all  the  joys  ai"  love : 
Deign  to  be  lov*d,  and  every  heart  subdue  ! 
What  nymph  could  e'er  attract  such  dtnrda 
Not  she  whose  beauty  urg'd  the  Centnur*s 
Ulysses'  queen,  nor  Helen's  6tal  fhatinSi 
£v*n  now,  when  silent  soom  is  all  they 
A  thousand  court  you,  though  they  eoujrt  in 
A  thousand  sylvans,  demigods,  and  godb. 
That  haunt  our  mountains,  and  our  Albaa 
But  if  you'll  prosper,  mark  what  I  advia^ 
Whom  age  and  long  experience  render 
And  one  whose  tender  care  is  hr  above 
All  that  these  lovers  ever  felt  of  love, 
(Far  more  than  e'er  can  by  yourself  be  gneasM: 
Fix  on  Vertumnus,  and  reject  the  resL 
For  his  firm  fiuth  I  dare  engage  my  owa  ; 
Scarce  to  himselC  Idnself  *%  better 
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0  distant  lands  Vcrtmnnuf  never  rovet ; 
ike  you,  contented  with  hu  moive  grores ; 
or  It  fint  Hgfat,  like  raoit,  admires  the  fair; 
ir  jaa  be  lives ;  and  you  alone  shall  share 
Is  hot  afiection,  as  his  early  care, 
esides,  he's  lovely  far  above  the  rest, 
Hh  youth  immortal,  and  with  beauty  blest 
id,  that  he  varies  every  shape  with  ease, 
od  tries  all  fonns  that  may  Fbinona  please. 
Bt  whst  should  most  excite  a  mutual  flame, 
■nr  rural  cares  and  pleasures  are  the  same. 
9  tim  your  orcbard's  early  fhiit  are  due, 
k  plessing  offering  when  'tis  made  by  you,) 
e  vslocs  these ;  but  yet  (alas)  !  complains, 
bt  tfill  the  best  and  dearest  gift  remains. 
Nthe  fiur  fruit  that  on  yon  branches  glows 
hb  that  ripe  red  th*  autumnal  sun  beiows ; 
ir  tasteful  herbs  that  in  these  gardens  rise, 
inch  the  kind  soil  with  milky  sap  supplies ; 
HI,  only  you,  can  move  the  god's  desire : 
^  crown  so  constant  and  so  pure  a  fire ! 
t  soft  compassion  touch  your  gentle  mind ; 
ink,  'tis  Vertumnus  begs  you  to  be  kind ; 
Quy  no  ftost,  when  early  buds  appear, 
!<roy  the  promise  of  the  youthful  year ; 
w  winds,  when  first  your  florid  orchard  blows, 
ike  the  light  bloaaoms  from  their  blasted  boughs !" 
TUs  when  the  various  god  had  urg'd  in  vain, 
.'  straight  aasum'd  his  native  form  again ; 
ch,  and  so  bright  an  aspect  now  he  beaxa, 
when  through  clouds  th*  emerging  Sun  appears, 
id,  thence  exerting  his  refulgent  ray, 
spelt  the  darkness,  and  reveals  the  day. 
Rc  he  prepar*d,  but  check'd  the  rash  design : 
r  when,  appearing  in  a  form  divine, 
eDjmph  surveys  him,  and bdiolds  the  grace 
cfasnning  features,  and  a  youthful  face; 
her  soft  brenat  consenting  passions  move, 
d  the  wann  maid  oonfiess'd  a  mutual  love. 
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EnsTLx  L 
ni  VATU&s  Ann  stats  of  mam  wrm  axsncr 

TO   TBS    UKXVXaSB. 

7%e  ArgumtnL 

oisn  m  the  abstract  — *  I.  That  we  can  judge 
nlj  with  regard  to  our  own  system,  being  igno- 
raot  of  the  relations  of  systems  and  things. 
11.  That  man  is  not  to  be  deemed  imperfect,  but 
t  being  suited  to  hit  place  and  rank  in  the  crea- 
3DO,  agreeable  to  the  general  order  of  things,  and 
roaformdble  to  ends  and  relations  to  him  un- 
ivtmxL  III.  That  it  is  partly  upon  his  ignorance 
>f  fdture  events,  and  partly  upon  the  hope  of  a 
btuie  state,  that  all  hb  happiness  in  the  present 
iipendi.  IV.  The  pride  of  aiming  at  more  know- 
lidge,  and  pretending  to  more  perfection,  the 
aiuie  of  man's  erroor  and  misery.     The  impiety 
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of  patting  hinaalf  in  the  place  of  Ood,  and  judg- 
ing of  the  fitness  or  unfitness,  perfection  or  imper* 
fection,  justice  or  injustice,  of  his  dispensations. 

V.  The  absurdity  of  conceiting  himself  the  final 
cause  of  the  creation,  or  expecting  that  perfection 
in  the  moral  world,  which  is  not  in  the  natural. 

VI.  The  unreasonableness  of  his  complaints 
against  Ihrovidence,  while  on  the  one  huid  he 
demands  the  perfection  of  the  angels,  and  oo 
the  other  the  bodily  qualificationa  of  the  brutes ; 
though,  to  possess  any  of  the  sensitive  faculties 
in  a  higher  degree,  would  render  him  miseraUt. 

VII.  That  tbroughout  the  whole  visible  world, 
an  universal  order  and  gradation  in  the  sensual 
and  mental  faculties  is  observed,  which  causes  n 
subordination  of  creature  to  creature,  and  of  all 
creatures  to  man.  The  gradations  oif  sense,  in- 
stinct, thought,  reflection,  reason ;  that  reason  alone 
countervails  all  the  oth«r  faculties.  VIII.  How 
much  farther  this  order  and  subordination  of 
living  creatures  unay  extend  above  and  below  us ; 
were  any  part  of  which  broken,  not  that  part 
only,  but  the  whole  connected  creation  must  be 
destroyed.  IX.  The  extravagance,  madness,  and 
pride  of  such  a  desire.  X.  The  consequence  of 
all  the  absolute  submission  due  to  Providence^ 
both  as  to  our  present  and  future  state. 

AwAKX,  my  St  John !  leave  all  meaner  things 
To  low  ambition  and  the  pride  of  kings. 
Let  us  (since  life  can  little  more  supply 
Than  just  to  look  about  us,  and  to  die) 
Expatiate  free  o'er  all  this  scene  of  man ; 
A  mighty  maze !  but  not  without  a  plan : 
A  wild,  where  weeds  and  flowers  promiscuous  shoot ; 
Or  garden,  tempting  with  forbidden  fruit 
Together  let  us  beat  this  ample  field. 
Try  what  the  open,  what  the  covert  yield ; 
The  latent  tracts,  the  giddy  heights,  explore 
Of  all  who  blindly  creep,  or  sightless  soar ; 
Eye  Nature's  walks,  shoot  Folly  as  it  flies. 
And  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rise : 
Laugh  where  we  must,  be  candid  where  we  can  ; 
But  vindicate  the  ways  of  God  to  man. 

I.  Say,  first,  of  God  above,  or  man  belcnr. 
What  can  we  reason,  but  horn  what  we  know  7 
Of  man,  what  see  we  but  his  station  here. 
From  which  to  reason,  or  to  which  refer  ? 
Through  worlds  unnumber'd  though  the  Odd  be 

known, 
'T!s  ours  to  trace  him  only  in  our  own. 
He,  who  through  vast  immensity  can  pierce. 
See  worlds  on  worlds  compose  one  universe. 
Observe  how  system  into  system  runs. 
What  other  planets  circle  other  suns. 
What  vary'd  Being  peoples  every  star, 
May  tell  why  Heaven  has  made  us  as  we  are. 
But  of  this  frame  the  bearings  and  the  tiea^ 
The  strong  connections,  nice  dependencies, 
Gradations  just,  has  thy  pervading  soul 
Look'd  through  ?  or  can  a  part  contain  the  whole  ?- 

Is  the  great  chain,  tliat  draws  all  to  agree. 
And  drawn  supports,  upheld  by  God,  or  thee  ? 

II.  IVesumptuous  man !  the  reason  wouldst  thou 

find. 
Why  form'd  so  weak,  so  little,  and  so  blind  ? 
First,  if  thou  canst,  the  harder  reason  guess, 
Why  form'd  no  weaker,  blinder,  and  no  less? 
Ask  of  thy  mother  Earth,  why  oaks  are  made 
Taller  or  weaker  than  the  weeds  they  shade  r   '  > 
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Or  a«k  of  yonder  argent  Heidi  ebofc^ 
Why  Jove's  Satellites  are  less  than  Jove? 

Of  systems  possible,  if  'tis  confest, 
That  Wisdom  infinite  must  form  the  bat, 
Where  all  must  full  or  not  coherent  be^ 
And  all  that  rises,  rise  in  due  degree; 
Then,  in  the  scale  Of  reasoning  Hfi^  'tis  plain, 
There  must  be,  somewhere,  such  a  rank  as  man : 
And  all  the  question  (wrangle  e'er  so  long) 
Is  only  this,  if  God  has  plac*d  him  wrong? 

Respecting  man,  whatever  wrong  we  call 
May,  must  be  right,  as  relative  to  dl. 
In  human  works,  though  labour'd  on  with  pain, 
A  thousand  movements  scarce  one  purpose  gain : 
In  God's,  one  single  can  its  end  produce ; 
Yet  serves  to  second  too  some  other  use. 
So  man,  who  here  seems  principal  alone, 
Perhi^M  acts  second  to  some  sphere  unknown. 
Touches  some  wheel,  or  verges  to  some  goal ; 
'Tfs  but  a  part  we  see,  and  not  a  whole. 

When  the  proud  steed  shall  know  why  man  re- 
strains 
His  fiery  course,  or  drives  him  o'er  the  plains ; 
When  the  dull  ox,  why  now  he  breaks  the  clod, 
1%  now  a  victim,  and  now  iEgypt*s  god : 
llicn  shall  man's  pride  and  dulne&s  comprehend 
1 1  is  actions',  passions',  being's,  use  and  end  ; 
Why  doing,  suflTering,  clieck'd,  impell'd ;  and  why 
11  lis  hour  a  sIhvc,  the  next  a  deity. 

Then  say  not  Man's  imp^rfvct,  Heaven  in  fiiult ; 
S  ly,  ratlier,  Man's  as  jK-rfect  as  he  ought : 
His  l.nowlfdgc  measur'd  to  his  state  and  place ; 
His  time  a  moment,  and  a  point  his  space. 
If  to  be  perfect  in  a  certain  spliere, 
What  matter,  soon  or  late,  or  here,  or  there  ? 
'itic  blest  to  day  is  as  completely  so, 
As  who  began  a  thousand  years  ago.  [Fate, 

III.  Heaven  from  all  creatures  hides  the  book  of 
All  but  the  page  prescrib'd,  their  present  state : 
From  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  spirits  know : 
Or  wlio  could  suffer  being  here  below  ? 
fpie  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day, 
Iliad  he  thy  reason,  would  he  skip  and  play  ? 
Pleas'd  to  the  last,  he  crops  the  flowery  food. 
And  licks  the  hand  just  rais'd  to  shed  his  blood. 
0!i  blindness  to  the  future !  kindly  given, 
Tliat  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'd  by  Heaven : 
Who  sees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  all, 
A  hero  perisli,  or  a  sparrow  fall, 
Atoms  or  systems  into  ruin  hurl'd, 
And  now  a  bubble  burst,  and  now  a  worid. 

Hope  humbly  then ;  with  trembling  pinions  sum , 
Wait  the  great  teacher,  Death  ;  and  God  adore. 
What  future  bliss,  he  gives  not  thee  to  know. 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  tliy  blessing  now. 
Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast : 
(Man  never  Is,  but  always  To  be  blest : 
The  soul,  uneasy,  and  confin'd  from  home, 
Rests  and  expatiates  in  a  life  to  come. 

Lo,  the  poor  Indian  !  whose  untutor'd  mind 
Seea  God  in  douds,  or  hears  liim  in  the  wind ; 
His  soul  proud  Science  never  taught  to  stray 
Far  as  the  solar  walk,  or  milky  way ; 
Yet  simple  Nature  to  his  hope  has  given. 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill,  an  humbler  Heaven ; 
Some  safer  world  in  depth  of  woods  cmbrac'd. 
Some  happier  island  in  the  water}'  vraste, 
Where  slaves  once  more  their  native  land  behold. 
No  fiends  torment,  no  Christians  thirst  for  gold. 
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He  ai^  no  angd's  wing,  no  acraph't  fiit ; 
!Bttt  thinks,  admitted  to  thai  cqnal  iky, 
Hb  fiuthfiil  dog  shall  bear  him  oompaoj. 

IV.  Go,  wiser  thou  !  and  in  Ay  acde  af 
Weigh  thy  opinion  against  Fkwideiioa ; 
Call  imperfection  what  thou  fanc/st  loch; 
Say,  here  he  gives  too  little,  there  too  mKh: 
De^roy  all  creatures  for  tl^  sport  or  gui^ 
Yet  say,  if  man's  unhappy,  God's  nnjost; 

If  man  alone  jpgroas  not  Heaven's  b^  ciit^  ^ 
Alone  made  pernct  here,  inmiortal  dioe : 
Snatch  from  his  hand  the  balance  and  dte  nd. 
Re-judge  his  justice,  be  the  god  of  God. 
In  Pride,  in  reasoning  Pride,  our  cmur  Gcs; 
All  quit  their  sphere,  and  ruali  into  the  ski& 
Pride  still  is  aiming  at  the  blest  abodes 
Men  would  be  angels,  angels  would  be  godi 
[Aspiring  to  be  gods,  if  angels  fell, 
(Aspiring  to  be  angels  ni<^n  rebel : 
And  who  but  wishes  to  invert  the  laws 
Of  order,  sins  against  th'  Eternal  Cause. 

V.  Ask  for  wliat  end  the  heavenly  botUcs  ija. 
Earth  for  whose  u*«i'  ?  Pride  answcts,  "  Ti»  for  xia- 
For  me  kind  Nature  wakes  her  genial  paver ; 
Suckles  each  hcrb>  and  ^reads  out  every  ficmtf ; 
Annual  for  me,  the  grape,  the  rose,  renew 
The  juice  nectareous,  and  tKe  balmy  dew ; 

For  me,  the  mine  a  thousand  treasures  btiap, 
•For  me,  health  guslics  from  a  thousand  s(viD|>; 
Seas  roll  to  wafl  me,  suns  to  light  me  ri«e ; 
My  foot -stool  Eartlu  my  canopy  the  skie&." 
But  errs  not  Nature  from  this  gracious  end. 
From  burnintr  ^uns  when  livid  de«ths  dcsceod. 
When  earthquakes  swallow,  or  when  tempeit^  »»*^ 
Towns  to  one  grave,  whole  nadoos  to  the  de^ ' 
"  No,"  'tis  leply'd,  « the  first  Almighty  Cam 
Acts  not  by  partial,  but  by  generml  laws ; 
Th*  exceptions  few  ;  some  change  since  all  bej^uft 
And  what  created  perfect  ?"     Why  then  man  ? 
If  the  great  end  be  human  happinea,  ' 

Then  Nature  deviates ;  and  can  man  do  less  ?     | 
As  much  that  end  a  constant  course  requires 
Of  showers  and  sun-shine,  as  of  man's  deses; 
As  much  eternal  springs  and  doudlcss  skies      j 
As  men  for  ever  temperate,  calm,  and  wise. 
If  plagiies  or  earthquakes  break  not  Heaven's  dB>C| 
Why  then  a  Borgia,  or  a  Catiline ;  J 

Who  knows,  but  he  whose  hand  the  lightning  i<s^ 
Who  heaves  old  Ocean,  and  who  wings  the  sbasj 
Pours  fierce  ambition  in  a  Cesar's  mind. 
Or  turns  young  Ammon  loo«e  to  scourge 
From  pride,  from  pride  our  very  reaaooing 
Account  for  moral  as  for  natural  things : 
Why  charge  we  Heaven  in  tfiose,  in  these 
In  both,  to  reason  right,  is  to  submit. 

Better  for  us,  perliaps,  it  might  appear. 
Were  tlicrc  all  harmony,  all  virtue  here ; 
That  never  air  or  ocean  felt  the  wind. 
That  never  passion  discompos'd  the  nin^ 
But  all  subsists  by  elementel  strile ; 
And  passions  are  the  elements  of  life. 
The  general  order,  since  the  whole  b^an. 
Is  kept  in  Nature,  and  is  kept  in  man. 

VI.  What  would  this  man  ?  Now  upward  • 


soar. 


And,  little  less  than  angel,  would  be  more ; 
Now  looking  downwards,  just  as  griev'd  zp^ 
To  want  the  strength  of  bulls,  tlie  fur  of  Uuri. 
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ilado  for  bis  u«  all  creatures  if  he  call, 
ay  what  that  iMe,  Jvid  h«  the  povrvrs  of  all  ? 
lature  to  these  wicliout  profosioo,  kJiul, 
tw  proper  organs  proper  ponrers  assign*d ; 
iach  seeming  want  compensated  of  course* 
lore  with  (k^rees  of  swiftness,  there  of  force ; 
lU  in  exact  proportion  to  the  state ; 
nothing  to  add,  and  nothing  to  abate. 
Iach  be^t,  each  insect,  happy  in  its  own  : 
«  Heaven  unkind  to  man,  and  man  alone  ? 
ihaU  he  alone,  whom  rational  wc  call, 
H*  picas*!]  with  nothing,  if  not  blest  with  all  ? 

Tne  bliss  of  man  (could  Pride  that  blessing  find) 
I  not  to  act  or  think  beyond  mankind ; 
io  [xivTiTs  of  body  or  of  soul  to  share, 
let  what  his  nature  and  his  state  can  bear. 
flij  \m%  not  man  a  microscopic  eye  ? 
or  thJs  plain  reason,  man  is  not  a  fly. 
ij  what  the  w«e,  were  finer  optics  given, 
'  inspect  a  mite,  not  comprehend  the. Heaven  if 
r  ttmch,  if  tremblingly  alive  all  o*cr, 
9  sDurt  and  agonize  at  every  pore  ? 
r  quick  effluvia  dartin*;  through  Uio  brain, 
ie  of  a  rose  in  aixnnatic  pain  ? 

Nature  thundcr'd  in  his  oijcning  cars, 
nd  $tunn*d  him  witli  the  music  of  the  spheres, 
ow  would  he  wish  that  Heaven  had  lefl  him  still 
l»  whispering  zephyr,  and  the  purling  rill ! 
h»)  finds  not  Providence  all  good  and  wise, 
like  io  wliat  it  gives,  and  wfiat  denies  ? 

VII.  Far  asiTeation*8  ample  range  extends, 
be  scale  of  senwal,  mental  powers  ascends : 
vi  how  it  mounts  to  man's  imperial  race, 
i^m  the  green  myriads  in  the  peopled  grass : 
Ittt  modes  of  sight  betwixt  each  wide  extreme, 
be  niole\  dim  curtain,  and  the  lynx*s  beam ; 

f  rTicIl,  the  head!ong  lioness  between, 

od  'Mmnd  sagacious  on  tlie  tainted  green ; 

r  bearing,  from  the  life  that  fills  the  flood, 

)  thatwtiicb  warbles  through  tJie  vernal  wood  I 

'*f  spidor's  touch,  how  exquiHitcly  fine  ! 

.t:<.  at  each  thread,  and  lives  along  tlie  line  : 

I  'U'  nice  bee,  wlut  sense  so  subtly  true 

^c  poiMnous  herbs  extracts  the  healing  dew  ] 
J»  It)<inct  varies  in  the  grovelling  swine, 
«n]<ir'd,  half-reasoning  elephant,  with  thine.' 
'«iit  that,  and  Reason,  what  a  nice  barrier ! 
ST  n\:r  separate,  yet  for  ever  near ! 
nnendxance  and  Refiection  how  allied ! 
^  thin  partitions  Sense  from  Thought  divide ! 
rii  middle  natures,  how  they  long  to  join, 
«  ntter  pass  tli'  insuperable  line ! 
'iihiHit  this  just  gradation,  could  they  be 
A^xtud,  these  to  those,  or  all  to  thee? 
Ii»  powers  of  all  subdued  by  thee  alone,  ' 
'  <t  tbj  Reason  all  these  powers  in  one? 

VIII.  See,  through  this  air,  this  ocean,  and  this 
earth, 

II  matter  quick,  and  bursting  into  l)irth. 
^ov«,  how  high !  progressive  life  may  go ) 
'DondL  how  wide !  bow  deep  extend  below  ! 
«  chain  of  being !  which  from  God  began, 
[•tunrs  etfaeval,  baman,  angel,  man, 

lfa«,  bird,  6sh,  insect,  what  no  eye  can  see, 

(o  Kk«  can  reach  ;  from  Infinite  to  thee, 

TV.-TJ  thee  to  Kotliing.  —  On  smwrior  powers 

^•rc  Hv  to  press,  inferior  might  on  ours ; 

^  Ki  iW  full  crcsiion  leave  a  void, 

^  •.  t,  cric  stq)  bt uken,  the  grvat  scalers  destroyed : 


From  Nature's  chain  whatever  link  you  strike, 
Tendi,  or  ten  thousandth,  breaks  the  cluiin  alike. 

And)  if  each  system  in  gradation  roll 
Alike  essential  to  tli'  amazing  whole. 
The  least  confusion  but  in  one,  not  all 
That  system  only,  but  the  whole  must  falL 
Let  Earth  unbaLanc'd  from  her  orbit  Hy, 
Planets  and  suns  run  lawless  through  the  sky  ;  ^ 
Let  ruling  angels  from  tlieir  spheres  be  hurPd, 
Being  on  being  wreck *d,  and  world  on  world  ; 
Heaven's  whole  foundations  to  their  centre  nod, 
And  Nature  trembles  to  the  throne  of  God. 
All  this  dread  order  break  —  for  wliom  ?  for  thee  ? 
Vile  worm !  — oh  madness !  pride !  impiety ! 

IX.  What  if  the  foot,  ordain*d  the  dust  to  tread. 
Or  hand,  to  toil,  aspir'd  to  be  the  head  ? 

What  if  the  head,  the  eye,  or  ear,  repin'd 
To  serve  mere  engines  to  the  ruling  mind  ? 
Just  as  absurd  for  any  part  to  claim 
To  be  another  in  this  general  frame : 
Just  as  absurd,  to  mourn  the  tasks  or  pains 
The  great  directing  mind  of  all  ordains. 
,     All  are  but  parts  of  one  stupendous  whole, 
Whose  body  Nature  is,  and  God  tlie  soul ; 
That  chang'd  through  all,  and  yet  in  all  the  same  ; 
Great  in  the  Earth,  as  in  th*  ethereal  frame ; 
Warms  in  the  Sun,  refreshes  in  the  breeze. 
Glows  in  tlie  stars,  and  blossoms  in  tlie  trees ; 
Lives  through  all  life,  extends  through  all  extent ; 
Spreads  undivided,  operates  unspent ; 
Breathes  in  our  soul,  informs  our  mortal  part, 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  a  hair  as  heart. 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  vile  man  that  mourns, 
As  the  rapt  seraph  diat  adores  and  bums : 
To  him  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  small ; 
He  fills,  he  bounds,  connects,  and  e<juals  all. 

X.  Cease,  then,  nor  order  imperfection  name  : 
Our  proper  bliss  depends  on  what  we  blame. 
Know  thy  own  point :  this  kind,  tliis  due  degree 
Of  blindness,  weakness.  Heaven  liestows  on  thee. 
Submit.  -7  In  this,  or  any  other  sphere. 

Secure  to  be  as  blest  as  thou  canst  bear ; 
Safe  in  the  hand  of  one  disposing  Power, 
Or  in  the  natal,  or  the  mortal  hour. 
All  Nature  is  but  Art,  unknown  to  thee ; 
All  Chance,' Direction,  whidi  tliou  canst  not  fce ; 
All  Discord,  Harmony  not  understood ; 
All  partial  Evil,  universal  Good. 
I  And,  spite  of  I^de,  in  erring  Reason's  spite, 
One  truth  is  clear,  Whatxvxr  is,  is  riout. 


Epistle  II. 
op  the  nature  and  state  or  man  with  respect 

TO    HIMSELP,    AS   AN    INOIVinUAU 

jlrgument, 

I.  The  business  of  man  not  to  pry  into  God,  but 
to  study  himself.  His  middle  nature :  his  powers 
and  frailties.  The  limits  of  his  capacity.  1 1.  The 
two  principles  of  man,  self-love  and  reason,  both 
necessary.  Self-love  the  stronger,  and  why. 
Their  end  the  same.  III.  'Hie  passions,  and 
their  use.  'Hie  predominant  passion,  ami  its  force. 
Its  necessity,  in  directing  men  to  different  pur- 
poses. Its  providential  use,  in  fixing  our  prin- 
ciple, and  ascertaining  our  virtue.  IV.  Virttic 
and  vice  joined  in  our  mixed  nature ;  tlic  limits 
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near,  yet  the  things  leparate  and  erldent :  what 
is  tlie  office  of  reason.  V.  How  odious  rice  in 
Itself,  and  how  we  deceive  ourselves  into  it. 
VI.  That,  boweverj  the  ends  of  Providence  and 
genovl  good  are  answered  in  our  passions  and 
imperfections.  How  usefully  these  are  dis- 
tributed to  all  orders  of  men.  How  useful  they 
ore  to  society ;  and  to  individuals,  in  every  state, 
and  every  age  of  life. 

1.  Know  then  thyself,  presume  not  God  to  scan. 
The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man. 
Plac*d  on  this  i^hmus  of  a  middle  state, 
A  being  darkly  wise,  and  rudely  great : 
^ith  too  mudi  knowledge  for  the  Sceptic  side, 
With  too  much  weakness  for  the  Stoic's  pride. 
He  hangs  between  ;  in  doubt  to  act,  or  rest  ^ 
In  doubt  to  deem  himself  a  god,  or  beast ; 
In  doubt  his  mind  or  body  to  prefer ; 
Bom  but  to  die,  and  reasoning  but  to  err ; 
Alike  in  ignorance,  his  reason  such, 
"Whether  he  thinks  too  little,  or  too  much  : 
Chaos  of  thought  and  passion,  all  confus*d ; 
Sdil  by  himself  abus*d,  or  disabus*d ; 
Creatiid  half  to  rise,  and  half  to  fall ; 
Great  lord  of  all  things,  yet  a  prey  to  all ; 
Sciie  judge  of  truth,  in  endless  errour  hur)*d  : 
'Ilie  glory,  jest,  and  riddle  of  the  world  !      [guides. 

Go,  wondrous  creature !    mount  where  Science 
Go,  measure  Earth,  weigh  air,  and  state  the  tides ; 
Instruct  the  planets  in  what  oibs  to  run. 
Correct  old  Time,  And  regulate  the  Sun  ; 
Go,  soar  with  Plato  to  th*  empyreal  sphere. 
To  the  first  good,  first  perfect,  and  first  fair ; 
Or  tread  the  mazy  round  his  followers  trod, 
And  quitting  sense  call  imitating  God ; 
As  eastern  priests  in  giddy  circles  run, 
And  turn  their  heads  to  imitate  the  Sun. 
Go,  teach  Eternal  Wisdom  how  to  rule  — 
Then  drop  into  thyself,  and  be  a  fool ! 

Superior  beings,  wlien  of  late  they  saw 
A  mortal  man  unfold  all  Nature's  law, 
Admir*d  such  wisdom  in  an  earthly  shape. 
And  show'd  a  Newton  as  we  show  an  ape. 

Could  he,  whose  rules  the  rapid  comet  bind. 
Describe  or  fix  one  movement  of  his  mind ! 
Who  saw  its  fires  here  rise  and  there  descend, 
explain  his  own  beginning  or  his  end  ? 
Alas,  what  wonder !  Man  s  superior  part 
lJndieck*d  may  rise,  and  climb  from  art  to  art ; 
But  when  his  own  great  work  is  but  begun, 
Wliat  Reason  weaves,  by  Passion  is  undone. 

Trace  Science,  then,  with  Modesty  thy  guide ; 
First  strip  off  all  her  equipage  of  Pk'ide ; 
Deduct  what  is  but  Vanity  or  dress. 
Or  Learning's  luxury,  or  Idleness ; 
Or  tricks  to  show  the  stretch  of  human  brain, 
Merc  curious  pleasure,  or  ingenious  pain ; 
Expunge  the  whole,  or  lop  th'  excrescent  parts 
Of  all  our  Vices  have  created  Arts ; 
'ilien  see  how  little  the  remaining  sum, 
Wliich  serv'd  the  post,  and  must  the  times  to  come ! 
.  IL  Two  principles  in  human  nature  reign ; 
&lf-love,  to  urge,  and  Reason,  to  restrain ; 
Nor  this  a  good,  nor  that  a  bad  we  call. 
Each  works  its  end,  to  move  or  govern  all : 
And  to  thdr  proper  operations  still, 
Ascribe  all  good,  to  their  improper,  ill. 

Self-love,  tlie  spring  of  motion,  acts  the  soul ; 
Reason's  comparing  balance  rules  the  whole 


Man,  but  Ibr  tiiat,  no  acdon  could 

And  but  for  this,  were  active  to  no  end : 

Flx'd  like  a  plant  on  his  peculiar  spot ; 

To  draw  nutrition,  propagate,  and  rot. 

Or,  meteor.like,  flame  lawless  thnm^  tiie  void, 

Destroying  others,  by  himself  destroy'd. 

Most  strength  the  moving  principle  lequiies 
Active  itk  task,  it  prompts,  impek. 
Sedate  and  quiet  the  comparing  lies^ 
Form'dbut  to  check,  delibente,  and  ad 
Self-love,  still  stronger,  as  its  objects  nigh ; 
Reason's  at  distance,  and  in  prospect  lie : 
Hiat  sees  immediate  good  by  present  sense  ; 
Reason,  the  future  and  the  consequence. 
Uncker  than  arguments,  temptations  tlmitif . 
At  best  more  watchful  this»  but  that  more  stro.t 
Hie  action  of  the  stranger  to  suspend. 
Reason  still  use,  to  Rotson  still  attend. 
Attention,  habit,  and  experience  gains ; 
Each  strengthens  Reason,  and  Self-lore  restrair^ 
Let  subtle  schoolmen  teadi  these  friends  to  B^.% 
More  studious  to  divide  than  to  unite ; 
And  Grace  and  Virtue,  Sense  and  Rcnson  ipS-t, 
With  all  the  rash  dexterity  of  Wit. 
Wits,  just  like  fools,  at  war  about  a  name; 
Have  full  as  oft  no  meamn^  or  the  same. 
Self-love  and  Reason  to  one  end  aspire, 
Pbin  their  aversion,  pleasure  their  desire  ; 
But  greedy  that,  his  object  would  devour. 
This  taste  the  honey,  and  not  wound  the  ^omrr . 
Pleasure,  or  wrong  or  riglitty  undcrstoo.l. 
Our  greatest  eril,  or  our  greatest  ^ood. 

I II.  Modes  of  Self-love  tiie  passions  wv  icay  ^: 
*Tls  real  good,  or  seeming,  moves  them  nil : 
But  unce  not  every  good  we  can  dividb;, 
And  Reason  bids  us  for  our  own  provide  ; 
Passions,  though  selfish,  if  dieir  inenas  be  &ir. 
List  under  Reason,  and  deserve  Uer  cm  ; 
Those,  that  imparted,  court  a  nobler  aim. 
Exalt  their  kind,  and  take  some  virtnc's 

In  lazy  apathy  let  Stoics  boast 
Their  virtue  fix'd ;  'tis  fix'd  as  in  a  frost ; 
Contracted  all,  retiring  to  the  breast ; 
But  strength  of  mind  is  exercise,  not  real : 
The  rising  tempest  puts  in  act  the  soul ; 
Parts  it  may  ravage,  but  preserves  the 
On  life*s  vast  ocean  diversely  we  sail. 
Reason  the  Qu:^  but  Passion  is  the  gale ; 
Nor  God  alone  m  the  still  calm  we  find. 
He  mounts  the  storm,  and  walks  upon  the 

Passions,  like  elements,  though  bom  to  fighu 
Yet,  mix'd  and  sofVen'd,  in  lus  work  unite  : 
Hiese  'tis  enough  to  temper  and  em|doy  ; 
But  what  composes  man,  can  man  destroy  ? 
Suflice  that  Reason  keep  to  Nature's  nad^ 
Subject,  compound  tliero,  foUow  her  and  God. 
Love,  Hope,  and  Joy,  fair  Pleasure*s  smiling  tn 
Hate,  Fear,  and  Grief,  the  family  of  IVn  ; 
These,  mixt  witli  art,  and  to  due  bounds  comSa 
Make  and  maintain  tlie  balance  of  tbe  mind  ; 
The  lights  and  sliades  whose  well-accorded  smti 
Gives  all  the  strength  and  colour  of  our  U^ 

Pleasures  are  ever  in  our  hands  and  cyc»  ; 
And  when  in  act  they  cease,  in  prospect  rbe  .- 
Present  to  grasp,  and  future  still  to  find. 
The  whole  eiikploy  of  body  and  uf  mind. 
All  spread  tlieir  charms,  but  charm  not  all  alike 
On  different  senses,  diflcrcnt  objects  strike : 
Hence  different  passions  more  or  K-^a  inflan^ 
Ast  strong  or  weak,  the  organs  of  tltc  (nuBU?  ^ 
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1  hence  one  mesler  passioii  in  tlie  breast, 

e  Avon's  aerpeot,  swallows  up  the  rest. 

man,  perhaps,  the  nuunent  of  his  braatfa, 

wives  the  lurking  principle  of  Death; 

•  joung  disease,  which  must  subdue  at  length, 

m%  with  his  growth,  and  strengthens  with  his 


cast  and  mingled  with  his  very  frame, 
'  mind's  di&ease,  its  Ruling  Passion  came ; 
ik  yntal  humour  which  should  feed  the  whole, 
Q  flows  to  this,  in  body  and  in  soul : 
atever  warms  the  heart,  or  fills  the.  bead, 
the  mind  opens  and  its  functions  ^iread, 
lunation  pH«s  her  dangerous  art, 
i  pours  it  oil  upon  the  peccant  part 
lature  its  mother.  Habit  is  its  nurse ; 
,  Spirit,  Faculties,  but  make  it  wotk  ; 
mn  itself  but  gires  it  edge  and  power ; 
Heaven's  blest  beam  turns  rinegar  more  sour, 
'e,  wretched  subjects  though  to  lawful  sway, 
tfs  weak  queen,  some  favourite  still  obey : 

if  lihe  lend  not  arms,  as  well  as  rules, 
It  can  she  more  tluin  tell  us  we  are  fools  ? 
j)  U4  to  mourn  our  nature,  not  to  mend; 
arp  accuser,   but  a  helpless  friend  ! 
max  a  judge  turn  pleader,  to  persuade 
choice  wre  make;  or  justify  it  made ; 
id  of  sn  easy  conquest  all  along, 
bat  n?nioTcs  weak  pasuons  for  the  strong : 
■ben  small  humours  gather  to  a  gout, 
ductor  fancies  he  has  driv*n  them  out. 
K.  Nature*s  road  must  ever  be  preferr'd ; 
un  is  here  no  guide,  but  still  a  guard : 
hcTs  to  rectiljr,  not  overthrow, 

treat  this  passion  more  as  friend  than  foe ; 
ightier  power  the  strong  direction  sends, 

«fTend  men  impels  to  several  ends  : 
i  varying  winds,  by  other  passions  tost, 

drives  them  constant  to  a  certain  coast, 
power  or  knowledge,  gold  or  glory,  please^ 
oft  naore  strong  tlum  all)  the  love  of  ease ; 
High  Ule  *tis  lbfiow*d  ev'n  at  life's  eipense; 
merchant's  toil,  the  sage's  indolence, 
monk's  humility,  the  hero's  pride, 
sll  alike,  find  Reason  on  their  side. 
li*  Eternal  Art.  educing  good  from  ill, 
ftK  on  this  pasBon  our  best  principle : 
thtt%  the  mercury  of  man  is  fix*d, 
1^  grow^  the  virtue  with  liis  nature  mix'd ; 
drtjM  cements  what  else  were  too  refin'd, 

m  one  interest  body  acts  with  mind. 
fi  frvdxs,  ungrateful  to  the  planter's  care, 
M^a^e  stocks  inserted  learn  to  bear ; 
nurrvt  virtues  thus  from  passions  shoot, 
1  Nature's  vigour  working  at  the  root, 
a  crofis  of  wit  and  honesty  appear 
1  spleen,  from  obstinacy,  hate,  or  fear ! 
sniper,  weal  and  fortitude  supply ; 
3  a-bsrire,  prudence;  sloth,  philosophy; 
L,  throu^  some  certain  strainers  well  refin'd, 
i.-nf  le  love,  and  charms  all  womankind ; 
y,  to  which  th'  ignoble  mind's  a  slave^ 
nulaiaon  in  die  leam'd  or  brave ; 

virtue,  male  or  lemale,  can  we  name, 

what  wtU  gitnr  on  pride,  or  grow  on  shame. 
hus  Katnre  gives  us  (let  it  check  our  pride) 

virtue  aeBfcsC  to  our  vice  ally'd: 
Pioo  the  bias  turns  to  good  from  ill, 
i  Scro  reigos  a  THwk,  it  be  wiU. 


The  fiery  soul  abhorr'd  in  Catiline, 
In  Decius  charms,  in  Curtius  is  dxrine : 
The  same  ambition  can  destroy  or  save^ 
And  makes  a  patriot  as  it  makes  a  knave. 

IV.  This  light  and  darkness  in  our  chaos  join'd. 
What  shall  divide  ?    Tlie  God  within  the  nund. 

Extremes  in  Nature  equal  ends  produce; 
In  man  they  join  to  some  mysterious  use ; 
Though  each  by  turns  the  other's  bound  invade, 
As  in  some  wdl-wrought  picture,  light  and  shade. 
And  oft  so  mix,  the  difference  is  too  nice 
Where  ends  the  virtue,  or  begins  the  vice. 

Fools !  who  from  hence  into  the  notion  fall, 
That  vice  or  virtue  there  is  none  at  all. 
If  white  and  black  blend,  soften,  and  unite 
A  thousand  ways,  is  there  no  bUick  or  white  ? 
Ask  your  own  heart,  and  nothing  is  so  plain ; 
*Tis  to  mistake  them,  costs  the  time  and  pain. 
A"  V.  Vice  is  a  monster  of  so  frightful  mien, 
'As,  to  be  hated,  needs  but  to  be  seen ; 
Yet  seen  too  oft,  familiar  with  her  face. 
We  first  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace. 
But  where  th'  extreme  of  vice,  was  ne'er  agreed  : 
Ask  whereas  the  north  ?  at  York,  'tis  on  the  Tweed  ; 
In  Scotbuid,  at  the  Orcades ;  and  there. 
At  Greenland,  Zembia,  or  the  Lord  knows  where. 
No  creature  owns  it  in  the  first  di^ree. 
But  thinks  his  neighbour  further  gone  than  he : 
Ev'n  those  who  dwell  beneath  its  very  zone. 
Or  never  feel  the  rage,  or  never  own ; 
What  happier  natures  shrink  at  with  affright. 
The  hard  inhabitant  contends  is  right. 
/  Virtuous  and  vicious  every  man  must  be. 
Tew  in  th'  extreme,  but  all  in  the  degree ; 
•  Tlie  rogue  and  fool  by  fits  is  fair  and  wise ; 
And  cv'n  the  best,  by  fits,  what  they  despise, 
f  Tis  but  by  parts  we  follow  goofl  or  ill ; 
I'or,  vice  or  virtue.  Self  directs  it  still ; 
Each  indiridual  seeks  a  several  goal ; 
VI.  But  Heaven's  great  view,  is  one,  and  that  the 

whole. 
That  counter-works  each  folly  and  ciqirice ; 
That  disappoints  th'  effect  of  cv^  vice : 
Tluit,  happy  fraUties  to  all  ranks  apply'd ; 
Shame  to  the  virgin,  to  the  matron  pride ; 
Fear  to  the  statesman,  raslmess  to  the  chief; 
To  kings  presumption,  and  to  crowds  belief: 
Hiat,  Virtue's  ends  from  vanity  can  raise. 
Which  seeks  no  interest,  no  reward  but  praise. 
And  buildjbn  wants,  and  on  defects  of  mind. 
The  joy,  the  peace,  the  glory  of  mankind. 

Heaven  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 
A  niaster,  or  a  servant,  or  a  friend. 
Bids  each  on  otlier  for  asastance  call. 
Till  one  man's  weaknen  grows  the  strength  of  alL 
Wanti,  frailties,  passions,  closer  still  ally 
Hie  common  interest,  or  endear  the  tie. 
To  these  we  owe  true  friendship,  love  sincere. 
Each  home-felt  joy  that  life  inherits  here ; 
Yet  from  the  same  we  learn,  in  its  decline, 
Tliose  joys,  those  loves,  those  interests,  to  resign ; 
Taught  half  by  Reason,  half  by  mere  decay, 
To  welcome  death,  and  calmly  pass  away. 

Whate'er  the  pasmon,  knowledge,  fame,  or  pelf. 
Not  one  will  cliange  his  neighbour  with  himself. 
The  learned  is  happy  Nature  to  explore. 
The  fool  is  happy  tliat  he  knows  no  more. 
The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given, 
I  (The  poor  contents  him  with  the  care  of  Heaven. 
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See  tlie  blind  beggar  dance,  the  cripple  ring, 
,  The  sot  a  hero,  lunatic  a  king ; 
'i  The  starring  chymist  in  his  golden  Tiewa 

Supremely  blest,  the  poet  in  his  Muse. 

See  some  strange  comfort  every  state  attend, 

And  pride  bestow'd  on  all,  a  common  friend  r 

See  some  fit  passion  every  age  supply ; 

Hope  travels  throu^  nor  quits  us  when  we  die. 
Beliold  the  child,  by  Nature's  kindly  law, 

Pleas'd  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  straw : 

Some  livelier  plaything  gives  his  youth  delight, 

A  little  louder,  but  a<t  empty  quite : 

Scarfs,  garters,  gold,  arouse  his  riper  stage. 

And  beads  and  prayer-books  are  the  toys  of  age : 

Pleas*d  with  this  bauble  still,  as  tliat  before ; 
^'Till  tir*d  he  sleeps,  and  Life's  poor  play  is  o*er. 

Meanwhile  Opinion  gilds  with  varying  rays 
I  Hiose  painted  clouds  that  beautify  our  days : 

Each  want  of  happiness  by  Hope  supply'd. 

And  eadi  vacuity  of  sense  by  IVide : 

These  build  as  fast  as  Knowledge  can  destroy ; 

In  Folly's  cup  still  laughs  tlie  bubble,  Joy ; 

One  prospect  lost,  another  still  we  gain ; 

And  not  a  vanity  is  giv'n  in  vain: 

Ev'n  mean  Sclf-love  becomes  by  force  divine. 

Hie  scale  to  measure  others  ivants  by  thine. 

See !  and  confess,  one  comfort  still  must  rise ; 

'Tis  this,  Though  nian*s  a  fool,  yet  God  is  wisi. 
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EriSTLB   III. 

or  THE    MATURE   AND   STATE   OF   MAN  WITH  EESFCCT 

TO   SOCIRTY. 

jtrgumenL 

I.  The  whole  universe  one  system  of  society.  I 
Nothing  made  wliolly  for  itself,  nor  yet  wlrally 
for  anodier.  Tlie  Iia))piness  of  animals  mutiiaL 
1 1.  Reason  or  instinct  operate  alike  to  the  good 
of  each  individual.  lleaNon  or  instinct  operate 
also  to  society  in  all  animals.  ill.  How  far 
society  carried  by  instinct.  How  much  fartlicr 
by  reason.  IV.  Of  that  wliicli  is  called  tJjc  state 
of  nature.  Ucason  instructed  by  instinct  in  tlie 
invention  of  arts  and  in  tlie  fonns  of  society. 
V.  Origin  of  political  societies.  Origin  of  mo- 
narchy. Patriarciial  government.  VI.  Origin 
of  true  religion  and  goveniineut,  from  tlie  same 
principle,  of  love.  Origin  of  superstition  and 
tyranny,  from  the  same  principle  of  fear.  Tlie 
influence  cf  self-love  opemting  to  tlie  social  and 
public  good.  Restoration  of  true  religion  and 
government  on  their  first  principle.  Mixed  go- 
vernment. Various  forms  of  eadi,  and  tlie  true 
end  of  all. 

Here  then  we  rest ;  **  the  Universal  Cause 
Acts  to  one  end,  but  acts  by  various  laws." 
In  all  the  madness  of  superfluous  lienltli. 
Hie  train  of  pride,  tlie  unpudence  of  wealth. 
Let  this  great  truth  be  present  night  and  day ; 
But  most  be  present,  if  we  preach  or  pray. 

I.    Look  round  our  world ;   behold  tlic  chain  of 
Love 
Combining  all  below  and  all  olxive. 
See  plastic  Nature  working  to  tliis  eiul, 
The  single  atoms  each  to  other  tend. 


Attract,  attracted  to,  llie  next  m  place 
Form'd  and  impeird  its  neff^Mwur  to  cinfancv. 
See  matter  next,  vrith  varioos  lift  endued. 
Press  to  one  centre  still,  the  genoal  good. 
See  dying  vegctaUes  life  snalatn, 
See  lift  disBolYing,  wgelnle. again : 
All  forms  that  p^sh  other  figrms  supply, 
(By  turns  we  catch  the  vital  bfenlli,  and  £»,) 
Like  bubbles  on  the  sea  of  matter  botne. 
They  rise,  they  break,  and  to  tfant  hb  ntnn. 
Nottiing  is  foreign ;  parts  relate  to  whole ; 
One  all-extending,  all-preaerving  tool 
Connects  each  being,  greatest  with  the  kast; 
Made  beast  in  aid  of  man,  and  man  of  bcatt; 
All  serv'd,  all  serving :  nothing  staMb  aloM; 
The  chain  liolds  on,  and  wliere  it  ends  unkncv. 

Has  God,  tiiou  fool !  work'd  sol«ly  for  tky  r**^ 
Thy  joy,  thy  pastime,  thy  attire,  tliy  food? 
Wtio  for  thy  table  feeds  tlie  wanton  fkwn. 
For  him  as  kindly  spread  the  flovrery  tavrn  -. 
Is  it  for  tlice  tlie  laric  ascends  and  sings^? 
Joy  tunes  his  voice,  joy  elevates  bis  vring^ 
Is  it  for  thee  tlie  linnet  pours  liis  thitiat  ? 
Loves  of  his  own  and  raptures  swell  tlw  note. 
The  bounding  steed  you  pompously  tiestridr. 
Shares  with  his  lord  the  pleasure  and  the  prv:>'. 
Is  thine  alone  the  seed  tliat  sttvws  the  pfaun  ? 
Tlie  birds  of  Heaven  sliall  vindicate  tlieflr  gnie. 
Thine  tlic  full  hanest  of  the  golden  yew? 
Plurt  pays  and  justly,  tlie  deservin*;  ^u«r : 
Tlie  liog,  tliat  ploughs  not,  nor  obeys  tliy  n?l. 
Lives  on  tlic  labours  of  tlib  lord  of  alL 

Know,  Nature's  children  all  divide  Iter  can ; 
The  fur  tliat  warms  a  inonardi,  warmM  a  bar. 
IVhile  man  exclaims  "  See  all  tilings  Ibr  it'^  c^ 
*'  See  man  for  mine  !**  replies  a  paai|)er*d  gu'v 
And  just  as  short  of  reason  he  must  Ikll, 
Wlio  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  all 

Grant  tliat  tlie  powerful  still  the  weak  nsoirj^j 
Be  man  tlie  wit  and  tyrant  of  the  m-hole : 
Nature  that  tyrant  checks ;  he  only  knows 
And  helps  another  creature's  wants  and  moes. 
Say,  will  die  falcon,  stooping  from  ^love, 
Sinit  with  her  vaiyine  plumage,  ^p«re  the  dorr  * 
Admires  tlic  jay  the  insect^s  gild«l  wings  ? 
Or  hears  the  liawk  when  Philomela  sings? 
Man  cares  for  all :  to  birds  lie  gives  lis  woods 
To  beasts  his  pastures,  and  to  fish  his  floods : 
For  some,  his  interest  prompts  liim  to  prciridr. 
For  more  his  pleasure,  yet  for  more  lus  pnik* 
All  feed  on  one  vain  patron,  and  enjoy 
Til*  extensive  blessing  of  his  luxury. 
Tliat  very  life  his  leanied  hunger  craves. 
He  saves  from  famine,  from  the  sara|^  saves: 
Nay,  feasts  the  animal  lie  dooms  his  feast. 
And,  till  he  ends  the  being,  makes  it  blest : 
Which  sees  no  more  the  stroke,  or  leels  the  {am. 
Than  favour*d  man  by  touch  etliereal  shun. 
Tlie  creature  luul  liis  feast  of  life  belore  ; 
lliou  too  must  perisli,  wlieu  thy  feaat  is  o'er ' 
To  each  unthinking  being.  Heaven,  a  friend. 
Gives  not  the  useless  kiiowled^  of  its 
To  man  imparts  it ;  but  with  such  a 
As,  while  he  dreads  it,  makes  Ithn  iiope  it  too 
'ITie  hour  conceard,  and  so  remote  the  for. 
Dcadi  still  dravis  nearer,  never  seemiog  dcv. 
(ireat  stoniliii*;  miracle  !  tliot  Heaven  B«4gx}*«l 
Ibi  only  tliinking  tiling  tlii^  turn  of  niindL 

II.    Wliethcr  widi  reuMtn,  or  with  iiu»tinit  Lcr 
Knuw,  sill  enjoy  tliat  power  hIucIi  suit^  i£«c]k  u  ] 
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Um  alike  by  that  direction  tend, 
id  find  the  meuis  proportioned  to  their  end. 
r»  whew  full  Instinct  h  tb*  unerring  guide, 
Mt  pope  or  council  can  tliey  need  beside  ? 
.•>)o,  liowever  able,  cool  at  best, 
«s  out  for  serrice,  or  but  serves  when  prest, 
)^  till  we  call,  and  then  not  often  near ; 
t  Innest  Instinct  coines  a  volunteer, 
r«  ncxiT  to  o'ersboot,  but  Just  to  liit ; 
!ule  %til)  too  wide  or  short  is  human  Wit ; 
n  br  quick  Nature  happiness  to  gain, 
licfa  beavier  Reaaon  laboun  at  in  vain* 

•  bw  «rTcs  always,  Reason  never  long : 

e  mu4  go  right,  the  other  may  go  wrong. 
then  the  scting  and  comparing  powers 
^  ia  their  nature,  which  are  two  in  otirs  \ 
i  Reason  raise  o'er  Instinct  as  you  can, 
hii  'ti«  God  directs,  in  that  *tis  man. 
Ifho  taught  the  nations  of  the  field  and  wood 
^'lun  tbor  poison,  and  to  choose  their  food  ? 
oent,  the  tides  or  tempests  to  withstand, 
«1  on  the  wave,  or  arch  beneath  the  sand? 
>  mide  tite  sptder  paiallels  design, 
ts  Dw>  Moivre,  without  rule  or  line  ? 
)  likl  the  ttorfc,  C^lumbuvlike,  explore 
rifl^  not  his  own,  and  worlds  unknown  before? 
ralU  the  coundl,  states  the  certain  day  ? 
forms  the  phalanx,  and  who  points  tlic  way  ? 
I.  God,  in  the  nature  of  each  being,  founds 
n^r  bliss,  and  sets  its  proper  bounds : 
i^  he  Inm'd  a  wliole,  the  whole  to  bless, 
autusl  wants  built  mutual  liappiness : 
oa  the  first,  eternal  Order  ran, 
ntature  liiik*d  to  creature,  man  to  man. 
te'cr  of  life  all-quickening  ether  keeps, 
csthe^  through  air,  or  slioot«  beneatli  die  deeps, 
Mrs  profuse  on  earth,  one  Nature  feeds 
itii  flame,  and  swells  the  genial  seeds, 
psa  alone,  but  all  that  roam  the  wood, 
iajr  the  aky,  or  roll  along  the  flood, 
lores  itself,  but  not  itself  alone, 
*«t  (lesares  alike,  till  two  arc  one. 
ids  the  pleasure  with  the  fierce  embrace ; 
^e  themselves,  a  third  time,  in  their  race. 
U-Ht  mnd  bird  their  common  charge  attend, 
^icn  nun«  it,  and  Uk^  sin?s  defend  ; 
wng  diMnissM  to  wander  earth  or  air, 
^fs  the  Instinct,  and  there  ends  the  care ; 
Ilk  (li««rfv«a,  each  seeks  a  fresli  embrace, 
*T  lore  succeeds,  another  race. 
Rer  care  man's  helpless  kind  demands ; 
Iwi^  care  contracts  more  lasting  bands : 
^t'W,  Reason,  still  tlie  ties  improve, 
R  eitend  the  interest,  and  the  love : 
*o»ce  we  fix,  with  sympathy  we  bum ; 
nnue  m  each  paasion  takes  its  turn  ; 
ttU  turw  needs,  new  helps,  new  habits  rise, 
Itraft  benevolence  on  charities. 

•  one  brood,  and  aa  another  rose, 

'  lultml  love  maintain'd^liabitual  those : 
*^  Karos  ripen'd  into 'perfect  man, 
ripkv  him  fVom  whom  their  life  began  : 
"7  *^  FoffccaRt  just  returns  engage, 
poHtted  badL  to  youth,  this  on  to  age ; 
>'  I*S<aaure^  Gmdtude,  and  Hope,  combined, 
P^  the  intareat,  and  preserve  the  kind. 

•  Nor  think,  in  Nature's  state  they  blindly 

trod; 
Meef  Nature  waa  tlie  reign  of  Got! : 


Self-love  and  social  at  her  birth  began. 
Union  the  bond  of  all  things,  and  of 'man. 
Pride  then  was  not ;  nor  arts,  that  Pride  to  aid  ; 
Man  walk'd  with  beast,  joint  tenant  of  the  shade; 
The  same  hb  table,  and  the  same  his  bed ; 
No  murder  cloth'd  him,  and  no  murder  fed. 
In  the  same  temple,  the  resounding  wood, 
j  All  vocal  beings  hymn'd  their  equal  God : 
The  shrine  with  gore  unstain'd,  with  gold  undreas'd, 
Unbrib'd,  imbloody,  stood  the  blameless  priest : 
Heaven's  attribute  was  imiversal  care. 
And  man's  [HPerogative,  to  nile,  but  wpare. 
Ah !  how  unlike  the  man  of  times  to  come ! 
Of  half  that  live  the  butcher  and  the  tomb ; 
Who,  foe  to  Nature,  hears  the  general  groan, 
Mtirders  their  species,  and  betrays  his  own. 
Qut  just  disease  to  luxury  succeeds 
And  every  death  its  own  avenger  breeds ; 
Tlie  Fury.passions  fhnn  that  blood  bc^n. 
And  tum'd  on  man,  a  fiercer  savage,  maa 
See  him  from  Nature  rising  slow  to  Art .' 
To  copy  Instinct  then  was  Reason's  part : 
Tlius  then  to  man  the  voice  of  Nature  spake «-« 
**  Go,  from  the  creatures  thy  instructions  take : 
Learn  from  tlie  birds  what  food  the  thickets  yield ; 
Learn  from  the  beasts  the  physic  of  the  field ; 
Thy  arts  of  building  from  the  bee  receive : 
Learn  of  the  mole  to  plough,  the  worm  to  weave ; 
Learn  of  the  little  Nautilus  to  sail. 
Spread  the  thin  oar,  and  catch  the  driving  gale. 
Here  too  all  forms  of  social  union  find. 
And  hence  let  Reason,  late,  instruct  mankind : 
Here  subterranean  works  and  cities  sec ; 
There.towns  aerial  on  the  waving  tree. 
Ijcam  each  small  people's  genius,  policies. 
The  ant's  republic,  and  tlie  realm  of  l)ces ; 
How  those  in  common  all  their  wealth  bestow, 
And  anarchy  without  confusion  know  ; 
And  these  for  ever,  though  a  monarch  reign^ 
Their  separate  cells  and  properties  maintain. 
JVIark  what  unvary'd  laws  preserve  each  states 
Laws  wise  as  Nature,  and  as  fix'd  as  Fate. 
In  vain  thy  Reason  finer  webs  sludl  draw. 
Entangle  Justice  in  her  net  of  Law, 
And  right,  too  rigid,  harden  into  wrong ; 
Still  for  the  strong  too  weak,  the  weak  too  strong. 
Yet  go !  and  titus  o'er  all  the  creatures  sway. 
Urns  let  the  wiser  make  the  rest  obey : 
And  for  those  arts  mere  Instinct  could  afibrd. 
Be  crown'd  as  monarrhs,  or  as  gods  ador'd." 

V.  Great  Nature  spoke ;  observant  man  obey'd ; 
Cities  were  built,  societies  were  made : 

Here  rose  one  little  state ;  another  near 
Grew  by  like  means,  and  join'd  through  love  or  fear. 
Did  here  the  trees  with  ruddier  burthens  bend, 
And  there  the  streams  in  purer  rills  descend. 
What  War  could  ravish,  Commerce  could  bestow; 
And  he  return 'd  a  friend,  who  came  a  foe. 
Converge  and  Love  mankind  might  strongly  draw, 
When  Love  was  Liberty,  and  Nature  Law. 
Thus  states  were  form'd ;  the  name  of  king  unknown, 
Till  common  interest  plac'd  the  sway  in  one. 
*Twas  Virtue  only,  (or  in  arts  or  arms, 
Difiusing  blessings,  or  averting  harms,) 
Tlic  same  which  in  a  sire  tlie  sons  obey'd, 
A  prince  the  fatlier  of  a  {leople  mode. 

VI.  1^1  tlien,  by  Nature  crown'd,  each  patriarch 

sate, 
King,  prie»t,  and  |Kiivnt,  of  liis  growing  state : 
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On  him,  their  second  FhiTidence^  tliey  hung, 

'riieir  law  liis  eye,  their  oracle  his  tongue. 

He  from  the  wondering  furrow  call'd  the  food. 

Taught  to  command  the  fire,  oontroul  the  flood. 

Draw  forth  the  monsters  of  th*  abyss  profound, 

Or  fetch  th*  aerial  eagle  to  the  ground. 

Till  'drooping,  sickening,  dying,  they  began 

Mliom  tliey  rever*d  as  God  to  mourn  as  Man : 

Tlien,  looking  up  from  sire  to  sire,  explor'd 

One  great  First  Father,  and  that  first  ador*d. 

Or  plain  tradition,  that  diis  All  b^un, 

Convey'd  unbroken  faith  ftom  sire  to  son ; 

The  worker  from  the  work  distinct  was  known. 

And  simple  Reason  never  sought  but  one : 

£re  Wit  oblique  had  broke  that  steady  light, 

Man,  like  his  Maker,  saw  that  all  was  right ; 

To  virtue,  in  the  pattis  of  pleasure  trod, 

And  own*d  a  fiither  when  he  own*d  a  God. 

liove  all  the  fiuth,  and  all  th*  all^iance  then ; 

For  Nature  knew  no  right  divine  in  men. 

No  ill  could  fear  in  God :  and  understood 

A  sovereign  being,  but  a  sovereign  good. 

TVue  faith,  true  policy,  united  ran ; 

That  was  but  love  of  God,  and  this  of  num. 

Who  first  taught  souls  endav*d,  and  realms  undone, 

Th*  enormous  fiudi  of  many  made  for  one ; 

That  proud  exception  to  all  Nature's  laws, 

T*  invert  the  world  and  counter-irork  its  cause  ? 

Force  first  made  conquest,  and  that  conquest,  law; 

Till  Superstition  taught  the  tyrant  awe. 

Then  shar'd  the  tyranny,  then  lent  it  aid. 

And  gods  of  conquerors,  slaves  of  subjects  made : 

She  'midst  the  lightning's  blaze,  and  thunder^s  sound. 

When  rock*d  the  mountains,  and  when  groan'd  the 

ground. 
She  taught  the  weak  to  bend,  the  proud  to  pray. 
To  power  unseen,  and  mightier  far  than  they : 
She,  from  the  rending  earth,  and  bursting  skies^ 
Saw  gods  descend,  and  fiends  infernal  rise : 
Here  fix*d  the  dreadful,  there  the  blest  abodes ; 
Fear  made  her  devils,  and  weak  Hope  her  gods ; 
Gods  partial,  diangeAil,  passionate^  unjust. 
Whose  attributes  were  rage,  revenge,  or  lust ; 
Such  as  the  souls  of  cowards  mi^t  conceive, 
And,  form'd  like  tyrants,  tyrants  would  believe. 
Zeal,  then,  not  chanty,  became  the  guide ; 
And  Hell  was  built  on  spite,  and  Heaven  on  pride. 
Then  sacred  seem'd  th*  ethereal  vault  no  more ; 
Altars  grew  marble  then,  and  reek'd  with  gore: 
Then  first  the  Flamen  tasted  living  food; 
Next  his  grim  idol,  smear'd  with  human  blood ; 
With  heaven's  own  thunders  shook  the  world  below, 
And  play'd  the  god  an  engine  on  his  foe.     [unjust. 

So  drives  Self-love,  through  just,  and  through 
To  cme  man's  power,  ambition,  lucre,  lust : 
The  same  self-love,  in  all,  becomes  the  cause 
Of  what  restrains  him,  government  and  laws. 
For,  what  one  likes,  if  others  like  as  well. 
What  serves  one  will,  when  many  wills  nhel  ? 
How  shall  be  keep,  what,  sleeping  or  awake, 
A  weaker  may  surprise,  a  stronger  take  ? 
His  safety  must  his  liberty  restrain  : 
All  join  to  guard  what  each  desires  to  gain. 
Forc'd  into  virtue  thus,  by  self-defence, 
£v*n  kings  leam'd  justice  and  benevolence : 
Self-love  forsook  the  path  it  first  pursued, 
And  found  the  private  in  the  public  good. 

Twas  then  die  studious  head  or  generous  mind, 
Folbwer  of  God,  or  friend  of  human  kind. 


Poet  or  pitrioC,  rose  but  to  restore 
The  fiiitfa  and  moral.  Nature  gave  belbre; 
Relum'd  her  ancient  light,  not  kindled 
If  not  God's  image,  yet  his  shadow  drew : 
Taught  power's  due  use  to  people  and  to  kiofr^ 
Taught  nor  to  slack,  nor  strain  its  tender  sCrii^ 
The  less,  or  greater,  set  so  justly  trae^ 
Tliat  touching  one  must  strike  tfw  other  too ; 
Till  jarring  interests  of  themselves  cnale 
Th*  according  music  of  a  vrell.inix*d  stste^ 
Such  is  the  world's  great  harmony,  tfast  sprii^ 
From  order,  union,  lull  consent  of  things : 
Where  small  and  great,  where  weak  aad  aaitJ 
made  I 

To  serve,  not  suflFer,  strengthen,  not  isvodc; 
More  powerful  each  as  needful  to  the  rea^ 
And,  in  proportion  as  it  blesses,  blest ; 
Draw  to  one  point,  and  to  one  centre  farii^ 
Beast,  man,  or  angel,  servant,  lord,  or  kiag. 

For  forms  of  government  let  fools  coantai ; 
Whate*er  is  best  adminisler'd  is  best : 
For  modes  of  &ith,  let  grvodess  aenlots  fi^ ; 
His  can*t  be  wrong  whose  life  is  in  the  right ; 
In  fiuth  and  hope  the  world  will  disof^iee. 
But  all  mankind's  concern  is  charity : 
All  must  be  false  that  thwart^  this  one  gnat  rod : 
And  all  of  God,  that  bless  UMnkind*  or  mend. 
Man,  like  the  generous  vine,  supported  Uves 
The  stiength  be  gains  is  from  th*  cmfance  he  gm 
On  their  own  axis  as  the  planets  run. 
Yet  make  at  once  their  circle  round  the  Sun ; 
iSo  two  consistent  motims  act  the  soul ; 
And  one  regards  itself,  and  one  the  whole. 

Thus  God  and  Nature  link*d  the  genctml  fi 
And  bade  self-love  and  social  be  the 
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L  False  notions  of  happiness,  philosopliiGd 
popular,  answered.      II.  It  is   the  cad  «if 
men,  and  attainable  by  alL     God  tntewb 
piness  to  be  equal;  and  to  be  so^  it   must 
social,  since  ail  particuhtf  happiocai  ciepcc-i- 
general,  and  since  he  governs  by  general, 
particular  laws.    As  it  is  nece««ry  fur  catAcr. 
the  peace  and  welfare  of  society,  thet  exit 
goods  should  be  unequal,  happintfss  is 
to  consist  in  these.     But,  notwithstnndii^ 
inequality,  the  balance  of  happiness  amoog 
kind  is  kept  even  by  Fhyvidencc^   by  tfa 
passions  of  Hope   and  Fear.      II L  Wte 
happiness  of  individuals  is,  as  fiu*  as  is  cooch 
with  the  constitution  of  this  vrorld ;'  and  that 
good  man  has  here  the  advantage.     1 
of  imputing  to  virtue  what  are  only  the 
of  nature,  or  of  fortune.     IV.  The  felly  ci 
pecting  that   God  should  alter  his 
in  favour  of  particulars.    V.  Thst 
judges  wbo  are  good ;    but  that, 
are,  they  must  be  happiest.     VI. 
goods  are  not  the  proper 
inconsistent   with,    or    destructive    oi^ 
That  even   these   can   make    no   mm    ba^ 
without  virtue:  instanced  in  ridiea. 
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KobOity.  Omtaeu.  Fame.  Superior  talents. 
With  picturet  of  baman  infelicity  in  men,  pofr- 
meA  of  them  alL  VII.  Tliat  rirtue  only 
MNHtitutei  a  happinefli,  whoae  oliject  is  univenal, 
ind  wboie  pruapiect  ctemaL  That  the  perfec- 
ion  of  virtue  and  happiness  consists  in  a  con- 
makj  to  the  order  c^  Providence  here,  and  a 
wgnaiian  to  it  here  and  hereaftes 

I  Himinss !  our  being's  end  and  aim ! 
lod,  Plessure,  Eaae,  Contei^t !  whate'er  thy  name : 
li  ffioMthing  still  wbicb  prompts  tb*  eternal  sigh, 
r  which  we  bear  to  live,  or  dare  to  die, 
idi  stiU  so  near  us,  yet  beyond  us  lies, 
riook'd,  seen  double,  by  the  fool  and  wise : 
nt  of  celestial  seed!  if  dropped  below, 
,  in  what  mortal  soil  thou  deign'st  to  gi^w  ? 
r  opeoing  to  some  court's  propitious  shine, 
licep  with  diamonds  in  the  flaming  mine  ? 
in'd  with  the  wreaths  Parnassian  laurels  yield, 
resp'd  in  iron  hanrests  of  the  field  ? 
err  grows?  where  grows  it  not  ?  Ifvain  our  toil, 
ought  to  blame  the  culture,  not  the  soil : 
d  to  no  spot  is  happiness  sincere, 
BO  where  to  be  fotind,  or  every  where : 
arrer  to  be  bought,  but  always  free, 
i  iied  from  monarrhs,  St.  John !    dwells  with 

thee« 
jk  of  the  leam'd  the  way  ?  The  leam'd  are  blind : 
( bids  to  serve,  and  that  to  shun  mankind; 
e  place  tfie  bliaa  in  action,  some  in  ease, 
se  csU  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  these : 
t^  mok  to  beasts,  find  pleasure  end  in  pain ; 
e,  iwcQ*d  to  gods,  confess  er*n  virtue  vain ; 
indolent,  to  each  extreme  they  fall, 
mm  in  cv'ry  thing,  or  doubt  of  all. 
Hio  thus  define  it,  say  they  more  or  less, 
B  thia«  that  h^ipiness  is  happiness? 
ike  Nature's  path,  and, mad  Opinion's  leave; 
Mates  can  reach  it,  and  all  heads  conceive ; 
ioas  her  goods,  in  no  extreme  they  dwell ; 
rt  needs  but  thinking  right,  and  meaning  well ; 
I,  mourn  our  various  portions  as  we  please, 
9I  k  common  sensi^  and  common  ease. 
Koiber,  man,  **  the  Universal  Cause 
iBot  by  partial,  but  by  gen'ral  laws ;" 
I  makes  wfaat  happiness  we  justly  call, 
M  not  in  the  good  of  one,  but  all. 
it\  not  a  blessing  individuals  find, 
tome  way  leans  and  hearkens  to  the  kind : 
bandit  6ace,  no  tyrant  mad  with  pride, 
avera'd  hermit,  rests  self-satisfy'd : 
9  OKMt  to  shnn  or  hate  mankind  pretend, 
( so  admirer,  or  would  fix  a  friend : 
(fact  what  other*  fed,  what  others  think, 
picasares  sicken,  and  all  glories  sink : 
k  has  his  share;  and  who  would  more  obtain, 
Q  find,  the  pleaanre  pays  not  half  the  pain. 
Mer  IB  Haawcn**  first  law ;  and  this  confist, 
le  are,  and  most  be,  greater  than  the  rest, 
fs  ri^  more  wiae ;  but  who  infiers  from  hence 
t  «d»  are  bappier,  shocks  all  oonunon  sense, 
rfco  10  mankind  inapartial  we  confess, 
Dsreeqmd  in  their  happincas : 
mutual  wants  tfns  happiness  increase ; 
Katue's  diffeieuce  keeps  all  Nature's  pcaoa 
iditian,  circumaiance,  is  not  the  thing  ; 
■  is  the  same  in  subject  or  in  king, 
*ko  obcsin  defence,  or  who  defend, 
Hm  who  a%  or  him  vrfao  finds  a  friend*: 


Heaven  breathes  through  every  member  of  the  wbole^ 
One  common  blessing,  as  one  conmion  souL 
But  Fortune's  gifb  if  each  alike  possest, 
And  each  were  equal,  must  not  all  contest? 
If  then  to  all  men  happiness  was  meant, 
God  in  externals  could  not  place  content. 

Fortune  her  gifts  may  variously  dispose, 
!  And  these  be  happy  call'd,  unhappy  those ; 
But  Heaven's  just  balance  equal  will  appear. 
While  those  are  plac'd  in  hope,  and  these  in  fear: 
Not  present  ffood  or  ill,  the  joy  or  curse. 
But  future  views  of  better,  or  of  worse. 

Ob,  sons  of  Earth !  attempt  ye  still  to  rise^ 
By  mountains  pil'd  on  mountains,  to  the  skies? 
Heaven  still  with  laughter  the  vain  toil  surveys 
And  buries  madmen  m  the  heaps  they  raise. 

Know,  all  the  good  that  individuals  find. 
Or  God  and  Nature  meant  to  mere  mankind. 
Reason's  whole  pleasure,  all  the  joys  of  sense. 
Lie  in  three  words,  Healdi,  Peace,  and  Competenca 
But  Health  consists  with  Temperance  alone ; 
4nd  Peace,  oh  Virtue  !  Peace  b  all  tliy  own. 
The  good  or  bad  the  gifb  of  Fortune  gain ; 
But  these  less  taste  them,  as  they  worse  obtain. 
Say,  in  pursuit  of  profit  or  delight, 
Who  ri^  the  most,  that  take  wrong  means,  or  right? 
Of  Vice  or  Virtue,  whether  blest  or  curst. 
Which  meets  contempt,  or  which  compassion  first? 
Count  all  th'  advantage  prosperous  Vice  attains, 
'Tis  but  what  Virtue  flies  firom  and  disdains : 
And  grant  the  bad  what  happiness  they  would. 
One  they  must  want,  which  is  to  pass  for  good. 
Oh  blind  to  truth,  and  God's  whole  scheme  below. 
Who  fancy  bliss  to  Vice,  to  Virtue  woe  ! 
Who  sees  and  follows  that  gpreat  scheme  the  best. 
Best  knows  the  blessing,  and  will  most  be  blest 
But  fools,  the  good  alone,  unhappy  call. 
For  ills  or  accidents  that  chance  to  all. 
See  Falkland  dies,  the  virtuous  and  the  just ! 
See  godlike  Turenne  prostrate  on  the  dust ! 
See  Sidney  bleeds  amid  the  martial  strife  ! 
Was  this  their  virtue,  or  contempt  of  life  ? 
Say,  vrta  it  virtue,  more  though  Heaven  ne'er  gave, 
Lamented  Digby  !  sunk  thee  to  the  grave  ? 
Tell  me,  if  virtue  made  the  son  expire. 
Why,  full  of  days  and  honour,  lives  the  sire  ? 
Why  drew  Marseilles*  good  bishop  purer  breath. 
When  Nature  sicken'd,  and  each  gale  was  death  ? 
Or  why  so  long  (in  life  if  long  can  be) 
Lent  Heaven  a  parent  to  the  poor  and  me  ? 

What  makes  all  physical  or  moral  ill  ? 
There  deviates  Nature,  and  here  wanders  wiU. 
God  sends  not  ill ;  if  rightly  understood. 
Or  partial  ill  is  universal  good. 
Or  cliange  admits,  or  Nature  lets  it  fall. 
Short,  and  but  rare,  till  man  improv'd  it  alL 
We  just  as  wisely  might  of  Heaven  complain 
That  righteous  Abel  was  destroyed  by  Cain, 
As  that  the  virtuous  son  is  ill  at  ease 
When  liis  lewd  father  gave  the  dire  disease. 
Think  we,  like  some  weak  prince,  th'  Eternal  Cause 
Prone  for  his  favourites  to  reverse  his  laws  ? 

Shall  burning  £tna,  if  a  sage  requires. 
Forget  to  thunder,  and  recall  her  fires  ? 
On  air  or  sea  new  motions  be  imprest. 
Oh  blameless  Bethel !  to  relieve  thy  breast? 
When  the  loose  mountain  trembles  from  on  big\ 
Shall  gravitation  cease,  if  you  go  by  ? 
Or  some  old  temple,  nodding  to  its  fidl. 
For  Chartres'  head  reserve  the  hanging  wall  ? 
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But  still  this  world  (so  fitted  for  tlie  kiuTe) 
Contents  us  Dot     A  better  shall  we  have? 
A  kingdom  of  the  just  then  let  it  be : 
But  first  consider  how  those  just  agree. 
The  good  must  merit  God's  peculiar  care ; 
But  who,  but  God,  can  tell  us  who  they  are? 
One  thinks  on  Calvin  Heaven's  own  spirit  fell ; 
Another  deems  him  instrument  of  Hell ; 
If  Calvin  feels  Heaven's  blessing,  or  its  rod, 
Tliis  cries,  there  is,  and  that,  there  is  no  God. 
What  shocks  one  part,  will  edify  the  rest, 
Nor  with  one  ^rstem  can  they  all  be  blest 
The  very  best  will  variously  incline. 
And  what  rewards  your  virtue,  punish  mine. 
WHATSvKa  IS,  IS  RIGHT. — Hiis  world,  'tis  tniei, 
Was  made  for  C«sar-^ut  for  Titus  too ; 
And  which  more  blest  ?  who  chain'd  his  country,  say. 
Or  he  whose  virtue  sigh'd  to  lose  a  day  ? 

*'  But  sometimes  Virtue  starves,  while  Vice  is  fed." 
What  then?  Is  the  reward  of  Virtue  bread ? 
Hiat,  Vice  may  merit,  'tis  the  price  of  toil ; 
The  knave  deserves  it,  when  he  tills  the  soil ; 
The  knave  deserves  it,  when  he  tempts  the  main, 
Where  folly  fights  for  kings,  or  dives  for  gain. 
The  good  man  may  be  wak,  be  indolent ; 
Nor  IS  his  claim  to  plenty,  but  content 
But  grant  him  riches,  your  demand  is  o'er  ? 
**  No— shall  the  good  want  health,  the  good  want 

power  ?' 
Add  health  and  power,  and  every  earthly  thing, 
**  Why  bounded  power?  why  private?  why  no  king?" 
Nay,  why  external  for  internal  given  ? 
Why  is  not  man  a  god,  and  Earth  a  Heaven  ? 
Who  ask  and  reason  thus,  will  scarce  conceive 
God  gives  enough,  while  he  has  more  to  give ; 
Immense  the  power,  immense  were  the  demand ; 
Say,  at  what  part  of  Nature  will  they  stand? 

What  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  destroy, 
The  soul's  calm  sun-shine,  and  the  heart-felt  joy, 
Is  Virtue's  prize :  A  better  would  you  fix  ? 
Tlien  give  Humility  a  coach  and  six, 
Justice  a  conqueror's  sword,  or  TVuth  a  gown. 
Or  Public  Spirit  its  great  ctuie,  a  crown. 
Weak,  foolisli  man !  will  Heaven  reward  us  there 
With  the  same  trash  mad  mortals  wish  for  here? 
The  boy  and  man  an  individual  makes. 
Yet  sigh'st  thou  now  for  apples  and  for  cakes  ? 
Go,  like  the  Indian,  in  anotiier  life 
Expect  thy  dog,  thy  bottle,  and  thy  wife ; 
As  weU  as  dream  such  trifles  are  assign'd. 
As  toys  and  empires,  for  a  godlike  mind ; 
Rewairds,  that  either  would  to  virtue  bring 
No  joy,  or  be  destructive  of  the  thing ; 
How  oft  by  these  at  sixty  are  undone 
The  virtues  of  a  saint  at  twenty-one ! 
To  whom  can  riches  give  repute,  or  trusty 
Content,  or  pleasure,  but  the  good  and  just  ? 
Judges  and  senates  have  been  bought  fior  gold ; 
EatMm  and  love  were  never  to  be  sold. 
Oh  fool !  to  think  God  hates  the  worthy  mind, 
The  lover  and  the  love  of  human-kind. 
Whose  nfie  is  healthful,  and  whose  consdence  dear, 
1**nn>fi*  he  wants  a  thousand  pounds  ».year. 

HoDOor  and  shame  from  no  condition  rise; 
Act  well  your  part,  there  all  ^  boooor  lies. 
Fortune  in  men  has  some  small  dififb«noe  made, 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade; 
The  cobbler  apron'd,  and  the  parson  gown'd. 
Hie  friar  hood^  and  the  monarch  crown'd. 


"  What  diftr  raoray**  yon  cry,  «ihn  mm  aJ 

cowl!" 
I'll  tell  you,  friend !  a  wise  man  and  a  IboL 
You'll  find,  if  ooce  the  monarch  acts  the  mak^ 
Or,  cobUer-like,  the  parson  vriU  be  dmak, 
I  Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  feOov; 
The  rest  is  all  but  leadier  or  prunella. 

Stuck  o'er  with  titles,  and  bang  raoad  «il 
brings, 
That  thou  mayst  be  by  kings,  or  «hoi«sorkiBg& 
Boast  the  pure  blood  of  an  illustrioiB  lace, 
In  quiet  flow  from  Luocce  to  Lucreoe: 
Bu^  by  your  father's  worth  if  youn  yon  m^ 
Count  me  those  only  who  were  good  sad  gniL 
Go!  if  your  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  through  scoundrels  ever  since  the  Ffa<^ 
Go !  and  pretend  your  fimiily  is  young; 
Nor  own  your  ftthers  have  been  ibob  so  lo^g. 
What  can  ennoble  sots,  or  slaves,  or  cowsids? 
Alas!  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howsrdfc 

Look  next  on  greatnesa ;  aay,  where  ftiuft>* 
lies: 
"  Where  but  among  the  heroes  and  the  yntT 
Heroes  are  much  the  same^  the  point's  agreed, 
From  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swsdc; 
The  whole  strange  purpose<rf'  tlxir  livc%  (ofisd, 
Or  make,  an  enemy  of  all  mankind ! 
Not  one  looks  backward,  onward  still  he  goes, 
Yet  ne'er  looks  forward  further  than  his  bom. 
No  less  alike  the  politic  and  wise : 
All  jly  slow  things,  with  drcuuMpetlive  cya:  T 
Men  in  their  loose  unguarded  hours  tej  tib, 
Not  that  themselves  are  vrise,  but  others  week. 
But  grant  that  those  can  conquer,  these  c 
'Us  phrase  absurd  to  call  a  vQlnin  giest; 
Who  wickedly  is  wise^  or  madly  hrmvc^ 
Is  but  the  more  a  fool,  the  more  a  knave. 
Who  noble  ends  by  noble  means  obtains, 
Or,  fiulinir,  smiles  in  exile  or  in  chains, 
Like  good  AureUus  let  him  reign,  or  bleed 
Like  Socrates,  that  man  is  great  indeed. 

What's  fame?  a  fimcv'd  life  in  ochcnbradi, 
A  thing  beyond  us,  ev'n  before  our  death. 
Just  what  you  hear,  you  have  ;  and  what's 
The  same,  my  lord*  if  T^y*s,  or  your  ova 
AU  that  we  feel  of  it  begins  and  ends 
In  the  snoall  circle  of  our  foes  or  friends ; 
To  all  bende  as  much  an  eiiq»ty  shade 
An  Eugene  living,  as  a  Cnaar  dead } 
Alike  or  when,  or  where  they  sbonc^  or  daae^ 
Or  on  the  Ru^con,  or  on  the  Rhine. 
A  wit's  a  feather,  and  a  chief  a  rod : 
An  honest  man's  the  noblest  work  of  God. 
Fame  but  from  death  a  villain's  name  can  sm^ 
As  Justice  tears  his  body  fitxn  tbe^mve; 
When  wiiat  t'  oblivion  better  were  resign'd, 
Is  hung  on  high  to  poison  half  mankind. 
All  fame  is  foreign,  but  of  true  desert ; 
Plays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the  baft 
One  self-approving  hour  whole  years  oatvreigN 
Of  stupid  starers,  and  of  loud  huBaa ; 
And  more  true  joy  Marcellus  exil'd  fech. 
Than  Cssar  with  a  senate  at  his  beds. 

In  parts  superior  what  advantage  lies? 
Tell  (for  you  can)  what  is  it  to  be  ynmtl 
'Us  bat  to  know  how  little  can  be  known; 
To  see  all  others  fiiults,  and  feel  our  own : 
Condemned  in  business  or  in  arts  to  drudge. 
Without  a  second,  or  without  a  judge : 
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ni^  wmild  you  teach,  or  save  a  sinking  land  ? 
11  ku,  none  aid  you,  and  few  understand. 
infill  prs-emincnce !  yourself  to  iriew 
bore  life's  weakness,  and  its  comforts  toa 
firmg  then  tfiese  blessings  to  a  strict  account ; 
•ke  fiiir  deductions;  see  to  what  they  mount : 
0w  much  of  other  each  is  sure  to  cost ; 
tm  mncfa  for  other  oft  is  wholly  lost ; 
am  incoQsistent  greater  goods  with  these; 
!oir  Manedmes  life  is  risk'd,  and  always  ease : 
hbk,  and  if  still  the  things  thy  envy  call, 
iviwouldstthou  bethe  manto  whom  th^  fall? 
9  sigh  for  ribbands,  if  thou  art  so  silly, 
ai  how  dwy  grace  Lord  Umbra,  or  Sir  Billy. 
TcUow  dirt  dw  passion  of  thy  life? 
lok  bat  on  Gripus,  or  on  Gripus'  wife, 
jam  sllure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  shin*d, 
e  wiaeit,  brightest,  meanest  of  mankind : 
nnsb*d  widi  the  whistling  of  a  name, 
r  Oomwell,  damn'd  to  eirerlasting  fame  ! 
ill,  united,  thy  amlntion  call, 
Ntt  andcnt  ttary,  learn  to  scorn  them  all. 
or,  in  the  rich,  tiie  honour*d,  fiun*d,  and  great, 
!  the  false  scale  of  happiness  complete  ! 
hearts  of  kinga^  or  arms  of  queens  who  lay, 
m  happy  (  those  to  ruin,  these  betray. 
A  by  wliat  wrecdied  steps  their  glory  grows, 
n  dirt  and  sea- weed,  as  proud  Venice  rose ; 
BKh,  how  guilt  and  greatness  equal  ran, 
dall  tfiftt  FBis*d  the  hero,  sunk  the  nuui : 

V  Europe's  laurels  on  their  brows  behold, 

t  ilato*d  with  blood,  or  01  exchang'd  for  gold : 
n  see  them  broke  with  toils,  or  sunk  in  ease, 
nftmous  for  plunder'd  pnmnces. 
ecsltfa  il]4atad ;  which  no  act  of  fame 
r  liu^  to  shine,  or  sanctif^'d  from  shame ! 
ttgrestcr  blisB  attends  their  close  of  life? 
ne  greedy  minion,  or  imperious  wife, 
t  tn^*d  arefaes,  story'd  halls  invade^ 
d  hniQt  their  slumbers  in  the  pompous  shade. 
s!  not  denied  with  their  noon-tide  ray, 
spate  the  mom  and  evening  to  the  day  ; 
t  vfaole  amount  of  that  enormous  fiune, 
■ky  that  blends  their  gloiy  with  didr  shame ! 
Inom  then  dns  truth  (enough  for  man  to  know), 
'otae  akne  b  happiness  below.'* 
(snly  point  when^human  bliss  stands  still, 
1  fcHtcs  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill ; 
oe  only  merit  constant  pay  receives, 
^  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives ; 
t  jojr  unequall'd,  if  its  end  it  gain, 
i  if  it  biae,  attended  with  no  pain : 
Amot  sstiety,  though  e'er  so  blest, 
Ihut  more  relish'd  as  the  more  distress'd : 
( biQsdett  mitth  unfeeling  Folly  wears, 
B  plcsong  far  tiian  Virtue's  very  tears : 
id,  from  each  object,  from  each  place  acquir'd, 
nvexercis'd,  yet  never  tir*d ; 

V  ebted,  wfasle  one  man's  oppress'd ; 
"v  dcyectsd,  while  another's  blest ; 

d  «bne  no  wants,  no  vrishes  can  remain, 

K  but  to  widi  more  virtue,  is  to  gain. 

^  the  sole  hUss  Heaven  coold  on  all  bestow ! 

^  «bo  but  feab  can  taste,  but  thinks  can  know : 

poor  widi  fortoney  and  with  learning  blind, 

} had  nmst  nias;  the  good,  untaught,  will  ^nd  i 

*«  to  BO  sect,  who  takes  no  private  road, 

( looks  dmm^  Nature,  up  to  Nature's  God ; 

met  that  cham  which  Uoks  th'  tmipense  design, 

>*  Hetfcn  wad  Eaitii,  and  mortal  and  divine ; 


Sees,  that  no  being  any  bliss  can  know. 

But  touches  some  above,  and  some  below ; 

Learns  from  this  union  of  the  rising  whole 

The  first,  last  purpose  of  the  human  soul ; 

And  knows  where  faith,  law,  morals,  all  began, 

All  end  in  love  of  God,  and  love  of  man. 

For  bun  alone,  Hope  leads  from  goal  to  goal. 

And  opens  still,  and  opens  on  his  soul : 

Till  lengthen'd  on  to  Faith,  and  unconfin'd. 

It  pours  the  bliss  that  fills  up  all  the  mind. 

He  sees,  why  Nature  plants  in  man  alone 

Hope  of  known  bliss,  and  faith  in  bliss  unknown  : 

(Nature,  whose  dictates  to  no  other  kind 

Are  given  in  vain,  but  what  they  seek  they  find :) 

Wise  is  her  present;  she  connects  in  this 

His  greatest  virtue  with  his  greatest  bliss ; 

At  once  his  own  bright  prospect  to  be  blest ; 

And  strongest  motive  to  assist  the  rest.  ^ 

Self-love  thus  push'd  to  social,  to  divine. 
Gives  thee  to  make  thy  neighlx>ur*s  blessing  thine. 
Is  this  too  little  for  the  boundless  heart? 
Extend  it,  let  thy  enemies  have  part. 
Grasp  the  whole  worlds  of  reason,  life^  and  sense, 
In  one  close  system  of  benevolence : 
Happier  as  kinder,  in  whate'er  degree. 
And  height  of  bliss  but  height  of  charity. 

God  loves  from  whole  to  parts :  but  human  soul 
Must  rise  from  individual  to  the  whole. 
Self-love  but  serves  the  virtuous  mind  to  wake, 
As  the  small  pebble  stirs  the  peaceful  lake; 
TTie  centre  mov'd,  a  circle  straight  succeeds. 
Another  still,  and  still  another  spreads ; 
FViend,  parent,  neighbour,  first  it  will  embrace ; 
His  country  next ;  and  next  all  human  race; 
Wide  and  more  wide,  th*  o'erflowings  of  the  mind 
Take  every  creature  in,  of  every  kind ; 
Earth  smiles  around,  with  boundless  bounty  blest, 
And  Heaven  beholds  its  image  in  his  breast. 

Come  then,  my  friend  I  my  genius !  come  along ! 
Oh  master  of  the  poet,  and  the  song ! 
And  while  the  Muse  now  stoops,  or  now  ascends^ 
To  man's  low  passions,  or  their  glorious  ends, 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  in  various  nature  wise. 
To  fall  with  dignity,  with  temper  rise; 
Form'd  by  thy  converse,  happily  to  steer. 
From  grave  to  gay,  from  lively  to  severe ; 
Correct  with  spirit,  eloquent  with  ease, 
Intent  to  reason,  or  polite  to  please. 
Ob  !  while  along  the  stream  of  time  thy  name 
Expanded  flies,  and  gathers  all  its  feme ; 
Say,  shall  my  little  bark  attendant  saS, 
Pursue  the  triumph,  and  partake  the  gale  ? 
W)ien  statesmen,  heroes,  kings,  in  dust  repose, 
Whose  sons  shall  blush  their  fathers  were  thy  foes, 
Shall  then  this  verse  to  future  age  pretend 
Thou  wert  my  guide,  philosopher,  and  friend? 
That,  urg'd  by  thee,  I  tum'd  the  tuneful  art. 
From  sounds  to  things,  from  fancy  to  the  heart ; 
For  Wit*s  false  mirror  held  up  Nature's  light ; 
Show'd  erring  Pride,  wBATSvaa  is,  is  aion ; 
That  reason,  passion,  answer  one  great  aim ; 
That  true  self-love  and  social  are  the  same ; 
That  virtue  only  makes  our  bliss  below ; 
And  all  our  knowledge  is,  ourselves  to  know. 
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IN  FOUR  BPISTLXS  TO  SSTXRAL  nBSONS. 

Est  brevitftte  opus,  ut  currat  sententia,  neu  se 
Impediat  verbis  lassas  onerandbus  aures : 
£t  sermone  opus  est  modo  trisd,  siepe  jocoso, 
Defendente  vicem  modo  Rhetoris  atque  PoetiBi 
Interdum  urbani,  parcentis  Tiribus,  ^ue 
Eztenuantis  eas  consulto.  Hoa. 


To  Sim  Richabd  Templk,  L.  ConuAU. 

EnsTLS  I.  I 

.OF  ma  KNOWLCDGB  AND   CHARACTKaS  OF   MKK. 

Arg^ment^ 

I.  Hiat  it  is  not  sufficient  for  this  knowledge  to 
consider  man  in  the  abstract:    books  will   not 
serve  the  purpose,  nor  yet  our  own  experience 
singly.     General  maxims,  unless  they  be  fonned 
upon  both,  will  be  but  notional.     Some  pecu- 
liarity in   every  man,  characteristic  to  himself, 
yet  varying  from  himself.     Difficulties  arising 
from  our  own  paasions,  fancies,  faculties.     The 
shortness  of  life  to  observe  in,  and  the  uncertainty 
of  the  principles  of  action  in  men  to  observe  by. 
Our  own  principle  of  action  often  hid  from  our- 
selves.    Some  few  characters  plain,  but  in  general 
confounded,  dissembled,  or  inconsistent      The 
same  man  utterly  different  in  different  places  and 
seasons.  Unimaginable  weaknesses  in  the  greatest. 
Notlung  constant  and  certain  but  God  and  na- 
ture.    No  judging  of  the  motives  from  the  ac- 
.tions ;  the  same  actions  proceeding  from  contrary 
motives,  and  tlie  same  motives  influencing  con- 
trary actions.     IT.  Yet,  to  form  characters,  we 
can  only  take  the  strongest  actions  of  a  man*s 
life,  and  try  to  make  them  agree :  the  utter  un- 
certainty of  this,  from  nature  itwlf,  and  from 
policy.     Characters  gi\-cn  according  to  the  rank 
of  men  of  tlie  world :  and   some  reason  for  it. 
Education  alters  the  nature,  or  at  least  character 
of  many.     Actions  passions,  opinions,  manners, 
humours,  or  principles,  all  subject  to  change. 
No  judging  by  nature.     III.  It  only  remains  to 
find  (if  we  can)  his  ruling  passion :  that  will 
certainly  influence  all  tlie  rest,  and  can  reconcile 
tlie  seeming  or  real  inconsistency  of  all  his  ac- 
tions.    Instanced  in  the  extraordinary  character 
of  Clodia     A  caution  against  mistaking  second 
qualities  for  first,  wliich  will  destroy  all  possibility 
of  the  knowledge  of  mankind.     Examples  of  the 
strength  of  the  ruling  passion,  and  its  continu- 
ation to  the  last  breath. 
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Yis,  you  despise  the  man  to  books  confinM, 
'Wfao  from  his  study  rails  at  human-kind; 
Tliough  what  he  learns  he  speaks,  and  may  advance 
Some  general  maxims,  or  be  right  by  chanceii 
The  coxtomb  bird,  so  talkative  and  grave, 
That  fhm  his  cage  cries  cuckold,  whore,  and  knave, 
Though  many  a  passenger  he  rightly  call. 
You  Iwld  him  no  philosopher  at  all. 


And  yet  the  Cms  of  all  extremes  is 
Men  may  be  read,  as  well  as  books,  too  muc& 
To  observations  which  ourselves  w«  make. 
We  grow  more  partial  for  th*  observer's  sake ; 
To  written  wisdom,  as  another's*  leas : 
Maxims  are  drawn  from  notions,  these  from  pa^ 
There's  some  peculiar  in  each  leaf  and  grain. 
Some  unmaik'd  fibre,  or  some  varying  vein : 
Shall  only  man  be  taken  in  the  gross? 
Grant  but  as  many  sorts  of  mind  as  moss. 

That  each  from  other  differs,  first  ooofiess; 
Next,  that  he  varies  from  himself  no  less ; 
Add  nature's,  custom's,  reason's,  pasaon's  tfrife. 
And  all  opinion^s  colours  cast  on  life. 
Our  depths  who  fathoms,  or  our  shallows  finds, 
Q^ick  whirls,  and  shifting  eddies,  of  our  rnind*^ 
On  huinan  actions  reason  though  you  can. 
It  may  be  reason,  but  it  is  not  man  : 
His  principle  of  action  once  explore. 
That  instant  'tis  his  principle  no  nnire. 
Like  following  life  through  creatures  you  fiscci. 
You  lose  it  in  the  moment  you  detect. 

Yet  more ;  the  difference  is  as  great  between 
The  optics  seeing,  as  the  objects  seen. 
All  manners  take  a  tincture  finom  our  own  ; 
Or  come  discolour'd  through  our  paasaoos  diova. 
Or  Fancy's  beam  enlarges,  multiplies. 
Contracts,  inverts,  and  gives  ten  thousand  dye^ 

Nor  will  life's  stream  for  observation  stay. 
It  hurries  all  too  fast  to  mark  their  way : 
In  vain  sedate  reflections  we  would  make, 
Wlien  half  our  knowledge  we  must  snatdx. 
Oft,  in  the  passion's  wDd  rotation  tort. 
Our  spring  of  action  to  ourselves  is  lost  t 
Tir'd,  not  determin'd,  to  the  last  we  yield. 
And  what  comes  then  is  master  of  the  6cid. 
As  the  last  image  of  that  troubled  heap. 
When  sense  suteides  and  fancy  sports  in  sleep, 
(Though  past  the  recollection  of  the  tbooght,} 
Becomes  the  stuff"  of  which  our  dream  is  wioop 
Something  as  dim  to  our  internal  view. 
Is  thus,  po^haps,  the  cause  of  most  we  do. 

True,  some  are  open,  and  to  all  men  knowa ; 
Others,  so  very  close,  they're  hid  from  none  ; 
(So  darkness  strikes  the  sense  no  less  than  ligte. 
Thus  gracious  Chandos  b  belov'd  at  sight ; 
And  every  child  hates  Shylock,  though  fais  ^okA. 
Still  sits  at  squat,  and  peeps  not  from  its  bok& 
At  half  mankind  when  generous  Manly  ra(«<ea, 
All  know  'tis  virtue,  for  he  thinks  them  knam 
When  universal  homage  Umbra  pays, 
AU  see  'tis  vice,  an  itch  of  vulgar  praise. 
When  flattery  glares,  all  hate  it  in  a  queen. 
While  one  there  is  who  charms  us  with  his  ^Apct 

But  Uiese  plain  characters  wc  rarely  find  : 
Though  strong  the  bent,  yet  quick  the  tunisof 
Or  puxzling  contraries  confound  the  whole ; 
Or  affectations  quite  reverse  the  aouL 
Tlie  dull,  flat  fiidsehood  serves  for  policy  ; 
And,  in  the  cunning,  truth  itself  s  a  lie  : 
Unthougfat-of  frailties  cheat  us  in  the  wise ; 
The  fool  lies  hid  in  inconststendes. 

See  the  same  man,  in  vigour,  in  the  px^ ; 
Akme,  in  company ;  in  place,  or  out ; 
Early  at  business,  and  at  hazard  late ; 
Mad  at  a  fox-chace,  wise  at  a  debate ; 
Drunk  at  a  borough,  civil  at  a  ball  ; 
Friendly  at  Hackney,  fiuthless  at  Wbiti^Mlk 

ICatius  is  ever  moral,  ever  grave. 
Hunks  who  endures  a  knave,  is  next  a  knatt. 
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iTCJuatatdiiiner       '  tiien  prefersi  no  doubt, 
i  rogue  whh  venisoii  to  a  saint  without. 

Who  would  not  praise  Patricio's  high  desert, 
lis  hand  unatain'dy  his  uncomipted  heart, 
lis  comprehepsiTe  head !  all  interests  weigh*d, 
lit  Eorope  sav*d,  yet  Britain  not  betray'd.  • 
le  thanks  you  not,  his  pride  is  in  piquette, 
^evmarkct  fame,  and  judgment  at  a  bet      [ron !) 

Wbst  made  (say,  Montague,  or  more  sage  Char- 
Mu  a  warrior,  Cromwell  a  buffoon? 
\.  peijured  prince  a  leaden  saint  revere, 
V  godless  regent  tremble  at  a  star  ? 
fbe  throne  a  bigot  keep,  a  genius  quit, 
-aithless  through  piety,  and  dup'd  through  wit  ? 
4inipe  a  woman,  child,  or  dotard  rule, 
Lnd  just  her  wisest  monarch  made  a  fool? 

Know,  God  and  Nature  only  are  the  same : 
II  man,  the  judgment  shoots  a  flying  game ; 
i  bird  of  passage  !  gone  as  soon  as  found, 
low  in  the  Moon  perhaps,  now  under  ground. 

In  vain  the  sage,  with  retrospective  eye^ 
Could  from  th'  apparent  what  conclude  the  why, 
ifer  the  motive  frcHn  the  deed,  and  show, 
hat  what  we  dianc'd,  was  what  we  meant  to  do. 
diold  if  Fortune  or  a  mistress  frowns, 
ane  plunge  in  buajness,  others  shave  their  crowns; 

0  ease  the  soul  of  one  oppressive  weight, 
his  quits  an  empire,  that  embroils  a  state : 
be  same  adust  complexion  has  impeird 
hwks  to  the  convent,  Philip  to  the  field. 

Not  always  actions  show  the  man :  we  find 
^  does  a  kindness,  is  not  therefore  kind : 
^ihaps  prosperity  becalm*d  his  breast, 
Maps  the  wind  just  shifted  from  the  east : 
'Ot  therefore  humble  he  who  seeks  retreat, 
Hde  guides  his  steps,  and  bids  him  shun  the  great : 
t^u  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave, 
it  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meanest  slave : 
^ho  reasons  wisely  is  not  therefore  wise, 
Os  pride  in  reasoning,  not  in  acting,  lies. 

^  grant  dmt  actions  best  discover  man ; 
ake  the  most  strong,  and  sort  them  as  you  can. 
W  few  that  glare,  each  character  must  mark, 
OB  balance  not  the  many  in  the  dark. 
^  will  you  do  with  such  as  disagree  ? 
appress  tboaa,  or  miscall  them  policy  ? 
last  then  at  once  (the  character  to  save) 
he  pkin  rough  hero  turn  a  crafty  knave  ? 
^!  in  tnith  the  man  but  chang'd  his  mind, 
^hap«  was  sick,  in  love,  or  bad  not  din'd. 
^  vfaj  from  Britain  Ciesar  would  retreat? 
'*ar  himself  might  whisper,  he  was  beat 
|fhy  risk  the  world's  great  empire  for  a  punk? 
***r  perhaps  mi|^  answer,  he  was  drunk. 
^  ttge  historians!  'tis  your  task  to  prove 
1>«  action,  conduct ;  one,  heroic  love. 

1^  from  high  life  high  characters'are  drawn : 

1  (aint  in  crape  is  twice  a  saint  in  lawn  ; 
k  juilge  is  just,  a  chancellor  juster  still ; 

\  gownman  leam*d ;  a  bishop,  what  you  wiU  ; 
TtK,  if  a  minister  ;  but,  if  a  king,  [thing. 

f"«  •we,  more  leam*d,  more  just,  more  every 
gPt-rirtues  bear,  like  gems,  the  highest  rate, 
WQ  vbere  Heaven's  influence  scarce  can  penetrate : 
■Wes  km  vale,  the  soil  the  virtues  like, 
^  ptttse  as  beauties,  here  as  wonders  strike, 
^"igh  the  same  Sun  with  aU  diffusive  rays 
^sh  in  the  rose,  and  in  the  diamond  blase, 
'•  priae  the  stronger  efibrt  of  his  power, 
^  jwtly  ttt  Ibe  gem  above  the  flower. 


'Tis  education  forms  the  common  mind ; 
Just  as  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree*s  inclin*d. 
Boastful  and  rough,  your  first  son  is  a  'squire ; 
The  next  a  tradesman  meek,  and  much  a  liar : 
Tom  struts  a  soldier,  open,  bold,  and  brave ; 
Will  sneaks  a  scrivener,  an  exceeding  knave  : 
Is  lie  a  churchman  ?  then  he's  fond  of  power  : 
A  quaker  ?  sly  :  a  presbyterian  ?  sour : 
A  smart  free-thinker?  all  things  in  an  hour.  ' 

Ask  men's  opinions :   Scoto  now  shall  tell 
How  trade  increases,  and  the  world  goes  well ; 
Strike  off*  his  pension,  by  the  setting  sun. 
And  Britain,  if  not  Europe,  is  undone. 

That  gay  free-thinker,  a  fine  talker  once. 
What  turns  him  now  a  stupid,  silent  dunce  ? 
Some  god,  or  spirit,  be  has  lately  found ; 
Or  chanc'd  to  meet  a  minister  that  frown'd. 

Judge  we  by  nature  ?  habit  can  efface. 
Interest  overcome,  or  policy  take  place : 
By  actions  ?  those  uncertain^  divides : 
By  passions  ?  these  dissimulation  hides : 
Opinions  ?  they  still  take  a  wider  range  : 
Find,  if  you  can,  in  what  you  cannot  change. 

■  Manners  with  fortunes,  humours  turn  with  climes, 
Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times. 

Seareh  then  the  ruling  passion  :  there,  alone. 
The  wild  are  constant,  and  the  cunning  known ; 
Tlie  fool  consistent,  and  the  false  sincere ; 
Priests,  princes,  women,  no  dissemblers  here. 
This  clue  once  found,  unravels  all  the  rest. 
The  prospect  clears,*  and  Wharton  stands  confest. 
Wharton,  the  scorn  and  wonder  of  our  days. 
Whose  ruling  passion  was  the  lust  of  praise ; 
Bom  with  whate'er  could  win  it  from  the  wise. 
Women  and  fools  must  like  him,  or  he  dies  : 
Hiough  wondering  senates  hung  on  all  he  spoke, 
The  club  must  hail  him  master  of  the  joke. 
Shall  parts  so  various  aim  at  nothing  new  ? 
He'll  shine  a  Tully  and  a  Wilmot  too. 
Then  turns  repentant,  and  his  God  adores 
With  the  same  spirit  that  he  drinks  and  whores ; 
Enough  if  all  around  him  but  admire. 
And  now  the  punk  applaud,  and  now  the  friar. 
Thi|s  with  each  gift  c^  Nature  and  of  Art, 
And  wanting  nothing  but  an  honest  heart ; 
Grown  all  to  all,  fhim  no  one  vice  exempt ; 
And  most  contemptible,  to  shun  contempt ; 
His  passion  still,  to  covet  general  praise ; 
His  life,  to  forfeit  it  a  thousand  ways ; 
A  constant  bounty,  which  no  friend  has  made ; 
An  angel  tongue,  which  no  man  can  persuade ; 
A  fool,  with  more  of  wit  than  half  mankind. 
Too  rash  for  thought,  for  action  too  refin'd : 
A  tyrant  to  the  wife  his  heart  approves ; 
A  rebel  to  the  very  king  he  loves ; 
He  dies,  sad  outcast  of  each  church  and  state. 
And,  harder  still !  flagitious,  yet  not  great. 
Ask  you  why  Wharton  broke  through  every  rule  ? 
'Twas  all  for  fear  the  knaves  should  call  him  fool. 

Nature  well  known,  no  prodigies  remain. 
Comets  are  regular,  and  Wharton  plair. 

Yet,  in  this  seardi,  the  wisest  may  mistake. 
If  second  qualities  for  first  they  take. 
When  Catiline  by  rapine  swell'd  his  store  ; 
When  Caesar  made  a  noble  dame  a  whore ; 
In  this  the  lust,  in  that  the  avarice. 
Were  means,  not  ends ;  ambition  was  the  vice. 
That  very  Caesar,  bom  in  Scipio's  days. 
Had  aim'd,  like  him,  by  chastity,  at  praise, 
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LucuUusy  when  frugality  could  charm, 
Had  roasted  turnips  in  the  Sabine  farm. 
In  vain  the  observer  eyes  the  builder's  toil. 
But  quite  mistakes  the  scaffold  for  the  pile. 

In  this  one  passion  man  can  strength  enjoy, 
As  fits  give  vigour,  just  when  diey  destroy. 
Time,  that  on  all  things  lays  his  lenient  hand. 
Yet  tames  not  this ;  it  sticks  to  our  last  sand. 
Consistent  in  our  follies  and  our  sins. 
Here  honest  Nature  ends  as  she  begins. 

Old  politicians  chew  on  wisdom  past, 
And  totter  on  in  business  to  the  last ; 
As  weak,  as  earnest ;  and  as  gravely  out. 
As  sober  Lanesborow  dancing  in  the  gouL 

Behold  a  reverend  sire,  whom  want  of  grace 
Has  made  the  father  of  a  nameless  race, 
Shov*d  from  the  wall  perhaps,  or  rudely  press'd 
By  his  own  son,  that  passes  by  unbless*d : 
Sdll  to  his  wench  he  crawls  on  knocking  knees, 
And  envies  every  sparrow  that  he  sees. 

A  salmon's  belly,  Helluo,  was  thy  fate; 
Hie  doctor  caird,  declares  all  help  too  late : 
**  Mercy  !'*  cries  Helluo^  ''  mercy  on  my  soul  ? 
Is  there  no  hope  ?— Alas  '—then  bring  the  jowl." 

Hie  frugal  crone,  whom  praying  priests  attend. 
Still  strives  to  save  the  hallow*d  taper's  end. 
Collects  her  breath,  as  ebbing  life  retires, 
For  one  puif  more,  and  in  that  puff  expires. 

*<  Odious!  in  woollen!  'twould  a  saint  provoke," 
(Were  the  last  words  that  poor  Narcissa  spoke,} 
"  No^  let  a  charming  chintx  and  Brussels  lace. 
Wrap  my  cold  limbs,  and  shade  my  lifeless  fiu*e : 
One  would  not,  sure,  be  frightful  when  one's  dead — 
And —Betty— give  this  cheek  a  little  red." 

The  courtier  smooth,  who  forty  years  had  shin'd 
An  humble  servant  to  all  human-lund,  [stir. 

Just  brought  out  this,  when  scarce  his  tongue  could 
**  If— where  I'm  going— I  could  serve  you,  sir  !'* 

*'  I  give  and  I  devise"  (old  Euclio  said. 
And  sigh'd)  "  my  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned." 
Your  money,  sir  ?— "  My  money,  sir,  what  all  ? 
Why,  if  I  must"— (tlien  wept)  «  I  give  it  Paul." ' 
The  manor,  sir  ?— <'  The  manor !  hold,"  he  cry'd. 
'*  Not  that — I  cannot  part  with  that,"— and  dy'd. 

And  you  !  brave  Cobham,  to  the  latest  breath, 
Shall  feel  your  ruling  passion  strong  in  death : 
Such  in  those  moments  as  in  all  the  {Mst, 
"  Oh,  save  my  country,  Heaven !"  shall  be  your  last 


To  A  Lady* 

EriSTLE  II. 
OP  TBI  CHAKACnaS  OP   WOMEN. 

NoTHiKo  SO  true  as  what  you  once  let  fall, 
'*  Most  women  have  no  characters  at  alL" 
Matter  too  soft  a  lasting  mark  to  bear. 
And  best  distinguish'd  by  black,  brown,  or  fair. 
How  many  pictures  of  one  nymph  we  view. 
All  how  unlike  each  other,  all  how  true ! 
Arcadia's  countess,  here,  in  ermin'd  pride. 
Is  there,  Bastora  by  a  fountain  side. 
Here  Fannia,  leering  on  her  own  good  man. 
And  there,  a  naked  Leda  with  a  swan. 
Let  then  the  fkir^ne  beautifully  cry, 
In  Magdalene's  loose  hair,  and  lifted  eye^ 
Or  drest  in  smiles  of  sweet  OecQia  shine. 
With  simpering  angels,  palms^  tftid  harps  divine ; 


Whether  the  chaminr  tinner  it,  «r«BBt  iiy 
If  folly  gipw  romantic,  I  niusi  paink  iL 

Come  then,  the  colours  and  the  groond 
Dip  in  the  rainbow,  trick  her  off*  in  air ; 
Choose  a  firm  cloud,  before  it  frll,  and  in  ic 
Catoh,  ere  she  change,  the  Cynthia  of  tlis 

Rufa,  whose  eye,  quick  glancing  o'er  tJbe  Aii, 
Attracts  each  light  gay  meteor  oi  a  sfmrk. 
Agrees  as  ill  with  Ri^  studying  Lockc^ 
As  Sappho's  diamonds  with  her  dirty 
Or  Sappho  at  her  toilet's  greasy  task. 
With  Sappho  fragrant  at  an  evening 
So  morning  insects,  that  in  muck  begun, 
Sliine,  buss,  and  fiy-Mow  in  the  aetting-aa 

How  soft  is  Silia!  fiearftil  to  olfend ; 
The  fhul^ne's  advocate^  the  weak-one's 
To  her  Calista  prov'd  her  conduct  nic^ 
And  good  Simplidus  asks  d  her  advice. 
Sudden,  she  storms !  she  raves !  Yoo  tip  die  minl^ 
But  spare  your  censure ;  SOia  does  not  drink. 
All  e]res  may  see  from  what  the  change  arosc^ 
All  eyes  may  see    a  pimple  on  her  nose. 

Papillia,  wedded  to  her  amorous  spaik. 
Sighs  for  the  shades— '<  How  charming  is  a  paik  '^ 
A  park  is  purchas'd,  but  die  fair  be  aecs 
All  bath'd  in  tears— <«  Oh  odious,  odious 

Ladies,  like  variegated  tulipa>  show, 
'Tis  to  their  changes  half  their  diarais 
Fine  by  defect,  and  delicately  weak, 
Tlieir  happy  spots  the  nice  admirer  tak& 
'Twas  thus  Calypso  once  each  heart  alnraa'd, 
Aw'd  without  virtue,  without  bcautjr  cbarm'd ; 
Her  tongue  bewitch'd  as  oddly  as  ho*  cycs« 
Less  wit  than  mimic,  more  a  wit  than  wise  ; 
Strange  graces  still,  and  stranger  flights  she  had» 
Was  just  not  ugly,  and  was  just  not  mad  ^ 
Yet  ne'er  so  sure  our  passion  to  create^  • 
As  when  she  touch'd  the  brink  of  all  wc  iMte. 

Nardam's  nature,  tolerably  mild. 
To  make  a  wash,  would  hardly  stew  a  child  ; 
Has  ev'n  been  prov'd  to  grant  a  lover's  | 
And  paid  a  tradesman  once  to  make  him 
Gave  ahns  at  Easter,  in  a  Christian  trim. 
And  made  a  widow  happy,  for  a  whim. 
Why  then  declare  good-nature  is  her 
When  'tis  by  that  alone  she  can  be  borne  ? 
Why  pique  all  mortals,  yet  affect  a  naoK? 
A  fool  to  pleasure,  yet  a  slave  to  fiune: 
Now  deep  in  Taylor  and  the  Book  of  Mnrtyrv 
Now  drinking  citron  with  hb  grace  and 
Now  conscience  chills  her,  and  now 
And  atheism  and  religion  take  their 
A  veiy  heathen  in  the  carnal  part, 
Yet  still  a  sad  good  Christian  at  her 

See  Sin  in  state,  majestically  drunk. 
Proud  as  a  peeress,  prouder  as  a  punk  ; 
Chaste  to  her  husband,  frank  to  iH 
A  teeming  mistress,  but  a  harren  bride» 
What  then  ?  let  blood  and  body  bear  the  Innli, 
Her  head's  untoucfa'd,  that  noble  seat  of 
Such  this  day's  doctrine  — •  in  another  At 
She  sins  with  poets  thnmgh  pure  love  of  wit. 
What  has  not  fir'd  her  bosom  or  her  brain  ? 
Caesar  and  Tall<4»y,  Charles  and  Chileui^pae. 
As  Helluo,  late  dictator  of  the  feaai. 
The  nose  of  Haut-gout,  and  the  tip  of  l^scc^ 
Critiqu'd  your  wine,  and  analys'd  your 
Yet  on  plain  puddihg  de^'d  at  hone  to 
So  Fhilomede*  lecturing  wSX  tnankfnd 
On  the  soft  passion,  and  the  taste  rHin'd» 
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ni*  addnas,  tbe  delicicy  —  stoops  at  once, 
ind  makes  b«r  hear^  meal  upon  a  dunce. 

Flana's  a  wit,  has  too  much  sense  tapray ; 
To  toast  our  wants  and  wishes,  is  her  way ; 
S'or  asks  ^  God,  but  of  her  stars,  to  give 
[lie  mighty  blessing,  **  while  we  live,  to  live. 
Dwo  all  for  death,  that  opiate  of  the  «oul ! 
Looftia's  dagger,  Rosamonda*s  bowl. 
Ssy,  what  can  cause  such  impotence  of  mind  ? 
& ipsrk  too  fickle,  or  a  spouse  too  kind? 
H^  wictcfa  !  with  pleasures  too  refin*d  to  please; 
i^  too  much  qurit  to  be  e*er  at  ease ; 
Kith  too  much  quickness  ever  to  be  taught ; 
ificb  too  much  dunking  to  have  common  thought : 
Too  purchase  pain  vrith  all  that  joy  can  give, 
bd  die  of  nothing  but  a  rase  to  live. 
Turn  then  from  wits ;  and  look  on  Simo*s  mate, 
10  aas  so  meek,  no  ass  so  obstinate. 
it  ber,  that  owns  her  faults,  but  never  mends, 
Iccause  she's  honest,  and  the  best  of  friends. 
\t  her,  whose  life  the  church  and  scandal  share, 
W  ever  in  a  passion,  or  a  prayer. 
\t  her,  who  laughs  at  Hell,  but  (like  her  grace) 
liies,   "  Ah !   bow  charming,  if  there's  no  such 

place!'* 
)r  who  in  sweet  vidasitude  i^ppears 
)f  mirth  and  opium,  ratafie  and  tears, 
lie  daOy  anodyne,  and  ni^tly  draught, 
'o  kill  those  foes  to  £ur-ones,  time  and  thought. 
Foman  and  fool  are  two  hard  things  to  hit ; 
W  true  no-meaning  puisles  more  than  wit. 
But  what  are  these  to  great  Atossa's  mind? 
bfcc  onoe  herself  by  turns  all  woman-kind! 
Htti  with  hersell^  or  others,  from  her  birth 
tads  all  her  life  one  warfiue  upon  Earth : 
(Baca,  in  exposing  knaves,  and  painting  fools, 
fft  is,  whate'er  she  hates  and  ridicules. 
K)  thought  advances,  but  her  eddy  brain 
Whisks  it  about,  and  down  it  goes  again, 
'nil  iiity  years  the  world  has  been  her  trader 
f1»  wisest  fool  much  time  has  ever  made, 
'nan  loveless  youth  to  unrespected  age 
io  passion  gr^ify'd,  except  her  rage, 
b  modi  the  fury  still  outran  the  wit, 
fte  plessure  mist  ber,  and  the  scandal  hit. 
Hio  breaks    with    her,  provokes  revenge  from 

HeO, 
^  he*B  a  bolder  man  who  dares  be  vrell. 
3cr  every  turn  with  violence  pursued, 
Cor  more  a  storm  her  hate  thain  gratitude : 
to  that  each  passion  turns,  or  soon  or  late ; 
^yve.  if  it  makes  her  yield,  must  make  her  hate : 
bperion  ?  Jeadi  \  and  equals  ?  what  a  curse !  - 
litt  aa  inferior  not  dependant  ?  worse. 
Mend  her,  and  she  knows  not  to  forgive ; 
•Uge  her,  and  she'U  hate  you  while  you  live  : 
Set  die,  and  she'U  adore  you— Then  the  bust     ^ 
lad  temple  rise^then  fall  again  to  dust. 
Im  night,  her  lord  was  all  that's  good  and  grcat; 
\  kaave  this  mon^ng,  and  his  will  a  cheat 
Knnge !  by  the  means  defeated  of  the  ends. 
By  ipirit  robb'd  of  power,  by  warmth  of  friends, 
By  wtaith  of  followen !  widbout  one  distress 
Sck  of  heneli;  through  very  selfishness ! 
^towa,  curs'd  with  evety  granted  prayer, 
Q^Udles  with  all  her  chU<ucn,  wanta  an  heir. 
To  bcin  unknown  descends  th*  unguarded  store, 
Or  wanders  Heaven-directed,  to  the  poor. 

Piomfta,  like  thcae,  dear  madam,  to  design, 
Aiki  no  fim  hand,  and  no  unerring  line ; 
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Some  wandering  touches,  some  reflected  light, 
Some  flying  stroce  alone  can  hit  them  right : 
For  how  should  equal  ooloun  do  the  knack  ? 
Cameleons  who  can  paint  in  white  and  black  ? 

*'  Yet  Chloe  sure  was  form'd  vrithout  a  qM)t."*» 
Nature  in  her  then  err'd  not,  but  forgot. 
<*  With  every  pleasing,  every  prudent  par^ 
Say,  what  can  Chloe  want?"  —  She  vrants  a  heart 
She  speaks,  behaves,  and  acts  just  as  she  ought ; 
But  never,  never  reach'd  one  generous  thought 
Virtue  she  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour, 
Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  for  ever. 
So  very  reasonable,  so  unmov'd. 
As  never  yet  to  love,  or  to  be  lov'd. 
She,  while  her  lover  pants  upon  her  breast. 
Can  mark  the  figures  on  an  Indian  chest ; 
And  when  she  sees  her  friend  in  deep  despair. 
Observes  how  much  a  chints  exceeds  mohair. 
Forbid  it.  Heaven,  a  favour  or  a  debt 
She  e'er  should  cancel  -'but  she  may  forget 
Safe  is  your  secret  still  in  Chloe's  ear ; 
But  none  of  Chloe's  shall  you  ever  hear. 
Of  all  her  dean  she  never  slander'd  one. 
But  cares  not  if  a  thousand  are  undone. 
Would  Chloe  know  if  you're  alive  or  dead  ? 
She  bids  her  footman  put  it  in  her  head. 
Chloe  is  prudent  —  Would  you  too  be  wise  ? 
Hien  never  break  your  heart  when  Chloe  dies. 

One  certain  portrait  may  (I  grant)  be  seen, 
Which  Heaven  has  vamish'd  out,  and  made  a  queen : 
The  same  for  ever !  and  describ'dj>y  all 
With  truth  and  goodness,  as  with  crown  and  ball. 
Poets  heap  virtues,  painten  gems  at  will. 
And  show  their  seal,  and  hide  their  want  of  skilL 
'Tb  well — but,  artists !  who  can  paint  or  write, 
To  draw  the  naked  is  your  true  delight 
That  robe  of  quality  so  struts  and  swells, 
None  see  what  parts  of  Nature  it  conceals : 
Th'  exactest  traits  of  body  or  of  mind, 
We  owe  to  models  of  an  humble  kind. 
If  Queensberry  to  strip  there's  no  compellinj^ 
'Tis  from  a  handmaid  we  must  take  a  Helen. 
JRrom  peer  or  bishop  'tis  no  easy  thing 
To  draw  the  man  who  loves  his  God,  or  king : 
Alas !  I  copy  (or  my  draught  would  fail) 
From  honest  Mah'met,  ox  plain  parson  Hale. . 

But  grant,  in  public,  men  sometimes  are  shown, 
A  woman's  seen  in  private  Ufe  alone : 
Our  bolder  talents  in  full  life  display'd ; 
Your  virtues  open  fairest  in  the  shade. 
Bred  to  disguise,  in  public  'tis  you  hide ; 
There,  none  distinguish  'twixt  your  shame  or  pride. 
Weakness  or  delicacy ;  all  so  nice. 
That  each  may  seem  a  virtue^  or  a  vice. 

In  men,  we  various  rulinff  passions  find ; 
In  women,  two  almost  dirioe  the  kind : 
Those,  only  fix'd,  they  first  or  last  obey. 
The  love  of  pleasure,  and  the  love  of  sway. 

That,  Nature  gives ;  and  where  the  lesson  taught 
Is  but  to  please,  can  pleasure  seem  a  fault  ? 
Experience,  this ;  by  man's  oppression  curst. 
They  seek  the  second  not  to  lose  the  first 

Men,  some  to  business,  some  to  pleasure  take  ; 
But  every  woman  is  at  heart  a  rake : 
Men,  some  to  quiet,  some  to  public  strife; 
But  every  lady  would  be  queen  for  life. 

Yet  mark  the  fate  of  a  whole  sex  of  queens ! 
Power  all  their  end,  but  beauty  all  the  means : 
In  youth  they  conquer  with  so  wild  a  rage. 
As  leaves  them  scarce  a  subject  in  their  age : 
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For  foreign  gfory,  foreign  joy,  they  roam ; 
HJo  thought  of  peace  or  happiness  at  home. 
But  wi^om*s  triumph  is  weU-tim'd  retreat, 
As  hard  a  science  to  the  fiur  as  great ! 
Beauties,  like  tyrants,  old  and  friendless  grown, 
Yet  hate  repose,  and  dread  to  be  alonc^ 
Worn  out  in  public,  weary  every  eye. 
Nor  leave  one  sigh  behind  them  when  they  die. 

Pleasures  the  sex,  as  children  birds^  pursue, 
Still  out  of  reach)  yet  never  out  of  view ; 
Sure,  if  they  catch,  to  spoil  the  toy  at  most, 
To  covet  flying,  and  r^ret  when  lost : 
At  last,  to  follies  youth  could  scarce  defend. 
It  grows  their  age's  prudence  to  pretend ; 
Asham'd  to  own  they  gave  delight  before. 
Reduced  to  feign  it,  when  they  give  no  more. 
As  hags  hold  sabbaths,  less  for  joy  than  spite, 
So  these  their  merry,  miserable  night ; 
Still  round  and  round  the  ghosts  of  beauty  glide. 
And  liaunt  the  places  where  their  honour  dy*d. 

See  how  the  world  its  veterans  rewards ! 
A  youth  of  frolics,  an  old-age  of  cards : 
Fair  to  no  purpose,  artful  to  no  end ; 
Young  vnthout  lovers,  old  without  a  friend ; 
A  fop  their  passion,  but  their  prize  a  sot ; 
Alive,  ridiculous ;  and  dead,  forgot ! 

Ah !  friend !  to  dazzle  let  the  vain  design  ; 
To  raise  the  thought,  ^d  touch  the  heart,  be  thine ! 
That  charm  shall  grow,  while  what  fatigues  the  ring, 
Flaunts  and  goes  down,  an  unregarded  thing : 
So  when  the  Sun's  broad  beam  has  tir*d  the  sight, 
All  mild  ascends  the  Moon's  more  sober  light. 
Serene  in  virgin  modesty  she  shines. 
And  unobserv'd  the  glaring  orb  declines. 

Oh !  blest  with  temper,  whose  unclouded  ray 
Can  make  to-morrow  cheerful  as  to-day  : 
She,  who  can  love  a  sister's  charms,  or  hear 
Sighs  for  a  daughter  with  unwounded  ear ; 
She  who  ne'er  answers  till  a  husband  cools. 
Or,  if  she  rules  him,  never  ^ows  she  rules ; 
Charms  by  accepting,  by  submitting  sways, 
Yet  has  her  humour  most,  when  she  obeys ; 
Let  fops  or  Fortune  fly  which  way  they  wiU, 
Disdains  all  loss  of  tickets,  or  codille ; 
Spleen,  vapours,  or  small-pox,  above  them  all, 
And  mistress  of  herself,  though  china  fall. 

And  yet,  believe  me,  good  as  well  as  ill. 
Woman's  at  best  a  contradiction  still. 
Heaven  when  it  strives  to  polish  all  it  can 
Its  last  best  work,  but  forms  a  softer  man  ; 
Picks  from  each  sex,  to  make  the  favourite  blest, 
Your  love  of  pleasure,  our  desire  of  rest : 
Blends,  in  exception  to  all  general  rules. 
Your  taste  of  follies,  with  our  scorn  of  fools : 
Reserve  with  frankness,  art  with  truth  ally'd, 
Courage  with  sofbiess,  modesty  with  pride ; 
Fix'd  principles,  with  fkncy  ever  new ; 
Shakes  all  together,  and  produces — you. 
Be  this  a  woman's  fiime  !  with  this  unblest, 
Toasts  live  a  scorn,  and  queens  may  die  a  jest 
This  Phcebus  promis'd  (I  forget  the  year) 
When  those  blue  eyes  first  open'd  on  the  sphere ; 
Ascendant  Phoebus  watch'd  that  hour  with  care, 
Averted  half  your  parents'  simple  prayer ; 
And  gave  you  beauty,  but  deny'd  the  pelf 
That  buys  your  sex  a  tyrant  o*er  itself. 
The  generous  god,  who  wit  and  gold  refines. 
And  ripens  spirits  as  he  ripens  mines. 
Kept  dross  for  duchesses,  the  world  shall  know  it, 
To  you  gave  sense,  good-hi^our,  and  a  poet. 


To  Allew^  Lomd  BATMuasr. 
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That  it  is  known  to  few,  naost  frlling  into  oot  ^ 
the  extremes»  avarice  or  profuaoa.  Tfep(t4 
discussed,  whether  the  iuTentioD  of  nooe^  kaj 
been  more  commodious  or  pemidoos  to  mtfikiaii 
Hut  riches,  either  to  the  avaricious  cr  thr  pt^ 
digal,  cannot  afford  happiness,  scarcely  mo^ 
saries.  Hiat  avarice  is  an  absolute  ftvar^ 
without  an  end  or  purpose.  ConjectuRs  iboc^ 
the  motives  of  avaricious  men.  That  te  c»| 
duct  of  men,  with  respect  to  riches,  can  osh  N 
accounted  for  by  the  order  of  Prevkleooe,  «tx^ 
works  die  general  good  out  of  extreuev  tag 
brings  all  to  its  great  end  by  perpetual  leiuiutic 
How  a  miser  acts  upon  principles  which  ap 
to  him  reasonable.  How  a  pnM^il  ^x^ 
same.  The  due  medium,  and  trueuspofnt 
The  Man  of  Ross.  The  fate  of  the  profior 
the  covetous,  in  two  examples  ;  both  nisci:^  a 
life  and  in  death.     The  sbory  of  Sr  Balaao. 


P.  Who  shall  decide  when  doctors 
And  soundest  casuists  doubt,  like  you  and  me' 
You  hold  the  word,  from  Jove  to  Momos  giwa, 
Tliat  man  was  made  the  standing  jest  of  Herfc; 
And  gold  but  sent  to  keep  the  Ibols  in  plav, 
For  some  to  heap,  and  some  to  throw  awar. 

But  I,  who  think  more  highly  of  our  kind, 
(And,  surely.  Heaven  and  I  are  of  a  nmid,; 
Opine,  that  Nature,  as  in  duty  bound, 
Deep  hid  the  shining  mischief  under  groond : 
But  when,  by  man*s  audacious  labour  woo, 
Flam'd  forth  this  rival  too,  its  sire,  the  Sun, 
Then  careful  Heaven  supply*d  two  sorts  of  mo. 
To  squander  these,  and  those  to  hide  again. 

Like  doctora  thus,  vrfaen  much  diqniie  bss  pA 
We  find  our  tenets  just  the  same  at  lasL 
Both  fairly  owning,  richer  in  effect. 
No  grace  of  Heaven,  or  token  of  tb'  elect ; 
Given  to  the  fool,  the  mad,  the  vain,  the  evil, 
To  Ward,  to  Waters,  Chartres,  and  the  Drnl 

B'  What  nature  wants,  commodious  gold  bt^cn 
*Ti3i  thus  we  eat  the  bread  another  sows. 

P.   But  how  unequal  it  bestows,  obsrrre; 
*Tis  thus  we  riot,  while,  who  sow  it,  starve: 
What  nature  wants  (a  phrase  I  must  distnisf) 
Extends  to  luxury,  extends  to  lust : 
Useful,  I  gr^t,  it  serves  what  life  requires, 
But  dreadful  too,  the  daxk  assassin  hires. 

B,  TVade  it  may  help,  society  extend : 

P.  But  lures  the  pirate,  and  corrupts  the  fneoi 

B»  It  raises  armies  in  a  nation's  asd : 
P.  But  bribes  a  senate,  and  the  land's  betn}'«i 
In  vain  may  heroes  fight,  and  patriots  rave, 
If  secret  gold  sap  on  from  knave  to  knave. 
Once  we  confess,  beneath  the  patriot's  clotk, 
From  the  crack'd  bag  the  dropping  Guinea  spolu 
And  jingling  doven  tfie  back-stairs,  told  the  cre^r 
"  Old  &to  is  as  great  a  rogue  as  you.** 
Blest  Pbper-credit !  last  and  best  supply ! 
That  lends  Corruption  lighter  wing^  to  fi]r* 
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lold,  imp*d  by  diee,  can  compass  hardest  things, 
hn  pocket  states,  can  fetch  or  cany  kings ; 
i  angle  kaf  shall  waft  an  army  o*er, 
hr  ship  off  senates  to  some  distant  shore ; 
.  lesf,  like  Sibyrs,  scatter  to  and  fro 
Kir  fates  and  fortunes,  as  the  wind  shall  blow : 
'regnsnt  with  thousands  flits  the  scrap  unseen, 
UM  silent  sells  a  king,  or  buys  a  queen. 
Ofa !  that  such  bulky  bribes  as  all  might  see, 
dll,  ss  of  old,  encumber'd  villany  ! 
)oaid  France' or  Rome  divert  our  brave  designs, 
Vmh  all  their  brandies,  or  with  all  their  wines  ? 
Rat  could  they  more  than  kni^ts  and  'squires 

confound, 
hr  wster  all  the  quorum  ten  mOea  round  ? 
.  ■Mfsman's  slumbers  how   this   speech  would 

spoil! 
Sir,  Spain  has  sent  a  thousand  jars  of  oil ; 
[iige  bales  of  British  cloth  blockade  the  door ; 
hundred  oxen  at  your  levee  roar." 
Poor  Avarice  one  torment  more  would  find ; 
or  could  IVofusion  squander  all  in  kind, 
stride  his  cheese  Sir  Morgan  might  we  meet : 
ad  Worldly  crying  coals  from  street  to  street, 
Vm,  with  a  wig  so  wild,  and  mien  so  mas*d, 
ity  mistakes  for  some  poor  tradesman  craz*d. 
iid  Cdepepper's   whole  wealth  been  hops  and 

Rild  he  himself  have  sent  it  to  the  dogs  ? 

!k  pwx  will  game :  to  White's  a  bull  be  led, 

Tth  spuming  heels  and  with  a  butting  head. 

9  White's  be  carry'd,  as  to  ancient  games, 

lir  coursers,  vases,  and  alluring  dames. 

Mil  then  Uxorio,  if  the  stakes  he  sweep, 

tat  home  six  whores,  and  make  his  lady  weep  ? 

r  soft  Adonis,  so  perfum'd  and  fine, 

rit«  to  St.  James's  a  whole  herd  of  swine  ? 

b  filthy  check  on  all  industrious  skill, 

9  ^1  the  natioa's  last  great  trade,  quadrille ! 

net  then,  my  lord,  on  such  a  world  we  fall, 

list  lay  you?    B.  Say?    Why  take  it,  gold  and 

all 
P.  What  ridiea  give  us,  let  us  then  inquire  ? 
(tst,  fire,  and  clothes.  S.  MThat  more  ?  P.  Meat, 

clothes,  and  fire. 
( thk  loo  little?  would  you  more  than  live  ? 
lu !  'tis  more  dian  Tkimer  finds  they  give. 
Is* !  'tis  more  than  (all  his  visions  past) 
nbsppy  Wharton,  waking,  found  at  last ! 
Hat  can  they  give  ?  to  dying  Hopkins,  heirs ; 
b  Chsftresy  vigour ;  Japhet,  nose  and  ears  ? 
SD  they,  in  gems  bid  pallid  Hippia  glow, 
I  FuWia's  buckle  ease  the  throbs  below ; 
^  heal,  old  Naiaea,  thy  obscener  ail, 
rnh  ill  tfa'  embroidery  plaster'd  at  thy  tail  ? 
^  might  (were  Harpax  not  too  wise  to  spend) 
ii^  Hsrpax  self  the  blessing  of  a  friend ; 
^  find  some  doctor  that  would  save  the  lift 
V  vmcbed  Sbylock,  sfnte  of  Shylock's  wife ; 
(at  thoussnds  die,  without  or  this  or  that, 
^1  sod  endow  a  college,  or  a  cat. 
'^  wmr,  indeed.  Heaven  grants  the  happier  fate, 
cnneh  a  bsstard,  or  a  son  they  liate. 
Perhaps  you  think  the  poor  might  have  their  part ; 
M  damns  the  poor,  and  hates  them  Irani  his 

heart: 
^  pave  Sv  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule 
tWs  erery  nan  in  want  is  knave  or  fool : 
*  Ood  cannot  bve"  (says  Blunt,  %rith  tearless  eyes) 
'  The  wretch  he  starves"  »  and  piously  denies : 


But  the  good  bishop,  with  a  meeker  ur. 
Admits,  and  leaves  them,  Froridence's  care. 
'  Yet  to  be  just  to  these  poor  men  of  pelf. 
Each  does  but  hate  his  neighbour  as  himself: 
Damn'd  to  the  mines,  an  equal  fate  betides 
The  slave  that  digs  it,  and  the  slave  that  hides. 

B»  Who  suffer  thus,  mere  charity  should  own, 
Must  act  on  motives  powerful,  though  unknown. 

P.  Some  war,  some  plague,  or  famine,they  foresee. 
Some  revelation  hid  from  you  and  me. 
Why  Shylock  wants  a  mealy  the  cause  is  found  ; 
He  thinks  a  loaf  will  rise  to  fifty  pound. 
What  made  directors  cheat  in  South-Sea  year? 
To  live  on  venison  when  it  sold  so  dear. 
Ask  you  why  Fhryne  the  whole  auction  buys? 
Fhryne  foresees  a  general  excise. 
Why  she  and  Sappho  raise  that  monstrous  sum  ? 
Alas !  they  fear  a  man  will  cost  a  plum. 

Wise  Peter  sees  the  world's  respect  for  gold. 
And  therefore  hopes  this  nation  may  be  sold  : 
Glorious  ambition  !  Peter,  swell  thy  store. 
And  be  what  Rome's  great  Didius  was  befora 

The  crown  of  Poland,  venal  twice  an  age, 
To  just  three  millions  stinted  modest  Gaee. 
But  nobler  scenes  Maria's  dreams  unfold. 
Hereditary  realms,  and  worlds  of  gold. 
Congenial  souls  ;  whose  life  one  avarice  joins^ 
And  one  fate  buries  in  th'  Asturian  mines. 

Mucb-injur'd  Blunt !  why  bears  he  Britain's  hate  ? 
A  wizard  told  him  in  these  words  our  fate : 
*'  At  length  Corruption,  like  a  general  flood, 
(So  long  by  watchful  ministers  withstood,) 
Shall  deluge  all ;  and  Avarice,  creeping  on. 
Spread  like  a  low-bom  mist,  and  blot  the  sun ; 
Statesman  and  patriot  ply  aUke  the  stocks. 
Peeress  and  butler  share  alike  the  box ; 
And  judges  job,  and  bishops  bite  the  town. 
And  mighty  dukes  pack  caidi  for  half  a  crown. 
See  Britain  sunk  in  Lucre's  sordid  charms. 
And  France  reveng'd   of  Anne's  and  Edward's 

arms!" 
'  Twas  no  court-badge,  great  scrivener,  fir'd  thy  brain, 
Nor  lordly  luxury,  nor  city  gain  : 
No,  'twas  thy  righteous  end,  asham'd  to  see 
Senates  degenerate,  patriots  disagree. 
And  nobly  wishing  party-rage  to  cease, 
To  buy  both  sides,  and  give  thy  country  peace. 

"  All  this  is  madness,"  cries  a  sober  sage : 
But  who,  my  friend,  has  reason  in  his  rage  ? 
"  The  ruling  passion,  be  it  what  it  will. 
The  ruling  passion  conquers  reason  still." 
Less  mad  the  wildest  whimsey  we  can  frame. 
Than  even  that  passion,  if  it  has  no  aim ; 
For  though  such  motives  folly  you  may  odl. 
The  folly's  greater  to  have  none  at  all. 

Hear  then  the  truth :  « 'Tis  Heaven  each  pasaioB 
sends. 
And  different  men  directs  to  different  ends. 
Extremes  in  Nature  equal  good  produce. 
Extremes  in  man  concur  to  general  use. " 
Ask  we  what  makes  one  keep,  and  one  bestow? 
That  Power  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow. 
Bids  seed-time,  harvest,  equal  course  maintain,  ^ 
Through  reconcil'd  extremes  of  drought  and  rain. 
Builds  life  on  death,  on  change  duration  founds. 
And  gives  th'  eternal  wheels  to  know  their  rouiulab 

Riches,  like  insects,  when  conceal'd  they  lie, 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  season  fly. 
Who  sees  pale  Mammoo  pine  amidM  bis  store. 
Sees  but  a  backward  steimd  for  the  poor ; 
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This  year,  a  reservoir,  to  keep  and  spare ; 
The  neit,  a  fountain,  spouting  throi]|ii  bis  heir, 
In  lavish  streams  to  quench  a  country^  thirst. 
And  men  and  dogs  shall  drink  him  till  they  burst 

Old  Cotta  sham*d  his  fortune  and  his  birth. 
Yet  was  not  Cotta  void  of  wit  or  worth : 
What  though  (the  use  of  barbarous  spits  forgot) 
His  kitchen  vied  in  coolness  with  his  grot  ? 
His  court  with  nettles,  moats  with  cresses  stor*d, 
With  soups  imbought  and  sallads  blessed  his  board  ? 
If  Cotta  liv*d  on  pulse,  it  Was  no  more 
Hian  Bramins,  saints,  and  sages  did  before : 
To  cram  die  rich,  was  prodigal  expense. 
And  who  would  take  the  poor  from  Providence  ? 
Like  some  lone  Chartreux  stands  the  good  old  Hall, 
Silence  without,  and  fiists  within  the  wall ; 
No  rafter'd  roofs  with  dance  and  tabor  sound. 
No  noontide  bell  invites  the  country  round : 
Tenants  with  sighs  the  smokeless  towers  survey. 
And  turn  th*  unwilling  steeds  another  way : 
Benighted  wanderers,  the  forest  o''eT, 
Curs'd  the  sav*d  candle,  and  unopening  door ; 
While  the  gaunt  mastiff,  growling  at  the  gate, 
Aflnghts  the  beggar  whom  he  longs  to  eat 

Not  so  his  son  :  he  nuurk'd  this  oversight. 
And  then  mistook  reverse  of  wrong  for  right 
(For  what  to  shun,  will  no  great  knowledge  need ; 
But  what  to  follow,  is  a  task  indeed.) 
Yet  sure,  of  qualities  deserving  praise. 
More  go  to  ruin  fortunes,  than  to  raise. 
What  daughter*d  hecatombs,  what  floods  of  wine, 
Fin  the  capacious  'squire,  and  deep  divine ! 
Yet  no  mean  motives  this  profusion  draws, 
His  oxen  perish  in  his  country's  cause ; 
'Tis  George  and  Liberty  that  crowns  the  cup, 
And  seal  for  that  great  house  which  eats  him  up. 
Hie  woods  recede  around  the  naked  seat. 
The  Sylvans  groan  —  no  matter  —  for  the  fleet : 
Next  goes  his  wool  —  to  clothe  our  valiant  bands : 
Last,  for  his  country's  love,  he  sells  his  lands. 
To  town  he  comes,  completes  the  nation's  hope. 
And  heads  the  bold  train-bands,  and  bums  a  pope. 
And  shall  not  Britain  now  reward  his  toils, 
Britain  that  pays  her  patriots  with  her  spoils  ? 
In  vain  at  court  the  bankrupt  pleads  his  caus^ 
His  thankless  country  leaves  him  to  her  laws. 

The  sense  to  value  riches,  with  the  art 
T*  enjoy  them,  and  the  virtue  to  impart. 
Not  meanly,  nor  ambitiously  pursued, 
Not  sunk  by  sloth,  nor  nds'd  by  servitude ; 
To  balance  fortune  by  a  just  expense, 
Join  with  economy,  magnificence ; 
With  splendour,  charity ;  with  plenty,  health  ; 
Oh  teach  us,  Bathurst !  yet  unspoil'd  by  wealth ! 
That  secret  rare,  between  th'  extremes  to  move 
Of  mad  Good-nature,  and  of  mean  Self-love. 
B.   To  worth  or  want  welUweigli'd,  be  bounty 
given. 
And  ease,  or  emulate,  the  care  of  Heaven ; 
(Whose  measure  full  o'erflows  on  human  race) 
Mend  Fortune's  fault,  and  justify  her  grace. 
Wealth  in  the  gross  is  death,  but  life  diflus'd ; 
As  poison  heals,  in  just  proportion  us'd : 
In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  stink  it  lies. 
But  well  dispers'd,  is  incense  to  the  skies. 

P.  Who  starves  by  nobles,  or  with  nobles  eats  ? 
The  wretch  that  trusts  them,  and  the  rogue  that 

cheats. 
Is  there  a  lord,  who  knows  a  cheerful  noon 
Without  a  fiddler,  flatterer,  or  buffoon  ? 


Whose  tdiles,  Wit,  or  modcil  M( 
Utt'-elbow'd  t^  a  gamester,  pinqi^  or  pliyer  ? 
Who  copies  yours^  or  Oxford's  better  pert, 
To  ease  th'  oppress'd,  and  raise  the  aiikiqg  Ima' 
Where'er  he  sbine%  oh  Fortnne,  gikl  the  sccd^ 
And  angels  guaid  him  in  the  goldBS  mean ! 
There,  English  Bounty  yet  a  while  may  stnd. 
And  Honour  linger  ere  it  leaves  the  laad. 

But  all  our  prsises  why  should  lords  eigni? 
Rise,  honest  Muse !  and  sing  the  Man  of  Rob: 
Pleas'd  Vaga  echoes  through  her  windog  bomdi. 
And  rapid  Severn  hoarse  i^planae  resoitiids. 
Who  hung  with   woods   yon   momitnii's  aisf 

brow? 
From  the  dry  rack  who  bade  the  wnten  iow  ? 
Not  to  the  skies  in  usdeas  oohmms  tos^ 
Or  in  proud  falls  magnificently  lost ; 
But  dear  and  artless  ponring  through  tbe  pbio 
Health  to  the  sick,  and  solace  to  the  ewuL. 
Whose  causeway  parts  the  vale  with  sfaadjravs? 
Whose  seats  the  weaiy  tavdler  repoae? 
Who  taught  that  heaven-directed  spire  to  rise? 
"  The  Man  of  Ross,"  each  Uspmg  bdbe  icpho. 
Behold  the  market-place  witib  poor  o'crspnad! 
The  Man  of  Rosa  divides  the  wedtly  brad : 
He  feeds  yon  alms-house^  neat,  but  void  «f 
Where  Age  and  Want  sit  smiliiiff  at  the  gatr; 
Him  portion'd  maids,  apprentic'd  orphm 
Hie  young  who  labour,  and  Uw  old  vrfao 
Is  any  sick  ?  the  Man  of  Ross  reUercs^ 
l^resciibes,  attends,  the  medidne  makes. 
Is  there  a  variance  ?  enter  but  his  door, 
Bdk*d  are  the  courts,  and  contest  ia  no 
Despairing  quacks  with  curses  fled  the  plncc^ 
And  vile  attorneys,  now  an  useless  race 
,    B*  Thrice  hi4»py  man !  enabled  to  pmaye 
What  all  sovrish,  but  want  the  power  to  do ' 
Oh  say,  what  sums  that  generous  hand  supply  ? 
What  mines  to  swell  that  boundless  charity  ? 

P.  Of  debts  and  taxes,  wife  and  chilfdreu  desr, 
This  man  poascst— five  hundred  pounda  a  yev. 
Blush,   Grandeur,  blush!  proud  oouxta,  sntbhs 

your  blase! 
Ye  little  stars !  hide  your  diminish'd  nys^ 

B.  And  what?  no  monument,  inaoiption. 
His  race,  his  form,  his  name  almost  uakiaamra  ? 

P.  Who  builds  a  diurch  to  God,  and  not  BO  F 
Will  never  mark  the  marble  virith  his  name : 
Go,  sesrch  it  there,  where  to  be  bom  and  die^ 
Of  rich  and  poor  makes  all  the  faistoty ; 
Enough,  that  Vutue  fiU'd  the  ^ 
Fhiv'd  by  the  ends  of  being,  to  have 
When  Hopkins  dies,  a  thousand  lights 
The  wretch,  who  living  sav'd  a  candle's  cad  ; 
Shouldering  God's  altar  a  nle  image  stsada» 
Belies  his  features,  nay  extends  his  banda; 
That  live-Ions  wig,  which  Gorgon's  self  migfat 
Eternal  buckle  tues  in  Psiian  stoneb 
Behold  what  blessings  wealth  to  life  can  laid ! 
And  see,  what  oomfqrt  it  affbitk  our  end. 
In  the  worst  inn's  worst  room,  vrith  mat  half  bund 
The  floors  of  plaster,  and  the  walls  of  dnn^ 
On  once  a  flock-bed,  but  repair'd  with  sbuwt. 
With  tape4y*d  curtains,  never  meant  to  draw. 
The  Gcoige  and  Garter  dangling  Irasn  tihat  b«H 
Where  tawdry  yellow  strove  with  dirty  red, 
Great  Villers  lies — alas,  how  chaog'd  fron 
That  life  of  pleasure,  and  that  soul  of  whim ! 
Gallant  and  gay,  in  Cliveden's  proud  akov^ 
The  bower  of  wanton  Shicwtbury  and  Lore  ; 
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h'jtuX  as  nj,  at  councfl,  in  a  ring 
)f  mnuick^d  statetmen,  and  thnr  merrj  king, 
(owit  to  flatter,  left  of  all  bis  store ! 
io  fool  to  latigfa  at,  wfaidi  he  valued  nxire. 
Vte,  victor  of  his  licalth,  of  fortune,  frienda, 
Lad  fiune,  this  lord  of  useless  thousands  ends. 
Hk  grace's  fitte  sage  Cutler  could  foresee, 
bdwell(betiiougfat)  adTisMhim,  MLiveUkeme!*' 
bvell  fall  grace  replj'd,  *'  Like  you.  Sir  John  ! 
Dat  I  can  do,  when  all  I  have  is  gone.** 
leoiTe  me,  Reason,  which  of  these  are  worse, 
i^int  with  a  ftill,  or  widi  an  empty  purse  ? 
[Vlife  more  wretched.  Cutler,  was  confesB*d, 
Irae,  sod  tsU  me,  was  thy  dcadi  more  bless*d  ? 
)iiler  tarn  tenanta  break,  and  houses  fall, 
'ornry  want  he  oould  not  build  a  walL 
[is  ooiy  (laughter  in  a  stranger's  power, 
orfexy  want;  he  oould  not  pay  a  dower, 
i  few  grey  hairs  his  reverend  temples  crown'd^ 
r»as  very  want  that  scdd  them  for  two  pound. 
Hat !  er'n  deny'd  a  cordial  at  his  end, 
luush'd  the  doctor,  and  expelled  tlie  ftiend  ? 
i1»t  JHit  a  want,  whidi  you  perhaps  think  mad, 
et  numbers  ftel,  the  want  of  what  \Se  had ! 
Dilcr  and  Brutus  dying,  both  exclaim. 
Virtue !  and  Wealth !  what  are  ye  but  a  name  !*' 
ijt  for  nch  worth  are  other  worlds  prepar'd  ? 
T  are  they  both,  in  this,  their  own  reward  ? 
knotty  point!  to  which  we  now  proceed. 
at  you  sre  tir*d  —  I'll  tell  a  tale.  —  B.  Agreed. 
?.  Where  Loiidoa's  eolumn,  pointing  at  the  skies 
ike  s  tall  butty,  lifts  the  head,  and  lies ; 
bne  dwelt  a  dtiwn  of  sober  fame, 
plain  good  man,  and  Balaam  was  his  name ; 
eiigioua,  pnftual,  frugal,  and  so  forth ; 
■  wQfd  woald  paas  for  more  than  he  was  worth, 
■e  toUd  dirii  hia  weekly  meal  affords, 
od  added  pudding  aolcmnis'd  the  Lord's : 
»taot  at  diarchy  and  'Change ;  his  gains  were 


a  givJBgs  rsre^  save  farthings  to  the  poor. 
The  deinQ  was  piqu'd  audi  saintship  to  behold, 
ad  loog'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old ; 
Bt  Satan  now  ia  wiaer  than  of  yor^ 
ad  terapta  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor. 
Anu'd  by  te  prince  of  air,  the  whirlwinds  sweep 
la  auge,  and  plunge  his  lather  in  the  deep ; 
ku  fttU  against  hia  Cornish  lands  they  roar, 
ad  two  ridi  ahipwrecks  bless  the  lucky  shore. 
.Sir  HalBini  now,  he  Uvea  like  other  folks, 
e  nkes  hia  dniping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jdies : 
l^c  like  yourself"  waa  soon  my  lady's  word; 
nd  Io  I  two  puddings  smok'd  upon  the  board. 
A»te«p  and  naked  as  an  Indian  lay, 
a  hooeit  liKtor  stole  a  gem  away : 
»  pkdg'd  it  to  the  knight,  the  knight  had  wit, 
>  kept  the  '*«*^«y*»^^  and  the  rogue  was  bit. 
At  icniple  rose,  but  thus  he  eas'd  his  thought, 
I'll  now  give  sixpence  where  I  gave  a  groat ; 
^kcR  once  1  went  to  church,  I'll  now  go  twice— 
•d  am  so  dear  too  of  all  other  vice." 
^  tempcer  saw  hia  time :  the  work  he  pl/d ; 
^cks  and  sofascriiitions  pour  on  every  sidie, 
1^  all  the  demon  makes  his  lull  descent 
1  one  abundant  sbower  of  cent  per  cent, 
inVa  deep  within  him,  and  possesses  whole, 
ben  dobs  director,  and  secures  his  soul. 
Behold  Sir  ^Trm,  now  a  man  of  spirit, 
•scribes  fait  gettings  to  his  parts  and  xnerit ; 


What  hite  be  caO'd  a  blesaing,  now  was  wit. 
And  God's  good  pttmdenee,  a  lucky  hit. 
Things  change  their  titles,  as  our  manners  turn : 
His  compting-house  employ'd  the  Sunday  moen : 
Seldom  at  church,  ('twas  such  a  busy  lile,) 
But  duly  sent  his  family  and  wife. 
There  (so  the  devil  ordainM)  one  Chrisfmaa-tida 
My  good  old  lady  oatcfa'd  a  cold,  and  dy'dL 
A  nymph  of  quality  admirea  our  knig^ ; 
He  marries,  bows  at  court,  and  growa  polite : 
Leaves  the  dull  cits,  and  joins  (to  please  Uie  fidr) 
The  well-bred  cuckolds  in  St.  James's  air : 
First,  for  his  son  a  gay  commission  buya^ 
Who  drinks,  whores,  fights,  and  in  a  duel  dies : 
His  daughter  flaimts  a  viscount's  tawdry  wife  ; 
She  bears  a  coronet  and  p— x  for  life. 
In  Britain's  senate  be  a  seat  obtains. 
And  one  more  pensioner  St.  Stephen  gaina. 
My  lady  falls  to  play :  so  bad  her  chance. 
He  must  repair  it ;  takea  a  bribe  from  France : 
Hie  house  impeach  him,  Coningsby  haranguea ; 
The  court  forsake  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangs ; 
Wife,  son,  and  daughter,-  Satan !  are  thy  own. 
His  wealth,  yet  dearer,  forfeit  to  the  crown : 
The  devil  and  the  king  divide  the  prise, 
And  sad  Sir  Balaam  curaea  God  and  diea. 


To  RicMJMD  BoTLSf  JSaml  of  Bomlinotom. 

EmTLBlV. 

or  THx  USX  or  xicbxs. 

Argum/CfU' 

Hie  vanity  of  expense  in  people  of  wealth  and 
quality.  The  abuse  of  the  word  taste.  That 
the  first  prindple  and  foundation  in  this,  as  in 
every  thing  else,  is  good  sense,  llie  chief  proof 
of  it  is  to  follow  Nature,  even  in  works  of  mere 
luxury  and  elegance.  Instanced  in  architecture 
and  i^rdening,  where  all  must  be  adapted  to  the 
genius  and  use  of  the  place,  and  the  beauties 
not  forced  into  it,  but  reaulting  from  it  How 
men  are  disappointed  in  their  most  expensive 
undertakings,  for  want  of  this  true  foundation, 
without  which  nothing  can  please  long,  if  at  all; 
and  the  best  examples  and  rules  will  be  but  per- 
verted into  something  burthensome  and  ridiculous 
A  description  of  the  false  taste  of  magnificence ; 
the  first  grand  errour  of  which  is,  to  imagine  that 
greatness  consists  in  the  size  and  dimension,  in- 
stead  of  the  proportion  and  harmony  of  the  whole ; 
and  the  second,  either  in  joining  together  parts 
incoherent,  or  too  minutely  resembling,  or  in  the 
repetition  of  the  same  too  frequenUy.  A  word  or 
two  of  false  taste  in  books,  in  music,  in  painting, 
even  in  preaching  and  prayer,  and  lastiv  in  enter- 
tainments. Yet  Providence  is  justified  in  giving 
wealth  to  be  squandered  in  this  manner,  since  u 
is  dispersed  to  the  poor  and  laborious  part  of 
mankind.  What  are  the  proper  objects  of  mag. 
nificence,  and  a  proper  field  for  die  expense  of 
great  men;  and  finally  the  great  and  public 
works  which  become  a  princei 

'Tis  strange,  the  miser,  should  his  cares  employ 
To  gain  those  lich^  he  can  ne'er  Mjoy ; 
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Is  it  len  strange,  the  prodigal  shMiId  waste 
His  wealthy  to  purchase  what  he  ne'er  can  taste? 
Not  for  himself  he  sees,  or  hears,  or  eats ; 
Artists  must  choose  his  pictures,  music,  meats: 
He  buys  for  Topham  drawings  and  designs ; 
For  Pembroke  statues,  dirty  gods,  and  coins; 
Rare  monkish  manuscripts  for  Heame  alone. 
And  books  for  Mead,  and  butterflies  for  Sloane. 
Tliink  we  all  these  are  for  himself  ?  no  more 
Hian  his  fine  wife,  alas !  or  finer  whore. 

For  what  has  Virro  painted,  built,  and  planted  ? 
Only  to  show  how  many  tastes  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir  Vuto's  ill-got  wealth  to  waste? 
Some  demon  whisper'd,  "  Visto !  have  a  taste." 
HeaTen  visits  with  a  taste  the  wealthy  fool, 
And  needs  no  rod  but  Ripley  with  a  rule. 
See !  sportive  Fate,  to  punish  awkward  pride. 
Bids  Bubo  build,  and  sends  him  such  a  guide : 
A  standing  sermon,  at  each  year's  expense, 
Hiat  never  coxcomb  reach*d  magnificence ! 

You  show  us,  Rome  was  glorious,  not  profuse, 
And  pompous  buildings  once  were  things  of  use. 
Tet  sfiaU,  my  lord,  your  just,  your  noble  rules 
Fill  half  the  land  with  imitating  fools ; 
Who  random  drawings  from  your  sheets  shall  take. 
And  of  one  beauty  many  blunders  make ; 
Load  some  vain  church  with  old  theatric  state, 
Turn  arts  of  triumph  to  a  garden-gate ; 
Reverse  your  ornaments,  and  hang  them  all 
On  some  patch*d  dog-hole  ek*d  with  ends  of  wall ; 
Then  clap  four  slices  of  pilaster  on  *t. 
That,  lac*d  with  bits  of  rustic,  makes  a  fronL 
Shall  call  the  winds  through  long  arcades  to  roar. 
Proud  to  catch  cold  at  a  Venetian  door ; 
Conscious  they  act  a  true  Palladian  part. 
And  if  they  starve,  they  starve  by  rules  of  arL 

Oft  have  you  hinted  to  your  brother  peer, 
A  certwn  truth,  which  many  buy  too  dear : 
Something  there  is  more  needful  than  expense. 
And  something  previous  ev*n  to  taste  ^  *tis  sense : 
Good  sense,  which  only  is  the  gift  of  Heaven, 
And,  though  no  science,  fairly  worth  the  seven : 
A  light  which  in  yourself  you  must  perceive ; 
Jones  and  Le  Notre  have  it  not  to  give. 

To  build,  to  plant,  whatever  you  intend, 
To  rear  the  column,  or  the  arch  to  bend. 
To  swell  the  terrace,  or  to  sink  the  grot ; 
In  all,  let  Nature  never  be  forgoL 
But  treat  the  goddess  like  a  modest  fair. 
Nor  over-dress,  nor  leave  her  wholly  bare ; 
Let  not  each  beauty  every  where  be  spy*d. 
Where  half  the  skill  is  decently  to  hide. 
He  gains  all  points,  who  pleasingly  confounds, 
Surprises,  varies,  and  conceals  the  bounds. 
Consult  the  genius  of  the  place  in  all ; 
That  tells  the  waters  or  to  rise,  or  fall ; 
Or  helps  th*  ambitious  hill  the  heavens  to  scale, 
Or  scoops  in  circling  theatres  the  vale ; 
Calls  in  the  country,  catches  opening  glades, 
Joins  willing  woods,  and  varies  shades  from  shades ; 
Now  breaks,  or  now  directs  th*  intending  lines ; 
Pisints  as  you  plant,  and,  as  you  work,  designs. 

Still  follow  sense,  of  every  art  tlie  sotil, 
Bula  answering  parts  shall  slide  into  a  whole^ 
Spontaneous  beauties  all  around  advance, 
Start  ev*n  from  difficulty,  strike  from  chance ; 
Nature  shall  join  you ;  Tune  shall  make  it  grow 
A  work  to  wonder  at  —  perhaps  a  Stow. 

Without  it,  proud  VenaUles !  thy  glory  falli ; 
And  Nero*i  teiracci  desert  their  walls : 


The  vast  parterres  a  thousand  hands  ahali  makc^ 
Lo !  Cobham  comes,  and  floats  them  with  a  lake: 
Or  cut  wide  views  through  mountains  to  the  plaia. 
You'll  wish  your  hill  or  dielter'd  seat  again. 
Ev'n  in  an  ornament  its  place  remark. 
Nor  in  an  hermitage  set  Dr.  Clarke. 
Behold  Villario's  ten  years'  toil  complete; 
His  quincunx  darkens,  his  espaliers  meet ; 
The  wood  supports  the  plain,  the  parts  unites 
And  strength  of  shade  contends  with  Hieugili  of 

light; 
A  waving  glow  the  bloomy  beds  display. 
Blushing  in  bright  diversities  of  day. 
With  silver-quivering  rills  meander 'd  o'er— 
Enjoy  them,  you !  Villario  can  no  more  ; 
Tir'd  of  the  scene  parterres  and  fountains  yidd. 
He  finds  at  last  he  better  likes  a  field. 

Through  his  young  woods  how  pleas'd  SsbiBis 
stray'd,' 
Or  sate  delighted  in  the  thickening  shade. 
With  annual  joy  the  reddening  shoots  to  greet. 
Or  see  the  stretching  branches  long  to  meet ! 
His  son's  fine  taste  an  opener  Vista  loves. 
Foe  to  the  Dryads  of  his  father's  groves ; 
One  boundless  green,  or  flourish'd  carpet  view% 
With  all  the  mournful  fimiily  of  yews : 
Hie  thriving  plants,  ignoble  broomsticks  made, 
Now  sweep  those  alleys  they  were  bom  to  shade; 

At  Timon's  villa  let  us  pass  a  day. 
Where  all  cry  out,  "  What  sums  are  thrown  away  r* 
So  proud,  so  grand ;  of  that  stupendoiis  air. 
Soft  and  agreeable  come  never  there. 
Greatness,  with  Timon,  dwells  in  such  a  drsugK 
As  brings  all  Brobdignag  before  your  thought 
To  compass  diis,  his  building  is  a  town. 
His  pond  an  ocean,  his  parterre  a  down : 
Who  but  must  laugh,  the  master  when  he 
A  puny  insect,  shivering  at  a  breete ! 
Lo,  what  huge  heaps  of  littleness  around  ! 
The  whole  a  labour'd  quarry  above  ground. 
Two  Cupids  squirt  before :  a  lake  behind 
Improves  tlie  keenness  of  the  northern 
His  gardens  next  your  admiration  call. 
On  every  side  you  look,  behold  the  wall ! 
No  plearing  intricacies  intervene. 
No  artful  wildness  to  perplex  the  acene  ; 
Grove  nods  at  grove,  eadi  alley  has  a  Uiutber, 
And  half  the  platform  just  reflects  the  other 
The  suffering  rye  inverted  Nature  sees, 
TVees  cut  to  Ktatues,  statues  thick  as  trees ; 
Witli  here  a  fountain,  never  to  be  play'd ; 
And  there  a  summer-house  that  knows  no  shade; 
Here  Amphitrite  sails  through  myrtle  bowevs ; 
Hiere  gladiators  fight,  or  die  in  flowers ; 
Unwater'd  see  the  drooping  sea-horse  moorn. 
And  swallows  roost  in  Nilus*  dusty  urn. 

My  lord  advances  with  majestic  mien, 
Smit  with  the  mighty  pleasure  to  be  seen : 
But  soft  -^  by  regular  approach  •^-  not  yet  ^ 
First  through  the  length  of  yon  hot  terrace  swesc; 
And  when  up  ten  steep  slopes  you've  dragg'd  jnxir 

thighs, 
Just  at  his  study-door  he'll  bless  your  eyea. 

His  study  !  with  what  authors  is  it  stor*d  ? 
In  books,  not  authors,  curious  is  my  lord ; 
To  all  their  dated  backs  he  turns  you  round ; 
These  Aldus  printed,  those  Du  Sueil  has  bound. 
Lo,  some  are  vellum,  and  the  rest  as  good 
For  all  his  lordship  knows,  but  they  arc  wood. 
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Far  Locke  or  Milton,  *tis  in  Tain  to  look, 
Tbes*  sbelvcs  admit  not  any  modern  book. 

And  now  the  chapel's  silver  bell  you  bear, 
Tlvt  sommona  you  to  all  the  pride  of  prayer : 
Ugitt  quirks  of  music,  broken  and  uneven, 
Make  the  soul  dance  upon  a  jig  to  Heaven. 
On  painted  ceilings  you  devoutly  stare, 
Where  sprawl  the  saints  of  Verrio  or  Liaguerre, 
Or  gilded  clouds  in  fair  expansion  lie. 
And  bring  all  Paiadisc  before  your  eye. 
To  rest,  the  cushion  and  soft  dean  invite, 
Vfho  never  mentions  Hell  to  ears  polite. 

But  bark  !  the  chiming  clocks  to  dinner  call ; 
A  hundred  footsteps  scrape  the  marble  hall : 
The  rich  bttfiet  welL-colour*d  serpents  grace, 
Aad  gaping  Tritons  spew  to  wash  your  face. 
Is  this  a  dinner?  this  a  genial  room  ? 
So,  'tis  a  temple,  and  a  hecatomb. 
A  solemn  sacrifice  perform*d  in  state. 
You  drink  by  measure,  and  to  minutes  eat. 
So  quick  retires  each  flying  course,  you*d  swear 
Ssncfao's  dread  doctor  and  his  wand  were  there. 
Between  each  act  the  trembling  salvers  ring. 
From  soup  to  sweet-wine,  and  God  bless  tlie  King, 
in  plenty  starving,  tanfaliz'd  in  state. 
And  complaisantly  helpM  to  all  I  luUe, 
Tooled,  careas*d,  and  tir'd,  I  take  my  leave, 
Sck  of  his  dvil  pride  from  mom  to  eve ;  , 
I  curse  such  lavish  cost,  and  little  skill. 
And  swear  no  day  was  ever  pas8*d  so  iU. 

Yet  hence  the  poor  are  cloth*d,  the  hungry  fed ; 
Health  to  himself,  and  to  his  infants  bread, 
Hie  labourer  bears :   What  his  hard  heart  denies, 
Htt  diaritaUe  vanity  supplies. 

Anodier  age  shall  see  the  golden  ear 
Imbrown  the  slope,  and  nod  on  the  parterre, 
Deep  harvest  bury  all  his  pride  ha^  plann'd. 
And  laughing  Ceres  r^^ssume  the  hmd. 

Who  then  shall  grace,  or  who  improve  the  soil? 
Who  planti  like  Bathurst,  or  wbo  builds  like  Boyle  ? 
Tis  use  alone  that  sanctifies  expense. 
And  splendour  borrows  ail  her  rays  from  sense. 

His  father's  acres  who  enjoys  in  peace, 
Ormakeshis  neighboun  glad,  if  he  increase: 
Wlwe  cheerful  tenants  bless  their  yearly  toQ, 
^Jto  their  lord  owe  more  than  to  the  soil ; 
W^  ample  Uwns  are  not  asham'd  to  feed 
^eniilky  heifer  and  deserving  steed ; 
Who«  rising  forests,  not  for  pride  or  show, 
But  futuie  buildings,  future  navies,  grow : 
1^  his  plantations  stretch  from  down  to  down, 
ririt  shade  a  country,  and  then  raise  a  town. 

You  too  proceed !  make  falling  arts  your  care, 
*^  new  wonders,  and  the  old  repair ; 
Jooei  and  Palladio.to  themselves  restore. 
And  be  whate'er  Vitruvius  was  before : 
^^ng>  call  Ibrtfa  the  ideas  of  your  mind, 
i^Vottd  to  accomplish  what  such  hamb  design*d,) 
M  hvbouis  open,  public  ways  extend, 
W  tanples  worthier  of  the  God  ascend ; 
fJl^the  broad  arch  the  dangerous  flood  contain, 
^inoic  projected  break  the  roaring  main ; 
»» to  Us  bounds  their  subject  sea  command, 
™roU  obedient  riv«n  dirough  the  land; 
^^hoooun,  Peace  to  happy  Britain  brings; 
Ihne  are  imperial  worka^  and  worthy  kingap 


To  Mm,  Jij}i}i80jr» 
EnfiTLx  V. 

OCCISIOXXD  Sr  HIS    DIALOOUBS  OV  XXIULa. 

This  was  originally  written  in  the  year  1715,  when 
Mr.  Addison  intended  to  publish  his  book  of 
medals :  it  was  some  time  before  he  was  secre- 
taiy  of  state ;  but  not  published  till  Mr.  Tickell's 
edition  of  his  works ;  at  which  time  his  verses  on 
Mr.  Craggs,  which  conclude  the  poem,  were 
added,  vis.  in  1720. 

As  the  third  Epistle  treated  of  the  extremes  of 
avarice  and  profusion ;  and  the  fourth  took  up 
one  particular  branch  of  the  latter,  namely,  the 
vanity  of  expense  in  people  of  wealth  and  qua^ 
lity,  and  was,  therefore,  a  corollary  to  the  tliird  ; 
so  this  treats  of  one  circumstance  of  that  vanity, 
as^  it  appears  in  the  common  collectors  of  old 
coins ;  and  is,  therefore,  a  corollary  to  the 
fourth. 


Sf  s  the  wild  waste  of  all-devouring  years ; 
How  Rome  her  own  sad  sepulchre  appears. 
With  nodding  arehes,  broken  temples  spread ! 
The  very  tombs  now  vanished  like  their  dead! 
Imperial  wonders  rais'd  on  nations  spoil'd,  [toil'd : 
Where,  mix'd  with  slaves,   the  groaning  martyr 
Huge  theatres,  that  now  unpeopled  woods. 
Now  drain*d  a  distant  country  of  her  floods : 
Fanes,  which  admiring  gods  with  pride  survey ; 
Statues  of  men,  scarce  less  alive  than  tliey  / 
Some  felt  the  silent  stroke  of  mouldering  age^ 
Some  hostile  fury,  some  religious  rage. 
'  Barbarian  blindness,  christian  seal  conspire. 
And  papal  piety,  and  gothic  fire. 
Perhaps,  by  its  own  ruins  sav*d  from  flame. 
Some  bury*d  marble  half  preserves  a  name ; 
That  name  the  learn'd  with  fierce  disputes  pursue. 
And  give  to  Titus  old  Vespasian's  due. 

Ambition  sigh*d :  she  found  it  vain  to  trust 
The  fiuthless  column  and  the  crumbling  bust : 
Huge  moles,  whose  shadows  stretch*d  from  shore  to 

shore. 
Their  ruins  perish'd,  and  their  place  no  more ! 
Convinc'd,  die  now  contracts  her  vast  design, 
And  all  her  triumphs  shrink  into  a  coin. 
A  narrow  orb  each  crowded  conquest  keeps. 
Beneath  her  palm  here  sad  Judea  weeps ; 
Now  scantier  limits  the  proud  arch  confine. 
And  scarce  are  seen  the  prostrate  Nile  or  Rhine ; 
A  small  Euphrates  through  the  piece  is  roU*d, 
And  little  eagles  wave  their  wings  in  gold. 
The  medal,  faithful  to  its  charge  of  fame, 
Through  climes  and  ages  bears  each  form  and  name : 
In  one  short  view  subjected  to  our  eye 
Gods,  emperors,  heroes,  sages,  beauties,  lie. 
With  shaipen*d  sight  pale  antiquaries  pore^ 
Th*  inscription  value,  but  the  rust  adore. 
This  the  blue  varnish,  that  the  green  endears. 
The  sacred  rust  of  twice  ten  hundred  years ! 
To  gain  Pescenius  one  employs  his  schemes. 
One  grasps  a  Cecrops  in  ecstatic  dreams. 
Poor  Vadius,  long  with  learned  spleen  devour'd, 
Can  taste  no  pleasure  since  his  shield  was  scour'd : 
And  Curio,  restiess  by  the  &ir-one*B  side. 
Sighs  for  an  Otfao^  and  neglects  his  bride. 
Theirs  is  the  vanity,  the  learning  thine 
Toucb'd  by  thy  hand,  again  Rome's  glories  dune  t 
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Her  gods  and  godlike  heroes  riae  to  view, 
And  all  her  fiided  garlands  bloom  anew. 
Nor  blush,  these  studies  thy  regard  engage : 
These  pleas'd  the  fathers  of  poNeCic  rage : 
The  verse  and  sculpture  bore  an  equal  part. 
And  art  reflected  images  to  art. 

Oh,  when  shall  Britain,  conscious  of  her  claim, 
Stand  emulous  of  Greek  and  Roman  fiune  ? 
In  living  medals  see  her  wars  enroU'd, 
And  vanquish*d  realms  supply  recording  gold  ? 
Here,  rising  bold,  the  patriot's  honest  face; 
There,  warriors  finowning  in  historic  brass  ? 
Tlien  future  ages  with  delight  shall  see 
How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's  looks  agree ; 
Or  in  fair  series  laurel'd  bards  be  shown, 
A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addison : 
Tlien  shall  thy  Craggs  (and  let  me  call  him  mine) 
On  the  cast  ore,  another  PoUio,  shine : 
With  aspect  open  shall  erect  his  head. 
And  round  the  orb  in  lasting  notes  be  read, 
**  Statesman,  best  friend  to  truth !  of  soul  sincere, 
In  action  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear ; 
Who  broke  no  promise,  serv'd  no  private  end. 
Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  friend; 
Ennobled  by  himself,  by  all  approv'd, 
Andpnis'd,  unenvy'd,  by  the  Muse  he  loved." 


EPISTLE  TO  DR.  ARBUTHNOT: 

auNO  THE  raouMui  to  thk  sAnaas. 

P.  Shut,  shut  the  door,  good  John !  fatigu'd,  I  said, 
Tie  up  the  knocker,  say  I'm  sick,  I'm  dead. 
TIm;  Dog-star  rages !  nay,  'tis  past  a  doubt. 
All  Bedlam,  or  Parnassus,  is  let  out : 
Fire  in  each  eye,  and  papers  in  each  hand. 
They  rave,  recite,  and  niadden  round  the  land. 

What  walls  can  guard  me,  or  what  shades  can 
hide? 
They  pierce  my  tliickets,  through  my  grot  they  glide. 
By  land,  by  water,  they  renew  the  charge ; 
They  stop  the  chariot,  and  they  board  £e  barge. 
No  place  is  sacred,  not  the  church  is  free, 
Ev'n  Sunday  shines  no  sabbath-day  to  me ; 
Tlien  from  the  mint  walks  forth  the  man  of  rijyme, 
Happy  to  catch  me,  just  at  dinner-time. 

Is  there  a  parson,  much  bemus'd  in  beer, 
A  maudlin  poetess,  a  rhyming  peer, 
A  clerk,  foiedoom'd  his  father's  soul  to  cross. 
Who  pens  a  stanza,  when  he  should  engross? 
Is  there,  who,  lock'd  from  ink  and  paper,  scnwls 
With  desperate  charcoal  round  his  darken'd  walls  ? 
All  fly  to  Twit'nam,  and,  in  humble  strsin. 
Apply  to  me,  to  keep  them  mad  or  vain. 
Artiiur,  whose  giddy  son  neglects  the  laws. 
Imputes  to  me  and  my  damn'd  works  the  cause :' 
Poor  Comus  sees  bis  frantic  wife  elope. 
And  curses  wit,  and  poetry,  and  Pope. 

Friend  to  my  life !  (which  did  you  not  prolong, 
The  world  had  wanted  many  an  Idle  song,) 
What  drop  of  nostrum  can  this  plague  remove? 
Or  which  must  end  me,  a  fool's  wrath  or  love  ? 
A  dire  dilemma !  either  way  I'm  sped  ; 
If  foes,  they  write,  if  friends,  they  read  me  dead. 
Seis'd  and  ty'd  down  to  judge,  how  wretched  I ! 
Who  can't  be  silent,  and  who  will  not  lie : 
To  laugh,  were  want  of  goodness  and  of  grace ; 
And  to  be  grave,  exceeds  aD  power  of  fine. 


i^ 


I  sit  with  sad  civflity ;  I  read 
With  honest  anguirii,  and  an  aching  head; 
And  drop  at  last,  but  in  unwiUii^  can. 
Hiis  saving  counsel,  *' Keep  your  ptece  tnoe 

**  Nine  years !"  cries  he^  who  high  in  Dnny  tain, 
LuU'd  by  soft  aepliyra  throu|^  the  broken  fmmt. 
Rhymes  ere  he  wakes,  and  prints  belore  tcnn  ends, 
Oblig'd  by  hunger  and  request  of  fricnda : 
"  The  piece,  you  think,  is  incorrect?  why  take  it ; 
I'm  all  submisaion ;  what  you'll  have  it,  make  iL** 

Three  things  another's  modest  wishes 
My  friendship,  and  a  prologue,  and  ten 

.  PItholeon  sends  to  me :  '^  You  know  hcs 
I  want  a  patron ;  ask  him  for  a  place.** 
Pitholeon  libeU'd  me » "but  here'a  a  I 
Informs  you,  sir,  'twas  when  he  knew  no 
Dare  you  refuse  him  ?     Curll  invites  to  din^ 
He'll  write  a  journal,  or  he'll  turn  divine." 
Bless  me!  a  packet.  — •*<  'Tb  a  stnmgcr 
A  Virgin  Tragedy,  an  Orphan  Muse." 
If  I  dislike  it,  «  Furies,  death,  and  rage  ! 
If  I  approve,  **  Commend  it  to  the  stage.* 
There  (thank  my  stars)  my  whole  cooimissio 
The  players  and  I  are,  luckily,  no  friends. 
Fir'd  that  the  house  reject  him,  <'  'Sdeath !  m  prist 
And  shame  the  fools— -your  interest,   sir, 

Untot." 
Lintot,  dull  rogue  !  will  think  your  price  too 
"  Not,  sir,  if  you  revise  it,  and  retoudk  *' 
All  my  demurs  but  double  bis  attacks: 
At  last  he  whispers,  '*  Do ;  and  we  go 
Glad  of  a  quariel,  straight  I  clap  the  ckior, 
"  Sir,  let  me  see  your  works  and  you  no 

'Tis  sung,  when  Midas*  ears  began  to 
(Midas,  a  sacred  person  and  a  kin^) 
His  very  minister,  who  spy'd  them  first, 
(Some  say  his  queen,)  was  forc'd  to 
And  is  not  mine,  my  fneod,  a  sorer  case. 
When  every  coxcomb  perks  them  in  my  fice  ? 
ji.  Good  friend,  foibear !  you  deal  in 

things, 

I'd  never  name  queens,  ministen^  or  kings; 
Keep  close  to  ears,  and  those  let  asses  prick, 
'Tis  nothing  —  P.  Nothing  ?  if  they  bite  and  kick  ? 
Out  with  it,  Dunciad  !  let  the  secret  pass. 
That  secret  to  each  fool,  that  he's  an  ass  : 
The  truth  once  told  (and  wherefore  should  we  lie?,^ 
The  queen  of  Midas  slept,  and  so  may  I. 

You  think  this  cruel  ?    Ttke  it  for  a  nile. 
No  creature  smarts  so  little  as  a  fooL 
Let  peals  of  laughter,  Codrua,  round  thee  bieek, 
'Hiou  unconcem'd  canst  hear  the  mighty  oadk : 
Pit,  box,  and  gallery,  in  convulsions  faari'd. 
Thou  stand'st  unshook  amidst  a  bunting  worid. 
Who   shames   a    scribbler?     Break  one  iiiitietti 

through. 
He  spins -the  slight,  sdf-pleasing  thread 
Destroy  his  fib  or  sophistry,  in  vain. 
The  creature's  at  his  dirty  work  again, 
Thron'd  on  the  centre  of  his  thin  design^ 
Pk-oud  of  a  vast  extent  of  flimsy  Unea ! 
Whom  have  I  hurt  ?  has  poet  yet,  or  peer. 
Lost  the  arcfa'd  eyebrow,  or  Psmaanan 
And  has  not  €oUy  still  his  lord,  and  whore? 
His  butchen  Henley,  hia  firee-masons  Moor  ? 
Does  not  one  table  ^rrius  still  admit? 
Still  to  one  bishop  Fliilip  seems  a  wit? 
StiU  &ppho— ^.  Hold!  for  God's  sake-.yoo'a 

oflTend; 
No  names^  be  caln-Mi  Icam  prudence  of  a  fiiaed  • 
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[  too  coi]]d  write,  and  I  am  twice  as  tall ;        [alL 

3at  foci  Uke  these —  P.  One  flatterer's  worse  than 

Xall  mail  creatures,  if  the  leam'd  are  right, 

!c  is  the  skrer  kills,  and  not  the  bite. 

K  fool  <]iiite  angry  is  quite  innocent : 

llss !  *tts  ten  times  wone  when  they  repent. 

3ne  dedicates  in  high  heroic  prose, 

find  ridicules  beyond  a  hundred  foes ; 

3ne  from  all  Grub-street  will  my  fame  defend, 

\ndf  more  abustTe,  calls  himself  my  friend. 

rim  prints  my  letters,  that  expects  a  bribe, 

^nd  ocfacfs  roar  aloud,  "  Subscribe,  subscribe !" 

There  are,  who  to  my  person  pay  tiieir  court : 
[  cough  like  Horace,  and,  tisough  lean,  am  short 
lmmon*s  great  son  one  shoulder  had  too  high, 
bicfa  Ovid's  nose^  and,  **  Sir !  you  have  an  eye!" 
JO  00,  obliging  creature^  make  me  see 
Ul  that  disgrac'd  my  betters,  met  in  me. 
it?,  for  my  comfort,  languishing  in  bed, 
'  Just  10  imnHxrtal  Maro  held  his  liead ;" 
Lnd  when  I  die,  be  sure  you  let  me  know 
yfcat  Homer  dy'd  three  thousand  years  ago. 

Why  did  I  write?  what  sin  to  me  unknown 
yipp'd  me  in  ink,  my  parents*,  or  my  own  ? 
^s  jet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  Fame, 
Inp'd  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came. 
left  DO  calling  for  this  idle  trader 
io  duty  broke,  no  ftther  disobey'd ; 
fhe  Muse  but  serv'd  to  ease  some  friend,  not  wife ; 
To  help  me  dirough  this  long  disease,  my  life ; 
To  ccood,  Arbuthnot !  thy  art  and  care^ 
Lndtesdi,  the  being  you  preserr'd,  to  b^. 

Bat  why  then  publish  ?  Grsnrille  tlje  polite, 
^  M  knowing  Walsh,  would  tell  me  I  could  write ; 
VeiUoitur'd  Garth  inflam'd  with  early  praise, 
•'id  Coogrere  loT'd,  and  Swift  endur'd  my  lays ; 
r&e  courtly  Talbot,  Somen,  Sheffield  read, 
^'n  mitred  Rochester  would  nod  the  head, 
Ind  Sl  John's  self  (great  Dryden's  friend  before) 
^ith  open  arms  received  one  poet  more. 
Itppj  my  studies^  when  by  these  approv'd ! 
lippier  their  author,  when  by  these  belov'd ! 
ram  these  the  world  vHll  judge  of  men  and  books, 
^ot  from  die  Bometa,  Olomizons,  and  Cooks. 

Soft  were  my  numbers :  who  could  take  offence 
^e  pore  description  held  the  place  of  sense  ? 
Ae  gcotle  Fanny's  was  my  flowery  theme, 
i  painted  mistress,  or  a  purling  stream, 
fct  then  did  Gildon  draw  his  venal  quill ; 
*tth'd  die  man  a  dinner,  and  sate  still. 
Tet  fhtxk  did  Dennis  rave  in  furious  fret : 
oerer  snswer'd,  I  was  not  in  debt, 
'^vint  proTok'd,  or  madness  made  them  print, 
*«g'd  no  war  with  Bedlam  or  the  Mint. 

I>id  some  more  sober  critic  come  abroad ; 
[»nmg,  I  amU'd ;  if  right,  I  kiss'd  the  rod. 
ihn,  reading,  study,  are  their  just  pretence, 
^  ail  they  want  is  spirit,  taste,  and  sense. 
donnas  and  points  they  set  exactly  right, 
\nd  'twere  a  sin  to  rob  them  of  tbeu-  mite. 
let  ne'er  one  wpng  of  laurel  grac'd  these  ribalds, 
■nm  dashing  Bentley  down  to  pidling  Tibalds . 
'^  *%^  *riio  reads  not,  and  but  scans  and  speUs, 
^  wanUitcher,  that  lives  on  syllables, 
f'^'o  «uch  small  critics  some  r^ard  may  claim, 
*f^»Ty'd  in  BGlton's  or  in  Shakspeare's  name* 
^7-'  in  amber  to  observe  the  forms 
^[l>>irii  or  strawy  or  dirt,  or  grubs,  or  wonns  I 
t^  things  we  know  are  neither  rich  nor  rare, 
^  wonder  h9w  the  deril  they  got  there. 


Were  othen  angry :  I  excus'd  them  too; 
Well  might  they  nge,  I  gave  them  but  their  due. 
A  man's  true  merit  'tis  not  hard  to  find ; 
But  each  man's  secret  standard  in  his  mind. 
That  casting-weight  pride  adds  to  emptiness. 
This,  who  can  gratify  ?  for  who  can  guess  ? 
The  bard  whom  pilfer'd  pastorals  renown. 
Who  turns  a  Persian  tale  for  half  a  croM'n, 
Just  writes  to  make  his  barrenness  appear,     [year  ; 
And  strains  fVom  hard-bound  brains,  eight  lines 
He,  who,  still  wanting,  though  he  lives  on  thef^. 
Steals  much,  spends  little,  yet  has  nothing  left : 
And  he,  who,  now  to  sense,  now  nonsense  leanings 
Means  not,  but  blunders  round  about  a  meaning: 
And  he,  whose  fustian's  so  sublimely  bad. 
It  is  not  poetry,  but  prose  run  mad : 
All  these,  my  modest  satire  bad  translate. 
And  own'd  that  nine  sudi  poets  made  a  Tate. 
How  did  they  fume,  and  stamp,  and  roar,  and  chafe ! 
And  swear,  not  Addison  himself  was  safe. 

Peace  to  all  such  !  but  were  there  one  whose  fires 
True  genius  kindles,  and  fair  fame  inspires ; 
Blest  with  each  talent  and  each  art  to  please. 
And  born  to  write,  converse,  and  live  with  ease : 
Should  such  a  man,  too  fond  to  rule  alone, 
Bear,  like  the  Turk,  no  brother  near  the  throne. 
View  him  with  scornful,  yet  with  jealous  eyes, 
And  liate  for  arts  that  caus'd  himself  to  rise ; 
Damn  with  faint  praise,  assent  with  ciril  leer. 
And,  without  sneering,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer  ; 
Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  strike, 
Just  hint  a  fiiult,  and  hesitate  dislike ; 
Alike  reserv'd  to  blame,  or  to  commend, 
A  timorous  foe,  and  a  suspicious  firiend ; 
Dreading  ev'n  fools,  by  flatterers  besieg'd. 
And  so  obliging,  that  he  ne'er  oblig'd ; 
Like  Cato,  give  his  littie  senate  laws, 
And  sit  attentive  to  his  own  applause ; 
While  wits  and  templars  every  sentence  raise. 
And  wonder  with  a  foolish  ftice  of  praise— 
Who  but  must  laugh,  if  such  a  man  there  be ! 
Who  would  not  weep,  if  Atticus  were  he ! 

M^t,  though  my  name  stood  rubric  on  the  walli^ 
Or  plaster'd  posts,  with  claps,  in  capitals  ? 
Or  smoking  forth,  a  hundred  hawkers'  load. 
On  wings  of  winds  came  flying  all  abroad  ? 
I  sought  no  homage  from  the  race  that  write  ; 
I  kept,  like  Asian  monarchs,  from  their  sight : 
Poems  I  heeded  (now  berhjrm'd  so  long) 
No  more  tlian  thou,  great  George !  a  birth-day  song. 
I  ne'er  with  wits  or  witlings  paas'd  my  days. 
To  spread  about  the  itch  of  verse  and  praise ; 
Nor,  like  a  puppy,  daggled  through  the  town. 
To  fetch  and  carry  sing-song  up  and  down  ; 
Nor  at  rehearsals  sweat,  and  moutb'd,  and  ciy'd. 
With  handkerchief  and  orange  at  my  side ! 
But,  sick  of  fops,  and  poetry,  and  prate. 
To  Bufo  lefl  the  whole  Castalian  state. 
Firoud  as  Apollo  on  his  forked  hill. 
Sate  full-blown  Bufo,  pufTd  by  every  quill ; 
Fed  with  soft  dedication  all  day  long, 
Horace  and  he  went  hand  in  hand  in  song. 
His  Hbraiy  (where  busts  of  poets  dead 
And  a  true  Pindar  stood  without  a  head) 
Receiv'd  of  wits  an  undistinguish'd  race. 
Who  first  his  judgment  ask'd,  and  then  a  place; 
Much  tliey  extoll'd  his  pictures,  much  his  seat. 
And  flatter'd  every  day,  and  some  days  eat ; 
Till,  grown  more  frugal  in  his  riper  days, 
He  paid  some  bards  with  port,  and  aomeiridi  pniac; 
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To  some  a  dry  rdiearaal  was  aasign'd, 
And  others  (harder  still)  he  paid  in  kind. 
Dryden  alone  (what  wonder  ?)  came  not  nigh, 
Dryden  alone  escap*d  this  judging  eye : 
But  still  the  great  have  kindness  in  reserve. 
He  help*d  to  bury  whom  he  help*d  to  starre. 

May  some  choice  patron  bless  each  grey  goose- 
quill  ! 
May  every  Bavius  have  his  Bufo  still ! 
So  when  a  statesman  wants  a  day*s  defence. 
Or  envy  holds  a  whole  week*s  war  with  sense,  ' 
Or  simple  pride  for  flattery  makes  demands, 
May  dunce  by  dunce  be  whistled  off  my  hands ! 
Blest  be  the  great !  for  those  they  take  away, 
And  those  they  left  me ;  for  tliey  left  me  Gay : 
Left  me  to  see  neglected  genius  bloom, 
Neglepted  die,  and  tell  it  on  his  tomb : 
Of  all  thy  blameless  life  the  sole  return 
My  verse,  and  Queensberry  weeping  o*er  thy  urn ! 

Oh  let  me  live  my  own,  and  die  so  too ! 
(To  live  and  die  is  all  I  have  to  do :) 
Maintain  a  poet's  dignity  and  ease. 
And  see  what  friends,  and  read  what  books  I  please: 
Above  a  patron,  though  I  condescend 
Sometimes  to  call  a  minister  my  friend. 
I  was  not  bom  for  courts  or  great  affairs : 
I  pay  my  debts,  believe,  and  say  my  prayers; 
Can  sleep  without  a  poem  in  my  head. 
Nor  know,  if  Dennis  be  alive  or  dead. 

Why  am  I  ask*d  what  next  shall  see  the  light? 
Heavens!  was  I  bom  for  nothing  but  to  write ? 
Has  life  no  joys  for  me  ?  or  (to  be  grave] 
Have  I  no  friend  tp  serve,  no  soul  to  save  ? 
'*  I  found  him  close  with  Swift—  Indeed?  no  doubt 
(Cries  prating  Balbus)  something  will  come  out.*' 
*Tis  all  in  vain,  deny  it  as  I  will, 
**  No,  such  a  genius  never  can  lie  still  ;'* 
And  then  for  mine  obligingly  mistakes 
Tlie  first  lampoon  Sir  Will  or  Bubo  makes. 
Poor,  guiltless  I !  and  can  I  choose  but  smile. 
When  every  coxcomb  knows  me  by  my  style? 

Curst  be  the  verse,  how  well  soe*er  it  flow, 
Tliat  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe. 
Give  virtue  scandal,  innocence  a  fear. 
Or  from  the  soft-ey'd  virgin  steal  a  tear ! 
But  he  who  hurts  a  harmless  neighbour's  peace, 
Insults  fairn  worth,  or  beauty  in  distress. 
Who  loves  a  lie,  lame  slander  helps  about. 
Who  writes  a  libel,  or  who  copies  out : 
That  fop,  whose  pride  affects  a  patron's  name^ 
Yet  absent,  wounds  an  author's  honest  fiune ; 
Who  can  your  merit  selfishly  approve. 
And  show  the  sense  of  it  without  the  love ; 
Who  has  the  vanity  to  call  you  friend. 
Tot  wants  the  honour,  injur'd,  to  defend ; 
Who  tells  whate'er  you  think,  whate'er  you  say. 
And,  if  he  lie.noC,  must  at  least  betray : 
Who  to  tiie  dean  and  silver  bell  can  swear. 
And  sees  at  Cannons  what  was  never  there ; 
Who  reads  but  with  a  lust  to  misapply, 
Make  satire  a  lampoon,  and  fiction  lie ; 
A  lash  like  mine  no  lionest  man  shall  dread. 
But  all  such  babbling  blockheads  in  his  stead. 

Let  Sponis  tremble—^.  What?  that  thing  of  silk, 
Sporas,  that  mere  white  curd  of  ass's  milk? 
Satire  of  sense,  alas !  can  Sporus  feel  ? 
Who  breaks  a  butterfly  upon  a  wheel  ? 
P.  Yet  let  me  flap  this  bug  with  gilded  winp, 
This  painted  child  of  dirt,  that  stuka  and  stings; 


Whose  bust  the  willy  and  the  fiur  anooya^ 

Yet  wit  ne'er  tastes,  and  beauty  ne'er  enjoys : 

So  well-bred  spaniels  civilly  delieht 

In  mumbling  of  the  game  they  £ure  not  bite. 

Eternal  smiles  his  emptiness  betray, 

As  shallow  streams  run  dimpling  all  the  way. 

Whether  in  florid  impotence  he  speaks. 

And,  as  the  prompter  breathes,  the  puppet  squeaks  ; 

Or  at  the  ear  of  Eve,  familiar  toad. 

Half  froth,  half  venom,  spits  himself  abroad. 

In  puns,  or  politics,  or  tales,  or  lies, 

Or  spite,  or  smut,  or  rhymes,  or  blasphemies. 

His  writ  all  see-saw,  between  that  and  this. 

Now  high,  now  low,  now  master  up,  now  mis^ 

And  he  himself  one  vile  Antithesis. 

Amphibious  thing !  that,  acting  either  part. 

The  trifling  head !  or  the  corrupted  heart. 

Fop  at  the  toilet,  flatterer  at  the  board. 

Now  trips  a  lady,  and  now  struts  a  l<mL 

Eve's  tempter  thus  the  Rabbins  have  exprcst, 

A  cherub's  face,  a  reptUe  all  the  rest. 

Beauty  that  shocks  you,  parts  that  none  will  tnisly 

Wit  that  can  creep,  and  pride  that  licks  die  dost 

Not  Fortune's  worshipper,  nor  Fashion's  fool. 
Not  Lucre's  madman,  nor  Ambition's  tool. 
Not  proud,  nor  servile ;  be  one  poet's  praise, 
That,  if  lie  pleas'd,  he  pleas'd  by  manly  ways : 
That  flattery,  ev'n  to  kings,  he  held  a  shame. 
And  thought  a  lie  in  verse  or  prose  the  same  ; 
That  not  in  fancy's  maxe  he  wander'd  long. 
But  stoop'd  to  Tmth,  and  moraliz'd  his  song : 
That  not  for  fame,  but  Virtue's  better  end. 
He  stood  the  furious  foe,  the  timid  friend. 
The  damning  critic,  half-approving  wit. 
The  coxcomb  hit,  or  fearing  to  be  hit ; 
Laugb'd  at  the  loss  of  friends  he  never  had, 
Ilie  dull,  the  proud,  the  wicked,  and  the  mad  ; 
The  distant  tlu-eats  of  vengeance  on  his  bead. 
The  blow  unfelt,  the  tear  he  nevef  shed ; 
The  tale  reviv'd,  the  lie  so  oft  o*«thrown, 
Th'  imputed  trash,  and  dulness  not  his  own  ; 
The  morals  blacken'd  when  the  writings  'scapc^ 
The  libell'd  person  and  the  pictur'd  shape ; 
Abuse,  on  all  he  lov'd,  or  lov'd  him,  spread, 
A  friend  in  exile,  or  a  father  dead ; 
The  whisper,  that,  to  greatness  still  too  near. 
Perhaps,  yet  vibrates  on  his  sovereign's  ear  — 
Welcome  for  thee,  fair  Virtue  !  aU  the  past : 
For  thee,  fair  Virtue !  welcome  ev'n  the  Uuft ! 

A.  But  why  insult  the  poor,  affront  the  great? 
P.   A  knave's  a  knave,  to  me,  in  every  state : 
Alike  my  scorn,  if  he  succeed  or  fail, 
Sporus  at  court,  or  Japhet  in  a  gaol ; 
A  hireling  scribbler,  or  a  hireling  peer. 
Knight  of  the  post  conupt,  or  of  the  diire  ; 
If  on  a  pillory,  or  near  a  throne. 
He  gain  his  prince's  ear,  or  lose  his  own. 

Yet  soft  by  nature,  more  a  dupe  than  wi^ 
Sappho  can  tell  you  how  this  man  was  bit : 
This  dreaded  sat'rist  Dennis  will  confess 
Foe  to  his  pride  but  friend  to  his  dxstresa  : 
So  humble,  he  has  knock'd  at  Tibbald'a  door. 
Has  drunk  with  Cibber,  nay,  has  ibym'd  tar  Mooiw 
Full  ten  years  slander'd,  did  he  once  reply  ? 
Three  thousand  suns  went  down  on  Welsted*s  lie. 
To  please  his  mistress  one  aspers'd  his  life ; 
He  lash'd  him  not,  but  let  her  be  his  wife: 
Let  Budgell  charge  low  Grub-atreet  on  his  quill. 
And  write  whate'er  he  pleas'd,  except  his  will ; 
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Ltt  iIm  two  Curilt  of  town  ond  couft,  abuac 
Hb  fitbcr,  mother,  body,  soul,  and  Muae. 
Tct  whj?  that  father  held  it  for  a  rule, 
It  was  a  sin  to  call  our  neighbour  fool : 
Thst  hannless  mother  thought  no  wife  a  whore : 
Hcsr  this  and  qiare  his  family,  James  Moore ; 
Unspotted  names,  and  memOTsble  long ; 
If  there  be  force  in  virtue,  or  in  song. 

Of  gentle  blood  (part  shed  in  Honour*s  cause. 
While  jet  in  Britain  Honour  had  applause) 
Esch  parent  sprung  — -  A,   What  fortune,  pray  ? — 

p.  Their  own. 
And  better  got,  than  Bcstia*8  from  the  throne. 
Born  to  no  pride,  inheriting  no  strife. 
Nor  marrying  diaoord  in  a  noble  wife, 
Sbinger  to  cxni  and  religious  rage. 
The  good  man  walk*d  innoxious  thorough  his  «ga 
Mo  courts  he  saw,  no  suits  would  ever  try,. 
Nor  dar*d  an  oath,  nor  haiarded  a  lie. 
Utttesm'd,  he  knew  no  schoolman's  subtle  art, 
No  Isaguage,  but  the  language  of  die  heart 
Bjr  nature  honest,  by  experience  wise ; 
Htslthy  by  temperance,  and  by  exercise ; 
His  life^  though  long,  to  sickness  past  unknown, 
Hb  death  was  instant,  and  without  a  groan. 
0  pant  me  thus  to  live,  and  dius  to  die ! 
Who  sprung  from  kings  shall  know  less  joy  than  4. 

0  finend !  may  each  domestic  bliss  be  diine ! 
Be  no  unplcasing  melancholy  mine : 
Me,  let  the  tender  office  long  engage, 
To  rock  the  cradle  of  reposing  age. 
With  lenient  arts  extend  a  mother's  breath. 
Make  languor  smile,  and  smooth  the  bed  of  death, 
Eiplore  the  thought,  explain  the  asking  eye, 
Aad  keep  awhile  one  parent  from  the  vky  ! 
On  Gsres  like  theae  if  length  of  days  attend, 
MsT  IfaavMH  to  bless  those  days,  preserve  my  friend, 
IVttenc  him  sodal,  cheerful,  and  serene, 
Aad  jnst  as  rich  as  when  he  served  a  queen ! 
i.  Whether  thai  Uessings  be  deny*d  or  given, 
Thos  far  was  right,  the  rest  belongs  to  Heaven. 


MESSIAH. 
1  ucasBBcuMvx,  nr  ncnATioN  or  viaoiL*s  potua 

Ti  nymphs  of  Solyma !  begin  the  song : 
To  heavenly  themes  sublimer  strains  belong. 
TIk  mosej  fioontains  and  the  syUan  shades, 
Thedreama  of  Pindus  and  th*  Aonian  maids, 
Deligfat  no  mora—  O  thou  my  voice  inspire 
Win  umch'd  Isdbh's  hallow'd  Ups  with  fire ! 

Rapt  into  future  times,  the  bard  begun  : 
A  Virgm  shall  conceive,  a  Virgin  bear  a  Son ! 
n«B  Jesse's  root  behold  a  branch  arise. 
Whose  saercd  iowcr  with  fngwioe  fills  the  skies : 
Th*  athereal  spirit  o'er  its  le«ves  shall  move, 
Aad  OB  ila  top  desomda  tbe  mystic  Dove. 
To  Heavens !  fiom  higii  the  dewy  nectar  pour, 
Aad  in  soft  aQence  diod  d«  kindly  shower ! 
TV  siek  and  w«ak  tbe  beoUng  plant  shaU  aid,        ' 
Anm  storm  a  shelter,  and  from  heat  a  shade. 
AO  crimes  shall  cease,  and  ancient  frauda  shall  fail; 
Bctnrning  Juatioe  lift  aloft  her  sode ; 
Bnee  o'er  the  world  her  oiive  wand  extend, 
Aad  whitai-iob'd'  TFyp^*«^*«y  from  Heaven  descend. 
Avift  fly  the  ymth  and  rise  tfa*  expected  mom ! 
Oh^pkg  Id  li^  auspicioua  Babe,  ba  bom .' 


See^  Nature  hastes  her  earliest  wreaths  to  brin^ 
Wi^  all  the  incense  of  the  brdathing  spring : 
See  lofty  Lebanon  his  head  advanre, 
See  nodding  forests  on  the  mountains  dance : 
See  'spicy  clouds  from  lowly  Saron  rise, 
And  Csirmers  flowery  top  perfumes  the  skies ! 
Hark  !  a  glad  voice  the  lonely  desert  cheers ; 
Prepare  the  way !  a  God,  a  God  i^ipears ! 
A  God,  a  God !  the  vocal  hills  reply, 
Hie  rocks  proclaim  th'  approaching  Deity. 
La,  Earth  receives  him  from  tbe  bending  skies ! 
Sink  down,  ye  mountains  !  and  ye  valleys,  rise ! 
With  heads  declin'd,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay  ! 
Be  smooth,  ye  rocks  !  ye  rapid  floods,  give  way ! 
The  Sariour  comes !  by  ancient  bards  foretold: 
Hear  him,  ye  deaf  \  and  all  ye  blind,  behold ! 
He  from  tluck  films  shall  purge  the  risual  ray. 
And  on  the  sightless  eye-bsll  pour  the  day : 
'TU  he  th'  obstructed  paths  of  sound  shall  clear. 
And  bid  new  music  charm  th'  unfolding  ear : 
The  dumb  shall  sing,  the  lame  his  crutch  forego^ 
And  leap  exulting  like  the  bounding  roe* 
No  sigh,  no  murmur,  the  wide  world  shall  hear. 
From  every  face  he  wipes  off  every  tear. 
In  adamantine  diains  shall  Death  be  bound, 
And  Hell's  grim  tyrant  feel  th'  eternal  wound. 
As  the  good  shepherd  tends  his  fieecy  care^ 
Sedu  freshest  pasture,  and  the  purest  air ; 
Explores  the  lost,  the  wandering  sheep  direct^ 
By  day  o'eroees  them,  and  by  night  protects ; 
The  tender  lambs  he  raises  in  his  arms. 
Feeds  from  his  hand,  and  in  his  bosom  warms : 
Thus  shall  mankind  his  guardian  care  engage, 
The  promis'd  fiuher  of  &  ftiture  age. 
No  more  shall  nation  against  nation  rise, 
Nor  ardent  warrion  meet  with  hateful  eyes, 
Nor  fields  with  gleaming  steel  be  cover'd  o'er. 
The  braxen  trumpets  kindle  rage  no  more ; 
But  useless  lances  into  scythes  shall  bend. 
And  the  broad  falchion  in  a  plow..share  end 
Then  palaces  shall  rise ;  the  joyful  son 
Shall  finish  what  his  short-liv'd  sire  begun ; 
Their  vines  a  shadow  to  their  race  shall  yield, 
And  the  same  band  that  sow'd,  shall  reap  the  field. 
The  swain  in  barren  deserts  with  surprise 
Sees  lilies  qnring,  and  sudden  verdure  rise ; 
And  starts,  amidst  the  thirsty  wilds  to  hear 
New  falls  of  water  murmuring  in  his  ear. 
On  lifted  rocks,  the  dragon's  late  abodes. 
The  green  reed  trembles,  and  tbe  buhrush  nods. 
Waste  sandy  valleys,  once  perplex'd  with  thom. 
The  spiryfir  and  shapely  box  adora  : 
To  leafless  shrubs  llie  flawery  palms  succeed. 
And  odorous  myrde  to  the  noisome  weed. 
The  lambs  with  wolves  shall  grase  tbe  verdant  mead. 
And  boys  in  flowery  bands  tbe  dger  lead : 
The  steer  and  lion  at  one  crib  shall  meet. 
And  harmleai  serpents  lick  the  pilgrim's  feet 
The  smiling  infant  in  his  hand  shall  take 
The  crested  basiljak  and  speckled  snake, 
Pleas'd,  the  green  lustre  of  the  scales  nirvey. 
And  with  their  forky  tongue  shall  inncfcendy  play. 
Rise,  crown'd  with  light,  imperial  Salem,  rise  J 
Exalt  thy  towery  head,  and  lift  thy  eyes ! 
See  a  long  race  thy  spacious  courts  adorn  \ 
See  future  sons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn. 
In  crowdnig  ranks  on  every  side  arise, 
DaiDloding  life,  impatient  for  the  skies ! 
See  bwrfaaroua  nations  at  thy  gatca  attend. 
Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thy  temple  btAid ! 
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See  thy  bright  altars  tiuong'd  with  proctnte  kiiigi» 
And  beap*d  with  product?  of  Sabean  springs ! 
For  thee  Idum£*s  spicy  forests  blow, 
And  seeds  of  gold  in  Ophir's  mountains  glow. 
See  Heaven  its  sparkling  portals  wide  display. 
And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day  ! 
No  more  the  rising  Sun  shall  gild  the  mom, 
Nor  evening  Cynthia  filt  her  silver  horn ; 
But  lost,  dissolvM  in  thy  superior  rays, 
One  tide  of  glory,  one  unclouded  blaxe 
0*erflow  thy  courts :  the  Light  himself  shall  shine 
Reveal'd,  and  God*s  eternal  day  be  thine ! 
The  seas  shall  waste,  tlie  skies  in  smoke  decay, 
Rocks  fall  to  dust,  and  mountains  melt  away ! 
But  fiz*d  his  word,  his  saving  power  remains ; 
Thy  realm  for  ever  lasts,  thy  own  Messiah  reigns ! 


ELEGY 

VO  THK  MXMOaT  OF  AN  UNFOETVKATB  LADT. 

Wbat  beckoning  ghost,  along  the  moon-light  shade, 

Invites  my  steps,  and  points  to  yonder  glade  ? 

*Tis  she !  —  but  why  that  bleeding  bosmn  gor*d. 

Why  dimly  gleams  the  visionary  sword  ? 

Oh,  ever  beauteous,  ever  friendly  !  tell, 

Is  it,  in  Heaven,  a  crime  to  love  too  well? 

To  bear  too  tender,  or  too  firm  a  heart. 

To  act  a  lover's  or  a  Roman's  part  ? 

Is  there  no  bright  reversion  in  the  sky, 

For  those  who  greatly  think,  or  bravely  die? 

Why  bade  ye  else,  ye  powers !  her  soul  tapire 
Above  tlie  vulgar  flight  of  low  desire? 
Ambition  first  sprung  from  your  blest  abodes ; 
The  glorious  fault  of  angels  and  of  gods : 
Thence  to  their  images  on  Earth  it  flows, 
And  in  the  Inreasts  of  kings  and  her(x>s  glows. 
Most  souls,  *tis  true,  but  peep  out  once  an  age, 
Dull  sullen  prisoners  in  the  body's  cage : 
Dim  lights  of  life,  that  bum  a  length  of  years. 
Useless,  unseen,  as  lamps  in  sepulchres ; 
Like  eastern  kings  a  lazy  state  they  keep. 
And,  close  confin'd  to  their  own  palace,  sleep. 

From  these  perhaps  (ere  Nature  bade  her  die) 
Fate  snatch'd  her  early  to  the  pitjring  sky. 
As  into  air  the  purer  spirits  flow. 
And  separate  from  their  kindred  dregs  below ; 
So  flew  the  soul  to  its  congenial  place. 
Nor  left  one  virtue  to  redeem  her  race. 

But  thou,  false  guardian  of  a  charge  too  good. 
Thou,  mean  deserter  of  thy  brother's  blood ! 
See  on  these  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath, 
lliese  cheeks  now  fading  at  the  bluA  of  Death ; 
Cold  is  that  breast  which  warm'd  the  world  before. 
And  those  love-darting  eyes  must  roll  no  morew 
Thus,  if  eternal  Justice  rules  the  ball, 
Thus  shall  your  wives,  and  thus  your  children  fall : 
On  all  the  line  a  sudden  vengeance  waits. 
And  firequept  hearses  shall  besiege  your  gates  ; 
Tliere  passengers  shall  stand,^  and  pointing  say, 
(Wlvle  the  long  funerals  blacken  all  the  way,)        ^ 
**  Lo !  these  were  they,  whose  souls  the  Furies  steel'd, 
And  currt  with  hearts  unknowing  how  to  yield." 
Thus  unlamented  pass  the  proud  away, 
Hw  gaae  of  fools,  and  pageant  of  a  day ! 
So  paith  all,  whose  breast  ne'er  laani*d  to^ow. 
For  olbars*  good,  or  mdt  al  otfacn*  woa 

What  cm  atoDC,  oh,  everJijur'd  shad^ 
Iliy  fttc  unpity'd,  and  thy  rites  unj 


No  friend's  conplaiDt,  no  kind  JtjimHifa 
Plees'd  thy  pale  ghost,  or  grae'd  tiby  moumltill 
By  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  dos'd. 
By  foreign  hands  tliy  decent  limbs  compos'd ; 
By  foreign  liands  thy  humble  grave  adorn'd. 
By  strangers  bonour'd,  and  by  strangers  moura'd  i 
What  though  no  friends  in  sable  vrecds  appear. 
Grieve  for  an  hour,  perhaps,  then  mourn  a  year. 
And  bear  about  the  mockery  of  woe 
To  midnight  dances,  and  the  public  show? 
What  though  no  weeping  Loves  thy  ashes  gnot. 
Nor  polish*d  marble  emulate  thy  face  ? 
What  though  no  sacred  earth  allow  thee  room. 
Nor  hallow  *d  dirge  be  mutter*d  o'er  tliy  tomb  ? 
Yet  shall  thy  grave  with  rising  flower*  be  dres&'d^ 
And  the  green  turf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breast : 
Hiere  shall  the  mom  her  earliest  tears  bestow, 
'  There  the  first  roses  of  the  year  shall  blow  ; 
While  angels  with  their  silver  wings  o'ershade 
The  ground  now  sacred  by  thy  reliques  made. 

So,  peaceful  rests,  without  a  stone,  «  name. 
What  once  had  beauty,  titles,  wealth,  and  &me. 
How  lov'd,  how  bonour'd  once,  avails  thee  no^ 
To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot ; 
A  heap  of  dust  alone  remains  of  thee, 
'Tis  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  shall  be  1 

Poets  themselves  must  fall,  like  those  they  sung. 
Deaf  the  prais'd  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneful  tongue 
Ev'n  he,  whose  soul  now  melts  in  mournful  lays, 
Shall  shortly  want  the  generous  tear  he  p^s ; 
Then  from  his  closing  eyes  thy  foim  shall  pan. 
And  the  last  pang  shall  tear  thee  from  his  heart ; 
Life's  idle  business  at  one  gasp  be  o'er. 
The  Muse  forgot,  and  thou  bdov'd  no  more ! 


SATIRE. 

Thejini  Part. {to  ver$e  1S2.)  imiiated  m  the  Tear 
1714,  by  Dr.  Swift;  the  latter  Part  added  ifier^ 
wttrdt. 

I  *vs  often  wish'd  that  I  had  clear 
For  life,  six  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
A  handsome  house  to  lodge  a  fnend, 
A  river  at  my  garden's  end, 
A  terrace-walk,  and  half  a  rood 
Of  land,  set  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Well,  now  I  have  all  tliis  and  moN^ 
I  ask  not  to  increase  my  store; 
"  But  here  a  grievance  seems  to  lie. 
All  this  is  mine  but  till  I  die  ; 
I  can't  but  think  'twould  sound  more  defer 
To  me  and  to  my  heirs  for  ever. 

**  If  I  ne'er  got  or  lost  a  graaty 
By  any  trick,  or  any  fault ; 
And  if  I  pray  by  Reason's  ruleS| 
And  not  like  forty  other  fools: 
As  thus,  <  Vouchsafe,  oh  gradoua  Maker  I 
To  grant  me  this  aa^.^^  other  acre: 
Or,  if  it  be  thy  will  and  pleasure. 
Direct  my  plow  to  find  a  treasure  :** 
But  only  what  my  station  fitB» 
And  to  be  kept  in  my  right  wits^ 
Preserve,  Almighty  Providence ! 
Just  what  you  gave  me,  competeocc : 
And  let  me  in  these  shades  oompoM 
Something  in  verse  aa  true  at  proaa ;   « 
Hemov'd  from  all  th*  ambitioua  seeiie^ 
Nor  puff'd  by  pride,  nor  sunk.byspleoo.' 
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In  dfeort,  I'm  perfectly  contnitp 
Let  me  but  li«e  on  this  Bide  IVent ; 
Nor  cram  the  Channel  twice  a  year, 
To  ipend  six  months  with  statesmen  here 

I  most  by  all  means  come  to  town, 
*T!b  Ibr  the  senrice  of  the  crown. 
««  Lewis,  the  Dean  will  be  of  use, 
Send  for  him  up,  take  no  excuse.'* 
Hie  toil,  the  danger  of  the  seas ; 
Great  minisurs  ne'er  think  of  these; 
Or  let  it  cost  five  hundred  pound. 
No  matter  where  the  money  's  found. 
It  is  but  so  much  more  in  debt. 
And  that  they  ne'er  oonsider'd  yet 

**  Good  Mr.  Dean,  go  change  your  gown. 
Let  mj  lord  know  you  *re  come  to  town." 
I  hony  me  in  haste  away. 
Not  thinking  it  is  leree^y ; 
And  find  his  honour  in  a  pound, 
Henun'd  by  a  triple  circle  round, 
Chequer'd  with  ribbons  blue  and  green : 
How  should  I  thrust  myself  between  ? 
Some  wag  obsenres  me  thus  p^rplezt, 
And  smQing  whispers  to  the  next, 
**I  thought  the  Dean  had  been  too  proud, 
To  justle  here  among  a  crowd." 
Another,  in  a  surly  fit, 
Tdls  me  I  have  more  seal  than  wit, 
"  So  eager  to  express  your  love. 
Too  ne'er  considir  whom  you  shove. 
But  mdriy  press  before  a  duke." 
I  own,  I'm  pleas'd  with  this  rebuke^ 
And  take  it  kindly  meant  to  show 
YHmt  I  desire  the  world  should  know. 

I  get  a  whisper,  and  withdraw : 
When  twenty  foob  I  never  saw 
Came  with  petitions  lairly  penn'd. 
Desiring  I  would  stand  their  fiiendi 

lUs,  hnmbly  offers  me  his  case  ^ 
That,  begs  my  int'rest  for  a  place  -« 
A  hundred  odwr  men's  affiurs. 
Like  bees,  are  humming  in  my  cars. 
-  To-morrow  my  appeal  comes  on, 
Widmot  your  help  tiie  cause  is  gone."^ 
The  duke  expects  my  lord  and  you. 
About  some  great  afiair,  at  two  — 
**  Pnt  my  lord  Bolingbroke  in  mind. 
To  get  my  warrant  quickly  signed : 
Conddcr  'tis  my  first  request"  ^ 
Be  satiafy;d,  I'U  do  my  best :  -~ 
Hwn  prnently  he  falls  to  tease, 
^  Ton  may  for  certain,  if  you  please ; 
I  dottlH  not,  if  h»  lordship  knew  .— 
And,  Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you-*" 
'Tb  (let  me  see)  three  years  and  more, 
(October  next  it  will  be  four,) 
Smoe  Hariey  bid  me  first  attend, 
And  chose  me  for  an  humble  friend ; 
Would  take  me  in  his  coach  to  chat. 
And  qncation  me  of  this  and  £hat ; 
As,"What'so'clock?"  And,  "How's  the  wind?" 
••  Who's  chariot's  that  we  left  behind  ?" 
Or  gnmly  try  to  read  the  lines 
Writ  underneath  the  country  signs ; 
Or,  **  Have  you  nodiing  new  to-day 
From  Pope,  ihim  Fkmell,  or  from  Gay?" 
Such  tattle  often  entertstns 
If y  lord  and  me  as  far  as  Staines, 
As  once  a  week  we  travel  down 
To  Windsor,  and  again  to  town. 


Where  all  that  passes,  mternoSf 
Might  be  proclaim'd  at  Charing-Cross. 

Yet  some  I  know  with  envy  swell. 
Because  they  see  me  us'd  so  well : 
*'  How  think  you  of  our  friend  the  Dean  ? 
I  wonder  what  some  people  mean  ; 
My  lord  and  he  are  grown  so  great, 
Always  together,  the-a-Ute. 
What,  they  admire  him  for  bis  jokes  — 
See  but  the  fortune  of  some  folks !" 
Hiere  flies  about  a  strange  report 
Of  some  express  arriv'd  at  court ; 
I'm  stopt  by  all  the  fools  I  meet. 
And  catechis'd  in  every  street 
"  You,  Mr.  Dean,  frequent  the  great ; 
Inform  us,  will  the  emp'ror  treat  ? 
Or  do  the  prints  and  papers  lie  ?** 
Faith,  Sir,  you  know  as  much  as  I. 
'<  Ah,  doctor,  how  you  love  to  jest ! 
'Tis  now  no  secret"  -.-  I  protest 
"Hs  one  to  me  —  "  Tlien  tell  us,  pray. 
When  are  the  troops  to  have  their  pay  ?" 
And,  tho*  I  solemnly  declare 
I  know  no  more  than  my  lord-mayor. 
They  stand  amaz'd,  and  think  me  grown 
Hie  closest  mortal  ever  known. 

Thus  in  a  sea  of  folly  toss'd. 
My  choicest  hours  of  life  are  lost ; 
Yet  always  wishing  to  retreat,  * 

Oh,  could  I  see  my  country  seat ! 
There,  Itianing  near  a  gentle  brook, 
Sleep,  or  peruse  some  ancient  book, 
And  there  in  sweet  oblivion  drown 
Those  cares  that  haunt  the  court  and  town* 
O  channing  noons !  and  nights  divine .' 
Or  when  I  sup,  or  when  I  dine. 
My  friends  above,  my  folks  beloiv. 
Chatting  and  laughing  all-a^row. 
The  beans  and  bacon  set  before  'em. 
The  grace-cup  serv'd  with  all  decorum : 
Each  willing  to  be  pleas'd,  and  please. 
And  even  the  very  dc^  at  ease  ! 
Here  no  man  prates  of  idle  things, 
How  this  or  that  Italian  sings, 
A  neighbour's  madness,  or  his  q>ouie'sy 
Or  what 's  in  either  of  the  houses : 
But  something  much  more  our  concern. 
And  quite  a  scandal  not  to  learn  : 
Which  is  the  happier,  or  the  wiser, 
A  man  of  merit,  or  a  miser  ? 
Whether  we  ought  to  choose  our  friends^ 
For  their  own  worth,  or  our  own  ends  ? 
What  good,  or  better,  we  may  call, 
And  what,  the  very  best  of  all  ? 

Our  firiend  Dan  Prior  told  (you  know) 
A  tale  extremely  d  propot  : 
Name  a  town  life,  and  in  a  trice 
He  had  a  story  of  two  mica 
Once  on  a  time  (so  runs  the  fable) 
A  country  mouse,  right  hospitable, 
Reoeiv'd  a  town  mouse  at  his  board. 
Just  as  a  farmer  might  a  lord. 
A  frugal  mouse  upon  the  whole^ 
Yet  lov*d  his  friend,  and  had  a  soul. 
Knew  what  was  handsome,  and  would  da  \ 
On  just  occasion,  co4te  qui  coCu* 
He  brought  him  bacon  (nothing  lean) ; 
Pudding,  that  might  have  pleas'd  a  dean  % 
Cheese,  such  as  men  in  Sufiblk  makc^ 
But  wiah'd  it  Stilton  for  his  nkt ; 
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Yet,  to  his  guest  though  no  way  sparing, 
He  eat  himself  the  rind  and  paring. 
Our  courtier  scarce  could  touch  a  bit. 
But  sbow'd  his  breeding  and  his  wit ; 
He  did  his  best  to  seem  to  eat. 
And  cry'd,  '*  I  vow  you  *re  mighty  neati 
But  Lord,  my  friend,  this  savage  scene ! 
For  God's  sake,  come,  and  live  ^th  men : 
Consider,  mice,  like  men,  must  die. 
Both  small  and  great,  both  you  and  I : 
Then  ^pend  your  life  in  joy  and  sport ; 
(This  doctrine,  friend,  I  learnt  at  court.") 

The  veriest  hennit  in  the  nation 
May  yield,  God  knows,  to  strong  temptation. 
Away  tliey  come,  through  thick  and  thin, 
To  a  tall  house  near  Lincoln's-inn  : 
(*Twas  on  the  night  of  a  debate, 
When  all  their  lordships  had  sate  late.) 

Behold  the  place,  where  if  a  poet 
Shin*d  in  description,  he  might  show  it ; 
Tell  how  the  moon-beam  trembling  falla^ 
And  tips  with  silver  all  the  walls; 
Falladiiui  walls,  Venetian  doors, 
Grotesco  roofs,  and  stucco  floors : 
But  let  it  (in  a  word)  be  said. 
The  Moon  was  up,  and  men  a^bed. 
The  napkins  white,  the  carpet  red  : 
The  guests  withdrawn  had  left  the  treat. 
And  down  the  mice  sale,  tSte-^-tSte, 

Our  courtier  walks  from  dish  to  dish. 
Tastes  for  his  friend  of  fowl  and  fish ; 
Tells  all  their  names,  lays  down  the  law, 
"  Que  ca  est  bon  /     Ah  goutez  qa  / 
That  jelly  *8  rich,  this  malmsey  healing, 
Pray  dip  your  whiskers  and  your  taU  in.** 
Was  ever  such  a  happy  swain ! 
He  stuffs  and  swills,  and  stuffs  again. 
'<  I*m  quite  asham*d  —  *tis  mighty  rude 
To  eat  so  much  —but  all 's  so  good. 
I  have  a  thousand  thanks  to  give — 
My  lord  alone  knows  how  to  live.*' ' 
No  sooner  said,  but  from  the  hall 
Rush  chaplain,  butler,  dogs,  and  all : 
"  A  rat !  a  rat !  clap  to  the  door" — 
The  cat  comes  bouncing  on  the  floor. 
O  for  the  heart  of  Homer's  mice, 
Or  gods  to  save  them  in  a  trice ! 
(It  was  by  Providence  they  think. 
For  your  damn'd  stucco  has  no  chink.) 
*'  An't  please  your  honour,"  quoth  the  peasant, 
"  This  same  dessert  is  not  so  pleasant : 
Give  me  again  my  hollow  tree, 
A  crust  of  bread,  and  liberty  !** 


JEPXSTLE   TO 


ROBERT  EARL  OF  OXFORD  awd 
EARL  MORTIMER. 

Sent  to  the  Earl  of  O^ord,  tnf  A  Dr.  Pamdtt  Vaemi 
published  by  our  Author^  t^ter  the  said  £mfs  im- 
prisonment in  the  Tower,  and  Retreat  into  tiif 
Omntry^  m  the  Year  1721. 

Such  were  the  notes  thy  once-lov'd  poet  siug. 
Till  Death  untimdy  stopp*d  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Oh  just  beheld,  and  lost !  admir'd,  and  moura'd ' 
With  softest  manners,  gentlest  arts  adom'd  ! 
Blest  in  each  science,  blest  in  every  stnin  ! 
Dear  to  the  Muse !  to  Harley  de«r  •»-  in  vain ! 
For  him,  thou  oft  hast  bid  the  world  attend. 
Fond  to  forget  the  statesman  in  the  friend  ; 
For  Swifl  and  him,  de^iis'd  the  farce  of  state. 
The  sober  follies  of  the  wise  and  great ; 
Dextrous,  the  craving,  fawning  crowd  to  quit. 
And  pleas'd  to  'scape  from  flattery  to  wit. 

Absent  or  dead,  still  let  a  friend  be  dear, 
(A  sigh  the  absent  claims,  the  dead  a  tear,) 
Recall  those  nights  that  dos'd  thy  toilsome  days^ 
Still  hear  thy  Pamell  in  his  living  lays. 
Who,  careless  now  of  interest,  fame,  ix^  fitte ; 
Perhaps  forgets  that  Oxford  e'er  was  great; 
Or,  deeming  meanest  what  we  greatest  call. 
Beholds  thee  glorious  only  in  thy  falL 

And  sure,  if  aught  below  the  seats  divine 
Can  touch  immortals,  'tis  a  soul  like  thine : 
A  soul  supreme,  in  eath  hard  instance  try'i^ 
Above  all  pain,  and  passion,  and  all  pride. 
The  rage  o£  power,  the  blast  of  public  bread). 
The  lust  of  lucre,  and  the  dread  of  Deatli. 

In  vain  to  deserts  thy  retreat  is  made ; 
The  Muse  attends  thee  to  thy  silent  shade: 
'Tis  hers,  the  brave  man's  latest  steps  to  tno^ 
Re-judge  his  acts,  and  dignify  disgrace. 
When  interest  calls  off  all  her  sneaking  train. 
And  all  th'  oblig'd  desert,  and  all  the  vain ; 
She  waits,  or  to  the  scaffold,  or  the  cell. 
When  the  hist  lingering  friend  has  bid  farewelL 
Ev'n  now  she  shades  thy  evening-walk  with  bays 
(No  hireling  she,  no  prostitute  to  praise) ; 
Ev'n  now,  observant  of  the  parting  ray. 
Eyes  the  cahn  sun-set  of  thy  various  day. 
Through  Fortune's  cloud  one  truly  great  can  sec 
Nor  fears  to  teU,  that  Mortimer  is  he. 
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JoMATBAM  Swirr,  a  person  who  has  carried  one 
species  of  poetry,  tliat  of  humorous  satire,  to  a  de- 
gree nerer  before  attained,'  was,  by  his  parentage, 
of  English  descent,  but  probably  born  in  Ireland. 
It  is  known  that  his  father,  also  called  Jonathan, 
laving  married  a  Leicestershire  lady,  died  at  an 
early  age,  leaving  a  daughter,  and  a  posthumous  son. 
His  widow,  being  left  in  narrow  circumstances, 
was  invited  by  her  husband's  brother,  Godwin, 
who  resided  in  Dublin,  to  his  house ;  and  there,  it 
is  supposed,  Jonathan  was  bom,  on  November  30th, 
1667.  After  passing  some  lime  at  a  school  in  Kil- 
kenny, he  was  removed  to  Trinity  College,  Dublin, 
in  his  15tfa  year;  in  which  university  he  spent  seven 
years,  and  dien  obtained  with  diflSculty  the  degree 
of  badielor  of  arts,  conferred  tpeciali  gratia.  The 
circumstance  affords  sufficient  proof  of  the  misap- 
plication of  his  talents  to  mathematical  pursuits ; 
but  he  is  said  to  have  been  at  this  period  engaged 
right  hours  a  day  in  more  congenial  studies. 

So  proftise  are  the  materials  for  the  life  of  Svrift, 
that  it  has  become  almost  a  vain  attempt  to  give,  in 
a  moderate  compass,  the  events  by  wtiich  he  was 
distinguished  from  ordinary  mortals ;  and  it  will 
therefore  be  chiefly  in  his  character  of  a  poetical 
ocmipoaer  that  we  shall  now  consider  him.  He  was 
early  domesticated  with  the  celebrated  statesman. 
Sir  William  Temple,  who  now  lived  in  retirement 
at  Moor  Park ;  but  having  made  choice  of  the 
church  as  his  future  destination,  on  parting  in 
some  disagreement  from  Temple,  he  went  to  Ire- 
land, with  very  moderate  expectations,  and  took 
ofdcrs.  A  Tecondliation  with  his  patron  brought 
him  back  to  Moor  Park,  where  he  passed  his  time 
in  harmony  till  tlie  death  of  ^  William,  who  left 
him  a  legacy  and  liis  papers.  He  then  accepted 
an  inTitaticHi  from  the  Earl  of  Berkeley,  one  of  the 
Lords  Justices  of  Ireland,  to  accompany  him 
thither  as  chaplain  and  private  secretary ;  and  he 
continued  in  the  family  as  long  as  his  lordship  re- 
mained in  that  kingdom.  Here  Swift  began  to 
distiiiguiah  himself  by  an  incomparable  talent  of 
writing  humorous  verses  in  the  true  familiar  style, 
several  specimens  of  which  he  produced  for  tlie 
amusement  of  the  house.  After  Lord  Berkeley's 
r?tum  to  England,  Swift  went  to  reside  at  his 
living  at  Laracor,  in  the  diocese  of  Meath ;  and 
here  it  was  that  ambition  began  to  take  possession 
of  his  mind.  *  He  thought  it  proper  to  increase  his 
consequence  by  taking  the  degree  of  doctor  of 
divinity  in  an  English  university ;  and,  for  the  pur- 
pose c€  forming  connections,  he  paid  annual  visits 
to  that  country.  In  1701,  he  first  engaged  as  a 
political  writer ;  and,  in  1704,  he  published,  though 
anonymously,  his  celebrated  "  Tale  of  a  Tub,'* 
which,  while  it  placed  liim  high  as  a  writer  dis- 
Ui^piished  by  wit  and  humour  of  a  peculiar  caat, 


brought  him  under  the  heavy  imputation,  from 
which  he  was  never  able  entirely  to  free  himself,  of 
being  a  scoffer  against  revealed  religion. 

His  prospects  of  advancement  in  the  political 
career  were  abortive,  till  1710,  when  the  Tories 
came  into  power.  His  connection  with  this  party 
began  in  an  acquaintance  with  Harley,  afterwards 
Earl  of  Oxford,  who  introduced  him  to  secretary 
St.  John,  afterwards  Lord  Bolingbroke ;  and  he 
engaged  the  confidence  of  these  leaders  to  such  a 
degree,  that  he  was  admitted  to  thev  most  secret 
consultations.  In  all  his  transactions  with  them  he 
was  most  scrupulously  attentive  to  preserve  every 
appearance  of  being  on  an  equality,  and  to  repress 
every  thing  that  looked  like  slight  or  neglect  on 
their  parts ;  and  there  probably  is  not  another  ex- 
ample of  a  man  of  letters  who  has  held  his  head  so 
high  in  his  association  vrith  men  in  power.  This 
was  undoubtedly  owing  to  that  constitutional  pride 
and  unsubmitting  nature  which  governed  all  hi* 
actions. 

A  bishopric  in  England  was  the  object  at  which 
he  aimed,  and  a  vacancy  on  the  bench  occurring, 
he  was  recommended  by  his  friends  in  the  ministry 
to  the  Queen  ;  but  suspicions  of  his  fiuth,  and  other 
prejudices,  being  raised  against  him,  he  was  passed 
over ;  and  the  highest  preferment  which  his  patrons 
could  venture  to  bestow  upon  him  was  the  deanery 
of  St  Patrick's,  in  Dublin  ;  to  which  he  was  pre- 
sented in  1713,  and  in  which  he  continued  for  life. 
Tlie  death  of  the  Queen  put  an  end  to  all  contests 
among  the  Tory  ministers;  and  the  change  termi- 
nated Swift's  prospects,  and  condemned  him  to  an 
unwilling  residence  in  a  country  which  he  always 
disliked.  On  his  return  to  Dublin  his  temper  was 
severely  tried  by  the  triumph  of  the  Whigs,  who 
treated  him  with  great  indignity ;  but  in  length  of 
time,  by  a  proper  exercise  of  hu  clerical  office,  by 
reforms  introduced  into  the  chapter  of  St.  Patrick's^ 
and  by  liis  bold  and  able  exposures  of  the  abuses 
practised  in  the  government  of  Ireland,  lie  rose  to 
the  title  of  IThtg  oftfte  Mob  in  that  capitaL 

His  conduct  with  respect  to  the  female  sex  was 
not  less  unaccountable  than  singular,  and  certainly 
does  no  honour  to  his  memory.  Early  in  life  he 
attached  himself  to  his  celebrated  Stella,  whose  real 
name  was  Johnson,  the  daughter  of  Sir  William 
Temple's  steward.  Soon  after  his  settlement  at 
Laracor  he  invited  her  to  Ireland.  She  came,  ac- 
companied by  a  Mrs.  Dingley,  and  resided  near 
the  parsonage  when  he  was  at  home,  and  in  it  when 
he  was  absent ;  nor  were  they  ever  known  to  lodge 
in  the  same  house,  or  to  see  each  other  without  a 
vi-itness.  In  1716,  he  was  privately  married  to  her, 
but  the  parties  were  brought  no  nearer  than  before, 
and  the  act  was  attended  with  no  acknowledgment 
that  could  gratify  the  feelings  of  a  woman  who 
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had  so  long  devotod  herself  to  him.  About  the 
year  1712,  he  became  acguainteH,  in  London,  with 
Miss  Esther  Vaohomrigh,  a  young  lady  of  fortune, 
with  a  taste  for  literature,  wUch  Swift  was  fond  of 
cultiTating.  To  her  he  wrote  the  longest  and  most 
finished  of  his  poems,  entitled  Cadenus  and 
Vanessa;  and  her  attachment  acquired  so  much 
strength,  that  she  made  him  the  c^er  of  her  hand. 
Even  after  his  marriage  to  Stella,  Swift  kept 
Miss  Vanhomrigh  in  ignorance  of  this  connection; 
but  a  report  of  it  having  at  length  reached  her,  she 
took  the  step  of  writing  a  note  to  Stella,  requesting 
to  know  if  the  marriage  were  real.  Stella  assured 
her  of  the  affirmative  in  her  answer,  which  she 
enclosed  to  Swift,  and  went  into  the  country  without 
seeing  him.  Swift  went  immediately  to  Uie  house 
of  Miss  Vanhomrigh,  threw  Stella's  letter  on  the 
table,  and  deported,  without  speaking  a  word.  She 
never  recovered  the  shock,  and  died  in  1723. 
Stella,  with  her  health  entirely  ruined,  languished 
on  till  1728,  when  she  expired.  Sudi  was  the 
fiUe  which  jie  prepared  for  both. 

Of  the  poems  of  Swift,  some  of  the  most  striking 
were  composed  in  mature  life,  after  his  attainment 
of  his  deanery  of  Sl  Patrick  ;  and  it  will  be  ad- 
mitted that  no  one  ever  gave  a  more  perfect  ex- 
ample of  the  easy  familiarity  attainable  in  the 
English  language.  His  readiness  in  riiyme  is 
truly  astonishing  ;  the  most  uncommon  associations 
of  sounds  coming  to  him  as  it  were  qx>ntaneously, 
in  words  seemingly  the  best  adapted  to  the  occasion. 
That  he  was  cafMble  of  high  polish  and  elegance, 
of  his  works    sufficiently  prove;  but    the 


humorous  and  sarcastic  was  hb  hobilnsl 
which  he  fiequently  indulged  beyond  the  booadi  of 
decorum;  a  drcumstancc  which  renders  the  task  of 
selection  from  his  works  somewhat  perplexing.  Id 
wit,  bodi  in  verse  and  prose,  •  he  studs  foronost  b 
grave  irony,  maintained  vritfa  the  most  plausible  sir 
of  serious  simplicity,  and  supported  by  grest 
minuteness  of  detail  His  "  Gulliver's  Travels'* 
are  a  remarkable  exemplification  of  his  powen  in 
this  kind,  which  have  rendered  the  work  wonder, 
ftilly  amusing,  even  to  childish  readers,  whibt  die 
keen  satire  with  which  it  abounds  may  grstify  die 
most  splenetic  misanthrc^ist.  In  gencnl,  bow. 
ever,  his  style  in  prose,  though  held  up  as  a  model 
of  clearness,  purity,  and  sbnpUcity,  has  only  the 
merit  of  expressing  the  author's  meanii^  with  per* 
feet  precision. 

Late  in  life.  Swift  feU  under  the  firte  which  he 
dreaded:  the  faculties  of  his  mind  decayed  before 
those  of  his  body,  and  he  gradually  settled  into  j^ 
solute  idiocy.  A  total  silence  for  some  mootlK 
preceded  his  decease,  which  took  pUoe  in  October, 
1744,  when  he  was  in  his  78th  year.  He  was  in- 
terred in  St  PMrick's  cathedral,  under  a  mono, 
ment,  for  which  he  wrote  a  Latin  epitaph,  in  wbicb 
one  clause  most  energetically  displays  the  state  of 
his  feelings:  —  **  Ubi  saeva  indignatio  ulterius  cor 
lacerare  nequit."  He  bequeathed  the  greatest  part 
of  his  prapeity  to  an  hospital  for  lunatics  sad 
idiots^ 

To  show,  by  one  satiric  touch. 
Mo  nation  wanted  it  so  much. 


CADENUS   AND  VANESSA.  • 

WaiTTEN   ATWINnSOB,  17 IS. 

1  HE  shepherds  and  the  nymphs  were  seen 
Pleading  before  the  Cyprian  queen. 
The  counsel  for  the  fair  began. 
Accusing  the  false  creature  maiu 
The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  charg'd. 
On  which  the  pleader  much  enlarg'd ; 
Hiat  Cupid  now  has  lost  his  art, 
Or  blunts  the  point  of  every  dart ;  — 
His  altar  now  no  longer  smokes. 
His  mother's  aid  no  youth  invokes : 
This  tempts  freethinkers  to  refine, 
And  bring  in  doubt  their  powers  divine; 
Now  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue. 
And  marriage  grown  a  money-league^ 
IVhich  crimes  aforesaid  (imM  her  leave] 
Were  (oi  he  humbfy  did  conceive) 

*  Foundedonanoflfb'of  marriage  made  by  Mils 
Vanhomrigh  to  Dr.  Swift,  who  waa  occasionally  her 
^meqptor.  Hm  lady's  unhappy  ttory  is  weU  known. 


Against  our  sovereign  lady's  peooe^ 
Against  the  statute  in  that  cose. 
Against  her  dignity  and  crown : 
Then  pray'd  an  answer,  and  sat  down. 

The  nymphs  with  scorn  bdield  their  foci: 
When  the  defendant*s  counsel  rose, 
And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lack'd. 
With  impudence  own'd  all  the  fiict; 
But,  what  the  gentlest  heart  would  vex. 
Laid  all  the  fault  on  t'  other  sex. 
Tliat  modem  love  is  no  such  thing 
As  what  those  ancient  poets  sing ; 
A  fire  celestial,  chaste,  refin'd, 
Conceiv'd  and  kindled  in  the  mind ; 
Which,  having  found  an  equal  flame. 
Unites,  and  kwth  become  the  samc^ 
In  different  breasts  together  bum, 
Togedier  both  to  ashes  turn. 
But  women  now  feel  no  such  fiire, 
And  only  know  the  gross  desire. 
Their  passions  move  in  lower  sphekcs^ 
Where'er  caprice  or  folly  steen. 
^  dog,  a  parrot,  or  an  ape. 
Or  some  worse  brute  in  human  sbopOb 
Ingroos  the  &ncies  of  the  fair, 
''^  few  soft  moments  dicy  can  sparer 
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lYom  natts  to  raeeive  and  pay ; 
ftam  scandal,  politics  and  play ; 
Vram  fiuia»  and  flounces,  and  brocades, 
Vtam  equipage  and  park.parades, 
Vtom  all  the  thousand  female  toys, 
From  ererj  trifle  that  taaploya 
Tike  out  or  inside  of  their  hnds. 
Between  their  toilets  and  their  beds. 

In  a  dull  stream,  which  moring  slow, 
You  hardly  see  the  current  flow ; 
If  a  small  breese  obstruct  the  course, 
It  whirls  about,  for  want  of  force. 
And  in  its  narrow  circle  gathers 
Nothing  but  chaff,  and  straws,  and  feathers. 
The  cummt  of  a  female  mind 
Stops  thus,  and  turns  with  every  wind ; 
Tlius  whirling  round  together  draws 
Fools,  fops,  and  rakes,  for  chaff  and  straws. 
Hence  we  conclude,  no  women's  hearts 
Are  won  by  yirtue,  wit,  and  parts : 
Nor  are  the  men  of  sense  to  blame. 
For  breasts  incapable  of  tiMine ; 
Tbe  fault  must  on  the  nymphs  be  plac'd. 
Grown  so  corrupted  in  their  taste. 

Tbe  pleader,  having  spoke  hb  best, 
Had  witness  ready  to  attest. 
Who  fairly  could  on  oath  depose, 
"When  questions  on  the  fact  arose. 
That  every  article  was  true ; 
Norjurther  these  deponentM  knew :  — 
Tlwrefore  he  humbly  would  insist, 
Tbe  bill  might  be  with  costs  dismiss'd. 
Tbe  cause  appear*d  of  so  much  weight, 
That  Venus,  from  her  judgment-seat, 
Desir'd  them  not  to  talk  so  loud. 
Else  she  must  interpose  a  cloud : 
For,  if  the  heavenly  folk  should  know 
Tbese  pleadings  in  the  courts  belowt 
Tbat  mortals  here  disdain  to  love, 
Sbe  ne*er  could  show  her  face  above ; 
For  gods,  their  betters,  are  too  wise 
To  value  that  which  men  despise. 
**  And  then,*'  said  she,  "  my  son  and  I 
Must  stroll  in  air,  'twixt  land  and  sky ; 
Or  else,  shut  out  from  heaven  and  esrth, 
Fly  to  tbe  sea,  my  place  of  birth ; 
There  live,  with  daggled  mermaids  pent. 
And  keep  on  fish  perpetual  Lent.** 

But,  since  the  case  appear'd  so  nice. 
She  thought  it  best  to  take  advice. 
'    Tbe  Muses,  by  their  king*s  permission, 
Thou^  foes  to  love,  attend  the  session. 
And  on  the  right  hand  took  their  places 
In  ordei^;  on  tfie  left,  the  Graces : 
To  whom  she  might  her  doubts  propose 
On  all  emergencies  that  rose. 
Tbe  Muses  oft'  were  seen  to  frown ; 
Tbe  Graces  balf-asham'd  look  down ; 
And  'twas  observ'd  there  were  but  few 
Of  either  sex  among  the  crew, 
Whom  she  or  her  assessors  knew. 
Tbe  goddess  soon  began  to  see, 
Tbings  were  not  lipe  for  a  decree ; 
And  said  she  must  consult  her  books, 
Tbe  loeers*  Fletas,  Bractons,  Cokes. 
First  to  a  dapper  clerk  she  beckon*d. 
To  turn  to  Ovid,  book  the  second ; 
Sbe  then  referr'd  them  to  a  place 
In  Virgil  {vkk  Dido's  case ; ) 
As  lor  Tibullus*s  reports^ 
Tbcy  never  paas'd  fbr  law  in  courts : 


For  Cowley*8  briefs,  and  pleas  of  Waller, 
Still  their  authority  was  smaller. 

There  was  on  bodi  sides  much  to  say : 
She  *d  hear  the  cause  another  day. 
And  so  she  did ;  and  then  a  tfiird 
She  heard  it  ^  there,  she  kept  her  word: 
But,  with  rejoinders  or  replies. 
Long  bills,  and  answers  stuff  *d  with  lies. 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  easoign. 
The  parties  ne*er  could  issue  join : 
For  sixteen  years  the  cause  was  spun, 
And  then  stood  where  it  first  begun. 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  sing  or  say. 
What  Venus  meant  by  diis  delay. 
Tbe  goddess,  much  perplex  *d  in  mind 
To  see  her  empire  thus  declin'd, 
Wh^n  first  this  grand  debate  aros^ 
Above  her  wisdom  to  compose, 
Conceiv'd  a  project  in  her  head 
To  work  her  ends ;  which,  if  it  sped. 
Would  show  the  merits  of  the  cause 
Far  better  than  consulting  laws. 

In  a  glad  hour  Lucina's  aid 
Phxluc'd  on  Earth  a  wondrous  maid. 
On  whom  the  queen  of  love  was  bent 
To  try  a  new>  experiment 
She  threw  her  law-books  on  the  shelf^ 
And  thus  debated  with  herself. 

"  Since  men  allege,  they  ne*er  can  find 
Those  beauties  in  a  female  mind. 
Which  raise  a  flame  that  will  endure 
For  ever  uncomipt  and  pure ; 
If  'tis  with  reason  they  tomplain, 
This  infant  shall  restore  my  reign. 
I'll  search  where  ^ery  virtue  dwells, 
Fhjm  courts  inclusive  down  to  cells : 
What  preachers  talk,  or  sages  write ; 
Tbese  I  will  gather  and  unite. 
And  represent  them  to  mankind 
Collected  in  that  infant*s  mind.*' 

Tbis  said,  she  plucks  in  Heaven's  high  bowers 
A  9prig  of  amaranthine  flowers. 
In  nectar  thrice  infuses  bays. 
Three  times  refin'd  in  Titan's  rays ; 
Then  calls  the  Graces  to  her  aid. 
And  sprinkles  thrice  the  new-born  maid : 
From  whence  the  tender  skin  assumes 
A  sweetness  above  all  perfumes : 
From  whence  a  cleanliness  remains 
Incapable  of  outward  stains : 
From  whence  that  decency  of  mind, 
So  lovely  in  the  female  kind. 
Where  not  one  careless  thought  intrudes^ 
Less  modest  than  the  speech  of  prudes ; 
Where  never  blush  was  call'd  in  aid, 
Tbat  spurious  virtue  in  a  maid, 
A  virtue  but  at  second-hand ; 
^  They  blush  because  they  understand. 

Tbe  Graces  next  would  act  their  pai^ 
And  show'd  but  little  of  their  art ; 
Their  work  was  half  already  done. 
The  child  with  native  beauty  shone ; 
Tbe  outward  form  no  help  requir'd : 
Each,  breathing  on  her  thrice,  inspir'd 
That  gentle,  soft,  engaging  air. 
Which  in  old  times  adom'd  the  fiur : 
And  said,  "  Vanessa  be  the  name 
By  which  thou  shalt  be  known  to  fame ; 
Vanessa,  by  the  gods  inrall'd : 
Her  name  on  Earth  shall  not  be  tdd.** 
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But  still  the  work  was  not  complete ; 
When  Venus  thought  on  a  deceit,  * 

Drawn  by  her  doves,  away  she  flies^ 
And  finds  out  Pallas  in  the  skies. 
"  Dear  Pallas,  I  have  been  this  mom 
To  see  a  lovely  infant  bom ; 
A  boy  in  yonder  isle  below. 
So  like  my  own  without  his  bow. 
By  beauty  could  your  heart  be  won. 
You  *d  swear  it  is  Apollo's  son : 
But  it  sJball  ne*er  be  said  a  child 
So  hopeful  has  by  me  been  spoil*d ; 
I  have  enough  besides  to  spare. 
And  give  him  wholly  to  your  care.** 
Wisdom  *8  above  suspecting  wiles : 
The  queen  of  learning  gravely  smiles, 
Down  from  Olympus  comes  with  joy. 
Mistakes  Vanessa  for  a  boy ; 
Then  sows  within  her  tender  mind 
Seeds'  long  unknown  to  woman-kind; 
For  manly  bosoms  chiefly  fit. 
The  seeds  of  knowledge,  judgment,  wit 
Her  soul  was  suddenly  endued 
With'  justice,  truth,  and  fortitude ; 
With  honour,  which  no  breath  can  stain, 
AVhich  malice  must  attack  in  vain ; 
With  open  heart  and  bounteous  hand. 
But  Pallas  here  was  at  a  stand ; 
She  knew,  in  our  d^enerate  days, 
Bare  virtue  could  not  live  on  praise ; 
That  meat  must  be  with  money  bought : 
She  tiierefore,  upon  second  thought, 
Infus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  stealth. 
Some  snudl  regard  for  state  and  wealth ; 
Of  which,  as  ^  grew  up,  there  staid 
A  tincture  in  the  prudent  maid : 
She  manag*d  \^  estate  with  care. 
Yet  lik*d  three  footmen  to  her  chair. 
But  lest  he  should  neglect  his  studies 
liike  a  young  heir,  the  thrif^  goddess 
(For  fear  young  master  should  be  spoil'd) 
Would  use  him  like  a  younger  dbild ; 
And,  after  long  computing,  found 
'Twould  come  to  just  five  thousand  pound. 

The  queen  of  love  was  pleas*d,  and  proud, 
To  see  Vanessa  thus  endow'd : 
She  doubted  not  but  such  a  dame 
Through  every  breast  would  dart  a  flame ; 
That  every  rich  and  lordly  swain 
With  pride  would  drag  about  her  chain  ; 
That  scholars  would  forsake  their  boc^ 
To  study  bright  Vanessa's  looks ; 
As  she  advanc*d,  that  woman-kind 
Would  by  her  model  form  tlidr  mind, 
And  all  their  conduct  would  be  tzy'd 
By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide ; 
Offending  daughters  oft*  would  hear 
Vanessa's  praise  rung  in  their  ear : 
Miss  Betty,  when  she  does  a  faul^ 
Lets  fall  her  knife,  or  spills  the  salt. 
Will  thus  be  by  her  mother  chid, 
•<  'Us  what  Vanessa  never  did !" 
**  Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  swains  ador'd, 
My  power  shall  be  again  restor'd. 
And  happy  lovers  bless  my  reign  —  " 
So  Venus  hop'd,  but  hop'd  in  vain. 

For  when  in  time  the  martia]  nudd 
Found  out  the  trick  that  Venus  play'd. 
She  shakes  her  helm,  she  knits  ber  brows. 
And,  fir'd  with  indignation,  vows, 


To-monaw,  ere  the  secttngwii. 
She  'd  all  undo  that  she  had  done. 

But  in  the  poets  we  may  find 
A  wholesome  law,  time  out  of  mind. 
Had  been  confirm'd  by  fate's  decree, 
Hiat  gods,  of  whatso'er  degree^ 
Resume  not  what  themsdves  have  given^ 
Or  any  brother-god  in  Heaven ; 
Which  keeps  the  peace  among  die  goda, 
Or  they  must  always  be  at  odds ; 
And  I^las,  if  she  broke  the  laws. 
Must  yield  her  foe  the  stranger  cane ; 
A  shame  to  one  so  mudi  ador'd 
For  wisdom  at  Jove's  council-board. 
Besides,  she  fear'd  the  queen  of  love 
Would  meet  with  better  friends  above. 
And  though  die  must  vritfa  grief  reflect^ 
To  see  a  mortal  virgin  deck'd 
With  graces  hitherto  unknown 
To  female  breasts,  except  her  own ; 
Yet  she  would  act  as  best  became 
A  goddess  of  unspotted  fame. 
She  knew,  by  augury  divine, 
Venus  would  fail  in  her  design  : 
She  study'd  well  the  point,  and  found 
Her  foe's  conclusions  w^e  not  souni^ 
F^xim  premises  erroneous  brought ; 
And  therefore  the  deductiori  's  noii^ltf. 
And  must  have  contrary  eflbcts 
To  wliat  her  treacherous  foe  ezpecta. 

In  proper  season  F^las  mccta 
The  queen  of  love,  whom  thus  she  greets: 
(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told. 
Can  in  celestial  language  scold :) 
*'  Perfidious  goddess !  but  in  vain 
You  form'd  £is  project  in  your  fafain; 
A  project  for  thy  talents  fit. 
With  much  deceit  and  little  wit. 
Thou  luMt,  as  thou  shalt  quickly  ttet, 
Deceiv'd  Uiyself,  instead  of  me : 
For  how  can  heavenly  wisdom  prove 
An  instrument  to  earthly  love  ? 
Know'st  diou  not  yet,  diat  men  commence 
Thy  votaries,  for  want  of  sense? 
Nor  shall  Vanessa  be  the  theme 
To  manage  thy  abortive  scheme : 
She  *ll  prove  the  greatest  of  thy  foes  s 
And  yet  I  scom  to  interpose. 
But,  using  neither  skill  nor  force. 
Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  coune." 

The  goddess  thus  pronounc'd  ber  doom; 
When  lo !  Vanessa  in  her  bloom 
Advanc'd,  like  Atalanta's  star, 
But  rarely  seen,  and  seen  from  fiu*: 
In  a  new  world  with  caution  st6pt, 
Watch'd  all  the  company  she  kept. 
Well  knowing,  from  the  books  she  read, 
What  dangerous  paths  young  virgins  tieMi: 
Would  seldom  at  the  park  appear. 
Nor  saw  the  play-house  twice  a  year  ; 
Yet,  not  incurious,  was  inclin'd 
To  know  the  converse  of  mankind> 

First  issued  from  perfumers'  shopa, 
A  crowd  of  fashionable  fops : 
They  ask'd  her,  how  she  lik'd  the  play? 
Then  told  the  tattle  of  the  day ; 
A  duel  fought  last  night  at  two, 
About  a  lady  ^  you  know  who ; 
Mention'd  a  new  Italian  come 
Either  from  Muscovy  or  Rome ; 
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Gmve  faints  of  who  and  who's  together ; 
TlieQ  fell  a  talking  of  tlw  weather ; 
Xiait  night  was  so  extremely  fine, 
Hie  ladies  walk'd  tiU  after  nine ; 
TheDy  in  soft  voice  and  speech  absurd!. 
With  nonsense  every  second  word. 
With  fustian  from  exploded  plays, 
Tbey  celebrate  her  beauty's  prsise ; 
Run  o'er  their  canTof  stupid  lies, 
And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyes. 

V^th  sflent  scorn  Vanessa  sat, 
Scarce  listening  to  their  idle  chat ; 
Further  than  sometimes  by  a  frown, 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  dowa 
At  last  she  spitefully  was  bent 
To  try  their  wisdom's  ftiU  extent ; 
And  said  she  valued  nothing  less 
Than  titles,  figure,  shape,  and  dress ; 
That  merit  should  be  chiefly  plac'd 
In  judgment,  knowledge,  wit,  and  taste ; 
And  these,  she  ofier'd  to  dispute. 
Alone  disringiiish'd  num  from  brute : 
That  present  times  have  no  pretence 
To  ctrf  Me,  in  the  noble  sense 
By  Greeks  and  Romans  understood, 
To  perish  for  our  country's  good. 
She  nam'd  the  ancient  heroes  round, 
Explain'd  for  what  they  were  renown'd ; 
Then  spoke  with  censure  or  applause 
Of  foreign  customs,  rites,  and  laws ; 
Tfarou^  nature  and  through  art  she  rang'd, 
And  grsceftilly  her  subject  chang'd ; 
In  vain  !  her  hearers  had  no  share 
In  all  she  spoke,  except  to  stare. 
Tbdr  judgment  was,  upon  the  whole, 
— .«•  That  lady  is  the  dullest  soul !  —  " 
llien  tipt  their  forehead  in  a  jeer. 
As  who  should  say  —  «  She  wants  it  here  \ 
She  naay  be  handsome,  young,  and  rich, 
But  none  will  bum  her  for  a  witch  !" 

A  party  next  of  glittering  dames, 
From  round  the  purlieus  of  St.  James, 
Came  early,  out  of  pure  good-will, 
To  see  the  girl  in  dishabille. 
Their  cbuKnir,  'lighting  ftom  their  chain, 
Grew  louder  idl  the  way  up  stairs ; 
At  entrance  loudest,  where  they  found 
The  room  with  volumes  litter'd  round. 
Vanessa  held  Montaigne,  and  read. 
Whilst  Mrs.  Susan  comb'd  her  head. 
Hiey  called  for  tea  and  chocobte, 
And  Mi  into  their  usual  chat. 
Discoursing,  with  important  face, 
On  ribbons,  fans,  and  gloves,  and  lace; 
Sbow'd  patterns  just  from  India  brought. 
And  gravely  ask'd  her  what  she  thought, 
Whether  the  red  or  green  were  best. 
And  what  they  cost  ?     Vanessa  guess'd. 
As  came  into  her  fancy  first ; 
Nam'd  half  the  rates,  and  lik'd  the  worst 
To  scandal  next—  «  What  awkward  thing 
Was  that  last  Sunday  in  the  ring? 
I'm  sorry  Mopsa  breaks  so  fast ; 
I  said,  fact  face  would  never  last. 
Corinna,  with  that  youthftd  au*. 
Is  thirty,  and  a  bit  to  spare  : 
Her  fondness  for  a  certain  earl 
Began  when  I  was  but  a  girl  \ 
VtjfSSf  who  but  a  month  ago 
Was  iiMHrr7*d  to  the  Tunbridge-bcau, 
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I  saw  coquetting  t'  other  mght 
In  public  with  that  odious  knight !" 
They  nlly'd  next  Vanessa's  dress : 
**  Tluit  gown  was  WBde  for  old  queen  Bern. 
Dear  madam,  let  me  see  your  heui : 
Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 
A  petticoat  without  a  hoop ! 
Sure,  .you  are  not  asham'd  to  stoop ! 
With  handsome  garters  at  your  knees, 
No  matter  what  a  fellow  sees." 
FiU'd  with  disdain,  with  rage  inflam'd, 
Both  of  herself  and  sex  asham'd. 
Hie  nymph  stood  silent  out  of  spit^ 
Nor  would  vouchsafe  to  set  them  right. 
Away  the  fair  detractors  went, 
•  And  gave  by  turns  their  censures  venL 
She  's  not  so  handsome  in  my  eyes : 
For  wit,  I  wonder,  where  it  lies ! 
**  She  *s  fair  and  clean,  and  that 's  the  most : 
But  why  proclaim  her  for  a  toast  ? 
A  baby  fsice :  no  life,  no  airs. 
But  what  she  learn'd  at  country-fiurs : 
Scarce  knows  what  difference  is  between 
Rich  Flanders  lace  and  colberteen. 
I'll  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 
In  flounces  hath  a  better  fancy ! 
With  all  her  wit,  I  would  not  ask 
Her  judgment,  how  to  buy  a  mask. 
We  begg'd  her  but  to  patch  her  face, 
She  never  hit  one  proper  place ; 
Which  every  girl  at  five  years  old 
Can  do  as  soon  as  she  is  told. 
I  own,  that  out-of-fashion  stuff" 
Becomes  the  creature  well  enough. 
The  girl  might  pass,  if  we  could  get  her 
To  know  the  world  a  little  better." 
(To  know  the  world/  a  modem  phrase. 
For  visits,  ombre,  ImIIs,  and  plays.) 

Thus,  to  the  world's  perpetual  shame, 
llie  queen  of  beauty  lost  her  aim ; 
Too  late  with  grief  she  understood, 
Pallas  had  done  more  harm  than  good  ; 
For  great  examples  are  but  vain. 
Where  ignorance  begets  disdain. 
Both  sexes,  arm'd  with  guilt  and  spite» 
Against  Vanessa's  power  unite  : 
To  copy  her  few  nymphs  aspir'd ; 
Her  virtues  fewer  swains  adiiiir'd. 
So  stars  beyond  a  certain  height 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Yet  some  of  either  sex,  endow'd 
With  gifb  superior  to  the  crowd. 
With  virtue,  knowledge,  taste,  and  wit. 
She  condescended  to  admit : 
With  pleasing  arts  she  could  reduce 
Men's  talents  to  their  proper  use : 
And  with  address  each  genius  held 
To  that  wherein  it  most  excell'd ; 
Thus  making  others'  wisdom  known. 
Could  please  them,  and  improve  her  own. 
A  modest  yoiith  said  somediing  new; 
She  plac'd  it  in  the  strongest  view. 
All  humble  worth  she  strove  to  raise ; 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  praise. 
The  learned  met  with  free  approach. 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach : 
Some  clergy  too  she  would  allow. 
Nor  quarreU'd  at  their  awkward  bow; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus*  sake, 
A  gownman  of  a  different  make ; 
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Whom  Pdks,  bnce  Vanon'fttolor, 
Had  fix*d  on  for  her  ooadjutor. 

But  Cupid,  full  of  miaduef,  loogs 
To  yindicate  his  mother's  wrongs. 
On  Pallas  all  attempts  are  Tain : 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain ; 
Vows  on  Vanessa's  haul  to  take 
Due  vengeance,  for  her  patnm's  sake. 
Hiose  early  seeds  by  Venus  sown. 
In  spite  of  Pallas,  now  were  grown ; 
And  Cupid  bop*d  they  would  improve 
By  time,  and  ripen  into  love. 
The  boy  made  use  of  all  his  craft. 
In  vain  discharging  many  a  shaft. 
Pointed  at  colonels,  lords,  and  beaux : 
Cadenus  warded  off  the  blows ; 
For,  placing  sUll  some  book  betwix^ 
The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd. 
Or,  often  blunted  and  recoil'd. 
On  Plutarch's  Morals  struck,  were  spoil 'd. 

The  queen  of  wisdom  could  foresee. 
But  not  prevent  the  Fates*  decree : 
And  human  caution  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
Vanessa,  though  by  Pallas  taught, 
By  Love  invulnendile  thought, 
Seuvhing  in  books  for  wisdom's  aid 
Was,  in  the  very  seardi,  betray'd. 

Cupid,  thou^  all  his  darts  were  lost. 
Yet  still  resolv'd  to  spare  no  cost : 
He  could  not  answer  to  his  fame 
The  triumphs  of  that  stubborn  dame, 
A  nymph  so  hard  to  be  subdued, 
Who  neither  was  coquette  nor  prude. 
"  I  find,"  said  he, ."  she  wants  a  doctor 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  instruct  her : 
I'll  give  her  what  she  most  admires, 
Among  those  venerable  sires, 
Cadenus  is  a  subject  fit, 
Grown  old  in  poHtics  and  wit, 
Caress'd  by  ministers  of  state. 
Of  half  mankind  the  dread  and  hat& 
Whate'er  vexations  l<fve  attend. 
She  need  no  rivals  apprehend. 
Her  sex,  with  universal  voice, 
Must  laugh  at  her  capricious  cfainoe. 

Cadenus  many  things  had  writ : 
Vanessa  much  esteem'd  his  wit. 
And  call'd  for  his  poetic  worics : 
Meantime  the  boy  in  secret  lurks ; 
And,  whUe  the  book  was  in  her  hand, 
Tlie  urchin  from  his  private  stand 
Took  aim,  and  shot  with  all  his  strength 
A  dart  of  such  prodigious  length. 
It  pierc'd  the  feeble  volume  through, 
And  deep  transfix'd  her  bosom  too.* 
Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  rest. 
Stuck  to  the  point  tliat  pierc'd  her  breas^ 
And,  borne  directly  to  the  heart, 
With  pains  unknown,  increas'd  her  smart 

Vanessa,  not  in  years  a  score. 
Dreams  of  a  gown  of  forty-four ; 
Imaginary  channs  can  find 
In  eyes  with  reading  almost  blind  : 
Cadenus  now  no  more  appears 
Dedin'd  in  health,  advanc'd  in  years. 
She  iSuides  music  in  his  tongue ; 
No  fiuther  looks,  but  thinks  him  young. 
What  mariner  is  not  afraid 
To  venture  in  a  ship  decay'd  ? 
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Whtt  pknter  will  attempt  to  yoke 
A  sapling  with  a  ftlling  oak? 
As  years  increaae,  she  brighter  shines : 
Cadenus  vrith  eadi  day  decline : 
And  be  must  fall  a  prey  to  time. 
While  stie  continues  in  her  prime. 

Cadenus,  common  forms  apart. 
In  every  scene  had  kept  his  heart ; 
Had  sigh'd  and  languish'd,  vow'd  and  writ. 
For  pastime,  or  to  show  his  wit 
But  books,  and  dme,  and  state  affairs, 
Had  spoil'd  his  fashionable  airs : 
He  now  could  praise,  esteem,  approve, 
But  understood  not  what  was  love. 
His  conduct  might  have  made  him  styl'd 
A  fiither,  and  the  nymph  his  child. 
That  innocent  delight  he  took 
To  see  the  virgin  mind  her  book. 
Was  but  the  master's  secret  joy 
In  school  to  hear  the  finest  boy. 
Her  knowledge  with  her  fancy  grew  ; 
She  hourly  press'd  for  something  new  ; 
Ideas  came  into  her  mind 
So  fast,  his  lessons  lagg'd  bdiind ; 
She  reason'd,  without  plodding  lonj^ 
Nor  ever  gave  her  judgment  wrong. 
But  now  a  sudden  change  was  wixHight : 
She  minds  no  longer  what  he  taught. 
Cadenus  was  amaz'd  to  find 
Such  marks  of  a  distracted  mind : 
For,  though  she  secmM  to  listen  more 
To  all  he  spoke,  than  e'er  before. 
He  found  her  dioughts  would  absent  range, 
Yet  guess'd  not  whence  could  spring  the  diangt 
And  first  be  modestly  conjectures 
His  pupil  might  be  tir'd  with  lectures ; 
Whid)  help'd  to  mortify  his  pridc^ 
Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide : 
But,  in  a  mild  dejected  strain. 
At  last  be  ventur'd  to  complain  ; 
Said,  she  should  be  no  longer  teas'd. 
Might  have  her  freedom  when  she  pleas*d; 
Was  now  convinc'd  he  acted  wrong. 
To  hide  her  from  the  world  so  long. 
And  in  dull  studies  to  engage 
One  of  her  tender  sex  and  age ; 
That  6very  nymph  with  envy  ovm'd. 
How  she  might  shine  in  the  grand  numdtt 
And  every  shepherd  was  undone 
To  see  her  doister'd  like  a  nun. 
Tliis  was  a  visionary  scheme : 
He  wak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  drcan&; 
A  project  far  above  his  skill ; 
For  nature  must  be  nature  sdll. 
If  he  were  bolder  than  became 
A  scholar  to  a  courtly  dame. 
She  might  excuse  a  man  of  letters ; 
Thus  tuton  often  treat  their  betters: 
And,  since  his  talk  offensive  grew. 
He  came  to  take  his  last  adieu. 

Vanessa,  fill'd  with  just  disdain, 
Would  still  her  dignity  maintain. 
Instructed  from  her  early  years 
To  scorn  the  art  of  female  tear& 

Had  he  employ'd  his  tame  ab  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wrongs 
Yet  could  Budi  notions  entertain 
That  all  his  lectures  were  in  vain  ? 
She  own'd  tlie  vrandering  of  her  tfaougfats; 
But  he  must  answer  for  her  Aoltb 
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flbe  wril  rememberedy  to  her  cost, 
That  all  his  lessons  were  not  lost 
TWo  maxims  the  could  still  produce, 
And  sad  experience  taught  their  use ; 
Tliat  virtue,  pleas'd  by  being  shown. 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own ; 
Can  make  us  without  fear  disclose 
Our  inmost  secrets  to  our  foes : 
Hiat  common  forms  were  not  design'd 
Directors  to  a  noble  mind. 
**  Now/*  said  the  nymph,  « to  let  you 
My  actions  with  your  rules  agree ; 
That  I  can  vulgar  forms  despise, 
And  have  no  secrets  to  disguise : 
I  knew,  by  what  you  said  and  writ. 
How  dangerous  things  were  men  of  wit ; 
You  caation*d  me  against  their  charms, 
But  never  gave  me  equal  arms ; 
Your  lessons  found  the  weakest  part, 
Aim*d  at  the  head,  but  reach*d  the  heart" 

Cadenus  felt  within  him  rise 
Shame,  disappointment,  guilt,  surprise. 
He  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 
Such  language  widi  lier  usual  style : 
And  yet  her  words  were  so  express'd, 
He  could  not  hope 'she  spoke  in  jest. 
His  thoughts  had  wholly  been  confin'd 
To  form  and  cultivate  her  mind. 
He  hardly  knew,  till  he  was  told. 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old ; 
Had  met  her  in  a  public  place, 
Without  distinguishing  her  face : 
Much  less  could  his  declining  age 
Vanessa's  earliest  thoughts  engage ; 
And,  if  her  youth  indifference  met, 
Hn  person  must  contempt  beget: 
Or,  grant  her  passion  be  sincere. 
How  shall  his  innocence  be  clear? 
Appearances  were  all  so  strong, 
The  world  must  think  lum  in  the  wrong ; 
Would  say,  he  made  a  treacherous  use 
Of  wit,  to  flatter  and  seduce : 
The  town  would  swear,  he  had  betray'd 
By  magic  spells  the  harmless  maid : 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jokes. 
That  scholars  were  like  other  folks ; 
And,  when  PUtonic  flights  were  over, 
Hie  tutor  tum*d  a  mortal  lover ! 
So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair ! 
It  sbow*d  a  true  paternal  care  — 
Five  thousand  guineas  in  her  purse ! 
The  doctor  might  have  fancied  worse.  — - 

Hardly  at  length  he  silence  broke. 
And  fiiulter'd  every  word  he  spoke ; 
Interpreting  her  complaisance. 
Just  as  a  man  tans  consfyuence* 
She  milled  well,  he  always  knew : 
Her  manner  now  was  something  new ; 
And  iHiat  she  q)oke  was  in  an  air 
As  serious  as  a  tragic  player. 
But  those  who  aim  at  ridicule 
Should  fix  upon  some  certain  rule. 
Which  fairly  hints  they  are  in  jest. 
Else  he  must  enter  his  protest : 
For,  let  a  man  be  ne'er  so  wise. 
He  may  be  caught  with  sober  lies ; 
A  science  which  he  never  taught. 
And,  to  be  free,  was  dearly  bought ; 
For,  take  it  in  its  proper  light, 
*Tb  just  what  ooxcombs  cidl  a  bi/e. 


But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute^ 
Vanessa  finish'd  the  dispute. 
Brought  weighty  aiguments  to  prove 
lliat  reason  was  her  guide  in  love. 
She  thought  he  had  himself  describ'd 
His  doctrines  when  she  first  imbib'd : 
What  he  had  planted  now  was  grown  ; 
His  virtues  she  might  call  her  own ; 
As  he  approves,  as  he  dislikes. 
Love  or  contempt  her  fancy  strikes. 
Self-love,  in  nature  rooted  fiist. 
Attends  us  first,  and  leaves  us  last: 
Why  she  likes  him,  admire  not  at  her; 
She  loves  herself,  and  that 's  the  matter. 
How  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praise 
The  geniuses  of  ancient  days ! 
(Those  authors  he  so  oft  had  nam'd. 
For  learning,  wit,  and  wisdom  fam*d,) 
Was  struck  with  love,  esteem,  and  awe^ 
For  persons  whom  he  never  saw. 
Suppose  Cadenus  flourished  then. 
He  must  adore  such  godlike  men. 
If  one  short  volume  could  comprise 
All  that  was  witty,  leam'd,  and  wise^ 
How  would  it  be  esteem*d  and  read. 
Although  the  writer  long  were  dead  I 
If  such  an  author  were  alive, 
How  all  would  for  his  friendship  strive^ 
And  come  in  crowds  to  see  his  face ! 
And  this  she  takes  to  be  her  case. 
Cadenus  answers  every  end, 
Hie  book,  the  author,  and  die  friend ; 
The  utmost  her  desires  will  reach. 
Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach : 
His  converse  is  a  system  fit 
Alone  to  fill  up  all  her  wit; 
While  every  passion  of  her  mind 
In  him  is  center'd  and  confin'd. 

Love  can  with  speech  inspire  a  mut% 
And  taught  Vanessa  to  dispute. 
This  topic,  never  touch'd  before, 
Display'd  her  eloquence  the  more: 
Her  knowledge,  with  such  pains  aoquir'^ 
By  this  new  passion  grew  inspir'd ; 
Through  this  she  made  all  objects  paas, 
Which  gave  a  tincture  o'er  the  mass ; 
As  rivers,  though  they  bend  and  twinc^ 
Sdll  to  the  sea  their  course  incline; 
Or,  as  philosophers,  who  find 
Some  favourite  system  to  their  mind. 
In  every  point  to  make  it  fit, 
Will  force  all  nature  to  submit 

Cadenus,  who  could  ne'er  suspect 
His  lessons  would  have  such  eflTcct, 
Or  be  so  artfully  apply'd. 
Insensibly  came  on  her  sid& 
It  was  an  unforeseen  event ; 
Things  took  a  turn  he  never  meant 
Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  piiie^ 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes : 
Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taught 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought 
When  Miss  delights  in  her  spinnet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortune  get ; 
A  blockhead,  with  melodious  voice, 
In  boarding-sdxwls  may  have  his  choice; 
And  oft'  the  dancing-master's  art 
Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart 
In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight, 
The  pedant  gets  a  mistress  by  't 
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Cadanus,  to  his  grief  and  shame. 
Could  scarce  oppose  Vanessa's  flame ; 
Andy  though  her  arguments  were  strong, 
At  least  could  hardly  wish  them  wrong. 
Howe'er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell. 
But  sure  she  nerer  talk'd  so  well. 
His  pride  began  to  interpose ; 
F^err*d  before  a  crowd  of  beaux ! 
So  bright  a  nymph  to  c<nne  unsought ! 
Such  wonder  by  his  merit  wrought ! 
'Tis  merit  must  with  her  prevail ! 
He  never  knew  her  judgment  fail ! 
She  noted  all  she  ever  reul ! 
And  had  a  most  discerning  head ! 

"Hs  an  old  maxim  in  the  schools, 
That  flattery  's  the  food  of  fools, 
Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit 
Will  condescend  to  take  a  bit. 

So,  when  Cadenus  could  not  hide, 
He  diose  to  justify,  his  pride ; 
Construing  ^e  passion  she  had  shown. 
Much  to  her  praise,  more  to  his  own. 
Nature  in  him  had  merit  plac*d. 
In  her  a  most  judicious  taste. 
Love,  hitherto  a  transient  guest, 
Ne*er  held  possession  of  lus  breast ; 
So  long  attending  at  the  gate, 
Disdain'd  to  enter  in  so  late. 
Ijone  why  do  we  one  passion  call. 
When  *tis  a  compound  of  them  all? 
Where  hot  and  cold,  where  sharp  and  sweet. 
In  all  their  equipages  meet; 
Where  pleasures  mix'd  with  pains  appear, 
Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear  ; 
Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 
Foriiid  Cadenus  to  engage. 
'  But  friendship,  in  its  greatest  height, 
A  constant,  rational  delight, 
On  virtue's  basis  fix'd  to  last. 
When  love  allurements  long  are  past, 
Which  gently  warms,  but  cannot  bum. 
He  gladly  offers  in  return  ; 
His  want  of  passion  will  redeem 
With  gratitude,  respect,  esteem ; 
With  that  devotion  we  bestow. 
When  goddesses  appear  below. 

While  thus  Cadenus  entertains 
Vanessa  in  exalted  strains. 
The  nymph  in  sober  words  entreats 
A  truce  with  all  sublime  conceits  -. 
For  why  such  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies, 
To  her  who  durst  not  read  romances  ? 
In  lofty  style  to  make  replies, 
Which  he  had  taught  her  to  despise? 
But  when  her  tutor  will  affect 
Devotion,  duty,  and  respect. 
He  fairly  abdicates  the  tlirone ; 
Tlie  government  is  now  her  own ; 
He  has  a  forfeiture  incurr*d ; 
She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word. 
And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  strange. 
If  both  should  now  their  stations  change. 
The  nymph  will  liave  her  turn  to  be 
The  tutor ;  and  the  pupil,  he : 
Though  she  already  can  discern 
Her  scholar  is  not  apt  to  learn ; 
Or  wants  capacity  to  rau:h 
Tlie  science  she  designs  to  teach : 
Wherein  his  genius  was  below 
The  skill  of  every  common  beau, 


Who,  though  he  cannot  spell,  is 
Enough  to  read  a  lady's  eyes, 
And  will  each  accidental  glance 
Interpret  for  a  kind  advance. 

But  w^  success  Vaneasa  me^ 
Is  to  the  world  a  secret  yec 
Whether  the  nymph,  to  please  her  swaio^ 
Talks  in  a  high  romantic  strain ; 
Or  whether  he  at  last  descends 
To  act  with  less  seraphic  ends ; 
Or,  to  compound  the  business,  whether 
They  temper  love  and  books  together ; 
Must  never  to  mankind  be  told. 
Nor  shall  the  conscious  Muse  unfold. 

Meantime  the  mournful  queen  of  lovs 
Led  but  a  weary  life  above. 
She  ventures  now  to  leave  the  skies. 
Grown  by  Vanessa's  conduct  wise ; 
For,  though  by  one  perverse  event 
t  Pallas  had  cross'd  her  first  intent ; 
Though  her  design  was  not  obtain 'd, 
Ye(  had  she  much  experience  gain'd  ; 
And  by  the  project  vainly  tiy'd. 
Could  better  now  the  cause  decide. 
She  gave  due  notice,  that  both  parties. 
Coram,  re^na,  pnuf  die  MartU, 
Should  at  their  peril,  without  fail. 
Come  and  appear,  and  save  their  bail. 
All  met ;  and,  silence  thrice  proclaim'd. 
Ope  lawyer  to  each  side  was  nam'd. 
lie  judge  uiscover'd  in  her  face 
Resentments  for  her  late  disgrace  ; 
And,  full  of  anger,  shame,  and  griei^ 
Directed  them  to  mind  their  brief. 
Nor  spjend  their  time  to  show  their  reading  j 
She'd  have  a  summary  proceeding. 
She  gather'd  under  every  head 
Tlie  sum  isX  what  each  lawyer  said. 
Gave  her  own  reasons  last,  and  then 
Decreed  the  cause  against  the  v%en>, 

But,  in  a  weighty  case  like  this, 
To  show  she  did  not  judge  amiss. 
Which  evil  tongues  might  else  report 
She  made  a  speech  in  open  court. 
Wherein  she  grievously  complains, 
*'  How  she  was  cheated  by  the  swaina : 
On  whose  petition  (humbly  showing. 
That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooing. 
And  that,  unless  tlie  sex  would  mend. 
Hie  race  of  lovers  soon  must  end)  — 
She  was  at  Lord  knows  what  expeiue 
To  form  a  nymph  of  wit  and  sense, 
A  model  for  her  sex  design'd. 
Who  never  could  one  lover  find. 
She  saw  her  fiivour  was  misplac'd  ; 
The  fellows  had  a  wretched  taste ; 
She  needs  must  tell  them  to  their  lacc^ 
lliey  were  a  stupid,  senseless  race  ; 
And,  were  she  to  begin  again. 
She  'd  study  to  reform  tlie  men: 
Or  add  some  grains  of  folly  more 
To  tootnen^  than  they  had  before. 
To  put  them  on  an  equal  foot ; 
And  this,  or  nothing  else  would  do  *t 
Thia  might  their  mutual  fancy  strike, 
Since  every  being  loves  its  like, 

*'  But  now,  repenting  what  was  done, 
She  left  aU  business  to  her  son  ; 
She  puts  the  world  in  liis  possession. 
And  the  him  use  it  at  discretion." 
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Tlie  cryer  was  ordcr'd  to  dismisB 
The  court,  so  made  his  hat  0  yet ! 
The  goddeas  would  no  longer  wait ; 
But,  rising  from  her  chair  of  stat^ 
Left  all  below  at  six  and  seven, 
Hameas'd  her  doves,  and  flew  to  HeavAi. 


STELLA'S  BIRTH.DAY.     172a 

All  travellers  at  first  inch'ne 

Where'er  they  we  the  fairest  sign ; 

And,  if  they  find  the  chambers  neat, 

And  like  the  Hquor  and  the  meat, 

Will  call  again  and  recommend 

The  Angel-inn  to  every  fiiend. 

What  though  the  painting  grows  decay'd, 

Tbe  house  will  never  lose  its  trade  : 

Kay,  though  the  treacherous  tapster  Thomas 

Hangs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us, 

As  fine  as  daubers'  hands  can  make  it. 

In  hopes  that  strangers  may  mistake  it. 

We  think  it  both  a  shame  and  sin 

To  quit  the  true  old  AngeUinn. 

Now  this  is  Stelk's  case  in  fact. 
An  ofi^s  face  a  little  crack'd : 
(Could  poets  or  could  painters  fix 
IIow  ofiigdlf  look  at  thirty-six :) 
TUs  drew  us  in  at  first  to  find 
In  such  a  form  an  ange^%  mind ; 
And  cvery*virtue  now  supplies 
The  Minting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  levee  crowding  swains, 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 
l¥ith  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  sense ; 
And  puts  than  but  to  small  expense ; 
Their  mind  so  plentifully  fills. 
And  Inakes  sudi  reasonable  bills. 
So  little  gets  for  what  she  gives. 
We  really  wonder  how  she  lives ! 
And,  had  her  stock  been  less,  no  doubt 
She  must  have  long  ago  run  out. 

Then  who  can  think  we'll  quit  the  place, 
When  Doll  hangs  out  a  newer  fiice? 
Or  stop  and  light  at  Chloe's  head. 
With  scraps  aiKl  leavings  to  be  fed  ? 

Hien,  Chloe,  still  go  on  to  prate 
Of  thirty-cix  and  thirty-eight ; 
Pursue  your  trade  of  scandaUpicking, 
Tour  idhts  that  Stella  is  no  chdcken ; 
Tour  inuendos,  when  you  tell  us, 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  fellows : 
And  let  me  warn  you  to  believe 
A  tmtli,  for  which  your  soul  should  grieve ; 
That,  should  you  live  to  see  the  day 
When  Stella's  locks  must  all  be  grey. 
When  age  must  print  a  furrow'd  trace 
On  every  feature  of  her  free ; 
Thooffh  ylDU,  and  all  your  senseless  tribe, 
Couldart,  or  time^  or  nature  bribe^ 
To  make  you  look  like  beauty's  queen, 
AndiioUl  for  ever  at  fifteen ; 
Mo  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind 
The  cracks  and  wiinklct  of  your  mind : 
All  men  of  senae  will  pais  your  door, 
And"  crowd  to  SleUa't  at  foancaia 
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Sia, 

It  was  a  most  unfriendly  part 
In  you,  who  ought  to  know  my  heart. 
Are  well  acquainted  with  my  zeal 
For  all  the  female  commonweal  — - 
How  could  it  come  into  your  mind 
To  pitch  on  me  of  all  mankind, 
Against  the  sex  to  write  a  satire. 
And  brand  me  for  a  woman-hater? 
On  me,  who  think  them  all  so  fair. 
They  rival  Venus  to  a  hair ; 
Their  virtues  never  ceas'd  to  sing. 
Since  first  I  leam'd  to  tune  a  string  ? 
Methinks  I  hear  the  ladies  cry, 
WUl  he  his  character  belie  ? 
Must  never  our  misfortunes  end  ? 
And  have  we  lost  our  only  friend  ? 
Ah,  lovely  nymphs,  remove  your  fears. 
No  more  let  fall  those  precious  tears. 
Sooner  shall,  &c. 

[^Here  are  teveral  verses  omitted^^ 
The  hound  be  hunted  by  the  hare. 
Than  I  turn  rebel  to  the  fair. 

'Twas  you  engag'd  me  first  to  writer 
Then  gave  the  subject  out  of  spite : 
The  Journal  of  a  modem  dame 
Is  by  my  promise  what  you  claim. 
My  word  is  past,  I  must  submit; 
And  yet,  perhaps,  you  may  be  bit. 
I  but  transcribe ;  for  not  a  line 
Of  all  the  satire  shall  be  mine. 
Compell'd  by  you  to  tag  in  rhymes 
The  common  sUnders  of  the  times. 
Of  modem  times,  the  guilt  is  yours» 
And  me  my  innocence  secures. 
Unwilling  Muse,  begin  thy  lay. 
The  annals  of  a  female  day. 

By  nature  tum'd  to  play  the  rake  well, 
(As  we  shall  show  you  in  the  sequel,} 
The  modem  dame  is  wak'd  by  noon, 
(Some  authors  say,  not  quite  so  soon,) 
Because,  though  sore  against  her  will, 
She  sate  all  night  up  at  quadrille. 
She  stretches,  gapes,  unglues  her  eyes, 
And  asks,  if  it  be  time  to  rise : 
Of  head-ache  and  the  spleen  complains ; 
And  then,  to  cool  her  heated  brains, 
Her  night-gown  and  her  slippers  brought  her. 
Takes  a  large  dram  of  citron-water. 
Then  to  her  glass ;  and,  **  Betty,  pny 
Don't  I  look  frightfully  to-day  ? 
But  was  it  not  confounded  hard  ? 
Well,  if  I  ever  touch  a  card ! 
Four  miOttadores,  and  lose  codiUe  ! 
Depend  upon  't,  I  never  will. 
But  mn  to  Tom,  and  bid  him  fix 
The  ladies  here  to-ni^t  by  six." 
«  Madam,  the  goldsmith  waits  below ; 
He  says^  '  His  business  is  to  know 
If  you  *11  redeem  the  silver  cup 
He  keeps  in  pawn  ?' "— *<  First,  show  him  up." 
**  Your  dressing-plate  he  '11  be  content 
To  tike*  for  intenrt  cml.  jw  coa. 
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And,  madam,  there  's  my  lady  Spade^ 
Hath  sent  this  letter  by  her  maid.*' 
*•  Well,  I  remember  what  she  won ; 
And  hath  she  sent  so  soon  to  dun  ? 
Here,  carry  down  those  ten  pistoles 
My  husband  left  to  pay  for  coals : 
I  thank  my  stars,  they  all  are  light ; 
And  I  may  have  revenge  to-night." 
Now,  loitering  o*er  her  tea  and  cream, 
She  enters  on  her  usual  theme ; 
Her  last  night's  ill  success  repeats, 
Calls  lady  Spade  a  hundred  cheats*. 
*'  She  slipt  spadUlo  in  her  breast, 
Hien  thou(^t  to  turn  it  to  a  jest : 
There  's  Mrs.  Cut  and  she  combine. 
And  to  each  other  give  the  sigh.*' 
Through  every  game  pursues  her  talc^ 
Like  hunten  o'er  their  evening  ale. 
Now  to  another  scene' give  place : 
Enter  the  folks  with  silks  and  hice : 
Fresh  matter  for  a  world  of  chat, 
Right  Indian  this,  right  Mechlin  that*. 
"  Observe  this  pattern ;  there  's  a  stuff; 
I  can  have  customers  enough. 
Dear  madam,  you  are  grown  so  hard  -« 
This  lace  is  worth  twelve  pounds  a  yard : 
Madam,  if  there  be  truth  in  man, 
I  never  sold  so  cheap  a  fan." 
Hiis  business  of  importance  o'er, 
And  madam  almost  dress'd  by  four ; 
The  footman,  in  his  usual  phrase, 
Comes  up  with,  **  Madam,  dinner  stays.** 
She  answers  in  her  usual  style, 
<*  The  cook  must  keep  it  back  awhile : 
I  never  can  have  time  to  dress ; 
(No  woman  breathing  takes  up  less ;) 
I'm  hurried  so  it  makes  me  sick ; 
I  wish  the  dinner  at  Old  Nick." 
At  table  now  she  acts  her  part. 
Has  all  the  dinner-cant  by  heart : 
"  I  thought  we  were  to  dine  alone, 
My  dear ;  for  sure,  if  I  had  known 
llus  company  would  come  to-day  — 
But  really  'tis  my  spouse's  way ! 
He  's  so  unkind,  he  never  sends 
To  tell  when  he  invites  his  friends : 
I  wish  ye  may  but  have  enough !" 
And  while  vrith  all  this  paltry  stuff 
She  sits  tormenting  every  guest. 
Nor  gives  her  tongue  one  moment's  rest. 
In  phrases  batter'd,  stale,  and  trite. 
Which  modem  ladies  call  polite ; 
You  see  the  booby  husband  sit 
In  admiration  at  her  wit. 

But  let  me  now  awhile  survey 
Our  madam  o'er  her  evening-tea ; 
Surrounded  with  her  noisy  clans 
Of  prudes,  coquettes,  and  harridans ; 
When,  frighted  at  the  clamorous  crew. 
Away  the  god  of  Silence  flew. 
And  fair  Discretion  left  the  place, 
And  Modesty  with  blushing  fiu» : 
Now  enters  overweening  Pride, 
And  Scandal  ever  gaping  wide ; 
Hypocrisy  with  frown  severe, 
Scurrility  with  gibing  air ; 
Rude  Laughter  seeming  Okc  to  burst, 
And  Malice  always  jud^ng  wont ; 
And  Vaijity  with  pocket^laaai 
,  AndlmpudeniDewitiilhMiiflf  faraM; 


And  stHify'd  Affbctadon  cm^ 
Each  limb  and  feature  out  of  fisme  ; 
While  Ignonmce,  with  bfain  of  kad. 
Flew  hovering  o'er  each  female  head. 

Why  shouU  I  ask  of  thee,  my  Mnac^ 
An  hundred  tongues,  aa  poets  uae^ 
When,  to  give  every  dame  her  due^ 
An  hundrnl  thousand  were  too  fiew  ? 
Or  how  shall  I,  alas !  relate 
Hie  sum  of  all  their  senaeless  pratc^ 
Their  innuendos,  hints,  and  slander^ 
Thdr  meanings  lewd,  and  doid>k  entendret? 
Now  comes  the  general  scandal-charge  ; 
What  some  invent,  the  rest  enlarge; 
And,  «  Madam,  if  it  be  a  lic^ 
You  have  the  tale  as  dieap  as  I : 
I  must  conceal  my  author's  name  ; 
But  now  'tis  known  to  common  faoM." 

Say,  foolish  females,  bold  and  biini^ 
Say,  by  what  iatal  turn  of  mind. 
Are  you  on  vices  most  severe. 
Wherein  yourselves  have  greatest  share? 
Thus  every  fool  herself  deludes ; 
The  prudes  condemn  the  absmt  prudes: 
Mopsa,  who  stinks  her  spouse  to  death. 
Accuses  Chloe's  tainted  breath ; 
Hirdna,  rank  with  sweat,  presumes 
To  censure  FhyUis  for  perfumes ; 
While  crooked  Cynthia,  sneering,  8171 
That  Florimel  wears  iron  stays : 
Chloe,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous. 
Admires  how  girls  can  talk  with  ieUowB; 
And,  full  of  indignation,  frets, 
Hiat  women  should  be  such  co^ettes : 
Iris,  for  scandal  most  notorious. 
Cries,  '<  Lord,  the  worid  is  so  cenaorioiti  !** 
And  Rufa,  with  her  combs  of  lead. 
Whispers  that  Sappho's  hair  is  red : 
Auia,  whose  tongue  you  hear  a  mile  beoct^ 
Talks  half  a  day  in  praise  of  silenee : 
And  Sylvia,  full  of  inward  guilt. 
Calls  Amoiet  an  arrant  jilt 

Now  voices  €fKT  voices  risi^ 
While  each  to  be  the  loudest  viea : 
They  oontradici;  affirm,  dispute. 
No  single  tongue  one  moment  mute ; 
All  mad  to  speak,  and  none  to  heaiko^ 
They  set  the  very  lap-dog  barking ; 
Their  chattering  makes  a  louder  din 
Than  fish-wives  o'er  a  cup  of  gin : 
-Not  school-boys  at  a  barring-out 
Rais'd  ever  such  incessant  rout ; 
The  jumbling  particles  of  matter. 
In  chaos  made  not  such  a  clatter  ; 
Far  less  the  rabble  roar  and  rsil. 
When  drunk  with  sour  election  ale. 

Nor  do  they  trust  their  tongues  alcQ% 
But  q>eak  a  language  of  their  own ; 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  shrug,  a  look. 
Far  better  than  a  printed  book; 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown. 
And  wink  a  reputation  down  ; 
Or,  by  the  toasing  of  the  fan, 
Docribe  the  lady  and  the  man. 

But  see,  the  female  dub  disband^ 
Eadi  twenty  visits  on  her  handti 
Now  all  alone  poor  madam  iiti 
In  vapours  and  Inrsteric  fits : 
'*  And  waanot  Tom  this  morning  aenft? 
I'd  lay  my  life  he  never  went: 
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Fut  dx,  and  not  a  lining  toul ! 
I  miglithj  this  btve  won  a  vole." 
A  dwadful  interval  of  spleen ! 
How  shall  we  pass  the  time  between  ? 
**  Here,  Betty,  let  me  take  my  drops ; 
And  feel  my  pulse,  I  know  it  stops : 
Tliis  head  of  mine.  Lord,  how  it  swims ! 
And  such  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs  !*' 
**  Dear  madam,  try  to  take  a  nap."  — 
But  now  they  hear  a  footman*s  rap : 
"  Go,  run,  and  light  the  ladies  up : 
It  must  be  one  before  we  sup." 

The  table,  cards,  and  counters,  set. 
And  all  the  gamester.ladies  met, 
Her  spleen  and  fits  recover'd  qult^ 
Our  madam  can  sit  up  all  night : 
**  Whoever  comes,  I*m  not  within."  -^ 
Quadrille  *s  the  word,  and  so  begin. 

How  can  the  Muse  her  aid  impart, 
Unskiird  in  all  the  terms  of  art  ? 
Or  in  harmonious  numbers  put 
The  deal,  the  shuffle,  and  the  cut? 
The  superstitiouiK  whims  relate, 
Tliat  fill  a  female  gamester's  pate? 
What  agony  of  soul  she  fiaels 
To  see  a  knave's  inverted  heels ! 
She  draws  up  card  by  card,  to  find 
Good-fortune  peeping  from  behind ; 
With  panting  heart,  and  earnest  eyes^ 
In  hope  to  see  tpadiUo  rise : 
In  vain,  alas !  her  hope  is  fed  ; 
She  draws  an  ace,  and  se^  it  ned ; 
In  ready  counters  never  pays. 
But  pKwns  her  snufflboz,  rings,  and  keys : 
Ever  with  some  new  fancy  struck, 
IVies  twenty  charms  to  mend  her  luck. 
**  Tliis  morning,  when  the  panon  came, 
I  said  I  should  not  win  a  game. 
Tilts  odious  chair,  how  came  I  stuck  in  't  ? 
I  think  I  never  had  good  luck  in  't. 
I'm  so  uneasy  in  my  stays ; 
Your  fan  a  moment,  if  you  please. 
Stand  ibrthnr,  girl,  or  get  you  gone ; 
I  always  lose  when  you  look  on." 
**  Lord  !  madam,  you  have  lost  codUk  ! 
I  never  saw  you  play  so  ill." 
**  Nay,  madam,  give  me  leave  to  say, 
*Twas  yoii  that  threw  the  game  away : 
When  lady  Tricksey  play'd  a  four, 
Tou  took  it  with  a  mattadore ; 
I  saw  you  touch  your  wedding-ring 
Before  my  lady  call'd  a  king ; 
Tou  spoke  a  word  began  with  H, 
And  I  know  whom  you  meant  to  tead^ 
Because  you  held  the  king  of  hearts ; 
Fie,  madam,  leave  these  little  arts." 
**  'Diat  's  not  so  bad  as  one  that  rubs 
Her  chair,  to  call  the  king  of  clubs ; 
And  makes  her  partner  undentand 
A  matiadort  is  in  her  hand." 
"  Madam,  you  have  no  cause  to  flounce, 
I  swear  I  saw  you  tfarioe  renounce." 
"  And  truly,  mailam,  I  know  when, 
Instead  of  five,  you  scor'd  me  ten. 
Ji^podaflo  here  has  got  a  mark  ; 
A  child  may  know  it  in  the  dark : 
I  gocBs'd  the  hand :  it  seldom  fails : 
I  wish  some  folka  would  pare  their  nails." 

While  thus  they  rail,  and  scold,  and  stomi, 
Ik  pavat  but  for  wroiann  fonn  t 


But,  consdona  that  they  all  speak  true, 
And  give  each  other  but  their  due, 
It  never  intemqrts  the  game. 
Or  makes  them  sensible  of  shame. 

The  time  too  precious  now  to  wast^ 
The  supiier  gobbled  up  in  haste ; 
Again  afresh  to  cards  they  run, 
As  if  they  had  but  just  beguui 
But  I  shall  not  again  repeat. 
How  of^  they  squabble,  snarl,  and  cbeaL 
At  last  they  hear  the  watchman  knock, 
*'  A  frosty  mom-— past  four  o'clock." 
The  chairmen  are  not  to  be  found, 
"  Come,  let  us  play  the  other  round." 

Now  all  in  haste  they  huddle  on 
ITieir  hoods,  their  cloaks,  and  get  them  gone ; 
But,  first,  the  winner  must  invite 
The  company  to-morrow  night 

Unlucky  madam,  left  in  tears, 
(Who  now  again  quadrille  forswears,) 
With  empty  purse,  and  aching  head. 
Steals  to  her  sleeping  ^K>use  to  bed. 
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MAXIM  Df 


Dam  VadvenUS  de  nos  meitteurt  amitt  nous  tnnttims 
tm^ourt  qudque  ckoie  qui  nt  notu  dipUdt  pat. 

«  In  the  adversity  of  our  best  friends,  we  always 
find  something  Ihat  doth  not  displease  us." 

As  Rocliefoucault  his  maxims  drew 
From  nature,  I  believe  them  true : 
They  argue  no  corrupted  mind 
In  lum :  the  fkult  is  in  mankind. 

This  maxim  more  than  all  the  rest 
Is  thought  too  base  for  human  breast ; 
'<  In  all  distresses  of  our  friends, 
We  first  consult  our  private  ends ; 
While  nature,  kindly  bent  to  ease  us, 
Points  out  some  circumstance  to  please  ui.** 

If  thb  perhaps  your  patience  mov^ 
Let  reason  and  experience  prove. 

We  all  behold  with  envious  eyes 
Our  equals  rais'd  above  our  sixe. 
Who  would  not  at  a  crowded  show 
Stand  high  himself,  keep  others  low  ? 
I  love  my  friend  as  well  as  you : 
But  why  should  he  obstruct  my  riew? 
Then  let  me  have  tlie  higher  post ; 
Suppose  it  but  an  inch  at  most 
If  in  a  battle  you  should  find 
One,  whom  you  love  of  all  mankind. 
Had  some  heroic  action  done, 
A  champion  kill'd,  or  trophy  won ; 
Rather  than  thus  be  over-topt. 
Would  you  not  wish  his  laurels  cropt? 
Dear  honest  Ned  is  in  the  gout. 
Lies  rack'd  with  pain,  and  you  widx>ut : 

•  Written  in  November,  1731.  — There  are  two 
distinct  poems  on  this  subject,  one  of  them  contain- 
ing many  spurious  lines.  In  what  is  here  printed, 
the  genuine  parts  of  both  are  praserved.    N* 
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How  patently  you  hear,  htm  groan ! 
How  glad  the  case  19  not  your  own ! 

What  poet  would  not  grieve  to  see 
His  brother  write  as  well  as  he? 
But,  rather  than  they  should  excel, 
Would  wish  his  rivals  all  in  hell  ? 

Her  end  when  emulation  misses, 
She  turns  to  envy,  stings,  and  hisses : 
Tlie  strongest  friendship  yields  to  pride^ 
Unless  the  odds  be  on  our  side. 
Vain  human-kind  !  fantastic  race  I 
Thy  various  follies  who  can  trace  ? 
Self-love,  ambition,  envy,  pride, 
Tlieir  empire  in  our  heart  divide. 
Give  othors  riches,  power,  and  station, 
*Tis  all  to  me  an  usurpation. 
I  have  no  title  to  aspire ; 
Tet,  vrfaen  you  sink,  I  seem  the  highec 
In  Pope  I  cannot  read  a  line. 
But  with  a  sigh  I  wish  it  mine : 
When  he  can  in  one  couplet  fix 
More  sense  than  I  can  do  in  six  ; 
It  gives  me  such  a  jealous  fit, 
I  cry,  <' Pox  take  him  and  his  wit  !*' 
I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay 
In  my  own  humorous  biting  way. 
Ari)uthnot  is  no  more  my  friend. 
Who  dares  to  irony  pretend. 
Which  I  was  bom  to  introduce, 
Refin*d  at  first,  and  show*d  its  use. 
Sc  John,  as  well  as  Pulteney,  knows 
Hiat  I  had  some  repute  for  prose ; 
And,  till  they  drove  me  out  of  date. 
Could  maul  a  minister  of  state. 
If  they  have  mortified  my  pride. 
And  made  me  throw  my  pen  aside ; 
If  with  such  talents  Heaven  hath  bless'd  'em. 
Have  I  not  reason  to  detest  'em  ? 

To  all  my  foes,  dear  Fortune,  send 
Thy  gifts ;  but  never  to  my  friend  : 
I  tamely  can  endure  the  first ; 
But  thb  with  envy  makes  me  burst 

Tbus  mudi  may  serve  by  way  of  proem ; 
RDCeed  we  therefore  to  our  poem. 

Hie  time  is  not  remote  when  I 
Must  by  the  couxw  of  nature  die; 
When,  I  foresee,  my  qiecial  friends 
Will  tiy  to  find  their  private  ends : 
And,  though  'tis  hardly  understood 
Which  way  my  death  can  do  them  good, 
Tet  thus,  metfiinks,  I  hear  them  speak  : 
*'  See  how  the  Dean  begins  to  break  ! 
Poor  gentleman,  he  droops  apace ! 
Tou  plainly  find  it  in  his  face. 
That  old  vertigo  in  his  head 
Will  never  leave  him  till  he  'a  dead. 
Besides,  his  memory  decays  : 
He  recollects  not  what  he  savs ; 
He  cannot  call  his  friends  to  mind ; 
Forgets  tfie  place  where  last  he  din'd ; 
Plies  you  with  stories  o'er  and  o'er ; 
He  told  them  fifty  times  before. 
How  does  he  fimcy  we  can  sit 
To  hear  his  out^if-ftshion  wit? 
But  he  takes  up  with  younger  folks, 
Who  for  his  wine  vrill  bear  his  jokes. 
Faith !  he  must  make  his  stories  shorter, 
Or  change  his  comrades  once  a  quarter ; 
In  half  the  time  he  talks  them  round, 
There  must  another  act  be  found. 


<*  For  poetiy,  be  V  pant  faia  prime: 
He  takes  an  hour  to  find  a  rhyme ; 
His  fire  is  out,  his  vrit  decay'd. 
His  fancy  sunk,  his  Muse  a  jadcw 
I'd  have  him  throw  away  his  pen ; 
But  there  *s  no  talking  to  some  men  !** 

And  then  their  tenderness  appears 
By  adding  largely  to  my  years : 
"  He  *s  older  than  he  would  be  rcckoo'd. 
And  wdl  remembers  Charles  the  Second. 
He  hardly  drinks  a  pint  of  wine ; 
And  that,  I  doubt,  is  no  good  sign. 
His  stomach  too  begins  to  fail ; 
Last  year  we  thou^it  him  strong  and  hale ; 
But  now  he 's  quite  another  thing : 
I  wish  he  may  hold  out  till  spring  !'* 
They  hug  themselves  and  reason  thus : 
«  It  is  not  yet  so  bad  with  us !" 

In  such  a  case  they  talk  in  tropes. 
And  by  their  fears  express  their  hopes. 
Some  great  misfortune  to  portend. 
No  enemy  can  match  a  friend. 
With  all  the  kindness  they  profess. 
Hie  merit  of  a  lucky  guess 
(When  daily  how-d'ye's  come  of  courw. 
And  servants  answer,  **  Worse  and  worse !") 
Would  please  them  better,  than  to  tdl. 
That,  <<  God  be  prais'd,  the  Dean  is  wcU." 
Hien  he  who  prophesy'd  the  best. 
Approves  his  foresight  to  the  rest: 
<*  You  know  I  always  fear'd  the  worst. 
And  often  told  you  so  at  first" 
He  'd  rather  choose  that  I  should  die, 
Than  his  predictions -|»ove  a  lie. 
Not  one  foreteUs  I  sluUl  recover ; 
But,  all  agree  to  give  me  over. 

Yet  should  some  neighbour  feri  a  pain 
Just  in  the  parta  where  I  complain  ; 
How  many  a  message  would  he  send ! 
What  heaity  prayers  tiMt  I  should  rated ! 
Inquire  what  regimen  I  kq»t  ? 
What  gave  me  ease,  and  how  I  alept  ? 
And  more  lament  when  I  was  dead. 
Than  all  the  snivellers  round  my  bed. 
'  My  good  companions,  never  f^ar ; 
For,  though  you  may  mistake  a  year. 
Though  your  prognostics  run  too  fast, 
They  must  be  verify'd  at  last 

Behold  the  fatal  day  arrive ! 
"  How  is  the  Dean?"  — «  He  'a  juA  alirc" 
Now  the  departing  prayer  is  read; 
He  hardly  breathes ^the  Dean  is  dead. 

Before  the  paaaing-bell  begun. 
The  news  through  £df  the  town  is  run. 
"  Oh !  may  we  all  for  death  prepare ! 
What  has  he  left?  and  who  's  his  heir?*' 
"  I  know  no  man  than  what  the  news  is  ; 
*T!s  all  bequeath'd  to  public  uses." 
*'  To  public  uses !  there  's  a  whim ! 
WbMt  had  the  public  done  for  him  ? 
Mere  envy,  avarice,  and  pride : 
He  gave  it  all  ^  but  first  he  dy'd. 
And  had  the  Dean,  in  all  the  natioD, 
No  worthy  friend,  no  poor  relation? 
So  ready  to  do  strangers  good. 
Forgetting  hn  own  fiesh  and  blood !" 

Now  Grub-street  wits  are  aU  employ'd  ; 
With  el^es  the  town  is  doy'd : 
Some  paragraph  in  every 'piqior. 
To  curse  the  Dean,  or  bUts  the  Dnpiec 
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Tkt  doctof%  tender  of  their  fame, 
WMj  on  me  lay  all  the  hlama 
**  We  must  oonfeaa,  his  case  was  nice; 
But  be  would  nerer  take  advice. 
Had  he  been  rul*d,  for  aught  appears, 
He  might  have  liv*d  these  twenty  yean : 
For,  when  we  open'd  him,  we  found 
That  all  his  yital  parts  were  sound.** 

Vrom  Dublin  soon  to  London  spread^ 
Tb  told  at  court,  "  the  Dean  is  dead«** 
And  huiy  Suffolk  *,  in  the  spleen. 
Runs  laughing  up  to  tell  the  queen. 
The  queen,  so  gmcious,  mild,  and  good. 
Cries,  '<  Is  he  gone  I  *ti8  time  he  should. 
He 's  dead,  you  say ;  then  let  him  rot : 
I'm  glad  the  medabf  were  foigot. 
I  pramis'd  him,  I  own ;  but  when  ? 
I  only  was  the  princess  then : 
But  now,  as  consort  of  the  king, 
Tou  know,  *tis  quite  another  thing.'* 

Now  CfaartJes,  at  Sir  Robert's  levee. 
Tells  with  a  sneer  the  tidings  heavy : 
"  Why,  if  he  dy*d  without  his  shoes," 
Cries  Bob,  '*  I'm  sorry  for  the  news : 
Oh,  were  the  wretch  but  living  still, 
And  in  his  place  my  good  friend  Will ! 
Or  had  a  mitre  on  his  head, 
Phuvided  Bolingbroke  were  dead  !** 

Now  Curll  his  shop  from  rubbish  drains: 
Three  genuine  tomes  of  Swift's  remains ! 
And  then,  to  make  them  pass  the  glibber, 
Revis'd  by  Hbbalds,  Moore,  and  Gibber. 
He  '11  treat  me  as  he  does  my  betters, 
Publiah  my  will,  my  life,  my  letters ; 
Revive  the  libels  bom  to  die : 
Which  Pope  must  \)ear  as  well  as  I. 

Here  sbift  the  scene  to  represent. 
How  thoae  I  love  my  death  lament 
Poor  Pope  vrill  grieve  a  month,  and  Gay 
A  week,  and  Ai^thnot  a  day. 

St.  John  himself  will  scarce  forbear 
To  bite  hia  pen,  and  drop  a  tear. 
The  rest  will  give  a  shrug,  and  cry, 
"  Fm  sorry  —  but  we  all  must  die  !** 

Indifference,  clad  in  wisdom's  guise, 
AU  Ibrtitude  of  mind  supplies : 
For  how  can  stony  bowels  melt 
In  those  who  never  pity  felt ! 
When  we  are  lash'd,  they  kiss  the  rod, 
RcBgning  to  the  will  of  God. 

The  fools,  my  juniors  by  a  year. 
Are  tortur'd  with  suspense  and  fear ; 
Who  wisely  tfiought  my  age  a  screen. 
When  death  approach'd,  to  stand  between : 
The  screen  remov'd,  their  hearts  are  trembling ; 
They  moura  for  me  without  dissembling. 

My  female  fiiends,  whose  tender  hearts 
Have  better  kam'd  to  act  their  parts, 
Receive  the  news  in  doleftd  dumps : 
"  The  Dean  is  dMd :  (Pny  what  is  trumpa  ?) 
Tlwn,  Ijord  have  metcf  on  hia  soul ! 
(Ladies,  1*11  venture  for  the  vole.) 
Stx,  deana,  they  say,  must  bear  the  pall : 
(I  widi  I  knew  what  king  to  caU.) 

*  Mn.  Howard,  at  one  time  afiivourite  with  the 
I>»L    AT. 

t  Which  Ae  Dean  in  vain  expected,  in  retura  for 
•BBaUpicBeDtbehadscnttotbeprinoeBa.     K, 


Madam,  your  husband  will  attend 
Tlie  funeral  of  so  good  a  fnend  ? 
No»  madam,  'tis  a  shocking  sight ; 
And  he  *s  engag'd  to-morrow  night: 
My  lady  Club^ill  take  it  i)l. 
If  he  should  fail  her  at  quadrille. 
He  lov*4  the  Dean—  (I lead aheart :) 
But  dearest  friends,  they  say,  must  part. 
His  time,  was  come ;  he  ran  his  race ; 
We  hope  he  *s  in  a  better  place.** 

Wliy  do  we  grieve  that  friends  should  die  ? 
No  loss  more  easy  to  supply. 
One  year  is  past ;  a  different  scene ! 
No  fiurther  mention  of  the  Dean, 
Who  now,  alas !  no  more  is  miss'd, 
Than  if  he  never  did  exist. 
Where  *s  now  the  fiivourite  of  Apollo  ? 
Departed :  —  and  his  works  mtutjbllow  ; 
Must  undergo  the  common  fate ; 
His  kind  of  wit  is  out  of  date. 

Some  country  squire  to  Lintot  goes, 
Inquires  for  Swift  in  verse  and  prose. 
Says  Lintot,  **  I  have  heard  the  name ; 
He  dy*d  a  year  aga"—  «  Tlie  same." 
He  searches  all  die  shop  in  vain. 
**  Sir,  you  may  find  them  in  Duck-lane : 
I  sent  them,  with  a  load  of  books. 
Last  Monday  to  the  pastry-code's. 
To  fancy  they  could  live  a  year ! 
I  find  you  're  but  a  stranger  here., 
The  Dean  was  fiunous  in  his  time. 
And  had  a  kind  of  knack  at  rhyme. 
His  way  of  writii^  now  is  past : 
Tlie  town  has  got  a  better  taste. 
I  keep  no  antiquated  stuff; 
But  spick  and  span  I  have  enough. 
Pray,  do  but  give  me  leave  to  show  'em : 
Here  's  Colley  Gibber's  birth-day  poem. 
This  ode  you  never  yet  have  seen. 
By  Stephen  Duck,  upon  the  queen. 
Ttien  here  's  a  letter  finely  penn'd 
Against  the  Crafbman  and  his  friend : 
It  clearly  shows  that  all  reflection 
On  ministers  is  disaffection. 
Next,  here  's  Sir  Robert's  vindication^ 
And  Mr.  Henley's  last  oration. 
Tlie  hawkers  have  not  got  them  yet : 
Your  honour  please  to  buy  a  set  ? 

«  Here  *s   Wolston's   tracts,    the    twelflh 
edition; 
'TIs  read  by  every  politician : 
The  country-members,  when  in  town, 
To  all  their  boroughs  send  them  down ; 
Tou  never  met  a  thing  so  smart ; 
The  courtiers  have  them  all  by  heait : 
Those  maids  of  honour  who  can  read. 
Are  taught  to  use  them  for  their  creed. 
The  reverend  author*s  good  intention 
Hath  been  rewarded  with  a  pension  * : 
He  doth  an  honour  to  his  gown. 
By  bravely  running  ftriest-crafi  down : 
He  shows,  as  sure  as  God  *s  m  Gloucester, 
That  Moses  was  a  grand  impostor ; 
Tliat  all  his  miracles  were  cheats, 
Perform*d  as  jugglers  do  their  feats : 
The  church  had  neVer  such  a  writer  ; 
A  shame  he  hath  not  got  a  mitre!" 

Wolston  is  here  confounded  with  WoolaMik  N* 
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Suppote  dM  dtad ;  and  thtn  fuppose 
A  club  assembled  at  the  Rose ; 
'Where,  from  disooune  of  this  and  that, 
I  grow  the  subject  of  their  chat. 
And  while  they  toss  my  name  about, 
With  favour  some,  and  some  without ; 
Ontf,  quite  indifferent  in  the  cause, 
My  character  impartial  draws. 
'*  Tlie  Dean,  if  we  believe  report^ 
Was  never  ill  receiv*d  at  court, 
Aldiongh,  ironically  grave. 
He  slumi'd  the  fool,  and  lash'd  the  knave ; 
To  steal  a  hint  was  never  known. 
But  what  he  writ  was  all  his  own.** 

'*  Sir,  I  have  heard  another  story  ; 
He  was  a  most  confounded  Tory, 
And  grew,  or  he  is  much  bely'd, 
Extremely  duU^  before  he  dy*d." 

"  Can  we  the  Drepier  then  foiget?  * 
Is  not  our  nation  in  his  ddbt? 
'Twas  he  that  writ  the  I>rq>ier*s  letters  !'*  — 

«  He  should  have  left  them  for  his  betters  : 
We  had  a  hundred  abler  men. 
Nor  need  depend  upon  his  pen»  ^ 
Say  what  you  will  about  his  readings 
Tou  never  can  defend  his  breeding  ; 
Who,  in  his  satires  running  riot. 
Could  never  leave  the  unrld  in  quiet ; 
Attacking,  when  he  took  the  infttm, 
Courtf  cittfy  camp  —  all  one  to  him.  — 
But  why  would  he,  except  he  slobber'df 
Offend  our  patriot,  great  Sir  Robert, 
Whose  coutueis  aid  tlie  sovereign  power 
To  save  the  nation  every  hour ! 
What  scenes  of  evil  he  unravels. 
In  satireSf  UbeU,  lying  travels  / 
Not  sparing  hb  own  clergy  doth. 
But  eats  into  it,  like  a  n%oth  /" 

'*  Perhaps  I  may  allow  the  Dean 
Had  too  much  satire  in  his  vein. 
And  seem*d  determin*d  not  to  starve  it. 
Because  no  age  could  more  deserve  it 
Yet  malice  never  was  his  aim ; 
He  lash*d  the  vice,  but  spur*d  the  name. 
No  individual  could  resent. 
Where  thousands  equally  were  meant : 
His  satire  points  at  no  defect. 
But  what  all  mortals  may  correct ; 
For  he  abhorr*d  the  senseless  tribe 
Who  call  it  humour  when  they  gibe : 
He  f^Mr'd  a  hump,  or  crooked  nose, 
Whose  owners  set  not  up  for  beaux. 
T>ue  genuine  dulness  mov'd  his  pity. 
Unless  it  offer*d  to  be  witty. 
Iliose  who  their  ignorance  oonftal^ 
He  ne*er  offended  with  a  jest ; 
But  laugh*d  to  hear  an  idiot  quote 
A  verse  fixmi  Horace  leam*d  by  rote. 
Vice,  if  it  e*er  can  be  abash*d. 
Must  be  or  ridicuTd  or  lashed. 
If  you  resefU  it,  who  's  to  blame? 
He  neither  knows  you,  nor  your  name* 
Should  vice  expect  to  'scqpe  rebuke. 
Because  its  owner  is  a  dulce  f 
His  friendships,  still  to  few  oonfin'd. 
Were  always  of  the  middling  kind ; 
No  fools  of  rank,  or  mongrel  breed. 
Who  fiun  would  pass  for  lords  indeed : 
Where  titles  give  no  right  or  power. 
And  peerage  is  a  witbo^d  flower ; 


He  would  have  deem'd  Irm 
If  sudi  a  wretch  had  known  his  Hot, 
On  ruial  squires,  that  kingdom's 
He  vented  oft  his  wiadi  in  vain  : 
•••••••  cquii-es  to  market  brought, 

Who  sell  their  souls  and  ••••  for 

TTie  ••••  ••••  go  joyful  back. 

To  rob  the  churdh,  their  tenanta  ra^ ; 
Go  snacks  with  •••••  justices. 

And  keep  the  peace  to  pick  up  leea; 
In  every  job  to  have  a  share, 
A  gaol  or  turnpike  to  repair; 
And  turn  •••••••  to  public  raada 

Commodious  to  their  own  abodes. 

"  He  never  thought  an  honour  done 
Because  a  peer  was  proud  to  own  bin  ; 
Would  rather  slip  aidde,  and  cfaooat 
To  talk  with  wits  in  diity  shoes; 
And  scorn  the  tools  with  stars  and  gaileB^ 
So  often  seen  caressing  Cbaitrea. 
He  never  courted  men  in  statioa. 
Nor  persons  held  in  admiration  ; 
Of  no  man's  greatness  was  aftai^ 
Because  be  sought  for  no  man's  aid. 
Though  trusted  long  in  great  afiUn^ 
He'  gave  himself  no  haughty  airs : 
Without  regarding  private  ends, 
Spent  all  hu  credit  for  his  ftiendss 
And  cmly  chose  the  wise  and  good  ; 
No  flatterers ;  no  allies  in  blood : 
But  succour'd  virtue  in  distress. 
And  seldom  fail'd  of  good  success  ; 
As  numbers  in  thar  hearts  must  own. 
Who,  but  for  him,  had  been  unknown. 

**  He  kept  with  princes  due  decomm  ; 
Yet  never  stood  in  awe  before  *enk 
He  foUow*d  David's  lesson  just ; 
In  princes  never  put  his  trust : 
And,  would  you  make  htm  truly  aovr. 
Provoke  him  with  a  slave  in  power. 
The  Irish  senate  if  you  nam'd. 
With  what  impatience  he  declaim'd ! 
Fair  lisxbtt  was  all  his  cry ; 
For  her  he  stood  prepar*d  to  die ; 
For  her  he  boldly  stood  alone ; 
For  her  he  oft  exposed  his  own. 
Two  kingdoms,  just  as  ftction  M^ 
Had  set  a  price  upon  his  head ; 
But' not  a  traitor  could  be  found. 
To  sell  him  for  six  hundred  pound 

«  Had  he  but  spar'd  his  tongue  and  pen. 
He  might  have  rose  like  other  men : 
But  power  was  never  in  his  though^ 
And  wealth  he  valued  not  a  groai : 
Ingratitude  he  often  found. 
And  pity*d  those  who  meant  the  womid; 
But  kept  the  tenour  of  his  mind, 
Tn  merit  well  of  human-kind ; 
Nor  made  a  sacrifice  of  thoaa 
Who  still  were  true,  to  please  his  focBp 
He  laboured  many  a  fruitless  houi( 
To  reconcile  Ids  friends  in  power  ; 
Saw  mischief  by  a  foction  brewin|^ 
While  they  pursued  each  other's  ntiik 
But,  finding  vain  was  all  his  care. 
He  left  the  court  in  mere  despair. 

<'  And,  oh !  how  short  are  human 
Here  ended  all  our  golden  dreams. 
What  St  John's  skill  in  state  affkirs, 
What  Ormond's  valour,  Oxforl's  cares^ 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  SWIFT. 


40S 


To  ssre  their  sinking  oonntry  lent, 
Was  all  destroy'd  by  one  event. 
Too  aoon  that  precious  life  was  ended, 
On  which  alone  our  weal  depended. 
When  up  a  dangerous  fkctian  starts, 
With  wrath  and  vengeance  in  their  hearts ; 
By  soiemn  league  and  covenani  bounds 
To  ruin,  slaughter,  and  confound  ; 
To  turn  religion  to  a  iable, 
And  make  tiie  government  a  Babel ; 
Pervert  the  laws,  disgrace  the  gown, 
Corrupt  the  senate,  rob  the  crown ; 
To  saeriace  Old  England's  glory. 
And  make  her  infamous  In  story  : 
When  tuch  a  tempest  shook  the  land, 
How  could  unguarded  virtue  stand ! 

"  With  horrour,  grief,  despair,  the  Dean 
Bdield  the  dire  defective  scene  t 
His  friends  in  exile,  or  the  Tower, 
Hiibself  within  the  ftown  of  power ; 
PbrsEued  by  base  envenom*d  pens. 
Far  to  the  land  of  s         and  fens ; 
A  servile  race  in  folly  nurs'd, 
Who  truckle  most,  when  treated  worst 

**  By  innocence  and  resolution. 
He  bore  continual  persecution ; 
While  numbers  to  preferment  rose, 
Whose  merit  was  to  be  his  foes; 
When  ev*n  his  ownfamiUarJriendSt 
Intent  upon  their  private  ends, 
Like  renegadoes  now  he  feels, 
Agamsi  him  lifting  up  their  heels, 

'*  Tlie  Dean  did,  by  his  pen,  defeat 
An  infamous  destructive  cheat ; 
Tau^  fools  their  interest  how  to  know. 
And  gave  them  arms  to  ward  the  blow. 
Envy  hath  own'd  it  was  his  doing. 
To  save  that  hapless  land  ftom  ruin ; 
While  they  who  at  the  steerage  stood. 
And  reap*d  the  profit,  sought  his  blood. 

"  To  save  them  from  their  evil  fate, 
In  him  was  held  a  crime  of  state. 
A  wicked  monster  on  the  bench. 
Whose  fury  blood  could  never  quench ; 
As  vile  and  profligate  a  villain, 
As  modem  Scroggs,  or  old  Tressilian ; 
Who'  long  all  justice  had  discarded, 
Nor  fear*  d  he  God,  nor  man  regarded ; 
Vow*d  on  the  Dean  his  rage  to  vent. 
And  make  him  of  his  zeal  repent : 
But  Heaven  his  innocence  defends. 
The  grateful  people  stand  his  friends ; 
Not  strains  of  law,  nor  judges'  frown. 
Nor  topics  brought  to  please  the  crown. 
Nor  witness  hir'd,  nor  jury  pick'd, 
Prevail  to  bring  him  in  convict 

**  In  exile,  with  a  steady  heart. 
He  spent  his  life's  declining  part ; 
Where  folly,  pride,  and  faction  sway, 
Remote  from  St  John,  Pope,  and  Gay." 

<^  Alas,  poor  Dean !  liis  only  scope 
Was  to  be  held  a  fnisanthrojte. 
This  into  general  odiufn  drew  him, 
Which  if  he  lik'd,  mucft  good  may  *t  do  mm* 
Hb  uai  was  not  to  lash  our  crimes. 
But  discontent  against  the  times : 
For,  had  we  mm  \xan  timd»f  offers, 
To  raise  Impostf  Qtfll  his  coffers^ 
Perhaps  he  might  have  truckled  down, 
L3w  other  6r«lArm  of  his  {[Dwii  / 


For  jwrty  he  would  scarce  liave  bled  :  — 
I  say  no  more— because  he  *s  dead.  ^ 
What  writings  has  he  left  behind?" 

*<  I  hear  ^y  're  of  a  different  kind : 
A  few  in  ^erse  ;  but  most  in  prose  — " 

"  Some  hi^'flown  pampftlets,  I  suppose  :  ^ 
All  scribbled  in  the  worst  of  times^ 
To  palliate  his  friend  Oxford's  crimes ; 
To  praise  queen  Anne,  nay  more,  defend  her. 
As  never  favouring  the  Pretender : 
Or  libels  yet  concnd'd  from  sight. 
Against  tfie  court  to  show  his  ^nte :   , 
Perhaps  his  travels^  jxxrt  the  third  ; 
A  lie  at  every  second  word  — 
Offensive  to  a  liAfal  ear :  — 
But  —  not  one  sermon^  you  may  swear,** 

«  He  knew  an  hundred  pleasing  stories^ 
With  all  the  turns  of  Whigs  and  Tories  : 
Was  cheerful  to  his  dying  day ; 
And  friends  would  let  him  have  his  way. 

'*  As  for  his  works  in  verse  or  prose, 
I  own  myself  no  judge  of  those. 
Nor  can  I  tell  what  critics  thought  them ; 
But  this  I  know,  all  people  bought  tbeniy 
As  witli  a  moral  view  design'd 
To  jilease  and  to  reform  mankind : 
And,  if  he  often  miss'd  his  aim. 
The  world  must  own  it  to  their  shaTne, 
The  praise  is  /lu,  and  theirs  the  blame. 
He  gave  the  little  wealth  he  had 
To  build  a  house  for  fools  and  mad ; 
To  show,  by  one  satiric  touch, 
No  nation  wanted  it  so  much. 
That  kingdom  he  hath  left  his  debtor  ; 
I  wish  it  soon  may  have  a  betU^. 
And,  since  you  dread  no  ftirtlier  lashes, 
Methinks  you  mny  Jbrgive  his  as/ies,* 


t» 


I 


BAUCIS  AND  PHILEMON. 

ON    THK    XVKR-LAIUMTXD    LOSS    OP    IBB    TWO    TKW- 
TaXXS^IN  THK  rARISH  Or  CHILTHORNS,  SOJURSET. 

1708. 

Inutatedjrom  the  Eighth  Book  of  OwL 

In  ancient  times,  as  story  tells, 
The  saints  would  often  leave  their  cella^ 
And  stroll  about,  but  hide  their  quality, 
To  try  good  people's  hospitality. 

It  happen'd  on  a  winter-night. 
As  authors  of  the  legend  write, 
Two  brother-hermits,  saints  by  trade, 
Taking  their  tour  in  masquerade, 
Disguis'd  in  tatter'd  habits,  went 
To  a  small  village  down  in  Kent ; 
Whert,  in  tlie  strollers'  canting  strain. 
They  begg'd  from  door  to  door  in  vain. 
Tried  every  tone  might  pity  win  ; 
But  not  a  soul  would  let  them  in. 

Our  wandering  saints,  in  woeful  statc^ 
Treated  at  this  ungodly  rate. 
Having  through  all  the  village  past. 
To  a  small  cottage  came  at  last ; 
Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honest  ye'man, 
Oiird  in  tlie  neighbouriiood  Philemon  ; 
Who  kindly  did  these  saints  invite 
In  hu  poor  hut  to  pass  the  night; 

Dd  2 


404 


SWIFT 


And  then  the  hospitable  sire 
Bid  Goody  Baucis  mend  the  fire ; 
While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took 
A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook. 
And  freely  from  tlie  fattest  side 
Cut  out  large  slices  to  be  fry*d ; 
Then  stepp'd  aside  to  fetch  diem  drink, 
Fiird  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink. 
And  saw  it  fairly  twice  go  round ; 
Yet  (what  is  wonderful !)  they  found 
'Twas  still  replenish*d  to  the  top, 
As  if  they  ne*er  had  touched  a  drop. 
Tlie  good  old  couple  were  amaz'd. 
And  often  on  each  other  gaz*d ; 
For  both  were  frighten*d  to  the  heart. 
And  just  began  to  cry,  —  "  Whatar't?" 
Then  sofUy  tum*d  aside  to  view 
Whether  the  lights  were  burning  blue. 
The  gentle  jnlgrimi,  soon  aware  on  *t. 
Told  them  their  calling,  and  their  errand : 
"  Good  folks,  you  need  not  be  afraid, 
We  arc  but  unnts,**  the  hermits  said : 
"  No  hurt  shall  come  to  you  or  yours  : 
But  for  that  pack  of  churlish  boors, 
Not  fit  to  live  on  Christian  ground. 
They  and  their  houses  shall  be  drown'd  ; 
Whilst  you  shall  see  your  cottage  rise. 
And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes.'* 

They  scarce  had  spoke,  when  fair  and  soft 
The  roof  began  to  mount  aloft ; 
Aloft  rose  every  beam  and  rafter ; 
Hie  heavy  wall  climb*d  slowly  after. 

The  chimney  widen'd,  and  grew  higher, 
Became  a  steeple  with  a  spire. 

Hie  keti^e  to  the  top  was  hoist. 
And  there  stood  fasten'd  to  a  joist. 
But  with  the  upside  down,  to  show 
Its  inclination  for  below  : 
In  vain  ;  for  a  superior  force, 
Apply*d  at  bottom,  stops  its  course ; 
Doom*d  ever  in  suspense  to  dwell, 
"Hs  now  no  ketUe,  but  a  bell. 

A  wooden  jack,  which  had  almost 
Lost  by  disuse  the  art  to  roast, 
A  sudden  alteration  feels, 
Increas'd  by  new  intestine  wheels ; 
And,  what  exalts  the  wonder  more, 
The  number  made  the  motion  slower : 
Hie  flier,  though  *t  had  leaden  feet, 
Tum*d  round  so  quick,  you  scarce  could  see 't ; 
But,  slacken'd  by  some  secret  power. 
Now  hardly  moves  an  inch  an  hour. 
The  jack  and  chimney,  near  ally'd. 
Had  never  left  each  other's  side  : 
The  diimney  to  a  steeple  grown, 
Hie  jack  would  not  be  left  alone ; 
But,  up  against  the  steeple  rear'd, 
Became  a  clock,  and  still  •adher*d ; 
And  still  its  love  to  household  cares, 
By  a  shrill  voice  at  noon,  declares. 
Warning  the  oook-maid  not  to  bum 
Hiat  roost  meat  which  it  cannot  turn. 

The  groaning.«hair  b^an  to  crawl. 
Like  a  huge  snail,  along  the  wall ; 
There  stuck  aloft  in  public  view. 
And,  with  small  change,  a  pulpit  grew. 

The  porringo^  that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  made  a  glittering  show, 
To  a  less  noble  substance  chang'd. 
Were  now  but  leathern  buckets  raog'd. 


The  ballad^  pasted  on  the  wall. 
Of  Joan  of  Fhmce,  and  English  MoU* 
Fair  Rosamond,  and  Robin  Hood, 
The  Little  Children  in  the  Wood, 
Now  seem'd  to  look  abundance  belter, 
Improv'd  in  picture,  sise,  and  letter ; 
And,  hi^  in  order  plac'd,  describe 
The  hexiddry  <^  every  tribe.  * 

A  bedstead  of  the  antique  modc^ 
Compact  of  timber  many  a  load. 
Such  as  our  ancestors  did  use. 
Was  metamorphos'd  into  pews  ; 
Which  still  their  ancient  nature  keep 
By  lodging  folks  dispoe'd  to  aleep^ 

The  cottage  by  such  feats  .as  these 
Grown  to  a  church  by  just  degrees, 
The  hermits  then  desir'd  their  hoot 
To  ask  for  what  he  fancy'd  most 
Philemon,  having  pausM  awhile, 
Retum'd  them  thainks  in  homely  style : 
Hien  said,  **  My  house  is  grown  so  fine^ 
Methinks  I  still  would  call  it  mine  ; 
I'm  old,  and  fain  would  live  at  ease  ; 
Make  me  the  paraon,  if  you  please.'* 

He  ^x>ke,  and  presently  be  feels 
His  grazier's  coat  fall  down  his  heels ; 
He  sees,  yet  hardly  can  believe. 
About  each  arm  a  pudding-sleeve ; 
His  waistcoat  to  a  cassoc  grew. 
And  both  assiim'd  a  sable  hue ; 
But,  being  old,  continued  just 
As  thread-bare,  and  as  full  of  dust 
His  talk  was  now  of  tithes  and  dues  .- 
He  smok'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 
Knew  how  to  preach  old  sermons  next, 
Vamp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text; 
At  christenings  well  could  act  Jiis  par^ 
And  had  the  service  all  by  heart ; 
Wish'd  women  might  have  children  fin^ 
And  thought  whose  sow  had  faixow'd  last ; 
Against  dissenters  would  repine, 
And  stood  up  firm  for  right  divines 
Found  his  head  fill'd  with  many  a  system  ; 
But  classic  authors,  •—  he  ne'er  miss'd  'cm* 

Thus  having  furbish'd  up  a  parson. 
Dame  Baucis  next  they  play'd  their  farce  oBp 
Instead  of  home^qiun  coifs,  were  seen 
Good  pinners  edg'd  witli  cdberteen ; 
Her  petticoat,  truisform'd  apace. 
Became  black  sattin,  flounc'd  with  laoe. 
Plain  Goody  would  no  longer  down  ; 
'Twas  Madam,  in  her  grogram  gown. 
Philemon  was  in  great  surprise. 
And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyes, 
Amaz'd  to  see  her  look  so  prim ; 
And  she  admir'd  as  mudi  at  Imn. 

Thus  happy  in  their  change  c£  life 
Were  sevoil  years  this  man  and  wife ; 
When,  on  a  day,  which  prov'd  their  last. 
Discoursing  o'er  old  stories  past, 
They  went  by  chance,  amidst  their  talk. 
To  the  church-yard  to  take  a  walk  ; 
When  Baucis  hastily  cry'd  out, 
*'  My  dear,  I  see  your  forehead  sprout !"  [us? 
"  Sprout ! "  quoth  theman ;  "what 's  this  you  tell 
I  hope  you  don't  believe  me  jealous? 

*  The  tribes  of  Israel  are  sometimes  dislinguiabed 
in  country  churches  by  the  ensigns  given  to  tfaefli 
I  by  Jacob. 
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But  yeC^  metfainks,  I  fed  it  true ; 
And  really  jrours  is  budding  too :  — 
Nay  —  now  I  cannot  stir  my  foot ; 
It  feels  as  if  *twere  taking  root'* 

Description  would  but  tire  my  Muse ; 
In  short,  they  both  were  tum'd  to  yevot. 

Old  Goodman  Dobson  of  the  green 
Remembers,  he  the  trees  has  seen : 
He  *11  talk  of  them  from  noon  till  night, 
And  .goes  with  folks  to  show  the  sight : 
On  &indays,  after  evening  prayer, 
He  gathers  all  the  parish  there ; 
PiMnts  out  the  place  of  either  yew ; 
Here  Bauds,  diere  Philemon,  grew  : 
TEU  onoe  a  parson  of  our  town. 
To  mend  his  bam,  cut  Baucis  down ; 
At  which,  *tis  hard  to  be  believ'd 
How  much  the  other  tree  was  griev'd. 
Grew  scrubbed,  dy'd  a-top,  was  stunted ; 
So  the  next  parson  stubb*d  and  burnt  it. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  MORNING. 

1709, 

Now  hardly  here  and  there  an  hackney  coach 
Appearing,  show*d  the  ruddy  Mom's  approach. 
Now  Betty  from  her  master's  bed  had  flown. 
And  softly  stole  to  discompose  her  own ; 
Hie  slipshod  'prentice  from  his  master's  door 
Had  par'd  the  dirt,  and  sprinkled  round  the  floor. 
Now  Moll  had  whirl'd  her  mop  with  dextrous  airs, 
iVepflr'd  to  scrub  the  entry  and  the  stairs. 
Tht  youth  with  broomy  stumps  began  to  trace 
The  kennel's  edge,  ii4iere  wheels  had  worn  the  place. 
The  smaU-ooaUman  was  heard  with  cadence  deep, 
TSU  drown'd  in  shriller  notes  of  chimney-sweep. 
Duns  at  his  lordship's  gate  began  to  meet ; 
And  brick-dust  Moll  hui  acream'd  throu^  half  the 


The  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  sees. 
Duly  let  out  a-nights  to  steal  fbr  fees : 
The  watchful  bailiffs  take  their  silent  stands, 
And  scliooUioys  Uig  with  satchels  in  their  hands. 


THE  GRAND  QUESTION  DEBATED: 
wHrmBK  Hamilton's  bawn  should  bx  turnkd 

mo  A  BARRACK  OB  A  MALT-HOUSX.       1729. 

Thus  spoke  to  my  lady  the  knight  *  full  of  care : 
'*  Let  me  hare  your  advice  in  a  weighty  affair. 
This  Hamilton's  bawnf ,  whilst  it  sticks  on  my  hand, 
I  lose  by  the  house  what  I  get  by  the  land ; 
But  how  to  dispose  of  it  to  the  best  bidder. 
For  a  harradk  ^  or  mati-Aotue,  we  now  must  consider. 

**  First,  let  me  suppose  I  make  it  a  malt-house, 
Here  I  have  oomputeid  the  profit  will  fall  t'  us ; 

*  Sv  Arthur  Acfaeson,  at  whose  seat  this  was 


f  A  large  old  bouse,  two  miles  from  Sir  Arthur's 

t  Hie  amy  in  Ireland  is  lodged  an  strong  build- 
ings otcr  the  whole  kiugdoni,  aUled  bazracks.     F, 


There  *s  nine  hundred  pounds  for  labour  and  grain, 
I  increase  it  to  twelve,  so  three  hundred  remain ; 
A  handsome  addition  for  wine  and  good  cheer, 
Tliree  dishes  a  day,  and  three  h<^8heads  a  year : 
With  a  dozen  large  vessels  my  vault  shall  be  stor'd ; 
No  little  scrub  joint  shall  come  on  my  board ; 
And  you  and  tlie  Dean  no  more  shall  combine 
To  stint  me  at  night  to  one  bottle  of  wine ; 
Nor  shall  I,  for  his  humour,  permit  you  to  purloin  • 
A  stone  and  a  quarter  of  beef  from  my  surloin. 
If  I  make  it  a  barrack,  the  crown  is  my  tenant ! 
My  dear,  I  have  ponder'd  again  and  again  on  't : 
In  poundage  and  drawbacks  I  lose  half  my  rent ; 
Whatever  they  give  me,  I  must  be  content, 
Or  join  with  the  court  in  every  debate ; 
And  rather  than  that,  I  would  lose  my  estate." 
Thus  ended  the  knight ;  thus  began  his  meek  wife : 
"  It  must,  and  it  shall  be  a  barrack,  my  life. 
I'm  grown  a  mere  majms;  no  company  comes, 
But  a  rabble  of  tenants,  and  rusty  dull  Rums  $ 
With  parsons  what  lady  can  keep  herself  clean  ? 
I'm  all  over  daub'd  when  I  sit  by  the  Dean 
But  if  you  will  give  us  a  barrack,  my  dear. 
The  captain,  I'm  sure,  will  always  come  here ; 
I  then  shall  not  value  his  Deanship  a  straw. 
For  the  captain,  I  warrant,  will  keep  him  in  awe ; 
Or  should  he  pretend  to  be  brisk  and  alert. 
Will  tell  him  that  chaplains  should  not  be  so  pert ; 
That  men  of  his  coat  should  be  minding  their  prayers* 
And  not  among  ladies  to  give  themselves  airs." 

Thus  argued  my  lady,  but  argued  in  vain  ; 
Tlie  knight  liis  opinion  resolv'd  to  maintain. 

But  Hannah  || ,  who  listen'd  to  all  that  was  past, 
And  could  not  endure  so  vulgar  a  taste. 
As  soon  as  her  ladyship  call'd  to  be  drest, 
Cry'd,  "  Madam,  why  surely  my  master  's  possest ! 
Sir  Arthur  the  maltster !  how  fine  it  will  sound ! 
Vd  rather  the  bawn  were  sunk  under  ground. 
But  madam,  I  guess'd  there  would  never  come  good. 
When  I  saw  him  so  often  with  Darby  and  Wood.  5 
And  now  my  dream  *s  out ;  for  I  was  a-dream'd 
That  I  saw  a  huge  rat—  O  dear,  how  I  scream'd ! 
And  after,  methought,  I  had  lost  my  new  shoes ; 
And  Molly,  she  said,  I  should  hear  some  ill  news. 

**  Dear  madam,  had  you  but  the  spirit  to  tease^ 
Tou  might  have  a  barrack  whenever  you  please  : 
And,  madam,  I  always  believ'd  you  so  stout. 
That  for  twenty  denials  you  would  not  give  out 
If  I  had  a  husband  like  him,  I  partcst, 
Till  he  gave  me  my  will,  I  would  (five  him  no  rest; 
And,  rather  than  come  in  the  saitu-  pair  of  sheets 
Witli  such  a  cross  man,  I  would  lie  in  the  streets; 
But,  madam,  I  beg  you  contrive  and  invent, 
And  worry  him  out,  till  he  gives  his  consent. 
Dear  madam,  whene'er  of  a  barrack  1  tliink. 
An  I  were  to  be  hang'd.  I  can't  sleep  a  wink : 
For  if  a  new  crotchet  comes  into  my  brain, 
I  can't  get  it  out,  though  I'd  never  so  fain. 
I  fancy  already  a  barrack  contriv'd 
At  Hamilton's  bawn,  and  the  troop  is  arriv'd ; 
Of  this,  to  be  sure.  Sir  Arthur  lias  warning. 
And  waits  on  the  captain  betimes  the  next  morning. 
Now  see,  when  they  meet,  hojv  their  honours  behave : 
*  Noble  captain,  your  servant*^'  Sir  Arthur,  your 
slave; 

§  A  cant  word  in  Ireland  for  a  poor  country  cler- 
gyman.    F. 

y   My  lady's  waiting-woman.     JF*. 
^  Two  of  Sir  Artiiur's  managers.     N» 
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You  honour  me  much*—-'  Hie  honour  is  mine'-** 

*  *Twa8  a  sad  rainy  night' — <  But  the  morning  is 

fine.'  [service.*  — 

«  Phiy  how  does  my  lady  ?*^*  My  wife  *s  at  your 
<  I  think  I  have  seen  her  picture  by  Jervas.'  ** 

*  Good  morrow,  good  captain.     I'll  wait  on  you 

down.  *  —  [clown :  • 

*  You  sha'n't  stir  a  foot*  —  *  You  'U  think  me  a 
'  For  all  the  world,  captain  •— *  *•'  Not  half  an  inch 

farther. '  —  [Arthur ! 

'  You  must  be  obey'd  !*  —  *  Your  servant,    Sir 
My  humble  respects  to  my  lady  unknown.*  — 
'  I  hope  you  will  use  my  house  as  your  own. 

"  Go  bring  me  my  smock^  and  leave  off  your  prate, 
Thou  hast  cextainly  gotten  &cnp  in  thy  pate." 

"  Pray,  madam,  be  quiet ;  what  was  it  I  said  ? 
You  had  like  to  have  put  it  quite  out  of  my  head. 
Next  day,  to  be  sure,  the  captain  will  come. 
At  the  head  of  his  troops,  with  trumpet  and  drum. 
Now,  madam,  observe  how  he  marches  in  state : 
Hie  man  with  the  kettle-drum  enters  the  gate : 
Dub,  dub,  adub,  dub.     The  trumpeters  follow, 
Tantara,  tantara ;  while  all  the  boys  hollow. 
See  now  comes  the  captain  all  daub'd  with  gold  lace : 
O  la !  the  sweet  gentleman !  look  in  his  uioe ; 
And  see  how  he  rides  like  a  lord  of  the  land. 
With  the  fine  flaming  sword  that  he  holds  in  his  hand ; 
And  his  horse,  the  dear  ereter,  it  prances  and  rears; 
With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears : 
At  last  comes  the  troop  by  the  word  of  command. 
Drawn  up  in  our  court ;  when  the  captain  cries. 

Stand! 
Your  ladyship  lifts  up  the  sash  to  be  seen 
(For  sure  I  had  dixen*d  yoU'OUi  Kke  a  queen). 
The  captain,  to  show  he  is  proud  of  the  favour. 
Looks  up  to  your  window,  and  cocks  up  his  besver. 
(His  beaver  is  cock'd ;  pray,  madam,  mark  that. 
For  a  captain  of  horse  never  takes  off  his  hat, 
Because  he  has  never  a  hand  that  is  idle ; 
For  the  right  holds  the  sword,  and  the  left  holds  the 

bridle : ) 
Then  flourishes  thrice  his  sword  in  the  air, 
As  a  compliment  due  to  a  lady  so  fair ; 
(How  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  blood  it  hath  spilt ;) 
Then  he  lowers  down  the  point,  and  kisses  thehilL 
Your  ladyship  smiles,  and  thus  you  b^n : 
'  Fkay,  captain,  be  pleas'd  to  alight  and  walk  in.* 
Tlie  captain  salutes  you  with  congee  profound^ 
And  your  ladyship  curtsies  half  way  to  the  ground. 
'  Kit,  run  to  your  master,  and  bid  him  come  to  us ; 
I'm  sure  he  *11  be  proud  of  the  hwiottr  you  do  us. 
And,  captain,  you  11  do  us  the  £svour  to  stay. 
And  take  a  short  dinner  here  with  us  to-day : 
You  're  heartily  welcome ;  but  as  for  good  cheer, 
You  come  in  the  very  worst  time  of  the  year : 
If  I  had  expected  so  worthy  a  guest —  * 
'  Lord !  madam !  your  ladyship  sure  is  in  jest : 
You  banter  me,  madam  ;  the  kingdom  must  grant—' 
'  You  officers,  captain,  are  so  complaisant !'  ** 

"  Hist,  hussy,  I  think  I  hear  somebody  coming — " 
*'  No,  ™<M<«^«"  ;  'tis  only  Sir  Arthur  aJuimming. 
To  shorten  my  tale  (for  I  hate  a  long  story). 
The  captain  at  dinner  appears  in  his  glory ; 
The  Dean  and  the  doctor  *  have  humbled  their  pride. 
For  the  captain  's  entreated  to  sit  by  your  side ; 
And,  because  he 's  tlieir  betters,  you  carve  for  him 

first; 
The  parsons  for  envy  are  ready  to  burst. 

*  Dr.  Jinny,  a  clergyman  in  the  neighbourhood.  F* 


The  servants  amaiM  are  tcuioe  ever  able 
To  keep  off  their  eyes,  as  they  wait  at  the  table; 
And  Molly  ^nd  I  have  thrust  in  our  nose 
To  peep  at  the  captain  all  in  his  fine  ofe'ei. 
Dear  madam,  be  sure  he  's  a  fine-spoken  man. 
Do  but  hear  on  the  clergy  bow  glib  his  tongue  rsn; 
<  And,  madam,'  says  he,  '  if  sudb  dinners  you  givc^ 
You  '11  ne'er  want  for  parsons  as  long  as  you  live. 
I  ne'er  knew  a  parson  without  a  good  noae  ; 
But  the  Devil 's  as  welcome  wherever  be  ^oea: 
G—  d— n  me !  they  bid  us  reform  and  repent. 
But,  a— s  \  by  their  looks  they  never  keep  LenL 
Mister  curate,  for  all  your  grave  locAs,  I'm  aftaid 
You  cast  a  sheep's  eye  on  her  ladyship's  maid : 
I  wish  she  would  lend  you  her  pretty  white  hand 
In  mending  your  cassoc,  and  smoothing  your  band. 
(  For  the  Dean  vras  so  shabby,  and  look'd  like  a  ninny. 
That  the  captain  suppoe'd  be  was  curate  to  Jinsy.) 
Whenever  you  see  a  cassoc  and  gown, 
A  hundred  to  one  but  it  covers  a  down. 
Observe  how  a  parson  comes  into  a  room ; 
G—  dp— n  me !  he  hobbles  as  bad  as  my  groom ; 
A  sckolard,  when  just  from  his  college  brake  looic^ 
Can  hardly  tell  how  to  cry  6o  to  a  goose ; 
Your  Novedsj  and  Bluturcksj  and  Omun  -f ,  and  stufi^ 
By  G— ^  they  don't  signify  this  pinch  or  snuff 
To  give  a  young  gentleman  right  education, 
Tlie  army 's  the  cmly  good  school  in  the  natioii : 
My  schoolmaster  call'd  me  a  dunce  and  a  fool. 
But  at  cufi&  I  was  always  the  cock  of  the  school ; 
I  never  could  take  to  my  book  for  the  blood  o'  om^ 
And  the  puppy  oonfiess'd  he  expected  no  good  o'  »& 
He  caught  me  one  morning  coquetting  his  wife^ 
But  he  maul'd  me,  I  ne'er  vras  so  maul'd  in  my  Ufie: 
So  I  took  to  the  road,  and  what 's  very  odd. 
The  first  man  I  robb'd  was  a  paison,  by  G— « 
Now,  madsm,  you  '11  think  it  a  strange  thing  to  SBy« 
But  the  sight  of  a  book  makes  me  sick  to  tUa  day." 
"  Never  since  I  was  bom  did  I  hear  so  much  wi^ 
And,  madam,  I  laugh'd  till  I  thought  I  should  spliL 
So  then  you  look'd  scornful,  and  snift  at  the  Dcan^ 
As  who  should  say,  Now,  am  I  skinny  and  lean  ^| 
But  he  dujst  not  so  much  ^  once  open  his  lips. 
And  the  doctor  was  plaguily  down  in  the  hips." 
Thus  merciless  Hannah  ran  on  in  her  talk. 
Till  she  heard  the  Diaux  call,  "Willyour  Ivlyihv 

walk?" 
Her  ladyship  answers,  «  I'm  just  coming  down  :* 
Then,  turning  to  Hannah,  and  forcing  \k  frown. 
Although  it  was  plain  in  her  heart  she  was  glad, 
Cry'd,  "  Hussy,  why  sure  the  wench  is  gone  mad! 
How  could  these  chimeras  get  into  your  brains?-^ 
Come  hither,  and  take  this  old  gown  for  your  pains. 
But  the  Dean,  if  this  secret  should  come  to  Ins  esr% 
Will  never  have  done  with  hi^  gibes  and  hu  jeen : 
For  your  life,  not  a  word  of  the  matter,  I  charge  jt\ 
Give  me  but  a  barrack^  a  fig  for  the  clergy." 


»• 


ONPOETEY:  A  RHAPSODY.     1799. 

All  human  race  would  fiun  be  wiih 
And  millions  miss  for  one  that  hits. 
Young's  universal  passion,  /jrufe. 
Was  never  known  to  spread  so  wide. 
Say,  Britain,  could  you  ever  boast^ 
Three  poets  in  an  age  at  most  ? 

f  Ovids,  Fhitarcfas»  UomuB, 
I  Niclunamcaibr  my  lady. 
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Our  di&Iiiig  diniflte  hardly  bean 
A  tpHg  of  bm  in  fifty  yean ; 
"Wlnl^  every  tool  Ms  daim  alleges. 
As  if  it  grew  in  common  hedges. 
Whit  reason  can  there  be  assign'd 
For  this  perrerseness  in  the  mind  ? 
Brutes  find  out  where  their  talents  lie : 
A  bear  will  not  attempt  to  fly ; 
A  founder'd  korse  will  oft  debate, 
Before  he  tries  a  fiTe-barr*d  gate ; 
A  dag  by  instinct  turns  aside, 
Who  sees  the  ditch  too  deep  and  wide. 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature 
Who,  led  byfoUy,  combats  nature ; 
Who,'  when  she  loudly  aiea,  forbear  ^ 
With  obstinacy  fixes  there; 
And,  where  his  genius  least  inclines, 
Absuidly  bends  his  whole  designs. 

Not  empire  to  the  rising  Sun 
By  valour,  conduct,  fortune  won ; 
Not  highest  wisdom  in  debates 
For  firuning  laws  to  govern  states ; 
Not  skill  in  sciences  profound, 
So  large  to  grasp  the  circle  round ; 
Such  heavenly  influence  require. 
As  how  to  strike  the  3ittse*i  lyre. 

Not  beggar's  brat  on  bulk  begot; 
Not  bastard  of  a  pedlar  Scot ; 
Not  boy  brought  up  to  cleaning  shoes, 
Tb£  spawn  of  Bridewell  or  the  stews ; 
Not  infants  dropt,  the  spurious  pledges 
Of  gyjmes  littering  under  hedges  ; 
Are  so  disqualified  by  fate 
To  rise  in  churchf  or  law,  or  ttaUt 
As  he  whom  I%oebus  in  his  ire 
Hath  blasted  with  poetic  fire. 

What  hope  of  custom  in  theyatr, 
While  not  a  soul  demands  your  ware  ? 
Where  you  have  nothing  to  produce 
For  private  life,  or  public  use  ? 
Courtf  city,  couiUry,  want  you  not ; 
You  cannot  bribe,  betray,  or  plot 
For  poets,  law  makes  no  provision ; 
The  wealthy  have  you  in  derision : 
Of  State  afliiin  you  cannot  smatter ; 
Are  awkward  when  you  try  to  flatter : 
Tour  portion,  taking  Britain  round. 
Was  jtist  one  annual  hundred  pound ; 
Now  not  so  much  as  in  remainder, 
Snee  Gibber  brought  in  an  attainder; 
For  ever  fix*d  by  right  divine 
(A  monarch's  right)  on  Grub-street  line. 

Poor  sterveling  bard,  how  small  thy  gains ! 
How  unproportion'd  to  thy  pains ! 
And  here  a  simUe  comes  pat  in : 
Hwugh  ddckenM  take  a  month  to  fistten. 
The  ^ests  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
Will  more  than  half  a  score  devour. 
So^  after  toiling  twenty  days 
To  earn  a  stock  of  pence  and  praise, 
Tbj  labours,  grown  die  critic's  prey, 
Are  swallow'd  o^et  a  dish  of  tea ; 
Gone  to  be  never  beard  of  more. 
Gone  where  the  chickera  went  before. 

How  shall  a  new  attempter  learn 
CVf  difiTerent  spirits  to  discern, 
Ahd  how  distinguish  which  is  which. 
The  poet's  vein,  or  scribbling  itch? 
Iben  hear  an  old  expcrienc'd  sinner 
lucnlciing  thus  a  young- beginner. 


Comult  youndf ;  and  if  you  find 
A  powerful  impulse  urge  your  mind. 
Impartial  jodge  within  your  breaat 
What  subject  you  can  manage  best ; 
Whether  yaur  genius  most  inclines 
To  satire,  praise,  or  btanorous  lincsy 
To  elegies  in  moumfttl  tone,        * 
Or  prologue  sent  from  hand  uaknowik 

Sen,  rising  with  Aurora's  light, 
e  Muse  invok'd,  sit  down  to  write ; 
Blot  out,  eorrect,  insert,  refine^ 
Enlarge,  diminish,  interline ; 
3e  mmdftil,  when  invention  fails, 
lb  scratch  your  head,  woA  bite  your  aulai 

Tour  poem  finish'd,  next  your  care 
Is  needful  to  transcribe  it  fair. 
In  modem  wit,  all  |>rinted  trash  is 
Set  off  with  numerous  breakt  and  da$het,  - 

To  statesmen  would  you  give  a  wipe, 
Tou  print  it  in  iiaUc  type. 
When  letten  are  in  vulgar  shapes, 
*Tis  ten  to  one  die  wit  escapes : 
But,  .when  in  eapitaU  exprest, 
The  dullest  reader  smokes  the  jest: 
Or  else  perhaps  he^may  invent 
A  better  than  the  poet  meant ; 
As  lesomed  commentaton  view 
In  Homer  more  than  Homer  knew. 

Your  poem  in  its  modish  dresi^ 
Correctly  fitted  for  the  press. 
Convey  by  penny-post  to  Untot, 
But  let  no  friend  alive  look  into  *t. 
If  Lintot  thinks  'twill  quit  the  cost, 
You  need  not  fwt  your  labour  lost : 
And  how  agreeably  surpris'd 
Are  you  to  see  it  advertis'd !' 
The  hawker  shows  you  one  in  print, 
As  fresh  as  farthings  from  the  mint : 
The  product  of  your  toil  and  sweating ; 
A  bastard  of  your  own  begetting. 

Be  sure  at  Will's,  the  following  day, 
lie  snug,  and  hear  what  critics  say ; 
And,  if  you  find  the  general  vogue 
IVonounces  you  a  stupid  rogue. 
Damns  all  jrour  thouj^its  as  low  and  Itttlci 
Sit  still,  and  swallow  down  your  spitde. 
Be  silent  as  a  politician. 
For  talking  may  beget  suspicion : 
Or  praise  the  judgment  of  the  town. 
And  help  yourself  to  run  it  down. 
Give  up  your  fond  paternal  pride, 
Nor  aigue  on  the  weaker  sicto : 
For  poems  read*vrithout  a  name 
We  justly  praise,  or  justly  blame ; 
And  critics  have  no  partial  views. 
Except  they  know  whom  they  abuse : 
And,  since  you  ne'er  provoke  their  spite^ 
Depend  upon  't  their  judgment 's  right 
But  if  you  blab,  you  are  undone : 
Consider  what  a  risk  you  run : 
Tou  lose  your  credit  all  at  once ; 
The  town  will  mark  you  for  a  dunce  ; 
The  vilest  doggrel  Grub-street  sends. 
Will  pass  for  youn  with  foes  and  firienda; 
And  you  must  bear  the  whole  disgracd^ 
Till  some  fk^sh  blockhead  takes  your  pJa^e. 

Tour  secret  kept,  your  poem  sunk. 
And  sent  in  quires  to  line  a  trunk. 
If  still  you  be  dispoa'd  to  ihyme^ 
Go  try  your  hand  a  second  time^ 
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Again  you  fail :  yet  Stfi  *%  the  word ; 
TaJ^  cotirage,  and  attempt  a  third. 
But  first  with  rare  employ  your  thoughts 
Where  critics  mark*d  your  former  faults; 
llie  trivial  turns,  the  borrow'd  wit, 
"Hie  jjnufet  that  nothing  fit ; 
Hie  anU  which  every  fool  repeats, 
Town  jests  and  coffee4iouse  conceits ; 
Descriptions  tedious,  flat  and  dry, 
And  introduc*d  the  Lord  knows  why : 
Or  where  we  find  your  fury  set 
Against  the  harmless  alphabet ; 
On  A*s  and  B*s  your  malice  vent, 
"While  readers  wonder  whom  you  meant ; 
A  public  or  a  private  robber, 
A  statetman,  or  a  South-^ea^fiMer ; 
A  prdate  who  no  God  believes ; 
A  parliament,  or  den  of  thieves ; 
A  pick-purse  at  the  bar  or  bench ; 
A  duchess,  or  a  suburiv-wench  : 
Or  oft*,  when  epithets  you  link 
In  gaping  lines  to  fill  a  chink ; 
Like  stepping-4tones  to  save  a  stride, 
In  streets  where  kennels  are  too  widie ; 
Or  like  a  heel-piece,  to  support 
A  cripple  with  one  foot  too  short ; 
Or  like  a  bridge,  that  jmns  a  marish 
To  moorlands  of  a  difiTerent  parish : 
So  have  I  seen  ill-coupled  hounds 
Drag  different  ways  in  miry  grouud& 
So  geographers  in  Afnc  maps 
Witii  savage  pictures  fill  their  gaps, 
And  o'er  unhabitable  downs 
Flaoe  elephants  for  want  of  towns. 

But,  though  you  miss  your  third  essay. 
You  need  not  throw  your  pen  away. 
Lay  now  aside  all  thoughts  of  fiune, 
To  spring  more  profitable  game. 
From  party-merit  seek  support ; 
The  vilest  verse  thrives  best  at  coiurt. 
A  pamphlet  in  Sir  Bob*s  defence 
WUl  never  fail  to  bring  in  pence : 
Nor  be  conceni'd  about  the  sale. 
He  pays  his  workmen  on  the  nail. 

A  prince,  the  moment  he  is  crown'd, 
Inherits  every  virtue  round. 
As  emblems  of  the  sovereign  power. 
Like  other  baubles  in  the  Tower ; 
Is  generous,  valiant,  just,  and  wise. 
And  so  continues  till  he  dies : 
His  humble  senate  this  professes. 
In  all  their  speeches^  voies,  addrestet. 
But  once  you  fix  him  in  a  tomb. 
His  virtues  fade,  his  vices  bloom ; 
And  each  perfection  wrong  imputed. 
Is  fully  at  his  death  confuted. 
The  loads  of  poems  in  his  praise. 
Ascending,  make  one  funeral  blaze  : 
As  soon  as  you  can  hear  his  knell, 
litis  god  on  Earth  turns  devil  in  Hell  t 
And  lo !  his  ministers  of  state, 
Transform*d  to  imps,  his  levee  wait ; 
Where,  in  the  scenes  of  endless  woe, 
They  ply  their  former  arts  below ; 
And,  as  they  sail  in  Charon's  boat. 
Contrive  to  bribe  the  judge's  vote ; 
To  Coberus  they  give  a  sop. 
His  triple-barking  mouth  to  stop ; 
Or  in  the  ivory  gate  of  dreams 
Fkroject  excise  and  South-sea  schemes; 


Or  hira  die  party  pamphlrtwi 
To  set  Elyatium  by  the  ears. 

Then,  poet,  if  you  mean  to  thrive^ 
Employ  your  Muse  on  kings  alive : 
With  prudence  gathering  up  a  duater 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  mnatery 
Which,  form'd  into  a  garland  sweet. 
Lay  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet; 
Who,  as  the  odours  reach  bis  tfaroDC^ 
Will  smile,  and  think  them  all  his  own; 
For  law  and  gospel  both  determine 
All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine : 
(I  mean  the  oracles  of  both. 
Who  shall  depose  it  upon  oath.) 
Your  garland  in  the  following  reign. 
Change  but  the  names,  will  do  again. 

But,  if  you  think  this  trade  too  baac^ 
(Whidi  seldom  is  the  dunce's  case,} 
Fut  on  the  critic's  brow,  and  sit 
At  Will's  the  puny  judge  of  wit. 
A  nod,  a  shrug,  a  scornful  smile. 
With  caution  ux'd,  may  serve  awhile. 
Fkooeed  no  further  in  your  part, 
Before  you  learn  the  terms  of  art ; 
For  you  can  never  be  tqo  far  gone 
In  all  our  modem  critic's  jargon  : 
Hien  talk  with  more  authentic  face 
Of  unities,  in  time  and  place  ; 
.  Get  scraps  of  Horace  from  your  fijcnde^ 
And  have  them  at  your  fingers'  ends ; 
Learn  Aristotle's  rules  by  rote^ 
And  at  all  hazards  boldly  quote  ; 
Judicious  Rymer  oft'  review, 
.  Wise  Dennis,  and  profound  Boaau ; 
Read  all  the  prefaces  of  Dryden, 
For  these  our  critics  much  confide  in, 
(Though  merely  writ  at  first  for  fiUii^ 
To  raise  the  volume's  price  a  shilling.) 

A  forward  critic  often  dupes  us 
With  sham  quotations  peri  hupsowsi 
And  if  we  have  not  read  Longinui^ 
"WUl  magisterially  outshine  us. 
Then,  lest  with  Greek  he  overrun  yc^ 
Procure  the  book  for  love  or  money, 
Translated  from  Boileau's  translation, 
And  quote  guotaticm  on  guotatimu 

At  '^^U's  you  hear  a  poem  read. 
Where  Battus,  from  the  table  head. 
Reclining  on  his  elbow-chair. 
Gives  judgment  with  decisive  air ; 
To  whom  the  tribe  of  circling  wits 
As  to  an  oracle  submits. 
He  gives  directions  to  the  town,  • 

To  cry  it  up  or  run  it  down ; 
Like  courtiers,  when  they  send  a  notc^ 
Instructing  members  how  to  vote. 
He  sets  the  stamp  of  bad  and  good, 
Thou^  not  a  word  be  understood. 
Your  lesson  leam'd,  you  'U  be  secure 
To  get  the  name  of  connoisseur: 
And,  when  your  merits  once  are  known, 
PkxKure  disciples  of  your  own. 
For  poets  (you  can  neyer  want  *em) 
Sprnd  through  Augusta  Trinobantum, 
Onnputing  by  their  pecks  of  coals. 
Amount  to  just  nine  thousand  souls: 
These  o'er  their  proper  districts  govern, 
Of  ¥rit  and  humour  judges  sovereign. 
In  every  street  a  dty-bard 
Rules,  like  an  alderman,  his  ward ; 
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Hu  indisputed  rights  extend 
Tltfough  all  the  lane,  from  end  to  end ; 
Hie  neigfahoun  round  admire  his  tknwdneu 
For  songs  of  IsyoAy  and /hodnctt ; 
Outdone  by  none  in  rhyming  well, 
Altfaougfa  he  never  leam'd  to  spell. 

Two  bordering  wits  contend  for  gkny  ; 
And  one  is  Whig,  and  one  is  Tory : 
And  this  for  epics  claims  the  bays, 
And  that  for  degiac  lays: 
Some  fiun'd  for  numbers  soft  and  smooth, 
By  loren  spoke  in  Punch's  booth  ; 
And  some  as  justly  fame  extols 
For  lofty  lines  in  Smithfield  droUs. 
Bavins  in  Wapping  gains  renown. 
And  Msrius  reigns  o*er  Kentish-town : 
TSgelUus,  plac'd  in  Phoebus*  car, 
FWmn  Ludgate  shines  to  Templelbar; 
Harmonious  Gibber  entertains 
The  court  with  annual  birth-day  strains ; 
Whence  Gay  was  banish'd  in  disgrace ; 
Where  Pope  will  never  show  his  face ; 
Where  Youug  must  torture  his  invention 
To  flatter  knaves^  or  lose  his  j)eruion. 

But  these  are  not  a  thousandth  part 
Of  jobbera  in  the  poet's  art. 
Attending  each  his  proper  station. 
And  all  in  due  sulwrdination, 
Through  every  alley  to  be  found. 
In  garrets  high,  or  under  ground ; 
And  when  they  join  their  jiericranies, 
Out  skips  a  book  of  vutceUanks. 
Hobbes  clearly  proves  tliat  every  creature 
liTes  in  a  state  of  war  by  nature. 
Tbe  greater  for  the  snudlest  watch. 
But  meddle  seldom  vrith  their  match. 
A  whale  of  nuxlerate  sixe  will  draw 
A  shoal  of  herrings  down  his  maw ; 
A  fox  with  geese  his  belly  crams ; 
A  wolf  destroys  a  thousand  lambs : 
But  search  among  the  rhyming  race^ 
The  brave  are  wony'd  by  the  base. 
If  <m  BsmasBUs'  top  you  sit, 
Tou  rarely  bite,  are  always  bit. 
Each  poet  of  inferior  size 
On  you  shall  rail  and  criticise. 
And  strive  to  tear  you  limb  from  limb ; 
While  others  do  as  much  for  him. 

The  vermin  only  tease  and  pinch 
Their  foes  superior  by  an  inch. 
So^  naturalists  observe,  a  flea 
Hath  smaller  fleas  that  on  him  prey ; 
And  these  have  smaller  still  to  bite  'em. 
And  so  proceed  ad  inAnitunu 
Thus  every  poet  in  his  kind 
Is  bit  by  Um  that  comes  behind : 
Who^  though  too  little  to  be  seen. 
Can  tease,  and  gall,  and  give  the  spleen ; 
Call  dunces  foob  and  sons  of  whores, 
Lay  Grub-street  at  each  other's  doors ; 
Extol  the  Greek  and  Roman  masters. 
And  cone  our  modem  poetasters ; 
Complain,  as  many  an  ancient  bard  did, 
How  genius  is  no  more  rewarded ; 
How  vrrong  a  taste  prevails  among  us ; 
How  much  our  ancestors  outsung  us  ; 
Can  pervnate  an  awkward  scorn 
For  those  who  are  not  poets  bom; 
And  all  their  brother-dunces  lash. 
Who  crowd  the  press  with  hourly  tnudu 


O  Grab-«treet !  how  do  I  bemoan  thee^ 
Whose  gtaoeleaa  children  scom  to  own  thee ! 
Their  filial  piety  forgot, 
Deny  their  country,  like  a  Soot ; 
Though,  by  their  idiom  and  grimace. 
They  soon  betray  their  native  place. 
Yet  thou  hast  greater  cause  to  be 
Asham'd  of  them,  than  they  of  thee, 
Degenerate  from  their  ancient  brood, 
Since  first  the  court  allow'd  them  food. 

Remains  a  difliculty  still. 
To  purchase  fame  by  writing  ill. 
Fh)m  Flecknoe  down  to  Howard's  dme^ 
How  few  have  reach'd  the  low  mblime  I 
For  when  our  bigh-bom  Howard  dy'd, 
Blackmore  alone  his  place  supply'd : 
And,  lest  a  chasm  should  intervene. 
When  Death  had  finish'd  Blackmore's  icign^ 
The  Uodtn  crown  devolv'd  to  thee. 
Great  poet  of  the  Aotfow  trtt. 
But  ah !  how  unsecure  thy  throne ! 
A  thousand  bards  thy  right  disown : 
They  plot  to  turn,  in  &ctious  seal, 
Duncenia  to  a  cinnmon  weal ; 
And  vrith  rebellious  arms  pretend 
An  equal  privilege  to  df«caul 

In  bulk  there  are  not  more  degrees 
FVom  elejihatUt  to  mitet  in  cheese. 
Than  what  a  curious  eye  may  trace 
In  creatures  of  the  rhyming  race. 
From  bad  to  worse,  and  worse,  they  ftU ; 
But  who  can  reach  the  worst  <^  all  ? 
For  though,  in  nature,  depth  and  height 
Are  equally  held  infinite  ; 
In  poetry,  the  height  we  know ; 
'Tis  only  infinite  below. 
For  instance  :*  when  you  rashly  think, 
No  rhymer  can  like  Welsted  sink. 
His  merits  balanc'd,  you  shall  find 
Hie  laureat  leaves  him  far  behind. 
Concannen,  more  aspiring  bard, 
Soars  downwards  deeper  by  a  ynrd. 
Smart  Jemmy  Moor  with  rigour  drops: 
Hie  rest  pursue  as  thick  as  hops. 
Witli  heads  to  points  tlie  gulph  they  enter, 
Link'd  perpendicular  to  the  centre ; 
And,  as  their  heels  elated  rise. 
Their  heads  attempt  the  nether  skies. 

Oh,  what  indignity  and  shame. 
To  prostitute  the  Muse's  name ! 
By  flattering  kings,  whom  Heaven  design'd 
The  plagues  and  scourges  of  mankind ; 
Bred  up  in  ignorance  and  sloth. 
And  every  rice  that  nurses  both. 

Fair  Britain,  in  thy  monarch  blest. 
Whose  rirtues  bear  the  strictest  test ; 
Whom  never  faction  could  beq^atter. 
Nor  minister  nor  poet  flatter ; 
What  justice  in  rewarding  merit ! 
What  magnanimity  of  spirit ! 
What  lineaments  divine  we  trace 
Through  all  his  figure,  mien,  and  face ! 
Though  peace  with  olive  bind  his  hands, 
Confess'd  the  conquering  hero  stands. 
Hydaspes,  Indus,  and  the  Ganges, 
Dread  from  his  hand  impending  changeau 
From  him  fhe  Tartar  and  Chinese, 
Short  by  the  knees,  entreat  for  peacci 
The  anuort  of  his  throne  and  bed, 
A  perfect  goddess  bom  and  bred. 
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Appoinied  flofcnigii  jiidgiB  to  lit 
On  learning,  eloquence^  and  wit. 
Our  eldest  hope,  divine  Itilus, 
(Late,  very  lirte,  oh  mtj  he  rule  us !) 
What  early  maxihood  has  he  shown. 
Before  his  downy  beard  was  grown ! 
Hien  think,  what  wonders  will  be  done^ 
By  going  on  as  he  b^;un. 
An  heir  for  Britain  to  secure 
As  long  as  Sun  and  Moon  endure. 

Tlie  remnant  of  the  royal  blood 
Comes  pouring  on  me  like  a  flood : 
Bright  goddesses,  in  number  five ; 
Duke  William,  sweetest  prince  alive. 
Now  sing  the  minister  rfskUe, 
Who  shines  alone  without  a  mate. 
Observe  with  what  majestic  port 
This  Atlas  stands  to  prop  the  court : 
Intent  the  public  deb6  to  pay, 
lake  prudent  Fabius,  by  delay. 
Thou  great  vicegerent  of  the  king. 
Thy  praises  every  Muse  shall  sing ! 
In  all  affiiirs  thou  sole  director. 
Of  wit  and  learning  chief  protector ; 
Though  small  the  time  thou  hast  to  spare^ 
The  church  is  thy  peculiar  care. 
Of  pf  ous  prelates  what  a  stock 
You  choose,  to  rule  the  sable  flock  ! 
You  raise  the  honour  of  the  peerage, 
Proud  to  attend  you  at  the  steerage. 
I^ou  dignify  the  noble  race. 
Content  yourself  witfi  humbler  place. 
Now,  learning,  valour,  virtue,  sense. 
To  titles  give  the  sole  pretence. 
St.  George  beheld  thee  with  delight 
Vouchsafe  to  be  an  azure  knight, 
When  on  thy  breasts  and  sides  Herculean 
He  fix*d  the  star  and  string  cerulean* 

Say,  poet,  in  what  other  nation 
Shone  ever  such  a  constellation  ! 
Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  harps,  and  strow  your  bays ; 
Your  panegyrics  here  provide ; 
You  cannot  err  on  flattery's  side. 
Above  the  stars  exalt  your  style, 
You  still  are  low  ten  thousand  mile. 
On  Lewis,  all  his  bards  bestow'd 
Of  incense  many  a  thousand  load ; 
But  Europe  mortify'd  his  pride, 
'  And  swore  the  fawning  rascals  ly*d. 
Yet  what  the  world  refus*d  to  Lewis, 
Apply'd  to  George,  exactly  true  is. 
Exactly  true !  invidious  poet ! 
'Tis  fifty  thousand  times  below  iL 

Thmslate  me  now  some  lines,  if  you  can» 
From  Virgil,  Martial,  Ovid,  Lucan. 
lliey*  could  all  power  in  Heaven  divide 
And  do  no  wrong  on  either  side ; 
They  teach  you  how  to  split  a  hair. 
Give  George  and  Jove  an  equal  share. 
Yet  why  should  we  be  lac'd  so  straight? 
rU  give  my  monarch  butter-weight. 
And  reason  good ;  for  many  a  year 
Jove  never  intermeddled  here : 
Nor,  though  his  priests  be  duly^  paid, 
t>id  ever  we  desue  his  aid : 
We  now  can  better  do  without  him. 
Since  Woolston  gave  us  arms  to  rout  hiift 
Oetera  detiderantur. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  A  CITY-SHOWEB, 

a  DciTATioir  or  viaaii.*8  obomziok.     171Ql 

Carspul  observers  may  fortell  the  hour 
(By  9ore  prognostics)  ndwn  to  dread  a  shower. 
While  rain  depends,  the  pensive  cat  gives  o*ct 
Her  frolics,  jmd  punnes  her  tail  no  more. 
Returning  home  at  night,  yon  *U  find  the  sink 
Strike  your  offended  sense  with  double  stink. 
If  you  be  wise,  then  go  not  &r  to  dine ; 
You  *11  spend  in  coach-hire  more  than  aave  in  wbut. 
A  coming  shower  your  shooting  coma  presage, 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  nig« 
Sauntering  in  coffee-house  is  Dulman  seen ; 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  compUdns  of  spleen. 

Meanwhile  the  south,  rising  with  dabbled  wings, 
A  sable  cloud  athwart  tibe  welkin  flings, 
That  swiird  Ttiare  liquor  than  it  could  contain, 
And,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 
Brisk  Susan  whips  ho"  linen  from  the  rope^ 
While  the  first  drixiling  shower  is  borne  aslope : 
Such  is  diat  sprinkling  whidi  some  careless  quean 
Flirts  on  you  from  her  mop,  but  not  ao  dean : 
You  fly,  invoke  the  gods  ;  then,  turning,  stop 
To  rail ;  she,  singing,  still  whirls  on  her  mop. 
Not  yet  the  dust  had  shunn'd  th*  unequal  ttaik, 
But  aided  by  die  wind,  fought  still  for  lifc : 
And,  wafted  with  its  foe  by  violent  gust, 
'Twas  dotditfnl  which  was  rain,  and  wfaidi  was  dist 
Ah !  where  must  needy  poet  seek  for  aid. 
When  dust  and  rain  at  once  hb  coat  invade? 
Sole  coat !  where  dust  cemented  by  llie  ndn 
Erects  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  stain ! 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  dowii» 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  shops  in  crowds  the  daggled  females  fly. 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
The  templar  spruce,  while  every  spout  's  sbn&ch, 
Stays  till  'tis  hir,  yet  seems  to  call  a  coach. 
The  tuck*d^up  sempstress  walks  wHh  hasty  stride^ 
While  streams  run  down  her  oil'd  nmbrefla's  sides 
Here  various  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led. 
Commence  acquaintance  underneath  a  abed. 
Triumphant  Tories  and  desponding  Whigs 
Forget  their  finids,  and  join  to  save  their  w%s. 
Boz'd  in  a  chair,  the  besu  impatient  flits, 
WhOe  spouts  run  cUttering  o'er  the  roof  by  fits^ 
And  ever  and  anon  with  frightfiil  din 
The  leadier  sounds ;  he  trembles  from  wMmi. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  bore  the  wooden  steed^ 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  to  be  freed, 
(Those  bully  Greeks,  who,  as  the  modems  do^ 
Instead  of  paying  chairmen,  ran  them  through,) 
Laocoon  struck  die  outside  with  his  spear. 
And  each  imprison'd  hero  quak'd  for  fiear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  swelling  kennels  flow. 
And  bear  dieir  trophies  with  them  as  they  go : 
Filths  of  all  hues  and  odours  seem  to  tell 
What  stxcet  they  sail'd  from  by  thei^  sdgfat  and  mcD. 
They,  as  each  torrent  drives,  with  rapid  force, 
From  Sndtfafield  or  St  'Pulchre*s  shape  their  coarse^ 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  ftiowhill  ridg^ 
Fall  from  £e  cowtvit  prone  to  Holborn  bridge. 
Sweepings  frtim  butchen*  Aalls,  dung,  guts,  and 
blood,  [mud, 

Drown'd  puppies,  stinking  spiats,  all  drench'd  in 
Dead  cats,  and  tumip-tops,  come  h'"»T*h'"g  dovni 
the  flood 
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HORACE,  BOOK  III.  ODE>  II. 

TO   TBM   SdML   OF  OXFOMDf   LATK  tOMD   TMRASUMMM* 
CKKT   TO    HOC   WHKN    IN   THS  TOWBR,    1617. 

How  blest  is  he  who  for  his  country  dies, 
Since  Death  pursues  the  coward  as  he  flies  ! 
The  youth  in  nun  would  fly  from  fate's  attack, 
VThh  trembling  knees  and  terrour  at  his  back ; 
Though  fear  should  lend  him  pinions  like  the  wind, 
Yh  swifter  fate  will  seize  him  from  behind. 

Virtue  repulsed,  yet  knows  not  to  repine. 
But  shall  with  unattainted  honour  shine ; 
Nor  Sloops  to  take  the  staff*,  nor  lays  it  down, 
Just  as  the  rabble  please  to  smile  or  frown. 

Virtue^  to  crown  her  favourites,  loves  to  try 
Some  new  unbeaten  passage  to  the  sky ; 
^Hiere  Jove  a  seat  among  the  gods  will  give 
To  those  who  die  for  meriting  to  live. 

Next,  faithful  silence  hath  a  sure  reward ; 
Within  our  breast  be  every  secret  barr*d !  * 
He  who  betrays  hts  friend,  shall  never  be 
Undtf  one  roof,  or  in  one  ship,  with  me. 
For  who  with  traitors  would  his  safety  trust. 
Lest,  with  the  wicked.  Heaven  involve  the  just  ? 
And,  though  the  villain  *scape  awhile,  he  feels 
Slow  vengeance,  like  a  blood-hound,  at  his  heels. 


MRS.  HARRIS'S  PETITION. 
1699U 

To  their  excellencies  the  lords  justices  of  Ireland  f, 

the  humble  pecitioii  of  FVances  Hania, 
Who  jptux  itanre,  and  die  a  maid,  if  it  miacairies ; 

Humbly  showeth. 

That  I  went  to  warm  myself  in  Lady  Betty's  \  cham- 
ber, becaase  I  was  cold ; 

And  I  had  is  a  purse  seven  pounds,  four  shillings, 
and  sixpence,  besides  farthings,  in  money 
ai^  9old: 

So^  because  \  had  been  buying  things  for  my  lady 
last  night, 

I  was  resolv'd  to  tell  my  money,  to  see  if  it  was 
right. 

Now,  you  mnat  kmm^  because  my  trunk  has  a  very 

Therefore  all  the  money  I  have,  which,  God  knows, 

is  a  very  small  stock, 
I  keep  in  my  pocket,  ty*^d  about  my  middle,  next  to 

my  smock. 
So  when  I  vrcnt  to  put  up  my  purse,  as  God  would 

have  it,  my  smock  was  unript, 
And,  instead  of  putting  it  into  my  pocket,  down  it 

slipt; 
Then  the  bell  rung,  and  T  went  down  to  put  my  lady 

to  bed; 
And,  God  knows,  I  dKmght  my  money  was  as  safe 

as  my  maidenhead. 

*  The  ensign  of  the  lord  treasurer's  oflice. 
t  The  Earls  of  Berteley  and  of  Galway. 
i  Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  afterwards  Gennaine. 


So,  whto  I  came  up  agaid,  I  fband  my  po^ec  fed 

very  light: 
But  when  I  seansh'd^  and  miss*d  my  pune,  Lord! 

I  thought  I  should  have  sunk  outright. 
Lord !  madam,  says  Mary,  how  d*  ye  do  ?    Indeed^ 

says  I,  never  worse : 
But  pray,  Mary,  can  you  tell  what  I  have  done 

with  my  purse  ? 
Lord  help  me !  said  Mary,  I  never  stirr'd  eatoif 

this  place : 
Nay,  said  I,  I  had  it  in  Lady  Betty's  chamber,  that's 

a  plain  case. 
So  Mary  got  me  to  bed  and  cover'd  me  up  warm  : 
However,  she  stole  away  my  garters,  that  I  migfai 

do  myself  no  harm. 
So  I  tumbled  and  tess'd  all  night,  as  you  may  ittf 

well  think, 
But  hardly  ever  set  my  eyes  together,  or  s9e^  a 

wink. 
So  I  was  a-dreiim'd,  methought,  fiiat  we  went  ao^ 

search'd  tlie  folks  round, 
And  in  a  comer  of  Mrs.  Dukes's  *  box,  ty'd  in  a  fw^ 

the  money  was  founds 
So  next  morning  we  told  Whittle  f,  and  he  fell 

a-swearing : 
Tttetk  my  dame  Wadger  \  came ;  and  she,  you  know, 

is  diick  of  hearing. 
Dame,  said  I,  as  loud  as  I  could  bawl,  do  you  knoW 

what  a  loss  I  have  had  ? 
Nay,  said  she,  my  Lord  Colway's  §  folks  are  all  very 

sad; 
For  my  Lord  Dromedary  )  comes  a  Tuesday  wHb->' 

out  fail. 
Pugh  !  said  I,  but  that 's  not  the  business  that  I  ail. 
Says  Gary  5,  says  he,  I  have  been  a  servant  this  five 

and  twenty  years,  come  spring. 
And  in  all  the  places  I  liv'd,  I  never  hrard  of  such 

a  thing. 
Yes,  says  the  steward  **,  I  remember,  when  I  was 

at  my  Lady  Shrewsbury's, 
Such  a  thing  as  this  happen'd  just  about  the  time  of 

gooteberrieM, 
So  I  went  to  the  party  suspected,  and  I  found  her 

full  of  grief, 
(Now,  you  must  know,  of  all  things  in  the  world. 

I  hate  a  thief.) 
However,  I  am  resolv'd  to  bring  the  discourse  slily 

about: 
Mrs.  Dukes,  said  I,  here  's  an  ugly  accident  baa 

happen'd  out : 
'Us  not  that  I  value  the  money  ftree  skips  of.a 

louseff ; 
But  the  thing  I  stand  upon  is  the  credit  of  the 

house. 
'Us  true,  seven  pounds,  feur  shillings,  and  sixpence, 

makes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages  r 
Besides,  as  they  say,  service  is  no  inheritance  in 

these  ages. 


*  Wife  to  one  of  the  footmen* 
f  Earl  of  Berkeley's  valet. 
\  The  old  deaf  housekeeper. 
$  Gafway. 

I  The  Earl  of  Drogheda,  who>  wHb 
was  to  succeed  the  two  earhb 
\  Clerk  of  the  kitchen. 
••  Ferris. 
ff  An  ttsoal  syinyof  ban. 
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Kow,    Mn.  Dukeiy   jou  know,  and  emy  body 

undentandsi 
That  though  'tis  hard  to  judge,  yet  money  can't  go 

without  hands. 
The  deuU  take  me !  said  she  (bleaang  henelf }  if 

ever  I  saw  't ! 
So  ihe  roar'd  like  a  Bedlam,  as  though  I  had  call'd 

her  all  to  naught. 
So,  you  know,  what  could  I  say  to  her  any  m<»re  ? 
I  e'en  left  her,  and  came  away  as  wise  as  I  was  be- 

fore. 
Well ;  but  then  they  would  have  had  me  gone  to  the 

cunning  man! 
No^  said  I,  'tis  the  samething,  the  chaplam  will  be 


So  die  chaplain  *  came  in.     Now,  the  servants  say 

he  is  my  sweetheart. 
Because  he  's  always  in  my  chamber,  and  I  always 

take  his  part. 
So^  as  the  dtoU  would  have  it,  before  I  was  awaie, 

out  I  blundcr'd, 
Ponont  said  I,  can  you  cast  aiutftnfy,  whenabod^'s 

plunder'd? 
(Now,  you  must  know,  he  hates  to  be  call'd  nmofi  I 

like  the  (<»tf/) 
TVuly,  says  he,  Mrs.  Nab,  it  might  become  you  to 

be  more  civil ; 
If  your  money  be  gone,  as  a  learned  diome  says, 

d*  ye  see ; 
Tou  are  no  text  for  my  handling ;  so  take  that  fixm 

me: 
I  iras  never  taken  for  a  coiyurer  before,  I'd  have 

you  to  know. 
LordI  said  I,  don't  be  angry,  I  am  sure  I  never 

thought  you  so ; 
Tou  know  I  honour  the  cloth  \  I  design  to  be  a 

parmnC*  wife ; 
I  never  took  one  in  your  coat  for  a  cot^urer,  in  all 

my  life. 
With  that  he  twisted  his  girdle  at  me  like  a  rope,  as 

who  should  say, 
Now  you  may  go  hang  yourself  for  me !  and  so  went 

away. 
Well :   I  thought  I  should  have  swoon'd.     Locd ' 

saidi,  whatshall  Ido? 
I  have  lost  my  money,  and  shall  lose  my  true  love 

too! 
Then  my  lord  call'd  me :  Harry  f ,  said  my  lord, 

don't  cry ; 
I'll  give  you  something  towards  thy  loss;   and, 

says  my  lady,  so  will  I. 
Oh !  but,  said  I,  what  if,  after  all,  the  cfaapUun 

won't  come  to  f 
For  that,  he  said,  (an't  please  your  eKtttendet^)  I 

must  petition  you. 
The  premisses  tenderly  conaider'd,  I  desire  your 

careerman  protection. 
And  that  I  may  have  a  share  in  next  Sunday's  col- 
lection; 
And  over  and  above,  that  I  may  have  your  escdlen' 

oief  letter. 
With  an  order  for  the  ckapUdn  aforesaid  or,  instead 

of  mm,  a  better: 
And  then  your  poor  pelifionA-,  both  night  and  day. 
Or  tfaecA^rfom  (for 'tis  his  Inide^  as  in  dnty  bound, 

shall  everpmy. 

•  Dr.  Swift. 

t  A  cant  word  of  Lord  and  Lady  &  to  Mn. 
Harris. 


TO  THE  BARL  OF  PETERBOROW, 

WHO   COMMAXDKD  TBB   BaiTISB   rOBCBS  M  SMIX 

MoBDAitTo  fills  the  trump  of  fame. 
The  Christian  worlds  his  deeds  prodaiai. 
And  prints  are  crowded  widi  his 

In  joumies  he  outrides  the  post. 
Sits  up  till  midnight  with  his  host. 
Talks  politics,  and  gives  the  toast ; 

Knows  every  prince  in  Europe's 
Flies  like  a  squib  from  place  to  plaoe^ 
And  travels  not,  but  runs  a  race. 

From  Fkris  gaaette  ^la-main. 
This  day  arriv'd,  without  his  train, 
Mordanto  in  a  week  fimn  ~ 


A  messenger  comes  all  a-iedc, 
Mordanto  at  Madrid  to  sedc ; 
He  left  the  town  above  a  week. 

Next  day  the  po6t4xyy  winds  bb  horn. 
And  rides  through  Dover  in  die  mom : 
Mordanto  's  landed  from  Leghorn. 

Mordanto  gallops  on  alone ; 
The  roads  are  with  bis  followers 
This  breaks  a  girth  and  that  a  bone. 

His  body  active  as  his  mind. 
Returning  sound  in  limb  and  wind, 
Except  some  leather  lost  behind. 


A  skeleton  in  outward  figure 
His  meagre  corpse,  though  full 
Would  halt  behind  him,  were  it 


So  wonderful  his  expedition. 
When  you  have  not  the  least  suspicion. 
He  's  with  you  like  an  apparition : 


Shines  in  all  climates  like  a 
In  senates  bold,  and  fierce  in 
A  land  commander,  and  a  tar : 


Heroic  actions  early  bred  in. 
Ne'er  to  be  match'd  in  modem  readmit 
But  by  his  name-sake,  dariea  of 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  POETRY. 

Thi  turner's  goose,  who  in  the  stubble 
Has  fed  without  restraint  or  trouble. 
Grown  fat  with  com,  and  sitting  stiU, 
Can  scarce  get  o'er  the  barn-door  sill ; 
And  faardlv  waddles  forth  to  cool 
Her  belly  m  the  neighbouring  pool ; 
Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  door ; 
For  cackling  shows  the  goose  is  poor. 

But,  when  she  must  be  tum'd  to  giaa^ 
And  round  the  barren  common  strayiy 
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Hard  exercise  and  harder  fkre 

Soon  make  my  dame  grbw  lank  and  ^Mre : 

Her  body  light,  she  tries  ber  wings, 

And  scorns  tbe  ground,  and  upward  springs ; 

While  all  tbe  parish,  as  she  flies, 

Hear  sounds  harmonious  from  die  skies. 

Such  is  the  poet  fresh  in  pay 
(The  third  night's  profits  of  his  play) ; 
His  morning-draughts  till  noon  can  swill 
Among  bis  brethren  of  the  quill : 
With  good  n»st  beef  his  belly  frill. 
Grown  laxy,  foggy,  fat,  and  dull. 
Deep  sunk  in  plenty  and  delight. 
What  poet  e'er  could  take  his  flight  ? 
Or,  stuff'd  with  phlegm  up  to  the  throat, 
What  poet  e'er  could  sing  a  note  ?    * 
Nor  IVgasus  could  bear  the  load 
Along  tbe  high  celestial  road ; 


The  steed,  oppress'd,  would  break  his  girth. 
To  raise  the  lumber  from  tbe  Earth. 

But  riew  him  in  another  scene, 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrenc^ 
His  money  spent,  his  patrons  fail, 
His  credit  out  for  cheese  and  ale ; 
His  two.years*  coat  so  smooth  and  bart^ 
Through  every  thread  it  lets  in  air ; 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  pio'd. 
His  guts  and  belly  full  of  wind ; 
And,  like  a  jockey  for  a  race. 
His  flesh  brought  down  to  flying  case: 
Now  his  exalted  spirit  loaths 
Encumbrances  of  food  and  cloAes ; 
And  up  he  rises,  like  a  vapour. 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  paper; 
He  singing  flies,  and  flying  sings. 
While  from  below  all  Grub-street  ringii 
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JAMES  THOMSON. 


Jamks  TnovaoHf  a  disdnguisbed  Britisb  poet, 
born  at  Ediuun,  near  Kelso,  in  Scotland,  in  1700, 
was  one  of  tlve  nine  children  of  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Thomson,  minister  of  that  place.  James  was  sent 
to  the  school  of  Jedbuiigh,  where  he  attracted  the 
notice  of  a  neighbouring  minister  bj  his  propen- 
sity  to  poetry,  who  encouraged  his  early  attempts, 
and  corrected  his  performances.  On  his  removal 
from  school,  he  was  sent  to  the  university  of  Edin- 
burgh, where  he  cliiefly  attended  to  the  cultivation 
of  his  poetical  faculty ;  but  the  death  of  his  father, 
during  his  second  session,  having  brought  his  mother 
to  Edinburgh  for  the  purpose  of  educating  her 
diildren,  James  complied  with  the  advice  of  his 
friends,  and  entered  upon  a  course  of  divinity. 
Here,  we  are  told,  that  the  explanation  of  a  psalm 
having  been  required  from  him  as  a  probationary 
exercise,  he  performed  it  in  language  so  splendid 
that  he  was  reproved  by  his  professor  for  employing 
a  diction  which  it  was  not  likely  that  any  one  of  his 
future  audience  could  comprehend.  This  admo- 
nition completed  the  disgust  which  he  felt  for  the 
profession  chosen  for  him  ;  and  having  connected 
himself  with  some  young  men  in  the  university  who 
were  aspirants  after  literary  eminence,  he  readily 
listened  to  the  advice  of  a  lady,  the  friend  of  his 
mother,  and  determined  to  try  his  fortune  in  the 
great  metropolis,  London. 

In  1725  Thomson  came  by  sea  to  the  capital^ 
where  he  soon  found  out  his  college  acquaintance, 
Mallet,  to  whom  he  showed  his  poem  of  "  Winter,*' 
then  composed  in  detached  passages  of  the  descrip- 
tive  kind.  Mallet  advised  him  to  fbnn  them  into  a 
connected  piece,  and  immediately  to  print  it.  It 
was  purchased  for  a  small  sum,  and  appeared  in 

1726,  dedicated  to  Sir  Spencer  Compton.  Its 
merits,  however,  were  little  understood  by  the  pub- 
lic ;  till  Mr.  Whateley,  a  person  of  acknowledged 
taste,  happening  to  cast  an  eye  upon  it,  was  struck 
with  its  beauties,  and  gave  it  vogue.  His  dedicatee, 
who  had  hitherto  neglected  him,  made  him  a  present 
of  twenty  guineas,  and  he  was  introduced  to  Pope, 
Bishop  Rundle,  and  Lord^faanceUor  Talbot.     In 

1727,  he  published  another  of  his  seasons,  **  Sum- 
mer,** dedicated  to  Mr.  Doddington,  for  it  was  still 
the  custom  for  poets  to  pay  this  tribute  to  men  in 
power.  In  the  same  year  he  gave  to  the  public  his 
**  Poem,  sacred  to  the  memory  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton," 
and  his  "  Britannia.*'  His  '*  Spring**  was  pub- 
lished in  1728,  addressed  to  the  Countess  of  Hert- 
ford ;  and  the  Seasons  were  completed  by  the  addition 
of  **  Autumn,'*  dedicated  to  Mr.  Onslow,  in  17S0, 
when  tliey  were  published  collectively. 

As  nothing  was  more  tempting  to  the  cupidity  of 
an  author  than  dramatic  composition,  Thomson 
resolved  to  become  a  competitor  for  that  laurel  also, 
and  in  1788,  he  bad  the  influence  to  bring  upon  the 


stage  of  Dnny-lane,  his  tragedy  of  "  SophonishB.*' 
It  was  succeeded  by  **  Agamenanon ;"  "  Edward 
and  Eleonora  ;**  and  *'  Tarred  and  Sigismuoda :" 
but  although  these  pieces  were  not  without  tbetr 
merits,  the  moral  strain  was  too  prevalent  for  the 
public  taste,  and  they  have  long  ceased  to  occupy  the 
theatre.  Through  the  recommendation  of  Dr. 
Rundle,  he  was,  about  1729,  selected  as  the  trarel. 
ling  associate  of  the  Hon.  Mr.  Talbot,  eldest  son  of 
the  Chancellor,  with  whom  he  visited  most  of  the 
courts  of  the  European  continent.  During  tbts 
tour,  the  idea  of  a  poem  on  '*  Liberty"  su^evted 
itself,  and  nfter  his  return,  he  employed  two  years 
in  its  completion.  The  place  of  secretary  of  the 
briefs,  which  was  nearly  a  sinecure,  repakl  him  for 
his  attendance  on  Mr.  Talbot  *'  Liberty"  at  length 
appeared,  and  was  dedicated  to  Frederic^  Prince  of 
Wales,  who,  in  opposition  to  the  court,  affected  the 
patronage  of  letters,  as  well  as  of  liberal  sentiments 
in  politics.  He  granted  Thomson  a  pension,  to 
remunerate  him  for  the  loss  of  his  place  by  the 
death  of  Lord-chancellor  Talbot.  In  174^,  ap. 
peared  his  poem,  called  •<  Hie  Castle  of  Indoleace," 
which  had  been  several  years  under  his  polishiiig 
hand,  and  by  many  is  considered  as  his  priodpal 
performance.  He  was  now  in  tolerably  affluent, 
circumstances,  a  place  of  Surveyor-general  of  the 
Leeward  Islands,  given  him  by  Mr.  Lyttletoa, 
bringing  htm  in,  afUnr  paying  a  deputy,  about  SOOL 
a  year.  He  did  not,  however,  long  enjoy  this  state 
of  comfort;  for  returning  one  evening  from  Loodai 
to  Kew-Iane,  he  was  attacked  by  a  fever,  whidi 
proved  fatal  in  August  1748,  the  4ath  year  of  his 
age.  He  was  interred  vrithout  any  monarisl  in 
Richmond  diurch ;  but  a  monument  was  erected  to 
his  memory,  in  Westminster  Abbey,  in  1762,  vith 
the  profits  arising  from  an  edition  of  hia  works  pub- 
lished by  Mr.  Millar. 

Thomson  in  person  was  large  and  ungainly,  wi^ 
a  heavy,  unanimated  countenance,  and  harii^ 
nothing  in  his  appearance  in  mixed  sode^  indi- 
cating the  man  of  genius  or  refinemenL  He  was, 
however,  easy  and  cheerful  with  select  firiends,  by 
whom  he  was  singularly  beloved  for  the  kindness  of 
his  heart,  and  his  fireed(Hn  from  all  the  maiignant 
passions  whidi  too  often  debase  the  literary  cha- 
racter. His  temper  was  much  inclined  to  indo- 
lence^ and  he  was  fond  of  indulgence  of  every  kind ; 
in  particular  he  was  more  attadied  to  the  pleasures 
of  sense,  than  the  sentimental  delicacy  of  his  writin|;s 
would  induce  a  reader  to  suppoae.  For  the  moral 
tendency  of  his  works^  no  author  has  deserved  more 
praise ;  and  no  one  can  rise  from  the  perusal  of  his 
pagea,  without  being  aenaible  of  a  meliontion  of  his 
principles  or  feelings. 

The  poetical  merits  of  Tboanson,  undoobttdlj 
BlMid  moat  coospicuoiia  in  his  SwaoiMS  the  fintloog 
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was  made  the  yttple^  and  certainly  the  moit  fertile 
of  gnnd  and  beautiful  delineations,  in  gireat  mea* 
sure  deduced  firom  the  author's  own  obseryation. 
Its  diction  is  somewhat  cumbrous  and  laboured,  but 
enei^petic  and  expressiTe.  Its  Tersification  does  not 
denote  a  pnctised  ear,  but  is  seldom  unpleasantly 
hsnh.  Upon  the  whole,  no  poem  has  been  more, 
■nd  more  deserrcdly,  popular ;  and  it  has  exerted 
a  powerful  influence  upon  public  taste,  not  only  in 
this  country,  but  throughout  Europe.     Any  addi^ 


tion  to  his  ihme  has  prindpally  aiuen  finom  his 
«  Castle  oir  Indolence,'*  an  allegorical  composition 
in  the  manner  a^d  stansa  of  Spenser,  and  among  the 
imitators  of  this  poet,  Thomson  may  deserve  the  pre- 
ference, on  account  of  the  application  of  bis. fable, 
and  the  moral  and  descriptive  beauties  by  which  it 
is  filled  up.  Tliis  piece  is  entirely  free  from  the 
stiffness  of  language  perceptible  in  the  author's 
blank  verse,  which  is  also  the  case  with  many  of  his 
song%  and  other  rhymed  poems. 
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Et  bqhc  onmis  ager,  nunc  omnis  parturit  aiboa, 
Noac  firoodent  sylvsp,  nunc  formosissimus  annus. 

Viao. 

JsTgumtfUm 

TIk  sobject  proposed.  Inscribed  to  the  Countess 
of  Hertford.  Hie  season  is  described  as  it 
affecti  the  various  parts  of  Nature,  ascending 
from  the  lower  to  the  higher;  with  digressions 
sriangfrom  the  subject.  Its  influence  on  in- 
snimate  matter,  on  vegetables,  on  brute  animals, 
and,  last,  on  man  ;  concluding  with  a  dissuasive 
from  the  wild  and  irregular  passion  of  love, 
opposed  to  that  of  a  pure  and  happy  kind. 

v^oMi,  gentle  Spring,  ethereal  Mildness,  come. 
And  ftxnn  the  bosom  of  yon  dropping  cloud, 
^^^hile  music  wakes  around,  veil'd  in  a  shower 
Of  shadowing  roses,  on  our  plains  descend. 

0  Hertfera,  fitted  or  to  sldne  in  courts 
With  unaffected  grace,  or  walk  the  plain  " 
With  innocence  and  meditation  join'd 
h  soft  assemblage,  listen  to  my  song, 
Which  thy  own  Season  paints ;  when  Nature  all 
Is  blooming  and  benevolent,  like  thee. 

And  see  where  surly  Winter  passes  off^ 
Fv  to  the  north,  and  calls  his  rufllian  blasts : 
His  blasts  obey,  and  quit  the  howling  hill, 
The  ihatter'd  forest,  and  the  ravag'd  vale ; 
^1iile  softer  gales  succeed,  at  whose  kind  touch, 
^siolving  snows  in  lirid  torrents  lost, 
The  mountains  lilt  their  green  heads  to  the  sky. 

At  jet  the  tivmbling  year  is  unconfirm'd. 
And  M^nter  oft  at  eve  resumes  the  breexe, 
Qiilk  the  pale  mom,  and  bids  his  driving  sleets 
IMna  the  day  deiigfatlesa :  so  that  scarce 
The  bittern  knows  hu  time,  with  bill  ingulpht 
Toshake  the  sounding  marsh  ;  or  from  the  shore 
Ihe  plofcrs  when  to  scatter  o'er  the  heath. 
And  ang  their  wild  notes  to  the  listening  waste. 

At  last  from  Aries  rolls  the  bounteous  Sun, 
And  the  bright  BuU  receives  him.     Then  no  more 


Hi'  expansive  atmosphere  is  cmnp'd  with  cold ; 
But,  full  of  life  and  viriiying  soul,  [thin. 

Lifts  the  light  clouds  sublime,  and  spreads  them 
Fleecy  and  white,  o'er  all-surrounding  heaven. 

Forth  fly  the  tepid  airs ;  and  unconfin'd, 
Unbinding  eartli,  the  moving  softness  strays. 
Joyous,  th*  impatient  husbandman  -perceives 
Relenting  Nature,  and  his  lusty  steers 
Drives  from  their  stalls,   to  where  the  welUus'd 

plough 
Lies  in  the  ftirrow,  loosen'd  from  the  frost 
There,  unrefusing,  to  the  hamess'd  yoke 
They  lend  their  shoulder,  and  begin  their  toil, 
Cheer'd  by  the  simple  song  and  soaring  lark. 
Meanwhile  incumbent  o'er  the  sinning  share 
The  master  leans,  removes  th'  obstructing  clay,  - 
Winds  the  whole  work,  and  sidelong  lays  the  glcfie. 

White  through  the  neighbouring  field  the  sower 

With  measur'd  step ;  and  liberal  throws  the  grain 

Into  the  faithful  bosom  of  the  ground : 

The  harrow  follows  harsh,  and  shuts  the  scene. 

Be  gracious.  Heaven !  for  now  laborious  man 
Has  done  his  part.     Ye  fostering  breezes,  blow ! 
Ye  softening  dews,  ye  tender  showers,  descend ! 
And  temper  all,  thou  world-reviving  Sun, 
Into  the  perfect  year !     Nor  ye  who  live 
In  luxury  and  ease,  in  pomp  and  pride. 
Think  tliese  lost  themes  unworthy  of  your  ear : 
Such  themes  as  these  the  rural  Maro  sung 
To  wide-imperial  Rome,  in  the  full  height 
Of  elegance  and  taste,  by  Greece  refln'd. 
In  ancient  times,  the  sacred  plough  eroploy'd 
The  kings,  and  aweful  fathers  of  mankind : 
And  some,  with  whom  compar'd  your  insect-tribet 
Are  but  the  beings  of  a  summer's  day, 
Have  held  the  scale  of  empire,  rul'd  the  storm 
Of  mighty  war;  then,  with  unwearied  hand. 
Disdaining  little  delicacies,  seiz'd 
The  plough,  and  greatly  independent  liv'd. 

Ye  generous  Britons,  venerate  the  plough ; 
And  o'er  your  hills,  and  long  withdrawing  vales, 
Let  Autumn  spread  his  treasures  to  the  Sun, 
Luxuriwit  and  unbounded  :  as  the  Sea, 
Far  thrcpigh  his  asure  turbulent  domain. 
Your  empire  owns,  and  from  a  thousand  shores 
Wafts  all  the  pomp  of  life  into  ydur  ports; 
So  wfth  superior  boon  may  jcnar  rick  soil, 
Exubenmt,  Nature's  better  bkarings  pour 
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O'er  eteiy  land,  the  naked  nations  clodie, 
And  be  th*  ezhaiutless  granaiy  of  a  world  \ 

Nor  only  through  the  lenient  air  diis  change, 
Delicious,  breathes ;  the  penetratire  Sun, 
His  force  deep-darting  to  the  dark  retreat 
Of  vegetation,  sets  the  steaming  Power 
At  large,  to  wander  o*er  the  vemant  Earth, 
In  Yarious  hues ;  but  chiefly  thee,  gay  Green ! 
Thou  smiling  Nature's  universal  robe ! 
United  li^t  and  shade !  where  the  sight  dwcUi 
With  growing  strength,  and  ever-new  delight. 

Fnua  the  moist  meadow  to  the  wither*d  hill, 
Led  by  the  breese,  the  vivid  verdure  runs, 
And  swells,  and  deepens,  to  the  cherish'd  eye. 
Hie  hawthorn  whitens :  and  the  juicy  groves 
Put  forth  their  buds,  unfolding  by  degrees,  . 
Till  the  whole  leafy  forest  stands  display'd, 
In  full  luxuriance  to  the  sighing  gales ; 
Where  the  deer  rustle  through  the  twining  brake^ 
And  the  birds  sing  conceal'd.     At  once  array'd 
In  all  the  colours  of  the  flushing  year. 
By  Nature's  swift  and  secret-working  hand. 
The  garden  glows,  and  fills  the  liberal  air 
With  lavish  fragrance ;  while  the  promis'd  fruit 
Lies  vet  a  little  embryo,  unperceiv'd 
Withm  its  crimson  folds.     Now  from  the  town 
Buried  in  smoke,  and  sleep,  and  noisome  damps, 
Oft  let  me  wander  o*er  the  dewy  fields,  [drops 

Where  fireshness  breathes,  and  dash  the  trembling 
Firom  the  bent  bush,  as  through  the  verdant  maze 
Of  sweet-brier  hedges  I  pursue  my  walk ; 
Or  taste  the  smell  of  dairy ;  or  ascend 
Some  eminence,  Augusta,  in  thy  plains, 
Ajid  see  the  country,  far  diffiis'd  around. 
One  boundless  blush,  one  white-empurpled  shower 
Of  mingled  blossoms ;  where  the  raptur*d  eye 
Hurries  from  joy  to  joy,  and,  hid  beneath 
The  fidr  profusion,  yellow  Autumn  spies. 

If,  brush*d  from  Russian  wilds,  a  cutting  gale 
Rise  not,  and  scatter  from  his  humid  wings 
Tbe  clammy  mildew  ;  or,  diy-blowing,  breathe 
Untimely  frost ;  before  vrfaose  baleful  blast 
The    full-blown     Spring  through  all  her  foliage 

shrinks. 
Joyless  and  dead,  a  wide-dejected  waste. 
For  oft,  engender*d  by  the  hazy  north. 
Myriads  on  myriads,  insect  armies  waft 
Keen  in  the  poison*d  breese ;  and  wasteful  eat 
Tlirough  buds  and  bark,  into  the  blacken*d  core. 
Their  eager  way.     A  feeble  rsce  !  yet  oft 
Tbe  sacred  sons  of  vengeance  !  on  whose  course 
Corrosive  famine  waits,  and  kills  tlie  year. 
To  check  this  plague,  the  skilful  farmer  chaff. 
And  blazing  straw,  before  his  orchard  bums ; 
Till,  all  involv'd  in  smoke,  the  latent  foe 
Kom  every  cranny  suffocated  fidla : 
Or  scatters  o*er  the  blooms  the  pungent  dust 
Of  pepper,  fatal  to  the  frosty  tribe : 
Or,  when  th*  envenom*d  leaf  begins  to  curl. 
With  sprinkled  water  drowns  them  in  theur  nest ; 
Nor,  while  they  pidi  them  up  with  busy  bill, 
Tbe  little  trooping  birds  unvrisely  scares. 

Be  patient,  swains ;  these  crueUseeming  winds 
Blow  not  in  vain.  Far  hence  they  keep  repress'd 
Those  deepening  clouds  on  clouds,  surchaig'd  with 

rain, 
Tliat,  o*er  the  vast  Atlantic  hither  borne, 
In  endless  tnin,  vrould  quench  the  summer-Uaie^ 
And,  cfaectkas,  drown  tbe  crude  unripened  year. 

The  north-east  qpends  hu  rage  s  he  now 


Within  his'xron  cave,  th'  cflbsve  toodi 
Warms  the  wide  air,  and  o'er  the  void  of  hcim 
Breathes  the  big  clouds  with  vernal  showers  dincot 
At  fint  a  dusky  wreath  they  seem  to  rise, 
Scarce  staining  ether ;  but  by  swift  degrees, 
In  heaps  on  heaps,  the  doubling  vapour  ssils 
Along  the  loaded  sky,  and  mingled  deep 
^ts  on  til'  horizon  round  a  settled  gloom : 
Not  such  as  wintery-storms  on  moitds  died, 
Oppressing  life ;  but  lovely,  gentle,  kind. 
And  full  of  every  hope,  and  every  joy. 
The  wish  of  Nature.     Gradual  sinks  tiie  breese 
Into  a  perfect  calm ;  that  not  a  breath 
Is  heard  to  quiver  through  the  closing  woodi^ 
Or  rustling  turn  the  many  twinkling  leaves 
Of  aspin  talL     Th*  uncurling  floods,  diflm'd 
In  glassy  breadtii,  seem  tiirougfa  delusive  hpae 
Forgetful  of  their  course.     *T!s  silence  all, 
And  pleasing  expectation.     Herds  and  flocks 
Drop  the  dry  sprig,  and  mute^imploring,  eye 
The  &lling  veidure.     HushM  im  short  "Mpiftfj, 
The  plumy  people  streak  their  wings  with  oil. 
To  throw  die  lucid  moisture  trickling  off; 
And  wait  th'  approachingsign  to  strike,  at  onc^ 
Into  the  general  choir.     Ev'n  mountains,  vales 
And  forests  seem,  impatient,  to  demand 
The  promis'd  sweetness.     Man  superior  walks 
Amid  the  glad  creation,  musing  prais^ 
And  lookix^  lively  gratitude.     At  last, 
The  clouds  consign  their  treasures  to  the  fidds; 
And,  softly  shaking  on  the  dimpled  pool 
IVeluaive  drops,  let  all  their  moisture  flow, 
In  large  effusion,  o'er  the  fi'eshen'd  world, 
llie  dealing  shower  is  scarce  to  patter  heard, 
By  such  as  wander  through  the  forest  walks, 
Beneath  th*  umbrageous  multitude  of  leaver 
But  who  can  hold  the  shade,  while  Heaven  doceodi 
In  universal  bounty,  shedding  herbs, 
And  fruits,  and  flowers,  on  Nature's  ample  liqp  ? 
Swift  fancy  fir'd  anticipates  their  growth ; 
And,  while  the  milky  nutriment  distils, 
Bdbolds  die  kindling  country  colour  round. 

Thus  all  day  long  the  ftiU-distended  doudi 
Indulge  their  genial  stores,  and  welUshower'd  evtk 
Is  deep-enrich'd  with  vegetable  life ; 
Till,  in  the  western  sky,  the  downwud  Son 
Looks  out,  effulgent,  from  amid  the  flush 
Of  broken  cloudb,  gay-shifting  to  his  beam. 
The  rapid  radiance  instantaneous  strikes 
Th'  illumin'd  mountain,  through  the  forest  strom, 
Shakes  on  the  floods,  and  in  a  yellow  mist, 
Far  smoking  o'er  th*  interminable  plain. 
In  twinkling  myriads  lights  the  dewy  gems. 
Moist,  bright,  and  green,  the  landscape  luigh* 

around. 
Full  swell  the  woods;  their  very  music  wakes, 
Mix*d  in  wild  concert  with  the  warbling  broob 
Increas'd,  the  distant  bleadngs  of  the  lulls, 
And  hollow  lows  responsive  from  the  vales, 
Whence  blending  all  the  sweeten'd  zephyr  springs 
Meandme^  refracted  from  yon  eastern  doud, 
Bestriding  Earth,  die  grand  ethereal  bow 
Shoots  up  immenae ;  and  every  hue  unfolds, 
In  fair  proportion  running  from  the  red. 
To  wha«  the  violet  fades  into  the  sky. 
Here,  awful  Newton,  the  dissolving  douds 
Form,  fronting  on  the  Sun,  thy  showeiy  prin, 
And  to  the  aage-instnicfeed  eye  unfiold 
The  various  twin^  of  light,  by  thee  disdos'd 

die  white  mingling  maze.     Not  so  the  boy , 
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lie  wondering  tiewi  the  bright  ehohnntment  bend, 

Dbii^btful,  o'er  the  nuliant  fieldH,  and  runa 

To  catch  the  falling  glory ;  but  auuuM 

I^ebolds  th*  amusiye  arch  before  him  Ay, 

'Ilien  faniah  quite  away.     Still  night  auccceds, 

A  soften  *d  ahade,  and  saturated  earth 

A^cs  the  moming-bGam,  to  give  to  light, 

Rais'd  through  ten  thousand  different  pla^c  tubes, 

'Hie  balmy  treasures  of  the  former  day. 

Then  q>ring  the  living  herbs,  profusely  wild, 
O'er  all  the  deep-green  earth,  beyoi)d  the  power 
Of  botanists  to  numbei*  up  their  tribes : 
Whether  he  steala  along  the  lonely  dale, 
In  silent  search ;  or  through  the  forest,  rank 
^Vidi  what  the  dull  incurious  weeds  account, 
Bants  his  blind  way ;  or  climbs  the  mountain-rock, 
Fir'd  by  the  nodding  verdure  of  its  brow; 
With  such  a  liberal  hand  has  Nature  flung 
Their  seeda  abroad,  blown  them  about  in  winds, 
Innumerou>  mix'd  them  with  the  nursing  mould. 
The  moistening  current,  and  prolific  rain. 

But  who  their  virtues  can  declare  ?  who  pierce^ 
With  vision  pure,  into  these  secret  stores, 
Of  liealth,  and  life,  and  joy  ?     Tlie  food  of  man, 
Wliile  yet  he  liv*d  in  innocence,  and  told 
A  length  of  golden  years ;  unflesh'd  in  blood, 
A  stranger  to  the  savage  arts  of  life. 
Death,  rapine,  carnage,  surfeit,  and  disease ; 
X\k  lord,  and  not  the  tyrant,  of  the  world. 
'Ilic  first  fresh  dawn  then  wak'd  the  gladden'd 
race 
or  uncomiptcd  man,  nor  blush*d  to  see 
Hie  sluggard  sleep  beneath  its  sacred  beam  : 
For  their  light  slumbers  gently  fum*d  away ; 
^nd  up  they  rose  as  vigorous  as  the  Sun, 
Or  to  the  culture  of  the  willing  glebe. 
Or  to  the  cheerful  tendence  of  the  flock. 
Meantime  the  song  went  round;  and  dance  and  sport. 
Wisdom  and  friendly  talk,  successive,  stole 
Their  hours  away  ;  while  in  the  rosy  vale 
Lore  breath*d  his  infant  sighs,  from  anguish  free, 
And  full  replete  with  bliss ;  save  the  sweet  pain, 
That,  inly  thrilling,  but  exalts  it  more. 
Nor  yet  injurious  act,  nor  surly  deed. 
Was  known  among  those  happy  sons  of  Heaven ; 
For  reason  and  benevolence  were  law. 
Harmonious  Nature  too  look*d  smiling  on* 
Clear  shone  the  skies,  cool'd  with  eternal  gales. 
And  balmy  spirit  all.     The  youthful  Sun 
Shot  his  beat  rays,  and  still  the  gracious  clouds 
hropp'd  fatness  down  ;  as  o*er  the  swelling  mead, 
Ihe  herds  and  flocks,  commixing,  play*d  secure. 
nu«  when,  emergent  from  the  gloomy  wood. 
The  glaring  lion  saw,  his  liorrid  heart 
Was  mceken'd,  and  he  join*d  his  sullen  joy, 
Por  music  held  the  whole  in  perfect  peace  : 
^^  ngh*d  the  flute ;  the  tender  voice  was  heard, 
Waibling  the  varied  heart ;  the  woodUnda  round 
Apply'd  their  quire ;  and  winds  and  waters  flow*d 
In  consonance.     Such  were  those  prime  of  days. 
But   now   thoae    white  unblemish'd  manners, 
whence 
The  &bling  poets  took  their  golden  age. 
Are  found  no  more  amid  these  iron  times, 
IImw  dregs  of  life !  Now  the  distemper*d  mind 
Has  lost  that  concord  of  harmonious  powers. 
Which  forms  the  soul  of  happiness ;  and  all 
Is  off  the  poise  within  :  the  passions  all 
Have  bunt  their  bounds ;  and  reason,  half  extinct, 
(h-  impotenty  or  efae  approring,  sees 


Hie  foul  diiorder.     Senaelesa^  *»d  delbnn*d. 

Convulsive  anger  storms  at  Urge ;  or  pale. 

And  silent,  settles  into  fell  revenge. 

Base  envy  witliers  at  anotlier's  joy. 

And  hates  tliat  excellence  it  cannot  reach. 

Desponding  fear,  of  feeble  fancies  full. 

Weak  and  unmanly,  loosens  every  power. 

£v*n  love  itself  is  bitterness  of  soul, 

A  pensive  anguish  pining  at  the  heart ; 

Or,  sunk  to  sordid  interest,  feels  no  more 

That  noble  wish,  that  never-cloy'd  desire. 

Which,  selfish  joy  disdaining,  seeks  alone 

To  bless  tlie  dearer  object  of  its  flame. 

Hope  sickens  with  extravagance ;  and  grief. 

Of  life  impatient,  into  madness  swells ; 

Or  in  dead  silence  wastes  tlie  weeping  hours. 

These,  and  a  thousand  mixt  emotions  mor^ 

From  ever-clianging  views  of  good  and  ill, 

Form'd  infinitely  various,  vex  the  mind 

With  endless  storm :  whence,  deeply  rankling,  grows 

The  partial  thought,  a  h'stless  unconcern. 

Cold,  and  averting  from  our  neighbour's  good; 

Then  dark  disgust,  and  hatred,  winding  vrilea. 

Coward  deceit,  and  rufiSan  riolence ; 

At  last,  extinct  each  social  feeling,  fell 

And  joyless  inhumanity  pervades 

And  petrifies  the  heart.     Nature  disturb*d 

Is  deem'd,  vindictive,  to  have  clumg*d  her  count. 

Hence,  in  old  dusky  time,  a  deluge  came : 
When  the  deep-deft  disparting  orb,  that  arch'd 
The  central  waters  round,  impetuous  rush'd. 
With  universal  burst,  into  the  gulph, 
And  o'er  the  higb-pil*d  hills  of  fractur*d  earth 
Wide  dash*d  the  waves,  in  undulation  vast ; 
Till,  from  the  centre  to  the  streaming  cloudy 
A  shoreless  ocean  tumbled  round  the  globe. 

Tlie  Seasons  since  lutve,  with  severer  sway, 
Oppress*d  a  broken  world :  the  Winter  keen 
Shook  forth  his  waste  of  snows ;  and  Summer  shot 
His  pestilential  heats.     Great  Spring,  before, 
Green'd  all  the  year;   and  fruits  and  blosaoma 

blush'd, 
In  sodal  sweetness,  on  the  sclf-same  bough. 
Pure  was  the  temperate  air ;  and  even  calm 
Perpetual  reign*d,  save  what  the  zephyrs  bland 
Brcath*d  o*er  the  blue  expanse :  for  tlien  nor  storms 
Were  taught  to  blow,  nor  hurricanes  to  rage ; 
Sound  slept  the  waters ;  no  sulphureous  glooms 
SweU*d  in  tlie  sky,  and  sent  the  lightning  forth ; 
While  sickly  damps,  and  cold  autumnal  fogs, 
Hung  not,  relaxing,  on  tlie  springs  of  life. 
But  now,  of  turbid  elements  the  sport, 
From  clear  to  cloudy  tost,  from  hot  to  cold, 
And  dry  to  moist,  with  inward-eating  cliangc, 
Our  drooping  days  are  dwindled  down  to  nought^ 
Their  period  finished  ere  *tis  well  begun. 

And  yet  tlie  wholesome  herb  neglected  dies ; 
Tliough  with  tlie  pure  exhilarating  soul 
Of  nutriment,  and  healtli,  and  vital  powers. 
Beyond  the  search  of  art,  'tis  copious  blest. 
For,  with  hot  ravine  fir'd,  ensanguin'd  man 
Is  now  become  tlie  lion  of  the  plain. 
And  worse.     The  wolf,  who  from  the  nightly  fold 
Fierce  drags  the  bleating  prey,  ne'er  drunk  her  milk. 
Nor  wore  her  warming  fleece :  nor  has  the  ateer. 
At  whose  strong  chest  the  deadly  tiger  hangs. 
E'er  plough'd  for  him.     They  too  are  tempa'd  hi^ 
With  hunger  stung  and  wild  necessity. 
Nor  lodges  pity  in  their  shaggy  breast.  ^ 

But  Man,  whom  Nature  form'd  of  milder  day, 
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With  every  kind  emotion  in  his  hetr^ 
And  taught  alone  to  weep ;  while  from  her  lap 
She  poura  ten  thousand  deUcacies,  herbs. 
And  fruits,  as  numerous  as  the  drops  of  rain. 
Or  beams  Chat  gave  them  birth :  shall  he,  fair  form ! 
Who  wears  sweet  smiles,  and  looks  erect  on  Heaven, 
£*er  stoop  to  mingle  with  the  prowling  herd. 
And  dip  his  tongue  in  gore  ?     The  beast  of  prey, 
Blood-stain'd,  deserves  to  bleed :  but  you,  ye  flodcs, 
What  have  ye  done ;  ye  peaceful  people,  what, 
To  merit  death  ?  you  whio  have  given  us  milk 
In  l6scious  streams,  and  lent  us  your  own  coat 
Against  the  winter's  cold  ?    And  the  plain  oi. 
That  harmleas,  honest,  guileless  animal. 
In  what  has  he  oflfended  ?  he,  whose  toil. 
Patient  and  ever  nsady,  clothes  the  land 
With  all  the  pomp  of  harvest :  shall  he  bleed. 
And  struggling  groan  beneath  the  cruel  hands 
£v*n  of  the  down  he  feeds ;  and  that,  pethaps. 
To  swell  the  riot  of  th*  autumnal  feast. 
Won  by  his  labour  ?     Hius  the  feeling  heart 
Would  tenderly  suggest :  but  'tis  enough. 
In  this  late  age,  adventurous,  to  have  toudi*d 
Light  on  the  numbeiv  of  the  Samian  sage. 
High  Heaven  forbids  the  bold  presumptuous  strain. 
Whose  wisest  will  has  fiz*d  us  in  a  state 
Tliat  must  not  yet  to  pure  perfection  rise. 

Now,  when  the  first  foul  torrent  of  the  brooks, 
Sweird  with  the  vernal  rains,  is  ebb*d  away. 
And,  whitening,  down  their  moasy-tinctur'd  stream 
Descends  the  billowy  fbam  :  now  is  the  time. 
While  yet  the  dark-brown  water  aids  the  ffiiile, 
To  tempt  the  trout.     The  well-dissembled  fly. 
Hie  rod  fine-tapcring  with  elastic  spring, 
Snatch'd  from  the  hoary  steed  the  floating  line. 
And  all  thy  slender  wat*ry  stores  prepare. 
But  let  not  on  thy  book  the  tortur'd  worm. 
Convulsive,  twist  in  agoniiing  folds  ; 
MThich,  by  rapacious  hunger  swallow'd  deep. 
Gives,  as  you  tear  it  from  the  bleeding  breast 
Of  the  weak  helpless  uncomplaining  wretch. 
Harsh  pain,  and  horrour  to  the  tender  hand. 

When  with  his  Uvely  ray  the  potent  Sun 
Has  pierc*d  the  streams,  and  rous*d  the  finny  race, 
Then  issuing  cheerful,  to  thy  sport  repair ; 
Chief  should  the  western  breexes  curling  play, 
And  light  o*er  ether  bear  the  shadowy  clouds. 
High  to  their  fount,  this  day,  amid  the  hills 
And  woodlands  wart>ling  round,  trace  up  the  brooks ; 
Hie  next,  pursue  their  rocky-channell'd  maxe, 
Down  to  the  river,  in  whose  ample  wave 
Their  little  Naiads  love  to  sport  at  large. 
Just  in  tiie  dubious  point,  where  with  the  pool 
Is  mix'd  the  trembling  stream,  or  where  it  boils 
Around  the  stone,  or  from  the  hollow'd  bank 
Reverted  plays  in  undulating  flow. 
There  throw,  nice  judging,  Sie  delusive  fly ; 
And  as  you  lead  it  round  in  artful  curve. 
With  eye  attentive  mark  the  springing  game. 
Straight  as  above  the  surfiice  of  the  flocS 
Tbey  wanton  rise,  or  urg*d  by  hunger  leap, 
Then  fix,  with  gentle  twitch,  the  barbed  hook  : 
Some  li^tly  toasing  to  the  srassy  bank. 
And  to  the  shelving  shore,  now.dngging  aooic^ 
With  varioiLs  hand  proportion*d  to  their  raroe. 
If  yet  too  young,  and  easily  deoeiv*d« 
A  worthless  prey  scarce  boids  your  pliant  rod. 
Him,  piteous  of  his  youth,  and  the  short  space 
He  has  enjo/d  the  vital  light  of  Heaven, 
Soft  disengage,  and  back  into  the  stream 


The  speekled  captive  throw.     B«K  dioold  yon  luit 
From  his  dark  haunt,  bcnentb  liie  tangled  rooli 
Of  pendant  trees,  the  monarch  of  the  bniok. 
Behoves  you  then  to  piy  your  finest  art. 
Long  time  he,  following  cautious,  scans  the  fly ; 
And  ah  attempts  to  seiae  it,  but  as  oh 
The  dimpled  water  speaks  hia  jealous  fear. 
At  last,  while  haply  o*er  the  shaded  Son 
Bssses  a  cloud,  he  desperate  takes  the  dftly 
With  sullen  plunge.     At  once  he  darts  along^ 
Deep-struck,  and  runs  out  all  the  lengthen*d  fine: 
Tlien  seeks  the  fiuthest  ooie,  the  sheltering  weed, 
The  cavem*d  bank,  his  old  secure  abode ; 
And  flies  alofi,  and  flounces  round  the  pool, 
Indignant  of  the  guile.     With  yielding  faanid. 
That  feels  him  still,  yet  to  his  furious  course 
Gives  way,  you,  now  retiring,  following  now. 
Across  the  stream,  exhaust  his  idle  rage : 
Till  floating  broad  upon  his  breathless  adc^ 
And  to  his  fate  abandon*d,  to  the  shore 
You  gaily  drag  your  unresisting  prixe. 

llius  pass  the  temperate  hours:  Imt  when  the  Sai 
Shakes  from  his  noon-day  throne  the  acattrriog 

clouds, 
Ev'n  shooting  listleas  languor  through  the  deeps,*' 
Tlien  seek  the  bank  where  flowering  elders  crowd, 
Where,  scatter*d  wild,  the  lily  of  the  vale 
Its  balmy  essence  breathes,  where  cowsUps  hang 
Hie  dewy  head,  where  purple  violets  lurk. 
With  all  the  lowly  chUdivn  of  the  shade : 
Or  lie  reclin*d  beneath  yon  spreading  ash. 
Hung  o*er  the  steep ;  whence,  borne  on  liquid  wio^ 
The  sounding  culver  shoots ;  or  where  the  hawk, 
High,  in  the  beetKng  cliff.  Us  aery  builds. 
That*  let  the  classic  page  the  fancy  lead 
Through  rural  scenes ;  such  as  the  Mantuan  sviin 
Faints  in  the  matfhlpts  harmony  of  song. 
Or  catdi  thyself  the  landscape,  gliding  swift 
Athwart  imi^ination*s  vivid  eye : 
Or  by  the  vocal  woods  and  waters  luU'd, 
And  lost  in  lonely  mu^^ig,  in  the  dream, 
Confus*d,  of  careless  solitode,  where  mix 
i  Ten  thousand  vrandering  images  of  tfaing% 
Soothe  every  gust  of  passion  into  peace ; 
All  but  the  swellings  of  the  soften*d  hetf^ 
That  waken,  not  disturb^  the  tranquil  mind. 

Behold  yon  breathing  prospect  bids  the  Mose 
Throw  all  her  beauty  forth.     But  who  can  paint 
Like  Nature  ?     Can  imagination  boost. 
Amid  its  gt%  creation,  hues  like  hers  ? 
Or  can  it  mix  them  with  that  matchless  skill. 
And  lose  them  in  each  other,  as  appean 
In  every  bud  that  blows  ?    If  fancy  then 
Unequal  fails  beneath  the  pleasing  task. 
Ah,  what  shall  language  do  ?  ah,  where  find  worii 
Ting*d  with  so  many  colours ;  and  whose  powtr, 
To  life  approaching,  may  perAmie  my  lays 
\^th  that  fine  oil,  those  aromatic  galea 
That  inexhaustive  flow  continual  round? 

Yet,  though  successless,  will  the  toil  ddigfaL 
Come  then,  ye  virgins  and  ye  youths,  whose  hctfti 
Have  felt  the  raptures  of  refining  love ! 
And  thou,  Amanda,  come,  pride  of  my  aoi^ ! 
Form*d  by  the  Gmoes,  lovdinesa  itself! 
Come  widi  those  downcast  eyes,  sedate  and  tw«^ 
Those  looks  demure,  that  deeply  pierce  the  sod. 
Where,  witfi  the  light  of  tfioughtful  reason  mix'd^ 
Shines  lively  fancy  and  the  feding  heart: 
O  come !  and  while  the  rosy-footed  May 
-hing  on,  together  let  ns  tread 
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The  momiiig  dews,  and  gather  in  their  prime 
FrciM>looining  Bowers,  to  grace  thy  braided  liair, 
And  thy  lov'd  bosom  that  improveti  their  sweets 

See  where  the  winding  vale  its  Uvish  stores, 
Iiriguoos,  ^uneads.     See,  how  the  lily  drinks 
Hie  latent  rill,  scarce  ooaing  through  the  grass, 
Of  gpomtb  luxuriant :  or  tl^  humid  bank, 
In  fiur  profusion,  decks.     Long  let  us  walk, 
Where  the  breese  blows  from  yon  extended  field 
Of  bloasom'd  beans.     Arabia  cannot  boast 
A  fuller  gale  of  joy,  than,  liberal,  thence        [soul. 
Breathes  through  the  sense,  and  takes  the  ravish'd 
Nor  is  the  mead  unworthy  of  thy  foot. 
Full  of  fVeah  Terdure,  and  unnumbar*d  flowers, 
The  negligence  of  Nature,  wide,  and  wild ; 
Where,  undisguis'd  by  mimic  Art,  she  spreads 
Unbounded  beauty  to  the  roving  eye. 
Here  their  delicious  task  the  fervent  bees. 
In  swarming  millions,  tend :  abound,  athwart, 
Through  the  soft  air,  the  busy  nations  fly. 
Cling  to  the  bud,  and,  with  inserted  tube. 
Suck  its  pure  essence,  its  ethereal  soul ; 
And  of^  with  bolder  wing,  they  soaring  dare 
The  purple  heath,  or  where  the  wild  thyme  grows. 
And  yellow  load  them  with  the  luscious  spoil. 

At  length  the  finished  garden  to  the  view 
Its  vistas  opens,  and  its  afleys  green. 
Snatch*d  through  the  verdant  maie,  the  hurried  eye 
Distracted  wanders ;  now  the  bowery  walk 
Of  covert  close,  where  scarce  a  qieck  of  day 
Falls  on  the  lengthened  gloom,  protracted  sweeps  : 
Now  meets  the  bending  sky ;  the  river  now 
Dimpled  along,  the  broezy  ruflied  lake. 
The  forest  darkeninj;  round,  the  glittering  spire, 
Th*  ethereal  mountain,  and  the  distant  main. 
But  why  so  far  excursive  ?  when  at  hand. 
Along  these  blushing  borders,  bright  with  dew. 
And  in  yon  mingled  wilderness  of  flowers, 
Fair.|ianded  Spring  unbosoms  every  grace ; 
'fhrows  out  the  snow-drop,  and  the  crocus  first ; 
The  daisy,  primrose,  violet  darkly  blue. 
And  polyanthus  of  unnumber'd  dyes ; 
The  yellow  wall-flower,  3tain*d  with  iroD4>rown  ; 
And  lavish  stock  that  scents  the  garden  round : 
Fkom  the  soft  wing  of  vernal  breeses  shed, 
Anemooies ;  auriculas,  enrich*d 
With  shining  meal  o*er  all  their  velvet  leaves; 
And  full  ranunculus  of  glowing  red. 
Then  comes  the  tulip-race,  where  beauty  plays 
Her  idle  freaks ;  from  family  difftis'd 
To  fiunily,  aa  flks  the  father  dust, 
The  varied  ooloun  run ;  and  while  they  brtak 
On  the  diann*d  eye,  th*  exulting  florist  marks. 
With  secret  pride,  the  wonders  of  his  hand. 
No  gradual  bloom  is  wanting ;  from  the  bud. 
First-born  of  Spring,  to  Summer's  musky  tribes : 
Nor  hyacinths,  of  purest  virgin  white, 
Low-bentp  and  blushing  inward ;  nor  jonquils. 
Of  potent  lingrance ;  nor  Narcissus  fair, 
Aa  o*er  the  fabled  mountain  lumging  still ; 
Nor  broad  carnations,  nor  gay-^iotted  pinks ; 
Nor,  aliower*d  from  every  bu«h,  the  damask-ros& 
Infinite  number*;  ddlicades,  smells. 
With  huca  on  hues  expression  cannot  paint. 
The  braath  of  Nature  and  her  endle&o  bloom. 

Hail,  wofone  of  Being !  Universal  Soul 
Of  Haavcn  and  Eardi !  essen«ial  I'resence,  hail ! 
To  Ihee  I  bend  the  knee ;  to  thee,  my  thoughts 
Cfftt^it^''  dimb ;  wbo»  with  a  mastcrf liand, 
the  great  wliolc  into  prrfection  touch'd. 


By  tliee  tlie  various  vegetative  tribes, 

Wrapt  in  a  filmy  net,  and  clad  with  leaves, 

Draw  the  live  ether,  and  imbibe  the  dew ; 

By  thee  dispos*d  intto  congenial  soils. 

Stands  ead)  attractive  plant,  and  sucks  and  swells 

Tlie  juicy  tide ;  a  twining  mass  of  tubes. 

At  thy  ccKumand  the  vernal  Sun  awakes 

The  torpid  sap,  detruded  to  the  root 

By  vrintery  vrinds ;  that  now  in  fluent  dance, 

And  lively  fermentation,  mounting,  spreads 

All  this  innumcrous-colour*d  scene  of  things. 

As  rising  from  the  vegetable  world 
My  theme  ascends,  with  equal  wing  ascend, 
My  panting  Muse ;  and  hark  how  loud  the  woods 
Invite  you  forth  in  all  your  gayest  trim. 
Lend  me  your  song,  ye  nightingales !  oh  !  pour 
The  mazy-running  soul  of  melody 
Into  my  varied  verse !  while  I  deduce, 
From  die  first  note  the  hollow  cuckoo  sings, 
The  symphony  of  Spring,  and  touch  a  theme 
Unknown  to  fame,  the  jwmon  of  the  groves. 

When  first  the  soul  of  love  is  sent  abroad. 
Warm  through  the  vital  air,  and  on  the  heart 
Harmonious  seizes,  the  gay  troops  begin. 
In  gallant  thought  to  plume  the  painted  wing ; 
And  try  again  Uie  long-forgotten  strain. 
At  first  foint-warbled.     But  no  sooner  grows 
The  soft  infusion  prevalent  and  wide, 
Tlian,  all  alive,  at  once  their  joy  o'erflows 
In  music  unconfin'd.     Up  springs  the  lark, 
Shrill- voic*d,  and  loud,  the  messenger  of  mom  ; 
Ere  yet  tlie  shadows  fly,  he  mounted  sings 
Amid  the  dawninfg  clouds,  and  from  their  haunts 
Calls  up  the  tuneful  nations.     Every  copse 
Deep-tangled,  tree  irr^^lar,  and  bush 
Bending  with  dewy  moisture,  o*er  the  heads 
Of  the  coy  quiristers  that  lodge  within. 
Are  prodigal  of  harmony.     'Die  thrush 
And  wood-lark,  o*er  the  kind-contending  tlirong 
Superior  heard,  run  through  the  sweetest  lengtti 
Of  notes ;  wli«i  listening  Philomela  deigns 
To  let  thfnn  joy,  and  purposes,  in  tliought 
Elate,  to  make  her  night  excel  their  day. 
The  black-bird  whistles  from  the  tlwrny  brake ; 
The  mellow  bulfinch  answers  from  the  grove : 
Nor  are  the  linnets,  o*cr  the  flowering  furze 
Pour*d  out  profusely,  silent.     Join*d  to  tliese, 
Innumerous  songsters,  in  the  fresliening  sliade 
Of  new-sprung  leaves,  their  modulations  mix 
Mellifluous.     'Die  jay,  the  rook,  the  daw. 
And  each  haish  pipe,  discordant  heard  alone. 
Aid  the  full  concert :  while  the  stock-dove  brcatU's 
A  melancholy  murmur  throu^i  the  whole. 

'lis  love  creates  their  melody,  and  all 
Tliis  waste  of  music  is  the  voice  of  love ; 
Hiat  ev'n  to  birds,  and  beasts,  the  tender  aiisi 
Of  pleasing  teaches.     Hence  the  glossy  kind 
Tiy  every  Mrinning  way  inventive  love 
Can  dictate,  and  in  courtship  to  tlieir  mates 
Pour  forth  their  little  souls.     First,  wide  arotuid, 
With  distant  awe,  in  airy  rings  they  rove. 
Endeavouring  by  a  thousand  tricks  to  catch 
Hie  cunning,  conscious,  half-averted  glance 
Of  their  re^^irdless  charmer.     Should  she  seem 
Softening  Sue  least  approvance  to  bestow. 
Their  colours  burnish,  and,  by  hope  inspir*d. 
They  brisk  advance ;  then,  on  a  sudden  struck, 
Retire  disorder'd ;  tfien  again  approach  ; 
In  fond  rotation  qnread  the  spotted  wing, 
And  shiver  every  feather  with  desire. 

Be  fi 
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Connubial  leagues  agreed,  to  the  deep  woods 
Thej  haste  away,  all  as  their  fancy  leads, 
Pleasure,  or  food,  or  secret  safety  prompts; 
That  Nature's  grwt  command  fD^y  be  obey'd: 
^    Nor  all  the  sweet  sensations  they  perceive 
Indulg'd  in  Tain.     Some  to  the  holly-hedge 
Nestling  repair,  and  to'the  thicket  some; 
Some  to  the  rude  protection  of  the  thorn 
Commit  their  feeble  offspring :  the  cleft  tree 
Offers  its  kind  concealment  to  a  few. 
Their  food  its  insects,  and  its  moss  their  nests. 
Others  apart,  far  in  the  grassy  dale. 
Or  roughening  waste,  their  humble  texture  weave. 
But  most  in  woodland  solitudes  delight. 
In  unfrequented  glooms,  or  shaggy  banks. 
Steep,  and  divided  by  a  babbling  brook. 
Whose  murmurs  soothe  them  all  the  live-long  day, 
When  by  kind  duty  fix'd.     Among  the  roots 
Of  hazel,  pendent  o*er  the  plaintive  stream, 
Tbey  frame  the  first  foundation  of  tlieir  domes ; 
Dry  sprigs  of  trees,  in  artful  fabric  laid. 
And  bound  with  clay  together.     Now  'tb  nought 
But  restless  hurry  tluou^  the  busy  air, 
Beat  by  unnumber*d  wings.     The  swallow  swcqw 
The  sluny  pool,  to  build  his  hanging  house 
Intent.     And  often,  from  the  careless  back 
Of  herds  and  flocks  a  thousand  tugging  bills 
Pluck  hair  and  wool ;  and  oft,  when  unobserv'd. 
Steal  from  the  bam  a  strew  :  till  soft  and  warm. 
Clean,  and  complete,  their  habitation  grows. 

As  thus  the  patient  dam  assiduous  sits. 
Not  to  be  tempted  hoai  her  tender  task. 
Or  by  sharp  hunger,  or  by  smooth  delight. 
Though  the  whole  loosen *d  ^ring  around  her  blows. 
Her  sympathizing  lover  takes  his  stand 
High  on  th*  opponent  bank,  and  ceaseless  sings 
The  tedious  time  away  ;  or  else  supplies 
Her  place  a  moment,  while  she  sudden  flits 
To  pick  the  scanty  meal.     IV  appointed  time 
With  pious  toil  fulfiird,  the  callow  youngs 
Warm*d  and  expanded  into  perfect  life. 
Their  brittle  bondage  break,  and  come  to  li^t, 
A  helpless  family,  demanding  food 
With  constant  clamour:  O  what  passions  then, 
What  melting  sentiminits  of  kindly  care. 
On  the  new  parents  seize  !     Away  they  fly 
AflTectionatc,  and  undesiring  bear 
The  most  delicious  morsel  to  their  young ; 
Wliich  equally  distributed,  again 
The  search  begins.     £v*n  so  a  gentle  pair. 
By  fortune  sunk,  but  form'd  of  generous  mould. 
And  charmM  wiUi  cares  beyond  the  vulgar  breast. 
In  some  lone  cot  amid  the  distant  woods. 
Sustained  alone  by  providential  Heaven, 
Oft  as  they  weeping  eye  their  infant  train. 
Check  their  own  appetites,  and  give  them  all. 
Nor  toil  alone  they  scorn ;  exalting  love. 
By  the  great  Father  of  the  Spring  inspir'd. 
Gives  instant  oouiage  to  ikntfeaiful  race. 
And  to  the  nmfU^  arL     With  stealthy  wing. 
Should  some  rude  foot  their  woody  liaunts  molest, 
Amid  a  neighbouring  bush  they  silent  drop. 
And  whirling  thence,  as  if  alarrn'd,  deceive 
Til*  unfeeling  schooUboy.  Hence,  around  the  head 
Of  wandering  swain,  the  white-wing*d  plover  wheels 
Her  sounding  flight,  and  tlien  directly  on 
In  long  excuraon  skims  the  level  lawn. 
To  tempt  liim  fiiom  her  nest.     The  wild^uck,  hence, 
0*er  the  rough  moss,  and  o*cr  the  trackless  waste 


llie  heath-hen  flutters,  pious  fraud !  to  lead 
The  hot  pursuing  spaniel  far  astray. 

Be  not  the  Muse  asham'd,  here  to  bemoMi 
Her  brothers  of  the  grove,  by  tyrant  man 
Inhuman  caught,  and  in  the  narrow  cage 
From  liberty  confin*d,  and  boundless  air. 
Dull  are  the  pretty  slaves,  tlieir  plumage  dull. 
Ragged,  and  all  its  brightening  lustre  lost ; 
Nor  is  that  sprightly  wildness  in  their  notes, 
Which,  clear  and  vigorous  warbles  from  the  berdk 
O  then,  ye  friends  of  love  and  love-taught  song, 
^Nire  the  soft  tribes,  this  barbarous  art  foibar ; 
If  on  your  bottom  innocence  can  win. 
Music  engage,  or  piety  persuade. 

But  let  not  chief  the  nightingale  lament 
Her  ruin*d  care,  too  delicately  fram'd 
To  brook  die  harsh  confinement  of  the  cage. 
Oft  when,  returning  with  her  loaded  bill, 
Th*  astonish'd  mother  finds  a  vacant  nest. 
By  the  Iiard  band  of  unrelenting  clowns 
Robb*d,  to  the  ground  tlie  vam  provision  falU; 
Her  pinions  ruffle,  and,  low  dropping,  scarce 
Can  bear  the  mourner  to  the  poplar  shade ; 
Where,  all  abandon*d  to  despair,  she  sings 
Her  sorrows  through  the  night ;  and,  on  the  bough 
Sole-sitting,  still  at  every  dying  fall 
Takes  up  again  her  lamentable  strain 
Of  winding  woe ;  till,  wide  around,  the  woods 
Sigh  to  her  song,  and  with  tier  wail  rewound. 

But  now  the  feather'd  youth  their  former  bouaih, 
Ardent,  disdain  ;  and,  weighing  oft  their  wings. 
Demand  the  free  possession  of  the  sky : 
This  one  glad  ofiice  more,  and  then  dissolves 
Parental  love  at  once,  now  needless  grown. 
Unlavish*d  Wisdom  never  works  in  vain. 
'Tis  on  some  evening,  sunny,  grateful,  mild, 
Wlien  nought  but  balm  is  breathing  through  the 

woods, 
With  yellow  lustre  bright,  that  the  new  tribes 
Visit  the  spacious  heavens,  and  look  abroad 
On  Nature's  common  far  as  they  can  ae^ 
Or  wing,  their  range  and  pasture.   O'er  the  boughs 
Dancing  about,  still  at  the  giddy  verge 
Their  resolution  fails ;  their  pinions  still. 
In  loose  libration  stretch*d,  to  trust  the 
TVembling  refuse :  till  down  before  them  fly 
The  parenuguides,  and  chide,  exhort,  command, 
Or  push  them  off.     The  surging  air  receives 
Its  plumy  burden  ;  and  their  self>tau{^t  wmgs 
Winnow  the  waving  element.     On  ground 
Alighted,  bolder  up  again  they  lead, 
Faither  and  farther  on,  the  lengthening  flight ; 
mi,  vanish'd  every  fear,  and  every  power  \ 
Rous*d  into  life  and  action,  light  in  air 
'111*  acquitted  parents  see  their  soaring  race. 
And  once  rejoicing  never  know  them  more. 

High  from  the  summit  of  a  cra^y  cUfi^ 
Hung  o*er  the  deep,  sudi  as  amasing  frowns 
On  utmost  Kilda's  *  shore,  whose  lonely  raoe 
Resign  the  setting  sun  to  Indian  worlds. 
The  royal  eagle  draws  bu  vigorous  young, 
Scrong-pounc*d,  and  ardent  with  paternal  fira. 
Now  fit  to  raise  a  kingdom  of  their  own. 
He  drives  them  from  his  fort,  tlie  towering 
For  ages  of  his  empire ;  which,  in  peace, 
Unstain*d  he  holds,  while  many  a  league  to 
He  wings  his  course,  and  preys  in  dttt^t  ii 

■ 
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Should  I  my  steps  turn  to  the  niral  test. 
Whose  lofty  elms,  and  venerable  oaks. 
Invite  the  rook,  who  high  amid  the  boughs, 
In  early  Spring*  his  airy  city  builds. 
And  ceaseless  caws  amusive ;  there,  well  pleas'd, 
I  mif^t  the  various  polity  survey 
Of  the  mizt  household  kind.     The  careful  hen 
Calls  all  her  chirping  family  aroutid, 
Fed  and  defended  by  the  ftarless  cock ; 
Whose  breast  with  ardour  flames,  as  on  he  walks 
Graceful,  and  crows  defiance.     In  the  pond, 
The  finely-chequer*d  duck,  before  her  train, 
Rows  garrulous.     The  stately  sailing  swan 
Gives  out  his  snowy  plumage  to  the  gale ; 
And,  arching  proud  his  nedc,  with  oary  ftet 
Bears  forward  fierce,  and  guards  his  osi^-isle, 
IVotective  of  his  young.     Hie  turkey  nigh, 
Loud   threatening    reddens;    while   the    peacock 

spreads 
His  every-colour'd  glory  to  the  Sun, 
And  swims  in  radiant  majes^  along. 
O'er  the  whole  homely  scene,  the  cooing  dove 
Flies  thick  in  amorous  chase,  and  wanton  rolls 
The  glancing  eye,  and  turns  the  changeful  neck. 

While  thus  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  shade 
Indulge  their  purer  loves,  the  rougher  world 
Of  brutes,  below,  rusli  furious  into  flame. 
And  fierce  desire.     Through  all  his  lusty  veins 
'ilie  bull,  deep.8corch*d,  the  raging  passion  feels. 
Of  pasture  sick,  and  negligent  of  food. 
Scarce  seen,  he  wades  among  the  yellow  broom, 
While  o'er  his  ample  side  the  rambling  sprays 
Luxuriant  tAtoot ;  or  through  (he  mazy  wood 
Dejected  wanders,  nor  th*  inticing  bud 
Crops,  though  it  presses  on  his  careless  sense. 
And  oft,  in  jealous  maddening  fancy  wrapt. 
He  Mcdcs  the  fight ;  and,  idly  butting,  feigns 
I  lift  rival  gor*d  in  every  knotty  trunk. 
Him  should  he  meet,  the  bellowing  war  begins : 
Tlicir  eyes  Hash  fury  ;  to  the  hoUow'd  earth. 
Whence  tlie  sand  flies,  they  mutter  bloody  deeds, 
And,  groaning  deep,  th*  impetuous  battle  mix: 
While  tlie  fair  heifer,  balmy  breatliing,  near, 
Standi  kindling  up  their  ruge.   The  trembling  steed. 
With  tliis  hot  impulse  seiz'd  in  every  nerve. 
Nor  he«d»  tlie  rein,  nor  hears  the  souiuling  thong; 
Blow»  are  nut  felt ;  but,  tossing  liigh  his  head, 
And  by  the  well-known  joy  to  distant  plains 
Attracted  strong,  all  wild  he  bursts  away ; 
O'er  rock's  and  woods,  and  craggy  mountains  flics : 
And,  ncigliing,  on  th'  aerial  summit  takes 
Th*  exciting  gale  ;  then,  steep«descending,  cleaves 
The  headlong  torrents  foaming  down  the  hills, 
£v*n  where  tlic  madness  of  the  straiten *d  stream 
Turns  in  black  eddies  round ;  such  is  the  force 
With  which  his  frantic  heart  and  sinews  swelL 

Nor  undelighted  by  the  boundless  Spring 
Are  the  broad  monsters  of  the  foaming  deep : 
From  the  deep  ooau:  and  gelid  cavern  rous'd, 
Thej  flounce  and  tumble  in  unwieldly  joy. 
Dire  were  the  strain*  and  dissonant,  td  sing 
The  cruel  raptures  of  the  savage  kind : 
Uow  by  this  flame  their  native  wradi  suhlim'd, 
They  roam,  amid  the  fury  of  their  heart. 
The  far-resounding  waste  in  flercer  bands. 
And  growl  tlieir  liurrid  loves.     But  this  the  theme 
1  sing,  enraptur'd,  to  the  British  Fair, 
FortNd%  and  leads  me  to  the  mountain-brow. 
Where  sitK  tiie  shepherd  on  the  grassy  turf, 
Inhaling,  healthful,  tlic  descending  Sun. 


Around  him  fbeds  his  many-bleating  flock. 
Of  various  cadence ;  and  his  sportive  bunbs^ 
This  way  and  that  convolv*d,  in  friskful  glee 
Their  fi-olica  play.     And  now  the  sprightly  race 
Invites  them  forth ;  when  iwift,  the  signal  given, 
Tliey  start  away,  and  sw^  the  massy  mound 
lliat  runs  around  the  hill ;  the  rampart  once 
Of  iron  war,  in  ancient  barbarous  timea^ 
When  disunited  Britain  ever  bled. 
Loot  in  eternal  broil :  ere  yet  she  grew 
To  this  deep-laid  indissoluble  states  [heads  • 

Where  Wealth   and    Commerce   lift  their  golden 
And  o'er  our  labours.  Liberty  and  Law, 
Impartial,  watch ;  the  wonder  of  a  world ! 

What  is  this  mi^ihty  Breathy  ye  sages,  say, 
That,  in  a  powerful  language,  felt,  not  heard. 
Instructs  the  fowls  o£  heaven ;  and  through  their 

breast 
These  arts  of  love  diffuses?     What,  but  God? 
Inspiring  God !  who,  boundless  Spirit  all, 
And  unremitting  Energy,  pervades, 
Adjusts,  sustains,  and  agitates  the  whole. 
He  ceaseless  works  akme  /  and  yet  ahne 
Seems  not  to  work :  with  such  perfection  fnun*d 
Is  tills  complex  stupendous  scheme  of  things. 
But,  tliough  conceal*d,  to  every  purer  eye 
Th*  informing  Author  in  his  works  appears: 
Chief,  lovely  Spring,  in  thee,  and  thy  soft  scenes. 
The  smiling  God  is  seen ;  while  water,  eaitii. 
And  air,  attest  his  bounty  ;  which  exalts 
The  brute  creation  to  this  finer  thou^t. 
And  annual  melts  their  undesigning  hearts 
Profusely  thus  in  tenderness  and  joy. 

Still  let  my  song  a  nobler  note  assume, 
And  sing  th'  infusive  force  of  Spring  on  man ; 
When  heaven  and  earth,  as  if  contending,  vie 
To  raise  his  being,  and  serene  his  soul. 
Can  lie  forbear  to  join  the  general  smile 
Of  Nature  ?  Can  fierce  passions  vex  his  breast, 
While  every  gale  u  peace,  and  every  grove 
Is  melody  ?     Hence !  from  the  bounteous  walks 
Of  flowing  ^ring,  ye  sordid  sons  of  Earth, 
Hard,  and  unfeeling  of  another's  woe ! 
Or  only  lavish  to  yourselves ;  away ! 
But  come,  ye  geperous  minds,  in  whose  widethoughi. 
Of  all  his  works,  creative  Boun^  bums 
With  warmest  beam ;  and  on  your  open  front. 
And  liberal  eye,  sits,  from  his  dark  retreat 
Inviting  modest  Want.     Nor,  till  invok'd, 
Can  restless  goodness  wait :  your  active  searclt 
Leaves  no  cold  wintery  comer  unexplor'd ; 
Like  silent-working  Heaven,  surprizing  oft 
llie  lonely  heart  with  unexpected  good. 
For  you,  the  roving  spirit  of  the  wind 
Blows  Spring  abroad ;  for  you,  the  teeming  clouds 
Descend  in  gladsome  plenty  o'er  the  world ; 
And  the  Sun  sheds  his  kindest  rajrs  for  you. 
Ye  flower  of  human  race !  In  these  green  daysi: 
Reviving  Sickness  lifb  her  bnguid  head : 
Life  flows  afresh;  and  young-ey'd  Health  exalts 
The  whole  creation  round.     Contentment  walks 
The  sunny  glade,  and  feels  an  inward  bliss 
Spring  o'er  his  mind,  beyond  the  power  of  kings 
To  purchase.     Pure  serenity  apace 
Induces  thought,  and  contemplation  still. 
By  swift  degrees  the  love  of  Nature  works. 
And  warms  the  bosom ;  till  at  Ust  sublim'd 
To  rapture,  and  entliusiastic  heat, 
We  feel  the  present  I>;ity,  and  taste 
The  joy  of  God  to  sec  a  happy  world  \ 
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Tbcae  we  the  ncred  feelings  of  thy  heartt 
Thy  heart  iiifonn*d  by  reason's  purer  my, 
O  Lyttleton,  the  firiend !  thy  paauons  thus 
And  meditations  vary,  as  at  huge,  [stray*st ; 

Courting  the  Muse,  through  Hagley  Pwk  thou 
Thy  British  Temple !  Hiere  along  the  dale, 
With  woods  o*er-faung  and  shagg'd  with  mossy 

roc^ 
Whence  on  each  hand  the  gushing  waters  play, 
And  down  tfie  rough  cascade  white-dashing  fall, 
Or  gleam  in  lengthened  vista  through  the  trees, 
Tou  silent  steal ;  or  sit  beneath  the  shade 
Of  solemn  aaks»  that  tuft  the  swelling  mounts 
Thrown  gnoeful  round  by  Nature's  careless  hand. 
And  pensive  listen  to  the  various  voice 
Of  rural  peace :  the  herds,  the  flocks,  the  birds. 
The  hoUow-whispering  breeze,  the  plaint  of  rills, 
Hiat,  purling  down  amid  the  twisted  roots 
Which  creep  around,  their  dewy  murmurs  shake 
On  the  sooth'd  ear.     From  these  ahstrscted  oft. 
You  wander  through  the  phflosophic  world ; 
Where  in  bright  train  continual  wonders  rise. 
Or  to  the  curious  or  the  pious  eye. 
And  oft,  conducted  by  historic  truth, 
You  tread  the  long  extent  of  backward  time : 
Planning,  with  warm  benevolence  of  mind, 
And  honest  seal,  unwarp'd  by  party-rage, 
Britannia's  weal ;  how  from  the  venal  gulph 
To  raise  her  virtue,  and  her  arts  revive. 
Or,  turning  thence  thy  view,  these  graver  thouj^its 
The  Muses  charm  :  while,  with  sure  taste  refin'd. 
You  draw  th'  inspiring  breath  of  ancient  song ; 
Till  nobly  rises,  emulous,  thy  own. 
Perhaps  thy  lov'd  Lucinda  shares  thy  walk. 
With  soul  to  thine  attun'd.     Then  Nature  all 
Wears  to  the  lover's  eye  a  look  of  love ; 
And  all  the  tumult  of  a  guilty  world. 
Tost  by  ungenerous  passions,  sinks  away. 
The  tender  heart  is  animated  peace ; 
And  as  it  pours  its  copious  treasures  forth, 
In  varied  converse,  softening  every  theme. 
You,  frequent  pausing,  turn,  and  fixnn  hear  eyes, 
Mliere  meeken'd  sense,  and  amiable  grace. 
And  lively  sweetness  dwell,  enraptur'd,  drink 
That  nameless  spirit  of  ethereal  joy. 
Unutterable  happiness !  which  love. 
Alone,  bestows,  and  on  tk/avotirdfiw. 
Meantime  you  gain  the  height,  from  whose  ftur  bmw 
The  bursting  prospect  spreads  immense  around : 
And  snatch'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  and  wood  and  lawn. 
And  verdant  field,  and  darkening  heath  between. 
And  villages  embosom  *d  soft  in  trees. 
And  spiry  towns  by  surging  colunms  mark'd 
Of  household  smoke,  your  eye  excursive  roams : 
Wide-stretching  from  the  haU,  in  whose  kind  haunt 
The  lioq>itable  genius  lingen  still. 
To  where  the  broken  landscape,  by  degrees. 
Ascending,  roughens  into  rigid  hills ; 
O'er  which  the  Cambrian  mountains,  like  far  clouds 
That  skirt  the  blue  horison,  dusky  rise. 

Flush'd  by  the  spirit  of  the  genial  year. 
Now  from  the  virgin's  cheek  a  fresher  bloom 
Shoots,  less  and  less,  the  live  carnation  round ; 
Her  lips  blush  deeper  sweets ;  she  breathes  of  youth ; 
The  shining  moisture  swells  into  her  eyes, 
In  brighter  flow ;  her  wishing  bosom  heaves 
With  palpitations  wild ;  kind  tumults  sdn 
Her  veins,  and  all  her  yielding  soul  is  love 
Froin  the  keen  gaxe  her  lover  turns  away^ 
Full  of  the  dear  ecstatic  powcT)  and  sick 


With  sighing  languishmenL     Ah  then,  ye  fiair ! 
Be  greatly  cautious  of  your  diding  hearts: 
Dare  not  th'  infectious  sigh ;  the  pleading  look. 
Downcast,  and  low,  in  meek  submission  drest. 
But  full  of  guile.     Let  not  the  fervent  tongin^ 
Prompt  to  deceive,  with  adulation  smooth. 
Gain  on  your  purpos'd  will.     Nor  in  the  bower. 
Where  woodbines  flaunt,  and  roses  shed  a  couch. 
While  Evening  draws  her  crimson  curtains  round. 
Trust  your  soft  minutes  with  betraying  man. 

And  let  th'  aspiring  youth  beware  of  love, 
Of  the  smooth  glance  beware ;  for  'tis  too  late, 
When  on  his  heart  the  tonent-softne&s  pours. 
Then  wisdom  prostrate  lies,  and  fiuling  fame 
Dissolves  in  air  away  :  while  the  fond  soul. 
Wrapt  in  gay  visions  of  unreal  bliss. 
Still  paints  th*  illusive  form ;  the  kindling  grace  ; 
Th*  inticing  smile ;  the  modest-seeming  eye. 
Beneath  wliose  beauteous  beams,  belying  hesven. 
Lurk  searchless  cunning,  cruelty,  and  death ; 
And  still  false-warbling  in  his  cheated  ear,  . 
Her  syren  voice,  enchanting,  draws  him  on 
To  guileful  shores,  and  meads  of  fatal  joy. 

Ev*n  present,  in  the  very  lap  of  love 
Inglorious  laid ;  vdule  music  flows  around. 
Perfumes,  and  oils,  and  wine,  and  wanton  bouts ; 
Amid  the  roses  fierce  Repentance  rcara 
Her  snaky  crest :  a  quick  returning  pang         [«tiUv 
Shoots  through  the  conscious  heart,  where  honour 
And  great  design,  against  the  oppressive  load 
Of  luxury,  by  fits,  impatient  lunsve. 

But  absent,  what  fantastic  woes,  arous*d. 
Rage  in  each  thought,  by  restless  musing  fed. 
Chill  the  warm  cheek,  and  blast  the  bloom  of  life  ? 
Neglected  fortune  flies ;  and  sliding  swiSt, 
Prone  into  ruin,  fiUl  his  soom*d  affairs. 
'Tis  nought  but  gloom  around :  .the  darken *d  Sua 
Loses  his  light,     llie  rosy-bosom  *d  Spring 
To  weeping  fancy  pines ;  and  yon  bright  arch. 
Contracted,  bends  into  a  dusky  vaulL 
All  Nature  fades  extinct ;  and  site  alone 
Heard,  felt,  and  seen,  possesses  every  thou^it. 
Fills  every  sense,  and  pants  in  every  \ein. 
Books  are  but  formal  dulness,  tedious  friends ; 
And  sad  amid  the  social  band  he  sits. 
Lonely,  and  unattentive.     From  his  tongue 
Til'  unfinish'd  period  falls :  while,  borne  awny 
On  swelling  thought,  his  wafted  spirit  flics 
To  the  vain  bosom  of  his  distant  fair ; 
And  leaves  the  semblance  of  a  lover  fix'd 
In  melancholy  site,  with  head  declin'd. 
And  love-dejected  eyes.     Sudden  he  starts, 
Shook  from  his  tender  trance,  and  restless  runs 
To  glimmering  shades,  and  sympathetic  glooms  ; 
Where  the  dun  umbrage  o'er  the  falling  stream. 
Romantic,  hangs ;  there  through  the  pensive  dusk 
Strays,  in  heart-thrilling  meditation  lost ; 
Indulging  all  to  love :  or  on  the  bank 
Thrown,  amid  drooping  lilies,  swells  the  brecxe 
With  sighs  unceasing,  and  the  brook  with  tear^ 
"Dius  in  soft  anguish  he  consumes  the  day, 
Nor  quits  his  deep  retirement,  till  the  Moon 
Peeps  through  the  chambers  of  the  fleecy  cast, 
Enliffhten'd  by  degrees,  and  in  her  train 
Lea£  on  the  gentle  hours ;  then  forth  lie  walks^ 
Beneath  the  trembling  languish  of  her  beam. 
With  soflen'd  soul,  and  wooes  the  bird  of  eva 
To  mingle  woes  with  his :  or  wliile  the  i»*or]d 
And  all  the  sons  of  care  lie  btisli'd  in  sleep, 
Assodstcs  with  the  midnight  sliado%rs  drear  ; 
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And,  ligliing  to  Ifae  lonely  taper,  poun 

Hu  idl7<4ortur*d  beort  into  the  page, 

Meant  for  the  moTing  metaenger  dT  love ; 

Where  rapture  buma  on  rapture,  every  line 

With  ffiaing  freniy  firU     But  if  on  bed 

Delirioua  flung,  deep  from  his  pillow  fb'e% 

All  night  he  toaaes,  nor  die  balmy  power 

In  any  poeture  finds ;  till  the  grey  mom 

lifts  her  pak  lustre  on  the  paler  wretch, 

Kumimale  by  love :  and  then  perhaps 

Exhaoated  nature  sinks  awhUe  to  rest, 

Sdll  interrupted  by  distracted  dreamsi 

That  o'er  the  aick  imagination  rise, 

And  in  black  colours  paint  the  mimic  scene. 

Oft  with  th*  enchantress  of  his  soul  he  talks ; 

Sometimes  in  crowds  distress*d ;  or  if  retir*d 

To  secret  winding  flower-enwoven  bowen, 

Far  from  the  dull  impertinence  of  man, 

Jnat  as  he,  credulous,  his  endless  cares 

Begins  to  lose  in  blind  oblivious  love, 

Sni^*d  from  her  yielded  hand,  he  knows  not  bow. 

Through  forests  huge,  and  long  untravell'd  heaths 

With  desolataon  brown,  he  wanders  waste, 

In  night  and  tempest  wrapt;  or  shrinks  aghast. 

Back,  from  the  bending  precipice ;  or  wades 

The  tuihid  stream  below,  and  strives  to  reach 

The  fitfther  shore ;  where  succourless,  and  sad, 

She  with  eitended  arms  his  aid  implores ; 

But  strives  in  vain  :  borne  by  th*  outrageous  flood 

To  distance  down,  he  rides  the  ridgy  wave. 

Or  whefan*d  beneath  the  boiling  eddy  sinks. 

These  are  the  charming  agonies  of  love, 
Whose  misery  delights.     But  through  the  heart 
Should  jealousy  its  venom  once  diffuse^ 
*Tb  then  deli^tful  misery  no  more, 
But  agony  unmix 'd,  incessant  gall. 
Corroding  every  thought,  and  blasting  all 
Lofe*s  paradiae.      Ye  fairy  prospects,  then, 
Ye  beds  of  roeea,  and  ye  bowers  of  joy, 
Farewell !     Te  glenmings  of  departed  peace. 
Shine  out  your  last !     TTie  yellow-tinging  plague 
Internal  vision  taints,  and  in  a  night 
Of  livid  gloom  imagination  wraps. 
Ah,  then  !  instead  of  love-enliven*d  cheeks. 
Of  sunny  features,  and  of  ardent  eyes. 
With  flowing  rapture  bright,  dark  looks  succeed, 
Safitis*d  and  glaring  witli  untender  fire ; 
A  ckmded  aspect,  and  a  burning  cheek, 
Where  the  whole  poison'd  soul,  malignant,  sits. 
And  fiightens  love  away.     Ten  thousand  fears 
Invented  wild,  ten  thousand  frantic  views 
Of  horrid  rivals,  hanging  on  die  charms 
For  which  he  melti  in  fondness,  eat  him  up 
With  fervent  anguish,  and  consuming  rage. 
In  vain  reproaclKS  lend  their  idle  aid. 
Deceitful  pride,  and  resolution  frail, 
Giving  false  peace  a  moment.     Fancy  pours^ 
Afresh,  her  bcauttca  on  his  busy  thought, 
Her  flnt  endearments  twining  round  the  soulr 
With  all  the  vritchovft  of  ensnaring  love. 
Straight  the  fierce  storm  involves  his  mind  anew, 
FlanMs  through  the  nerves,  and  boils  along  the  veins ; 
While  anxious  doubt  distracts  the  tortur*d  heart  : 
For  ev'n  the  sad  aasurance  of  his  fears 
Were  caae  to  what  be  feels,    llius  the  warm  youth. 
Whom  love  deludes  into  his  thorny  wilds, 
Throogh  flowery-tempting  paths,  or  leads  a  life 
Of  ftve^d  rapture,  or  of  cruel  care  ; 
Hit  brightest  flames  exdnguish'd  all,  and  all 
His  lively  momflits  running  down  to  waste. 


But  happy  they !  the  happiest  of  their  kind ! 
Whom  gender  stars  unite,  and  in  one  fate 
llieir  hearts,  their  ibrtunea,  and  their  beings  blend. 
*Tis  not  the  coarser  tie  of  human  laws, 
Unnatural  oft,  and  foreign  to  the  mind, 
Hiat  binds  their  peace,  but  harmony  itself, 
Attuning  all  their  passions  into  love ; 
MThere  ^endship  fbll  exerts  her  softest  power. 
Perfect  esteem,  enliven*d  by  desire 
Ineffable,  and  sympathy  of  soul ; 
Thodglit  meeting  dwught,  and  will  preventing  will. 
With  boundless  confidence  :  for  nought  but  love 
Can  answer  love,  and  render  bliss  secure. 
Let  him,  ungenerous,  who,  alone  intent 
To  bless  hinuelf,  from  sordid  parents  buys 
The  loathing  virgin,  in  eternal  care. 
Well  merited,  consume  his  nights  and  days : 
Let  barbarous  nations,  whose  inhuman  love 
Is  wild  desire,  fierce  as  the  suns  they  feel ; 
Let  eastern  tyrants,  from  the  light  oi  Heaven 
Seclude  their  booom-alaves,  meanly  poaseas'd 
Of  a  mere,  lifeless,  violated  fi>rm : 
While  those  whom  love  cements  in  holy  faith, 
And  equal  transport,*!^  as  Nature  live, 
Disdaining  fear.     What  is  the  world  to  them, 
Its  pomp,  its  pleasure,  and  its  nonsense  all ! 
Who  in  each  other  clasp  whatever  fair 
High  fancy  forms,  and  lavish  hearts  can  wiiJi ; 
Something  than  beauty  dearer,  sliould  they  look 
Or  on  the  mind,  or  mind4Uumin*d  face ; 
T^uth,  goodness,  honour,  harmony,  and  love, 
Tlie  richest  bounty  of  indulgent  Heaven. 
Meantime  a  smiling  offspring  rises  round. 
And  mingles  both  their  graces.     By  degrees, 
The  human  blossom  blows ;  and  every  day. 
Soil  as  it  rolls  along,  shows  some  new  charm, 
Ilie  father's  lustre,  and  the  mother's  bloom. 
Then  infant  reason  grows  apace,  and  calls 
For  the  kind  hand  of  an  assiduous  care. 
Delightiiil  task  !  to  rear  the  tender  thought. 
To  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot. 
To  pour  die  fVesh  instruction  o*er  the  mind. 
To  breathe  di'  enlivening  spirit  and  to  fix 
The  generous  purpose  in  the  glowing  breast. 
Oh,  speak  the  joy  !  ye  whom  the  sudden  tear 
Surprises  often,  while  you  look  around. 
And  nothing  strikes  your  eye  but  sights  of  blias, 
AU  various  nature  pressing  on  the  heart: 
An  elegant  sufficiency,  content. 
Retirement,  rural  quiet,  friendship,  book^ 
£ase  and  alternate  labour,  useful  life, 
Progressive  virtue,  and  approving  Heaven. 
lliese  are  the  matclilcss  joys  of  virtuous  love ; 
And  thus  dieir  moments  fly.     The  seasons  thu% 
As  ceaseless  round  a  jarring  world  they  roll. 
Still  find  them  happy ;  and  consenting  Spring 
Sheds  her  own  rosy  garUmd  on  their  heada : 
Till  evening  comes  at  last,  serene  and  mild  % 
When,  afier  the  long  vernal  day  of  life, 
Enamour*d  more,  as  more  remembrance  swells 
With!  many  a  proof  of  recollected  love, 
Together  down  they  sink  in  social  sleep ; 
Together  freed,  their  gende  spirits  fly 
To  scenes  where  love  and  bliss  immortal  reigiw 
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The  subject  proposed.  IiiTocation.  Address  to 
Mr.  DoddingtoD.  An  introductory  reflection 
on  the  motion  of  the  heavenly  bodies ;  whence 
the  succession  of  the  Seasons.  As  die  fiioe  of 
Nature  in  this  season  is  ahnost  unifonn,  the  pro- 
gress of  the  poem  is  a  description  of  a  summer's 
day.  The  dawn.  Sun-rising.  Hymn  to  the 
Sun.  Forenoon.  Summer  insects  described. 
Hay-making.  Sheep-shearing.  Noon-day.  A 
woodland  retreat  Groupe  of  herds  an4  flocks. 
A  solemn  grove :  how  it  afiects  a  contemplative 
mind.  A  cataract,  and  rude  scene.  ^Hew  of 
Summer  in  the  toirid  xone.  Storm  of  thunder 
and  lightning.  A  tale.  The  storm  over,  a 
serene  afternoon.  Bathing.  Hour  of  walking. 
TVansition  to  the  prospect  of  a  rich  wellfculti- 
vated  country;  which  introduces  a  panegyric 
on  Great  Britain.  Sun-s^  Evening.  Night. 
Summer  meteors.  A  comet.  The  whole  con- 
cluding with  the  praise  of  philosophy. 

FaoM  brightening  fields  of  ether  fidr  disdos'd. 

Child  of  the  Sun,  refulgent  Summer  comes. 

In  pride  of  youth,  and  felt  through  Nature's  depth : 

He  comes  attended  by  the  sultry  hoiurt% 

And  ever-fanning  hreexesj  on  his  way ; 

While  from  his  ardent  look,  the  turning  Spring 

Averts  her  blushful  face ;  and  earth  and  skies, 

All  smiling,  to  his  hot  dominion  leaves. 

Hence,  let  me  haste  into  the  mid-wood  shad^ 
Where  scarce  a  sun-beam  wanders   throu^  the 

•  gloom; 
And  on  the  dark  green  gnus,  beside  the  brink 
Of  haunted  stream,  that  by  the  roots  of  oak 
Rolls  o'er  the  rocky  channel,  lie  at  large. 
And  sing  the  glories  of  the  circling  year. 

Come,  Inspiration !  from  thy  hermit  seat. 
By  mortal  seldom  found  :  may  fancy  dare. 
From  thy  fix'd  serious  eye,  and  raptur'd  glance 
Shot  on  surrounding  Heaven,  to  steal  one  look 
Creative  of  the  poet,  every  power 
Exalting  to  an  ecstasy  of  souL 

And  thou,  my  youthful  Muse's  early  friend, 
In  whom  the  human  graces  all  unite : 
Pure  light  of  mind,  and  tenderness  of  heart ; 
Genius,  and  wiadom ;  the  gay  social  sense. 
By  decency  chastts'd ;  goodness  and  wit. 
In  seldom-meeting  harmony  combin'd ; 
Unblemish'd  honour,  and  an  active  zeal 
For  Britain's  glory,  liberty,  and  man : 
O  Doddington !  attend  my  rural  song. 
Stoop  to  my  theme,  inspirit  every  line, 
And  teach  me  to  deserve  thy  just  applause. 

With  what  an  aweful  world-revolving  power 
Were  fint  th'  unwieldy  planets  lanch'd  along 
Th'  illimitable  void !     Thus  to  remain. 
Amid  the  flux  of  many  thousand  years, 
That  oft  has  swept  the  tcnling  race  of  men. 
And  aU  their  labour'd  monuments  away. 
Firm,  unremitting,  matchless,  in  their  course ; 
To  the  kind-temper'd  change  of  night  and  day, 
And  of  the  seasons  ever  stealing  round, 
Minutely  faithful :  such  th'  all-perfect  Hand  ! 
TlLit  pois*d,  impels,  and  rult^  tbc  steady  whok. 


Wlifln  now  no  mora  th*  altemte  Twiuiarefir'd, 
And  Oucer  reddens  with  the  solar  blaac^ 
Short  is  die  doubtful  empire  of  the  nig^; 
And  soon,  observant  of  i^proachii^  day. 
The  meek-ey'd  mom  appears,  mother  of  dewi^ 
At  first  faint-gleaming  in  the  dappled  east : 
Till  fiur  o'er  ether  sprnds  the  widening  ^ow ; 
And,  from  before  the  lustre  of  her  &ce. 
White  break  the  clouds  away.  With  quickcn'd  step, 
Brown  night  retires :  young  day  pours  in  apace. 
And  opens  all  the  lawny  proqiect  wide. 
The  dripping  rock,  the  mountain's  misty  top^ 
Swell  on  the  sight,  and  brighten  with  the  dawiL 
Blue,  through  the  dusk,    the  smoking  cuireoli 

shine; 
And  from  the  bladed  field  the  fearful  hare 
Limps,  awkward ;  while  along  the  forest-glade 
The  wild-deer  trip,  and  often  turning  gaae 
At  early  passenger.     Music  awakes 
Tlie  native  voice  of  nndissembled  joy ; 
And  thick  around  the  woodland  hymns  arise. 
Rous'd  by  the  cock,  the  soon-^dad  shefdierd  kaves 
His  mossy  cottage  where  with  Peace  he  dwells ; 
And  frum  the  crowded  fold,  in  order,  drives 
His  flock  to  taste  the  verdure  of  the  monk 

Falsely  luxurious,  will  not  man  awake ; 
And,  springing  from  the  bed  of  sloth,  enjoy 
The  cool,  the  fragrant,  and  the  silent  hour. 
To  meditadon  due  and  sacred  song  ? 
For  is  there  aught  in  sleep  can  charm  the  wise? 
To  lie  in  dead  oblivion,  losing  half 
The  fleedng  moments  of  too  short  a  life ; 
Total  extinction  of  the  enlighten'd  soul ! 
Or  else  to  feverish  vanity  abve, 
WUder'd,  and  tossing  thinough  disteroper'd  dresms? 
Who  would  in  such  a  gloomy  stale  remain 
Longer  than  nature  craves ;  when  every  Muse 
And  every  blooming  pleasure  wait  vrithout, 
To  bless  die  wildly  devious  morning  walk  ? 

But  yonder  comes  the  powerful  king  of  day. 
Rejoicing  in  the  east     'Hie  lessening  cloud. 
The  kindling  asure,  and  the  mountain's  brow 
lUum'd  with  fluid  gold,  his  near  approadi 
Betoken  glad.     Lo !  now,  apparent  all. 
Aslant  the  dew-bright  Earth,  and  colour'd  air, 
He  looks  in  boundless  majesty  abroad  ; 
And  sheds  the  shining  day,  that  bumish'd  plsys 
On  rocks,   and  hills,   and  towers,  and  wandering 

streams, 
Hi^  gleaming  from  afar.     Prime  cheeror  Li^ ! 
Of  all  materia]  beings  first,  and  best ! 
Efilux  divine !  Nature's  resplendent  robe ! 
Without  whose  vesdng  beauty  all  were  wrapt 
In  unessential  gloom ;  and  thou,  O  Sun ! 
Soul  of  surrounding  worlds  !  in  whom  best  seen 
Shines  out  thy  Maker !  may  I  sing  of  thee  ? 

*T!s  by  thy  secret,  strong,  attracdve  force. 
As  with  a  chain  indissoluble  bound. 
Thy  system  rolls  entire :  from  the  far  bourne 
Of  utmost  Saturn,  wheeling  vride  his  round 
Of  thirty  years ;  to  Mercury,  whose  disk 
Can  scarce  be  caught  by  philosophic  eye. 
Lost  in  the  near  effulgence  of  thy  bla»e. 

Informer  of  the  planetary  train ! 
Without  whose  quickening  glance  their  ctimbrow 

orbs 
Were  brute  unlovely  mass,  inert  and  dead, 
And  not,  as  now,  the  green  abodes  of  life ! 
How  many  forms  of  being  wait  on  thee ! 
lolialing  spirit  j  from  th'  unfettered  mind, 
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Tlf  thee  sublim*d,  d<nvn  to  the  daily  nee, 
'ilx  mmiig  myriadii  of  thy  setting  beam. 

Hie  vegetable  world  is  aliio  thine, 
IVu^ent  of  Seasons !  who  the  pomp  precede 
llaat  waits  thy  throne,-as  through  thy  vast  domain. 
Annual,  along  the  bright  ecliptic  road. 
In  world-rejoicing  state,  it  moves  sublime. 
Meantime  th*  expecting  nations,  circled  gay 
DVith  all  the  various  tribes  of  foodful  earth, 
Implore  thy  bounty,  or  send  grateful  up 
A  common  hymn :  while,  round  thy  beuning  car, 
Higfa-aeen,  the  Seasons  lead,  in  sprightly  dance 
Harmonious  knit,  the  rosy-finger'd  Hours, 
The  Zephyrs  floating  loose,  the  timely  Rains, 
Of  bloom  ethereal  the  light-footed  Dews, 
And  soften 'd  into  joy  the  surly  storms. 
These,  in  successive  turn,  with  lavisli  hand, 
Shower  every  beauty,  every  fragrance  shower, 
Herbs,  flowers,  and  fruits ;  till  kindling  at  thy  touch. 
From  land  to  land  is  flushed  the  vernal  year. 

Nor  to  the  surface  of  enliven'd  Earth, 
Crtaceful  with  hills  and  dales,  and  leafy  woods. 
Her  liberal  tresses,  is  thy  force  confln*d : 
But  to  the  boweil'd  cavern  darting  deep, 
Tbe  mineral  kinds  confess  thy  mighty  fiower. 
Kfiulgent,  hence  tbe  veiny  marljlc  liiines ; 
Hence  Labour  draws  his  tools ;  hence  bumisli*d  War 
Gleams  on  the  day ;  the  nobler  works  of-  Peace 
Hence  bless  mankind,    and    generous  Commerce 

binds 
The  round  of  nations  in  a  golden  chain. 

Th*  unfiruitful  rock  itself,  impregn'd  by  thee. 
In  dark  retirement  forms  the  lucid  stone. 
Tbt  Itvdy  diamond  driuks  thy  purest  rays, 
CoUccted  light,  compact ;  that,  polish*d  bright, 
And  all  its  native  lustre  let  abroad, 
Dares,  as  it  is^mrkles  on  the  fair-one's  breast. 
With  vain  ambition  emulate  her  eyes. 
At  thee  the  ruby  lights  its  deepening  glow. 
And  with  a  waving  radiance  inward  flames. 
From  thee  the  sapphire,  solid  ether,  takes 
Its  hue  cerulean ;  and,  of  evening  tinct, 
Tbe  piurplewstreaming  amethyst  is  thine. 
With  thy  own  smile  the  yellow  topas  bums. 
Nor  deeper  verdure  dyes  the  robe  of  Spring, 
When  first  ^he  gives  it  to  the  soutliem  gale. 
Than  the  green  emerald  shows.    But,  all  combin 'd, 
TlndL  through  the  whitening  opal  play  thy  beams ; 
Or,  flying  sevenl  from  its  surface,  form 
A  trembling  variance  of  revolving  hues, 
As  the  site  varies  in  the  gaxer*s  hand. 

llie  very  dead  creation,  from  thy  touch. 
Assumes  a  mimic  life.     By  thee  refin'd. 
In  br^litcr  maases  the  relucent.  stream 
Flays  o'er  the  mead.     The  precipice  abrupt, 
iVogecting  honrour  on  the  blackcn'd  flood, 
Softens  at  thy  return.     Hie  desert  joys 
Wildly,  through  all  his  roelandioly  bounds. 
Rude  ruins  gbtter ;  and  the  briny  deep, 
SeeQ  from  some  pointed  promontory's  top, 
Far  to  the  blue  horizon's  utmost  verge, 
Bestleas,  teflecta  a  floating  gleam.     But  tliis^ 
And  all  the  much-transported  Muse  can  sin^ 
Are  to  thy  beauty,  dignity,  and  use. 
Unequal  fiu* ;  great  delegated  source 
Of  light,  and  life,  and  grace,  and  joy  below  ! 
How  shall  I  then  attempt  to  sing  of  Him ! 
Wbo^  Ugbt  himself,  in  uncreated  Ught 
Invested  deep,  dwells  awefully  rctir'd 
From  mortal  eye,  or  angel's  purer  ken ; 


Whose  nnglo  mnile  has,  frbm'the  first  of  time, 
Flird  o*erflowing,  all  those  lamps  of  Heaven, 
That  beam  for  ever  through  the  boundless  sky : 
But,  should  he  hide  his  face,  th*  astonifJi'd  Sun, 
And  all  the  extinguish'd  stars,  would  looNening  reel 
Wide  from  their  spheres,  and  Chaos  come  again. 

And  yet  was  every  faultering  tonguu  oi  man. 
Almighty  Father !  silent  in  thy  praise. 
Thy  works  themselves  would  raise  a  general  voice, 
£v*n  in  the  depth  of  solitary  woods 
By  human  foot  untrod ;  proclaim  thy  power. 
And  to  tlie  quire  celestial  thee  resound, 
111'  eternal  cause,  support,  and  end  of  all ! 

To  me  be  Nature's  volume  broad  display'd ; 
And  to  peruse  its  all^nstructing  page. 
Or,  haply  catching  inspiration  thence, 
Some  easy  passage,  raptur'd  to  translate ; 
lyf y  sole  delight,  as  through  the  falling  glooms 
Pensive  I  stray,  or  witli  the  rising  dawn 
On  fancy's  eagle-wing  excursive  soar. 

Now  flaming  up  the  Heavens,  tlie  potent  &jn 
Melts  into  limpid  air  the  high-raisM  clouds. 
And  morning  fogs  thilt  hovcr'd  round  the  liills 
In  party-colour'd  bands ;  till  wide  unveil'd 
The  face  of  Nature  sliines,  from  where  Earth  seems. 
Far  stretch'd  around,  to  meet  the  bending  splierc. 

Half  in  a  blush  of  clustering  roses  lost. 
Dew-dropping  Coolness  to  tlie  shade  retires ; 
There,  on  the  verdant  turf,  or  flowery  bed. 
By  gelid  founts  and  careless  rills  to  muse ; 
While  tyrant  Heat,  dispreading  through  the  sky. 
With  rapid  sway,  his  burning  influence  darts 
On  man,  and  b^t,  and  herb,  and  tepid  stream. 

Who  can  unpitying  see  tlie  flowery  race, 
Shed  by  the  morn,  their  new-flush'd  bloom  resign. 
Before  the  parching  beam  ?     So  fade  the  fair. 
When  fevers  revel  through  their  azure  veins. 
But  one,  the  lofty  follower  of  tlie  Sun, 
Sad  when  he  sits,  sliuts  up  her  yellow  leaves. 
Drooping  all  night ;  and,  when  he  warm  returns, 
Pmnts  her  enamour'd  bosom  to  his  ray. 

Home,  from  his  morning  task,  the  swain  retreats ; 
His  flock  before  him  stei)pt!ig  to  the  fold  : 
While  tlie  full-udder *d  mother  lows  around 
llie  dieerful  cottage,  then  expecting  food, 
Hie  food  of  innocence  and  health  !     Tlie  daw, 
ITie  rook*and  magpie,  to  tbe  grey-grown  oaks 
That  the  calm  village  in  their  verdant  arms, 
Sheltering,  embrace,  direct  their  lazy  flight ; 
Where,on  tbe  mingling  bouglis  they  sit  embower 'd. 
All  the  hot  noon,  till  cooler  hours  arise. 
Faint,  undemeadi,  the  household  fowls  convene ; 
And,  in  a  comer  of  the  buzzing  shade. 
The  house-dog,  with  the  vacant  greyhound,  h'es, 
Out-stretch'd,  and  sleepy.     In  his  slumbers,  one 
Attacks  the  nightly  tliicf,  and  one  exults 
O'er  hill  and  Sale ;  till,  waken'd  by  the  wasp, 
Hiey  starting  snap.     Nor  sliall  the  Muse  dis^dain 
To  let  the  little  noisy  summer-race 
Live  in  her  lay,  and  flutter  through  her  song : 
Not  mean,  though  simple  ;  to  the  Sun  ally'd. 
From  him  tliey  draw  tlieir  animating  fire. 

Wak'd  by  his  warmer  ray,  the  reptile  young 
Come  wing'd  abroad ;  by  the  light  air  upborn. 
Lighter,  jand  full  of  soul.     From  every  chink. 
And  secret  comer,  where  they  slept  away 
The  wintery  storms ;  or  rising  from  their  tombs. 
To  higher  Ufe  ;  by  myriads,  forth  at  once. 
Swarming  they  pour ;  of  all  the  vary'd  hues 
Their  beauty-beamiug  parent  can  disclose. 
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TeotboumidfiiniM!  tat thwiwinJdHlteffgnt tribes! 
Feuple  the  blue.     To  sunny  waters  some 
By  fatftl  instinct  fl  j ;  wbeie  on  the  potA 
They,  sportive,  wheel ;  or,  sailing  down  the  stream, 
Are  snatch'd  immediate  by  the  quick«ey*d  trout. 
Or  darting  salmon.  Through  the  green-wood  glade 
Some  love  to  stray ;  there  lodg'd,  amusM  and  fed, 
In  the  fresh  leaf.     Luxurious,  others  make 
The  meads  their  choice,  and  visit  evay  flower. 
And  every  latent  herb :  for  the  sweet  task. 
To  propagate  their  kinds,  and  where  to  wrap, 
^  In  whsi  soft  beds,  their  young  yet  undisclos'd. 
Employs  their  tender  care.     Some  to  the  house, 
The  fold,  and  dairy,  hungry,  bend  their  flight; 
Sip  round  the  pail,  or  taste  the  curdling  cheese : 
Oft,  inadvertent,  from  the  milky  stream 
They  meet  their  fate ;  or,  weltering  in  the  bow]. 
With  powerless  wings  around  them  wrapt,  expira 

But  chief  to  heedless  flies  the  window  proves 
A  constant  death ;  where,  gloomily  retir'd, 
The  villain  spider  lives,  cunning,  and  fierce. 
Mixture  abhorr*d  !  Amid  a  mangled  heap 
Of  carcases,  in  eager  watch  he  sits 
O'erlooking  all  his  waving  snares  around. 
Near  the  dire  cell  the  dreadlcss  wanderer  oft 
Puses,  as  oft  the  rufHan  shows  his  front ; 
Tlie  prey  at  last  ensnar*d,  he  dreadful  darts. 
With  rapid  glide,  along  the  leaning?  line  ; 
And,  fixing  in  the  wretch  his  cruel  fangs. 
Strikes  backward  grimly  pleasM :  the  fluttering  wing 
And  shriller  sound  declare  extmne  distress. 
And  ask  the  helping  hospitable  hand. 

Resounds  the  living  surface  of  the  ground  : 
Nor  undeltghtful  is  the  ceaseless  hum. 
To  him  who  muses  through  the  woods  at  noon  : 
Or  drowsy  shephenl,  as  he  lies  reclin*d. 
With  half-shut  eyes,  beneath  the  floating  shade 
Of  willows  grey,  close-crowding  o*er  the  brook. 

Gradual,  from  these  what  numerous  kinds  d^ 
scend. 
Evading  ev*n  the  microscopic  eye  ! 
Full  Nature  swarms  with  life ;  one  wondrous  m«M 
Of  animals,  or  atoms  organis'd, 
Waiting  the  vital  Breath,  when  Fisrent-Heaven 
Shall  bid  his  spirit  blow.     The  hoary  fen. 
In  putrid  steams,  emits  the  liring  cloud 
Of  pestilence.     Through  subt^mnean  cells. 
Where  searching  sun-besms  scarce  can  find  a  way, 
Earth  anunated  heaves.     Hie  flowery  leaf 
Wants  not  its  soft  inhabitants.     Secure^ 
Within  its  winding  citadel,  the  stone 
Holds  multitudes.     But  chief  the  forest-boughs. 
That  dance  unnumber*d  to  the  playful  breeze. 
The  downy  orchard,  and  the  melting  pulp 
Of  mellow  fruit,  the  nameless  nations  feed 
Of  evanescent  insects.     Where  the  pool 
Stands  mantled  o*cr  with  green,  invisible. 
Amid  the  floating  verdure  millions  stray. 
Ea^h  liquid  too,  whether  it  pierces,  soothes. 
Inflames,  refreshes,  or  exalts  the  taste. 
With  various  forms  abounds.     Nor  is  the  stream 
Of  purest  crystal,  nor  the  ludd  air. 
Though  one  transparent  vacancy  it  seems. 
Void  of  tlieir  unseen  people.     "Diese,  oonceal'd 
By  die  kind  art  of  forming  Heaven,  escape 
The  grosser  eye  of  man :  for,  if  the  worlds 
In  worids  enclosM  should  on  his  senses  burst. 
From  cates  ambrosial,  and  the  nectar'd  bowl, 
He  would  abhorrent  turn ;  and  in  dead  night, 
When  Silence  sleeps  o'er  all,  be  stunn'd  with  noise. 


I      Let  no  pRsumlng  fanpioiis  nfler  tax 
Creative  Wisdom,  as  if  aught  was  form'd 
In  vain,  or  not  for  admiraUe  ends. 
Shall  little  haughty  Ignorance  pronounoe 
His  works  unwise,  of  whidi  the  smallest  part 
Exceeds  the  narrow  vision  of  her  mind  ? 
As  if  upon  a  fulUproportxon'd  dome. 
On  swelling  oolunms  heav'd,  the  pride  of  mnl 
A  critic  fly,  whose  feeble  ray  scarce  htiwsidi 
An  inch  around,  with  blind  presumption  bold» 
Should  dare  to  tax  the  structure  of  the  wfaolau 
And  lives  die  man,  whose  universal  eye 
Has  swept  at  once  th*  unbounded  schene  of  tbiogi ; 
Mark'd  their  dependence  so,  and  firm  acoordy 
As  witli  unfaultering  accent  to  conclude 
That  this  availeth  nou{^t  ?     Has  any  seen 
The  mighty  chain  of  beings,  lessening  down 
From  Infinite  Perfection  to  the  brink 
Of  dreary  nothing,  desolate  abyss  [ 
From  which  astonisli'd  thought,  recoiling  tuna? 
Till  then  alone  let  sealous  praise  ascend. 
And  hymns  of  holy  wonder,  to  that  Power 
Whose  wisdom  shines  as  lovely  on  our 
As  on  our  smiling  eyes  his  servant  Sun. 

Thick  in  yon  stream  of  light,  a  thousand  ways. 
Upward,  and  downward,  thwarting,  and  convolv'dv 
The  quivering  nations  sport;  till,  tcmpest-wing'd. 
Fierce  Winter  sweeps  them  from  tlie  face  of  di^. 
£v*n  so  luxurious  men,  unheeding,  pass 
An  idle  summer  life  in  fortune's  shine, 
A  season's  glitter !  Thus  they  flutter  on 
FVom  toy  to  toy,  from  vani^  to  vice ; 
Till,  blown  away  by  Death,  Oblivion  comca 
Behind,  and  strikes  tliem  from  the  book  of  lilib 

Now  swarms  the  village  o'er  the  jovial 
The  rustic  youth,  brown  with  meridian  toil. 
Healthful  and  strong ;  full  as  the  summer 
Blown  by  prevailing  suns,  the  ruddy  maid. 
Half  naked,  swelling  on  the  sight,  and  all 
Her  kindled  graces,  burning  o'er  her  dwck 
£v*n  stoo(»ing  age  is  here :  and  infant-handa 
TVail  the  long  rake,  or,  with  the  fragrant  load 
O'ercfaarg'd,  amid  the  kind  oppression  rolL 
Wide  flies  the  tedded  grain ;  all  in  a  row 
Advancing  broad,  or  wheeling  round  the  MA, 
They  spread  their  breathing  harvest  to  the  Sua, 
That  throws  refreshful  round  a  rural  smell : 
Or,  as  they  rake  the  green-appearing  ground. 
And  drive  the  dusky  wave  along  tlie  mead, 
The  russet  hay-cock  rises  thick  behind. 
In  order  gay.     While,  heard  from  dale  to  dak^ 
Waking  the  breeze,  resounds  the  blended  voice 
Of  happy  labour,  love,  and  social  glee. 

Or  rushing  thence,  in  one  diffusive  band. 
They  drive  the  troubled  flocks,  by  many  a  dog 
Compell'd,  to  where  the  maxy-running  brook 
Forms  a  deep  pool ;  this  hank  abrupt  and  hig^ 
And  that  fair  spreading  in  a  pebbled  shore. 
Urg'd  to  the  giddy  brink,  much  is  the  toil« 
The  clamour  much,  of  men,  and  boys,  and  dojgBt 
Ere  the  soft  fearful  people  to  the  flood 
Commit  their  woolly  sijes.      and  oft  the 
On  some  impatient  seizing,  hurls  them  in  ; 
Embolden'd  then,  nor  hesitating  more, 
Fast,  fast,  they  plunge  amid  the  flashing 
And  panting  labour  to  the  farthest  shore. 
Repeated  this,  till  deep  the  well-wash*d  flccoa 
Has  drunk  the  flood,  and  from  his  lively 
The  trout  is  banish'd  by  the  sordid  strvam ; 
Heavy,  and  dripping,  to  the  brcexy  brow 
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Slow  more  the  hinalMi  race ;  ^^ttnfmfhtywgtmA 
Hiorfwdliiig  ticaniRe  to  the  nimij  nj, 
Inlj  diatufb'a,  end  wondering  what  tins  wild 
Outngeouf  tumult  meenay  thor  loud  oompleinti 
Tlie  countvy  fill ;  end,  t0H*d  from  rock  to  rock^ 
Incciaant  bleettnga  run  around  the  hills. 
At  last,  of  snowy  white,  die  gather'd  flocks 
Are  in  Che  wattled  pen  innumerous  preaa'd, 
H«ad  above  head :  and,  rang'd  in  lusty  rows. 
The  dwphenla  dt,  and  whet  the  sounding  sheaia. 
Thft  housewife  waits  to  roll  her  fleecy  stores. 
With  sU  her  gay  drest  nuuds  attending  round. 
One,  chief  in  gradous  dignity  enthron'd. 
Shines  o*er  the  rest,  the  pastmal  queen,  and  rays 
Her  sniles,  sweet-beaming,  on  her  shepherd-ldng ; 
While  the  glad  circle  round  them  yield  their  souls 
To  festive  mirth,  and  wit  that  knows  no  galL 
Meantime,  their  joyous  task  goes  on  apaee : 
Some  mingling  stir  the  melted  tar,  and  some. 
Deep  on  the  new-shorn  Tagrant*s  heaying  side. 
To  stamp  his  master's  cjrpber  ready  stand ; 
Others  th*  unwilling  wether  drag  along ; 
And,  glorying  in  hu  might,  the  sturdy  boy 
Holds  by  the  twisted  hOTns  th*  indignant  nun. 
Behold  where  bound,  and  of  its  ro^  bereft. 
By  needy  man,  that  all-depending  lord. 
How  meek,  how  patient,  the  mild  creature  lies ! 
Whst  Mftneas  in  its  melancholy  face, 
Whst  dumb  complaining  innocence  appears ! 
Fear  not,  ye  gentle  tribes,  'tis  not  the  knife 
Of  horrid  slaughter  that  is  o'er  you  wav'd ; 
No,  'tis  the  tender  swain's  well-guided  shears. 
Who  having  now,  to  pay  his  annual  care, 
fiorrow'd  your  fleece,  to  you  a  cumbrous  load. 
Will  tend  you  bounding  to  your  hills  again. 

A  limple  scene !     Yet  hence  Britannia  sees 
Her  loUd  grandeur  rise :  hence  she  commands 
Th*  exalted  stores  of  every  brighter  clime, 
The  tresaures  of  the  Sun  without  his  rage : 
Hence,  fervent  all,  witli  culture,  toil,  and  arts. 
Wide  glows  her  land :  her  dreadful  thunder  hence 
Ridet  o'er  the  waves  sublime,  and  now,  ev'n  now, 
Impending  hangs  o'er  Gallia's  humbled  coast ; 
Hence  rales  the  circling  deep,  and  awes  the  world. 

*Tn  raging  noon ;  and,  vertical,  the  Sun 
Dtfts  on  the  head  direct  his  forceful  rays. 
O'er  Heaven  and  Earth,  far  as  the  ranging  eye 
Can  sweep,  a  daisling  deluge  reigns ;  and  all 
From  pole  to  pole  is  undiatinguish'd  blase. 
Id  fiin  the  sight,  dejected  to  the  ground. 
Stoops  for  reUef ;  thence  hot-ascending  steams 
And  keen  reflection  pain.     Deep  to  the  root 
Of  vegetation  parch'd,  the  cleaving  fields 
And  slippery  lawn  an  arid  hue  disclose. 
Blast  Fancy's  bloom,  and  wither  ev'n  Uie  soul. 
Echo  no  more  returns  the  cheerful  sound 
()f  sharpening  scythe :  the  mower  sinking,  heaps 
O'er  liim  the  humid  Imy,  with  flowers  perfum'd ; 
And  icarce  a  chirping  grasshopper  is  beard 
Tlirough  the  dumb  mead.    Distressful  Nature  panta. 
The  Tery  streams  look  languid  from  afar ; 
Or,  through  th*  unshelter'd  glade,  impatient  seem 
To  burl  into  the  covert  of  the  grove. 

Ali-compiering  Heai,  oh,  intermit  thy  wrath ! 
And  on  my  throUMUg  temples  potent  thus 
B<am  not  ao  fierce  !     Incessant  still  you  flow, 
Anil  vt'iW  another  fervent  flood  succecwls, 
Pour'd  on  the  head  profuse.     In  vain  I  sigh. 
And  restless  tuni,  and  look  around  for  night ; 
Night  is  far  off,  and  hotter  houn  approach. 
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Thrice  imppf  be !  who»  on  the  sunless  side 
Of  a  romantic  mountain,  fbreat-crown'd. 
Beneath  the  whole  collected  shade  reclines : 
Or.  in  the  gelid  caverns,  woodbine«wrought. 
And  fresh  bedew'd  with  ever-spouting  streams, 
Sits  coolly  calm ;  while  all  the  world  without^ 
Unsatiafled  and  sick,  tosses  in  noon  : 
Emblem  instructive  of  the  virtuous  man. 
Who  keeps  his  temper'd  nund  serene  and  pure. 
And  every  passion  aptly  harmonis'd, 
Amid  a  jarring  world  with  vice  inflam'd. 

Welcome,  ye  shades !  ye  bowery  thickets,  hail ! 
Ye  lofty  pines !  ye  venerable  oaks  ! 
Ye  ashes  wild,  resounding  o'er  the  steep  ! 
Delicious  is  your  shelter  to  the  soul. 
As  to  the  hunted  hart  the  sallying  spring. 
Or  stream  full-flowing,  that  his  swelling  sides 
Laves,  as  he  floats  along  the  lierbag'd  brink. 
Cool,  through  the  nerves,  your  pleasing  comfort 

glides; 
Hie  heart  beats  glad ;  the  fresh-expanded  eye 
And  ear  resume  their  watch ;  the  sinews  knit ; 
And  life  shoots  swift  through  all  the  ligbten'd  limbs. 

Around  th'  adjoining  brook,  that  purls  along 
Hie  vocal  grove,  now  fretting  o'er  a  rock. 
Now  scarcely  moring  through  a  reedy  pool. 
Now  starting  to  a  sudden  stream,  and  now 
Gently  diffus'd  into  a  limpid  plain  ; 
A  various  groupe  the  herds  and  flocks  compos^ 
Rural  confusion !  on  the  grassy  bank 
Some  ruminating  lie ;  while  others  stand 
Half  in  the  flood,  and,  often  bending,  sip 
llie  circling  surface.     In  the  middle  droops 
Tlie  strong  laborious  ox,  of  honest  front. 
Which  incompos'd  he  shakes ;  and  from  his  sides 
Tlie  troublous  insects  lashes  with  his  tail, 
Ucturning  stilL     Amid  his  subjects  safe. 
Slumbers  the  monarch-swain ;  his  careless  arm 
Tlirown  round  his  head,  on  downy  moss  sustain'd  ; 
Here  laid  his  scrip,  with  wholesome  viands  fill'd ; 
There,  listening  every  noise,  his  watchful  dog. 

Light  fly  his  slumbers,  if  perchance  a  flight 
Of  angry  gad-flies  fasten  on  the  herd ; 
That  startling  scatters  from  the  shallow  brook. 
In  search  of  lavish  stream.     Tossing  the  foam, 
lliey  scorn  the  keeper's  voice,  and  scour  tlie  plain, 
Tlirough  all  the  bright  severity  of  noon ; 
Wliile,  from  theh'  Idtwuring  breasts,  a  hollow  moon 
IVoceeding  runs  low-bellowing  round  the  hills. 

Oft  in  this  season  too  the  horse,  provok'd. 
While  his  big  sinews  full  of  spirits  swell, 
T^rembling  with  vigour,  in  the  heat  of  blood. 
Springs  the  high  fence ;  and,  o'er  the  field  cfTus'dy 
Darts  on  tlie  gloomy  flood,  with  stedfast  eye. 
And  heart  estrang'd  to  fear  :  his  nervous  chesty 
Luxuriant,  and  erect !  the  seat  of  strength  ! 
Bears  down  th'  opposing  stream:    quenchless  his 

thirst; 
He  takes  the  river  at  redoubled  draughts* 
And  with  wide  nostrils,  snorting,  skims  the  wave. 

Still  let  me  pierce  into  the  midnight  dcpdi 
Of  yonder  grove,  of  wildest  largest  growth  : 
Th^  forming  Ugh  in  air  a  woodland  quire. 
Nods  o'er  the  mount  beneath.     At  every  step. 
Solemn,  and  slow,  the  shadows  blacker  fall. 
And  all  is  aweful  listening  gloom  around. 

These  are  the  haunts  of  Meditation,  these 
The  scenes  where  ancient  bards  th*  inspiring  breatli, 
Ecrtatic,  felt ;  and,  from  this  world  retir'd, 
Convers'd  with  angels  and  immortal  forms, 
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On  gracious  errands  bent :  to  tare  the  &U 

Of  ^^^tuo  struggling  on  the  brink  of  Vice ; 

In  waking  whispers,  and  repeated  dreams, 

To  hint  pure  thought,  and  warn  the  favour'd  soul 

For  future  trials  fated  to  prepare , 

To  prompt  the  poet,  who  devoted  gives 

His  Muse  to  better  themes  ;  to  soothe  the  pangs 

(>f  dying  worth,  and  from  the  patriot's  breast 

(Backward  to  mingle  in  detested  war,    . 

nut  foremost  when  cngag*d)  to  turn  the  death ; 

And  numberless  such  offices  of  love 

Dafly,  and  nightly,  lealous  to  perform. 

Shook  sudden  from  the  bosom  of  the  sky, 
A  thousand  shapes  or  glide  athwart  the  dusk, 
Or  stalk  majestic  on.     Decp-rous*d,  I  feel 
A  sacred  terrour,  a  severe  delight,  [methink% 

Creep    through    jny  mortal    frame  ;    and    thus, 
A  voice,  tlian  human  more,  th*  abstracted  ear 
Of  fancy  strikes.     **  Be  not  of  us  afraid. 
Poor  kindred  man  !  thy  fellow-creatures,  we 
From  the  same  Parent- Power  our  beings  drew. 
The  same  our  Lord,  and  laws,  and  great  pursuit 
Once  some  of  us,  like  thee,  through  stormy  life, 
Toil*d,  tempest-beaten,  ere  we  could  attain 
Tliis  lioly  calm,  tliis  harmony  of  mind. 
Where  purity  and  peace  immingle  charms. 
Tlien  fear  not  us ;  but  witli  responsive  song, 
Amid  these  dim  recesses,  undisturb'd 
By  noisy  folly  and  discordant  vice. 
Of  Nature  sing  with  us,  and  Nature's  God. 
Here  frequent,  at  the  visionary  hour, 
When  musing  midnight  reigns  or  silent  noon. 
Angelic  harps  are  in  full  concert  heard  ; 
And  voices  chanting  from  tlie  wood-crown'd  hill, 
Tlie  d(n.>pcning  dale,  or  inmost  sylvan  glade : 
A  privilege  be&tow'd  by  us,  alone. 
On  Contemplation,  or  the  hallow'd  ear 
Of  poet,  swelling  to  seraphic  strain." 

And  art  thou,  Stanley  *,  of  tliat  sacred  band  ? 
Alas,  for  us  too  soon  !     Though  rais'd  above 
llie  reach  of  human  pain,  above  the  flight 
Of  human  joy ;  yet,  with  a  mingled  ray 
Of  sadly- pleas'd  remembrance,  must  thou  feci 
A  mother's  love,  a  mother's  tender  woe  : 
Who  seeks  thee  still,  in  many  a  former  scene ; 
Seeks  thy  fair  form,  thy  lovely  beaming  eyes, 
Thy  pleasing  converse,  by  gay  lively  sense 
Inspir'd  :  when*  moral  wisdom  mildly  shone, 
Witliout  the  toil  of  art ;  and  virtue  glow'd. 
In  all  her  smiles,  without  forbidding  pride. 
But,  O  thou  best  of  parents !  wi{)e  thy  tears ; 
Or  rather  to  Parental  Nature  pay 
The  tears  of  grateful  joy,  who  for  a  while 
Lent  thee  this  younger  self,  this  opening  bloom 
Of  thv  enlighten *d  mind  and  gentle  worth. 
jtelieve  the  Muse :  the  wintery  blast  of  Death 
Kills  not  tlie  buds  of  virtue  ;  no,  they  spritul, 
Beneatli  the  heavenly  beam  of  brighter  suns, 
TTuou^i  endless  ages,  into  higher  powers. 

Thus  up  the  mount,  in  aery  vision  rapt, 
I  stray,  regardless  wliither ;  till  the  sound 
Of  a  near  fall  of  water  every  sense 
Wakes  fhmi  the  charm  of  thought :  swifUshrinking 

back, 
I  dieck  my  steps,  and  view  tlie  broken  scene. 

Smooth  to  tlie  shelving  brink  a  copious  flood 
Bolls  fair,  and  placid  ;  where  collected  all, 

*   A  young  lady  who  died  at  the  age  of  eighteen,^ 
in  the  yuar  17S6. 


In  one  hnpetnom  toment,  dawn  die'iteep 

It  thundering  alioota,  and  shakes  the  country  rovod. 

At  fint,  an  asure  sheet,  it  nnhes  broad  ; 

Uku  whitening  by  degrees,  as  prone  it  falls, 

And  from  the  loud-resounding  rocks  below 

Daah*d  in  a  cloud  of  foam,  it  sends  aloft 

A  hoary  mist,  and  forms  a  ceaseless  afao%rcr. 

Nor  can  the  tortur*d  wave  here  6nd  repose : 

But,  raging  still  amid  the  shaggy  rocks. 

Now  flashes  o'er  the  scatter'd  fragments,  now 

Aslant  the  hollow  channel  rapid  darts ; 

And,  falling  fast  from  gradual  slope  to  slopes. 

With  wild  infracted  course,  and  lessened  row. 

It  gains  a  safer  bed,  and  steals,  at  last. 

Along  the  maaes  of  the  quiet  vale. 

Invited  from  the  difT,  to  whose  dark  braw 
He  clings,  the  steep-ascending  easle  sonrag 
With  upward  pinions  throu^  die  flood  of  dmj  ; 
And,  giving  full  his  bosom  to  the  blaae, 
I  Gains  on  the  Sun ;  while  all  the  tunefril  noe, 
Smit  by  aflUctive  noon,  disorder'd  droop. 
Deep  in  the  thicket ;  or,  from  bower  to  bower 
Responsive,  force  an  interrupted  strain. 
Hie  stock-dove  only  througli  the  forest  cooes. 
Mournfully  hoarse ;  oh  ceasing  from  lus  plain^ 
Short  interval  of  weary  woe  !  again 
The  sad  idea  ci  his  murder'd  mate. 
Struck  from  his  side  by  savage  fowler's  guile. 
Across  his  fancy  comes ;  and  then  resounds 
A  louder  song  of  sorrow  through  the  grove. 

Beside  the  dewy  border  let  me  sit. 
All  in  the  freshness  of  the  humid  air ;    ' 
There  in  that  hoUow'd  rock,  grotesque  and  wiU^ 
An  ample  chair  moss-lin'd,  and  over  bead 
By  flowering  umbrage  shaded ;  where  the  bee 
Stnys  diligent,  and  with  th*  extracted  balm 
Of  fragrant  woodbine  loads  his  little  thigfa. 

Now,  while  I  taste  the  sweetness  of  the  diadr. 
While  Nature  lies  around  deep-lull'd  in  Noon, 
Now  come  bold  Fancy,  spread  a  daring  fligfat. 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  torrid  ame  : 
Climes  unrelenting !  with  whose  rage  coropar*d» 
Yon  blaze  is  fed>le,  and  yon  skies  are  cool. 

See,  how  at  once  the  bright  effulgent  Sun, 
Rising  direct,  swif^  chases  from  the  sky 
The  short-liv'd  twilight ;  and  with  ardent  blaae 
Looks  gsily  fierce  through  all  the  dazzling  air : 
He  mounts  his  throne ;  but  kind  before  hun  simas 
Issuing  from  out  the  portals  of  the  mom. 
The  general  breeze  f ,  to  mitigate  his  fire. 
And  breathe  refreshment  on  a  fainting  world. 
Great  are  the  scenes,  with  dreadful  boiuty  crown  d 
And  barbarous  wealdi,  that  see  each  circling  year. 
Returning  myi»  and  double  seasom  \  pass  : 
Rocks  rich  in  gems,  and  mountains  big  with  minLv, 
That  on  the  high  equator  ridgy  rise. 
Whence  many  a  bursdng  stream  auriferous  playi» : 
Majestic  woods,  of  every  vigorous  green. 
Stage  above  stage,  Itigh  waving  o'er  the  bills ; 
Or  to  the  far  horizon  wide  diU'us'd, 
A  boundless  deep  immensity  of  shade. 

f  Which  blows  constancy  between  tbe  tropk» 
from  the  east,  or  the  collateral  points,  the  nonh-«sd 
and  south-east ;  caused  by  the  pressure  of  the 
rarefied  air  on  that  before  it,  according  to  tiir 
diurnal  motion  of  the  Sun  from  cast  to  west. 

\  In  all  climates  between  tlie  tropics,  the  Sun.  a» 
he  passes  and  repasses  in  his  annual  moUon,  i^  t»kx 
a  year  vertical,  which  produces  this  effect. 
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H«re  lofty  trett,  to  ancient  aong  unknown, 

Ttte  ooble  soos  of  potent  heat  and  floods 

P^one  niahing  from  the  clouds,  rear  high  to  Heaven 

Their  thorny  stems,  and  broad  around  them  throvr 

Meridian  gloom.     Here,  in  eternal  prime, 

Unnumber'd  jfruits  of  keen  delicious  taste 

And  Tital  spirit,  drink  amid  tlie  cliifi. 

And  burning  sands  that  bank  the  shruliby  vales, 

Redoubled  day,  yet  in  their  rugged  coats 

A  friendly  juice  to  cool  its  rage  contain. 

Bear  me,  Pomona !  to  thy  citron  groves ; 
To  where  the  lemon  and  the  piercing  lime. 
With  the  deep  orange,  glowing  through  the  green, 
Their  lighter  glories  blend.     Lay  me  reclin*d 
Denesth  die  ^reading  tamarind  that  shakes, 
Fann'd  by  the  breeze,  its  fever-cooling  fruit 
Deep  b  the  night  tlie  massy  locust  slicds,       [maze, 
Quench  my  hot  limbs;    or  lead  me  through  the 
Embowering  endless,  of  the  Indian  fig ; 
Or,  thrown  at  gayer  case,  on  some  fair  brow, 
Let  me  behold,  by  breezy  murmurs  cooFd, 
Broid  o*er  my  brad  the  verdant  cedar  wave, 
And  high  palmetos  lift  their  graceful  shade. 
Or,  soHch'd  amid  these  orchards  of  the  Sun, 
GiTe  me  to  drain  the  cocoa*s  milky  bowl. 
And  from  d>e  palm  to  draw  its  fr^ening  wine  ! 
More  bounteous  far  than  all  the  frantic  juice 
^^lucfa  Bacchus  pours.     Nor,  on  its  slender  twigs 
Low4)ending,  be  the  full  pomegranate  scorn 'd  ; 
Nor,  creeping  through  the  woods,  the  gelid  race 
Of  berries.     Oft  in  humble  station  dwells 
L'nbosstful  worth,  above  fastidious  pomp. 
V^ltnen,  thou  best  Anana,  thou  the  pride 
Of  Tcgctable  life,  beyond  whate*er 
The  poets  imag*d  in  the  golden  age  : 
Quick  let  me  strip  thee  of  thy  tahy  coat, 
Vesd  thy  ambrosial  stores,  and  feast  with  Jove ! 

From  these  the  prospect  varies.     Plains  immense 
lie  stretcfa'd  below,  interminable  meads. 
And  fast  savannahs,  wherfe  the  wandering  eye, 
Unfix'd,  is  in  a  verdant  ocean  lost. 
Anodier  Flora  there,  of  bolder  hues. 
And  richer  sweeCs,  beyond  our  garden's  pride, 
PUys  o'er  the  fields,  and  showers  with  sudden  hand 
Knberant  Spring ;  for  oft  these  valleys  shift 
I^Kir  green-cmbroider*d  robe  to  fiery  brown. 
And  swift  to  green  again,  as  scorching  suns, 
Or  itresming  dews  and  torrent  rains,  prevail. 

Along  these  lonely  regions,  where  retir*d, 
Fnom  little  scenes  of  art,  great  Nature  dwells 
In  awefol  solitude,  and  nought  is  seen 
But  the  wild  herds  that  own  no  master's  stall, 
IVodigious  rivers  roll  their  fattening  seas ; 
On  wbose  luxuriant  herbage,  half-conceal*d, 
Like  a  &ll*n  cedar,  far  diffusM  his  train, 
Cis'd  in  green  scales,  the  crocodile  extends. 
The  Hood  disparts :  beliold !  in  plutecl  mail, 
fiebcmoth  *  rears  his  head.     Glanc'd  from  his  side, 
TIk  darted  «eel  in  idle  shivers  flies  : 
He  fesrieas  walks  the  plain,  or  seeks  the  hills; 
Where,  as  he  crops  hia  varied  fare,  the  herds. 
In  widening  circle  round,  forget  their  food. 
And  St  the  harmless  stranger  wondering  gaze. 

Besocfbl,  beneath  primeval  trees,  that  cast 
Their  ample  shade  o*er  Niger's  yellow  stream. 
And  where  die  Ganges  rolls  his  sacred  wave ; 
Or  Diid  the  central  Mpth  of  blackening  ^oods, 
Hi|b  rais'd  in  solemn  theatre  around, 

*  The  hippopotamus,  or  river-horse. 


Leans  the  hug*  elephant :  wisest  of  brutes ! 
O  truly  wise !  with  gentle  might  endow'd. 
Though  powerful,  not  destructive !     Here  he  sees 
Revolving  ages  sweep  the  changeful  earth, 
And  empires  rise  and  fall ;  regardless  he 
Of  what  the  never-resting  race  of  men 
Project :  thrice  happy !  could  he  'scape  their  guile. 
Who  mine,  from  cruel  avarice,  his  steps ; 
Or  with  his  towery  grandeur  swell  their  state, 
The  pride  of  kings !  or  else  his  strengtli  pervert. 
And  bid  him  rage  amid  the  mortal  fray, 
Astonisird  at  the  madness  of  mankind. 

Wide  o'er  the  winding  umbrage  of  tlie  flooda. 
Like  rivid  blossoms  glowing  from  afar,  [hand, 

Tliick   swarm  the  brighter  birds.     For  Nature's 
That  with  a  sportive  vanity  has  deck'd 
Hic  plumy  nations,  tlicre  her  gayest  hues 
Phifusely  pours.     But,  if  she  bids  them  shine. 
Array *d  in  all  the  beauteous  beams  of  day. 
Yet,  frugal  still,  she  humbles  them  in  song,  f 
Nor  envy  we  the  gaudy  robes  they  lent 
Ph>ud  Montezuma's  realm,  whow  legions  cast 
A  boundless  radiance  waving  on  the  Sun, 
While  Philomel  is  ours ;  while  in  our  shades. 
Through  the  soft  silence  of  the  listening  night. 
The  sober-suited  songstress  trills  her  lay. 

But  come,  .my  Muse,  the  desert-barrier  burst, 
A  vrild  expanse  of  lifeless  sand  and  sky : 
And,  swifter  than  the  toiling  caravan. 
Shoot  o*er  the  vale  of  Sennar ;  ardent  climb 
'Yhe  Nubian  mountains,  and  the  secret  bounds 
Of  jealous  Abyssinia  boldly  pierce. 
Tliou  art  no  ruffian,  who  beneath  the  mask 
Of  social  commerce  com*st  to  rob  their  wealtli ; 
No  holy  Fury  thou,  blaspheming  Heaven, 
Witli  consecrated  steel  to  stab  their  peace. 
And  through  the  land,  yet  red  from  civil  wounds, 
To  spread  the  purple  tyranny  of  Rome. 
Thou,  like  the  haraileHS  bee,  may'st  freely  range, 
From  mead  to  mead  bright  with  exalted  flowers. 
From  jasmine  grove  to  grove,  may'st  wander  gay, 
Tltfough  palmy  shades  and  aromatic  woods. 
That  grace  the  plains,  invest  the  peopled  hills. 
And  up  the  more  tlian  Alpine  mountains  wave. 
Tliere  on  the  breezy  summit,  spreading  fair. 
For  many  a  league ;  or  on  stupendous  rocks, 
Hiat  from  the  sun-redoubling  valley  lift. 
Cool  to  the  middle  air  their  lawny  tops ; 
Where  palaces,  and  fanes,  and  rillas  rise ; 
And  gardens  smile  around,  and  cultur'd  fields ; 
And  fountains  gush ;  and  careless  herds  and  flocks 
Securely  stray  ;  a  world  within  itself. 
Disdaining  all  assault :  there  let  me  draw 
£thereal  soul,  there  drink  reviving  gales. 
Profusely  breathing  from  the  spicy  groves. 
And  vales  of  fragrance ;  there  at  distance  hear 
The  roaring  floods,  and  cataracts,  that  sweep 
FVom  disembowell'd  Earth  the  rirgin  gold ; 
And  o'er  the  varied  landscape,  restless,  rove. 
Fervent  with  life  of  every  fairer  kind : 
A  land  of  wonden !  which  the  Sun  still  eyes 
With  ray  direct,  as  of  the  lovely  realm 
Enamour'd,  and  delighting  there  to  dwell,     [noon. 

How  chang'd  the  scene !     Tn  blazing  height  of 
The  Sun,  oppress'd,  is  plung'd  in  thickest  gloom. 
Still  Horvour  reigns,  a  dreary  twilight  round, 

f  In  all  the  regions  of  the  tomd  zone,  the  birdsy 
though  more  beautiful  in  their  plumage,  are  ob- 
served to  be  less  melodious  than  ours. 
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or  struggling  night  mnd  day 

For  to  the  hot  equator  crowding  fast. 

Where,  highly  rarefy'd,  the  yielding  air 

Admits  their  stream,  incesaant  vapours  roll, 

Amazing  clouds  on  douds  continual  heap*d ! 

Or  whirT'd  tempestuous  by  the  gusty  wind, 

Or  silent  borne  along,  heavy,  and  slow, 

With  the  big  stores  of  steaming  oceans  chafg*d. 

Meantime,  amid  these  upper  seas  condens'd 

Around  the  cold  aerial  mountain's  brow. 

And  by  conflicting  winds  together  dash'd, 

Tlie  lliunder  holds  his  black  tremendous  throne : 

From  cloud  to  cloud  the  rending  Li^itnings  rage ; 

Till,  in  the  furious  elemental  war 

Dis8oW*d,  tlie  whole  precipitated  mass, 

Unbroken  floods  and  solid  torrents  pours. 

The  treasures  these,  hid  from  the  bounded  search 
Of  ancient  knowledge ;  whence,  with  annual  pomp. 
Rich  king  of  floods !  overflows  the  sweUing  Nile. 
From  his  two  springs,  in  Gqjam*s  sunny  realm. 
Pure  welling  out,  be  through  tlic  lucid  lake 
Of  fair  Dambea  rolls  his  infant  stream. 
There,  by  the  NaSads  nurs*d,  he  sports  away 
His  playful  youth,  amid  the  fragrant  isles. 
That  with  unfading  verdure  smile  around. 
Ambitious,  thence  the  manly  river  breaks ; 
And,  gathering  many  a  flood,  and  copious  fed 
With  all  the  mellow*d  treasures  of  the  sky. 
Winds  in  progressive  majesty  along : 
Through  splendid  kingdoms  now  devolves  his  maze, 
Now  wanders  wild  o*er  solitary  tracts 
Of  life-deserted  sand  :  till,  glad  to  quit 
The  joyless  desert,  down  the  Nubian  rocks 
From  thundering  steep  to  steep,  he  pours  his  urn, 
And  Egypt  joys  beneath  tlie  spreading  wave. 

Hit»  brother  Niger,  too,  and  all  the  floods 
In  which  the  fulUfonnM  maids  of  i\fric  lave 
Their  jetty  limbs ;  and  all  that  form  the  tract 
Of  woody  mountains  stretch'd  through  gorgeous  Ind 
Fall  on  Cormanders  coast,  or  Malabar ; 
From  Menam's  orient  stream  *,  that  nightly  shines 
With  insect-lamps,  to  wliere  Aurora  sheds 
On  Indus*  smiling  banks  the  rosy  shower : 
All,  at  this  bounteous  season,  ope  their  urns, 
And  pour  untoiling  harvest  o*er  the  land. 

Nor  less  thy  world,  Columbus,  drinks,  refrcsh'd, 
Tlie  lavish'd  moisture  of  the  melting  year. 
Wide  o*er  his  isles,  die  branching  Oronoque 
Rolls  a  brown  deluge ;  and  the  native  .dnvea 
To  dwell  aloft  on  life-suffidng  trees, 
At  once  his  dome,  his  robe,  his  food,  and  arms. 
Swell'd  by  a  thousand  streams,  impetuous  huri'd 
From  all  the  roaring  Andes,  huge  descends 
Tht  mighty  Orellana.  f     Scarce  the  Muse 
Dares  stretch  her  wing  o*er  this  enormous  mass 
Of  rushing  water ;  scarce  she  dares  attempt 
Hie  sea-like  Plata ;  to  whose  dread  expanse, 
Contxnuoos  depth,  and  wondrous  length  of  course. 
Our  floods  are  riUs.     With  unabated  force, 
In  silent  dignity  they  sweep  along. 
And  uaverse  realms  unknown,  and  blooming  vijds, 
And  fruitful  deserts,  wwlda  of  solitude. 
Where  the  Sun  smiles  and  Seasons  teem  in  vain. 
Unseen  and  unenjoy'd.     Forsaking  these. 
O'er  peopled  plains  they  fair-diffusive  flow, 

*  Tlie  river  that  runs  through  Giam ;  on  wfiose 
banks  a  vast  number  of  those  inserts  called  firfr-flies 
make  a  beautiful  appearance  in  the  night. 

f  The  river  of  the  Amaaons. 


And  many  a  mUioa  feed,  and  circle  safe. 
In  their  soft  bosom,  many  a  happy  isle; 
The  seat  of  blameleas  Pan,  yet  undialurb'd 
By  Christian  crimes  and  Europe's  cruel  sons. 
Thus  pouring  on  they  proudly  seek  the  deep, 
Whose  vanquish*d  tide,  recoiling  from  the  UwcL, 
Tields  to  the  liquid  weight  of  half  the  globe; 
And  Ocean  trembles  for  his  green  domain. 

But  what  avails  this  wondrous  waste  of  weslth? 
This  gay  profusion  of  luxurious  bliss  ? 
This  pomp  of  Nature?  what  thrir  balmy  mcsds, 
Their  powerful  herbs,  and  Ceres  void  of  pain? 
By  vagrant  birds  di^pers'd,  and  vrafting  winds, 
What  their  unplanted  fruits?  what  the  raol  drsugtoi 
Th*  ambrosial  food,  rich  gums,  and  spicy  heahfa, 
Their  fomts  yield  ?  their  toiling  insects  what, 
Their  silky  pride,  and  vegetable  robes? 
Ah !  what  avail  tfietr  fatal  treasures,  hid 
Deep  in  the  bowels  of  the  pitying  Earth, 
Golconda's  gems,  and  sad  PoCoai*s  mines ; 
Where  dwelt  the  gentlest  children  of  the  Sun? 
What  all  that  AfHc*s  golden  rivers  roll. 
Her  odorous  woods,  and  shining  ivory  stores? 
nUfiued  race !  the  softening  arts  of  peace, 
Whate*er  the  humanizing  Muses  tearfa ; 
The  godlike  wisdom  of  the  tempered  breast; 
IVogressive  truth,  the  patient  force  of  thought; 
Investigation  calm,  whose  silent  powers 
Command  the  worid ;  the  light  that  leads  to  Hcbmi; 
Kind  equal  rule,  the  govcnoment  of  laws, 
And  all-protecting  freedom,  whicJi  alone 
Sustains  the  name  and  dignity  of  man  : 
These  are  not  theirs.     The  parent  Sun  himself 
Seems  o*er  this  world  of  slaves  to  tyrmnnixc ; 
And,  with  oppressive  ray,  the  roscat  blooci 
Of  beauty  blasting,  gives  the  gloomy  hue. 
And  feature  gross :  or  worse,  to  ruthless  dttd^ 
Mad  jealousy,  blind  rage,  and  fell  revenge, 
Hieir  fervid  spirit  fires.     Love  dwells  not  thert^ 
The  soft  regards,  the  tenderness  of  life. 
The  heart«hed  tear,  th*  inefiable  delight 
Of  sweet  humanity :  these  court  the  beam 
Of  milder  climes ;  in  selfish  fierce  desire. 
And  the  wild  fury  of  voluptuous  sense. 
There  lost     The  very  brute  creation  there 
This  rage  partakes,  and  bums  with  liorrid  fire. 

Lo !  the  green  serpent,  from  his  dark  abode, 
Which  ev*n  imagination  fears  to  tread. 
At  noon  forth  issuing,  gathers  up  his  train 
In  orbs  immense,  then,  darting  out  anew, 
Seeks  the  refreshing  fount ;  l^  which  difrut*d, 
He  throws  his  folds :  and  while,  with  threatfo^i: 

tongue. 
And  deathful  jaws  erect,  the  monster  curls 
His  flaming  crest,  all  other  thirst  appalPd, 
Or  shivering  flies,  or  check*d  at  diuance  standi 
Nor  dares  approach.     But  still  more  direfiil  he, 
The  small  close-lurking  minister  of  Fate, 
Whose  high-c<mcocted  venom  through  the  vtiai 
A  r^iid  lightning  darts,  arresting  swift 
Tlie  vital  current     Form*d  to  humble  man. 
Tills  child  of  vengeful  nature !  There,  aublim'd 
To  fearless  lust  of  blood,  the  savage  race 
Roam,  licens*d  by  the  shading  hour  of  guilt. 
And  foul  misdeed,  when  tlie  pure  day  hia  shut 
His  sacred  eye.     The  tiger  darting  licrce 
Impetuous  on  the  prey  his  glance  has  doom'd: 
The  livaly-shining  leopard,  qiediled  o*er 
With  many  a  spot,  the  beauty  of  the  waste : 
And,  scorning  all  the  taming  arts  of  man. 


SUMMIK. 


THE  SEASONS. 


tlKkeenhyaiatlUlMtor  tbt  ML 
Thettt  mbnig  from  lii'  inhoytable  woodi 
Of  Ifaoritaiiia,  or  tho  tufted  idfli^ 
That  vcidiiit  rise  amid  the  Ltbymn  wild, 
iDOttmcrouf  glare  around  their,  abaggy  king, 
Ifajeidc,  atalking  o'er  the  printed  aand ; 
And,  with  impcnoua  and  repeated  roers, 
Dcvend  their  fated  food.     The  ftariul  ilocka 
Crowd  near  the  guardieniwBin;  the  nobler  herds, 
Where  rcMud  their  lordly  bull,  in  rural  eeae^ 
Thej  niminaring  lie,  with  horrour  hear 
Hw  eomiiig  rage.     Hi'  awaken'd  Tillage  starts ; 
And  to  her  fluttering  breast  the  mother  strains 
Her  dwugfadess  infant     From  the  pirate's  den. 
Or  Kem  Bforocoo's  tyranufang  escap'd. 
The  vretch  half-wishes  for  his  bonds  again : 
While,  oproar  all,  the  wilderness  resounds, 
Fram  Athtt  eastward  to  the  frighted  Nile. 
Unhappj  he !  who  from  the  first  of  joys. 
Society,  cut  oflf,  is  left  alone 
Amid  this  world  of  death.     Day  alter  day, 
Sad.oD  the  jutting  eminence  he  sits^ 
And  views  the  main  that  ever  toils  below ; 
Still  fondly  forming  in  the  ftrthest  verge. 
Where  the  round  ether  miies  with  the  wave. 
Ships,  dim  discover'd,  dropping  from  the  clouds ; 
At  evening  to  the  setting  Sun  he  turns 
A  mournful  eye,  and  down  his  dying  heart 
Slob  helpless ;  while  the  wonted  roar  is  up, 
And  hiss  continual  through  the  tedious  night. 
Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  into  these  black  abodes 
Of  monstcis  unappall'd,  from  stooping  Rome, 
And  guilty  Cesar,  Liberty  retir'd, 
Her  Cato  fbllowing  through  Numidian  wilds : 
nisdainfttl  of  Campania's  gentle  plains, 
And  all  the  green  delights  Ausonia  pours ; 
When  Ibr  than  she  must  bend  the  servile  knee, 
And  fawning  take  the  splendid  robber's  boon. 
Nor  Mop  the  tcrrours  of  these  regions  here : 
Cnmiiiimijii'd  demons  oft,  angels  of  wrath, 
I^  loose  the  raging  elements.     Breath'd  hot. 
From  all  the  boundless  fUrnace  of  the  sky. 
And  the  wide  ^ttering  waste  of  burning  sand, 
A  lufibcsting  wind  the  pilgrim  smites 
With  instsnt  death.     Pbtient  of  thirst  and  toil. 
Son  of  the  desert !  even  the  camel  feels, 
Oot  through  his  wither'd  heart,  the  fiery  blast. 
Or  from  the  black-red  ether,  bursting  broad, 
Ssllies  the  sudden  whirlwind.     Stra^^t  the  sands, 
CominoT'd  around,  in  gadiering  .eddies  play : 
Nesrer  snd  nearer  still  they  darkening  come ; 
"nil,  with  the  general  all-involving  storm     f 
Swept  Dp,  the  whole  oootiniuxis  wilds  arise ; 
And  by  their  noon-day  fount  dejected  thrown. 
Or  nink  at  night  in  sad  disastrous  sleep, 
Beneeth  descending  hills,  the  caravan 
li  buried  deep.     In  Cairo's  crowded  streets 
in  npadcnt  merdiant,  wondering,  waits  in  vain. 
And  Bleeca  saddens  at  the  long  delay. 

But  chief  at  sea,  whose  every  flexile  wave 
Obeys  the  Mast,  th*  a&ial  tumult  swells. 
In  the  dread  Ocean,  undulating  wide, 
IlcMsth  the  radiant  line  that  girts  the  globe. 
The  circling  Typhon*,  whhrl'd  from  point  to  point, 
Eihsufting  ail  the  rage  of  all  the  sky. 
And  dire  Ecnephia*  retgn.     Amid  the  heavens, 

*jypbon  and  Ecnephta,  names  of  particular 
*»«»  or  hurricanes,  known  only  between  the 
(topics. 
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Falsely  aarene^  deep  hi  •  cloudy  speckf 

Compress'd,  the  mighty  tempest  brooding  dwclla  t 

Of  no  regard,  save  to  the  skilful  eye, 

Fieiy  and  foul,  the  small  prognostic  hangs 

Aloft,  or  on  the  promontory's  brow 

Musters  its  force.     A  faint  deceitftd  calm, 

A  fluttering  gale  the  demon  sends  before. 

To  tempt  the  spreading  sail.     Tlien  down  at  ooca^ 

IVecipitant,  descends  a  mingled  mass 

Of  roaring  winds,  and  flame,  and  rushing  floods* 

In  wild  amazement  fix'd  the  sailor  stands. 

Art  is  too  slow :  by  rapid  Fate  opprcss'd. 

His  broad-wing'd  vessel  drinks  the  whelming  tidc^ 

Hid  in  the  bosom  of  the  black  abyss. 

With  such  mad  seas  the  daring  Gama  \  fought. 

For  many  a  day,  and  many  a  dreadful  night. 

Incessant,  labouring  round  the  ttormy  Capej 

By  bold  ambition  led,  and  bolder  thirst 

Of  gold.     For  then  from  andent  gloom  emeig'd 

The  rising  world  of  trade :  the  genius,  then, 

Of  narigation,  that,  in  hopeless  sloth. 

Had  slumber'd  on  the  vast  Atlantic  deep^ 

For  idle  ages,  starting,  heard  at  last 

The  Lusitanian  prince  §  ;  who,  Heaven-inspir'dy 

To  love  of  useful  glory  rous'd  mankind. 

And  in  unbounded  commerce  mix'd  the  worid. 

Increasing  still  the  terrouis  of  these  storms. 
His  jaws  hoirific  arm'd  with  threefold  hu, 
Here  dwells  the  direftil  shark.     Lur'd  by  the  scent 
Of  steaming  crowds,  of  rank  disease,  and  death,  * 
Behold  !  he  rushing  cuts  the  briny  flood. 
Swift  as  the  gale  ca^  bear  the  ship  along ; 
And,  from  the  partners  of  that  cniel  tnule^ 
Which  spoils  unhappy  Guinea  of  her  sons. 
Demands  his  share  of  prey ;  demands  thonselvcai 
The  stormy  Fates  descend :  one  death  involves 
Tyrants  and  slaves ;  when  straight,  their  mangled 

limbs 
Crashing  at  once,  he  dyes  the  purple  seas 
With  gore,  and  riots  in  the  vengeful  meaL 

When  o'er  this  world,  by  eqjuinortial  rains 
Flooded  immense^  looks  out  the  joyless  Sun, 
And  draws  the  copious  steam :  from  swampy  fem* 
Where  putrefaction  into  life  ferments. 
And  breathes  destructive  myriads ;  or  firom  woodsy 
Impenetrable  shades,  recesses  fbul. 
In  vapours  rank  and  blue  corruption  wrapt. 
Whose  gloomy  horroun  yet  no  desperate  foot 
Has  ever  dar'd  to  pierce ;  then,  wasteful,  forth 
Walks  the  dire  power  of  pestilent  Disease. 
A  thousand  hideous  fiencU  her  coune  attend, 
Sick  Nature  blasting,  and  to  heartless  woe^ 
And  feeble  desolation,  casting  down 
The  towering  hopes  and  all  the  pride  of  mani 
Such  as,  of  late,  at  Carthagena  quench'd 
The  British  fire.     You,  g^lant  Vernon,  saw 
Hie  misersble  scene ;  you,  pitying,  saw 
To  infant  weakness  sunk  the  warrior's  arm ; 
Saw  the  deep-racking  pang,  the  ghastly  fbrm. 
The  lip  pale  quivering,  aikl  the  bcamless  eye 

t  Called  by  sailora  the  ox-eye,  being  in  appear, 
ance  at  first  no  bigger. 

i  Vasco  de  Gama,  the  first  who  sailed  round 
Africa,  by  the  Csfw  of  Good  Hope^  to  the  East 
Indies. 

§  Don  Henry,  third  son  to  ^obn  the  First,  king 
of  Portugal.  His  strong  genius  to  the  discovery 
of  new  countries  was  the  chief  source  of  all  the 
modern  impro%-cments  in  narigation. 
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No  more  irlth  ardour  bright':  yon  heard  the  grMns 
Of  agonizing  shijM  from  shore  to  libore ; 
Heanl,  niglitly  plung*d  amid  the  suUen  waves, 
Hie  frequent  corse  ;  while,  on  each  other  fiz*d, 
In  sad  presage,  the  blank  axsistants  aeem'd. 
Silent,  to  ask,  whom  Fate  would  next  demand. 
What  need  I  mention  those  inclement  skies, 
Where,  frequent  o*er  the  sickening  dty,  Plague, 
The  fiercest  child  of  Nemesis  divine, 
l>esccnds*?     From  Ethiopia's  pouonM.  woods. 
From  stifled  Cairo's  filth,  and  fetid  fields 
With  locust-armies  putrefying  heap*d,  * 

This  great  destroyer  sprung.     Her  awcful  rage 
The  brutes  esci^ :  man  is  her  destin'd  pr^, 
Intemperate  man !  and,  o*er  his  guilty  domes. 
She  dnwB  a  close  incumbent  cloud  of  death ; 
Uninterrupted  by  tfie  living  winds, 
Forbid  to  blow  a  wholesome  breeze ;  and  stain  *d 
With  many  a  mixture  by  the  Sun,  sufTus'd, 
Of  angry  aspect.     Princely  wisdom,  then. 
Dejects  his  watchful  eye ;  and  from  the  liand 
Of  feeble  justice,  ineffectual,  drop 
The  sword  and  balance :  mute  the  voice  of  joy, 
And  hush'd  the  clamour  of  the  busy  world. 
Empty  the  streets,  with  uncouth  verdure  clad ; 
Into  the  worst  of  deserts  sudden  tum*d 
Tne  cheerful  haunt  of  men,  unless  escap'd  [reigps, 
From  the  doom'd.  house,  where  matchless  horrour 
Shut  up  by  baibarous  finor,  the  smitten  wretdi. 
With  frenzy  wild«  breaks  loose ;  and,  loud  to  Heaven 
Screaming,  the  dreadful  policy  arraigns, 
Inhuman,  and  unwise.     The  sullen  door, 
Yet  uninfected,  on  its  cautious  hinge 
Fearing  to  turn,  abhors  society : 
Dependants,  friends,  relations,  Love  himself, 
Savag*d  by  woe,  forget  the  tender  tie, 
l^e  sweet  engagement  of  the  feeling  heart. 
Rut  vain  their  selfish  care :  the  circling  sky. 
Hie  wide  enlivening  air.  is  full  of  fate ; 
And,  struck  by  turns,  in  solitary  pangs 
Tliey  fall,  unblest,  untendcd,  and  unmoum*d. 
llius  o*er  the  prostrate  city  black  Despair 
Extends  her  raven  wing;  while,  to  complete 
The  scene  of  desolation,  stretch*d  around. 
The  grim  guards  stand,  denying  all  retreat. 
And  give  tfie  fl3ring  wretch  a  better  death. 

Much  yet  remains  unsung :  the  rage  intense 
Of  brazen-vaulted  skies,  of  iron  fields, 
Where  drought  and  famine  starve  the  blasted  year : 
F!r*d  by  the  torch  of  noon  to  tenfold  rage, 
Th*  infuriate  hill  that  shoots  the  pillarM  flame; 
And,  rous*d  within  the  subterranean  world, 
Th*  expanding  earthquake,  that  resistless  shakes 
Aspirijig  cities  from  their  solid  base. 
And  buries  mountains  in  the  flaming  gulpfa. 
But  *tis  enou^ ;  return,  my  vagrant  Muse : 
A  nearer  scene  oi  horrour  calls  thee  home. 

Behold,  slow..8ettling  o*er  the  lurid  grove 
Unusual  darkness  broods ;  and  growing  gains 
The  full  possession  of  the  sky,  suK*harg*d 
With  wrathful  vapour,  from  the  secret  beds 
Where  sleep  the  mineral  generations,  drawn* 
Hience  nitre,  sulphur,  and  the  fiery  spume 
Of  fat  bitumen,  steaming  on  the  day, 
With  various-tinctur'd  trains  of  latent  flame, 
Pollute  the  sky,  and  in  yon  baleful  cloud, 

*  These  are  the  causes  supposed  to  be  the  first 
origin  of  the  plague,  in  Dr.  Mead's  elegant  book 
on  that  subject. 


A  reddening  gloom,  a  inagaxinc  of  fiiU», 
Ferment ;  tiH-  by  the  toudb  ethereal  ruus'd. 
The  dadi  of  clouds,  or  irritating  war 
Of  fighting  winds,  while  all  is  cafan  below, 
They  fiirious^ring.     A  boding  silence  reigns* 
Dread  through  the  dun  expanse ;  save  the  dull  souad 
That  from  the  mountain,  previooa  to  the  slonB, 
Rolls  o'er  the  muttering  earth,  distorba  tlie  flood. 
And  shakes  the  forest-leaf  without  a  breath. 
Prone,  to  the  lowest  vale,  th*  aeria 
Descend :  the  tempest-loving  raven 
Dares  wing  the  dubious  dnsk.     In  rucAil 
Hie  cattle  stand,  and  on  the  scowling  Hea 
Cast  a  deploring  eye,  by  man  forsook, 
Wiio  to  the  crowded  cottage  hies  him  fint. 
Or  seeks  the  shelter  of  the  downward  cave. 

*Tis  listening  fear  and  dumb  amaaement  all: 
When  to  the  startled  eye  the  sudden  glance 
Appears  far  south,  eruptive  through  the  doad  ; 
And  following  slower,  in  explosion  vast, 
Tlie  thunder  raises  his  tremendous  voice. 
At  first,  heard  solemn  o'er  the  verge  of  Hcnca, 
The  tempest  growls ;  but  as  it  nearer 
And  rolls  its  aweful  burden  on  the  wind. 
Hie  lightnings  flash  a  larger  curves  and 
Hie  noise  astounds :  till  over  head  a  ilieeC 
Of  livid  flame  discloses  wide ;  then  ilnitSy 
And  opens  wider ;  shuts  and  opens  still 
Expansive,  wrapping  ether  in  «  blaie. 
Follows  the  loosen'd  aggravated  roar, 
Enlarging,  deepening,  mingling ;  peal  on  peal 
Crush'd  horrible,  convulsing  Heaven  and  Eartk 

Down  comes  a  deluge  of  scmorous  hail. 
Or  prone  descending  rain.     Wide  rent,  the  doods 
Pour  a  whole  flood ;  and  yet,  its  flame  unqucncfa'd, 
Th'  unconquerable  lightning  struggles  dirougli^ 
Ragged  and  fierce,  or  in  red  whirling  balls 
And  fires  the  mountains  with  redoubled  rage. 
Black  from  the  stroke,  above,  the  smouldering  fane. 
Stands  a  sad  shatter'd  trunk  ;  and,  sbetcfa'd  below, 
A  lifeless  groupe  the  blasted  cattle  lie  t 
Here  the  soft  flocks,  with  that  same  harmlcv  look 
They  wore  alive,  and  ruminating  still 
In  Fancy's  eye ;  and  there  the  frowning  bull. 
An  ox  half-iais'd.     Struck  on  the  castled  dil^ 
Hie  venerable  tower  and  spiry  fane 
Resign  their  aged  pride.     The  gloomy  woods 
Start  at  the  flash,  and  from  their  deep  recess, 
Wide>flaming  out,  their  trembling  inmates  shake. 
Amid  Carnarvon's  mountains  rages  loud 
Hie  repercussive  roar :  with  mi^ty  crush, 
Into  the  flashing  deep,  from  the  rude  rocks 
Of  Penmanmaur  heap'd  hideous  to  the  sky. 
Tumble  the  smitten  clifi^ ;  and  Snowden's  peric. 
Dissolving,  instant  yields  his  wintery  load. 
Far-seen,  the  heights  of  heathy  Cheviot  blasc^ 
And  Thul£  bellows  through  her  utmost  isles. 

Guilt  hears  appall 'd,  with  deeply  troubled  tfaoughb 
And  yet  not  always  on  the  guilty  head 
Descends  the  fated  flash.     Young  Cekdon 
And  his  Amelia  were  a  matchless  pair ; 
With  equal  virtue  form'd,  and  equal  grace. 
The  same,  distinguish'd  by  their  sex  alone : 
Hen  the  mild  lustre  of  the  blooming  mflni« 
And  his  the  radiance  of  the  risen  day. 

Hiey  lov'd :  but  such  their  guileless  pas 
As  in  the  dawn  of  time  inform 'd  the  heart 
Of  innocence  and  undissembling  truth. 
*Twas  friendship  heighten'd  by  the  mutual  wiak. 
Hi'  enchanting  hope,  and  synqiadietic  glow. 
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Beara'd  from  the  mutual  eye.  '  Devoting  all 
To  lore,  each  was  to  each  a  dearer  self; 
Sufifenicly  happy  in  tfa*  awaken*d  power 
Of  gJTing  joj.     Alone,  amid  the  shades, 
Sdll  in  haraionious  intercourse  they  liv*d 
Tat  rnral  day,  and  talk*d  the  flowing  heart, 
Or  sgfa'd  and  look'd  unuttenble  things. 

So  paa*d  their  UfW,  a  dear  united  stream, 
Bjr  care  unruffled ;  tiD,  in  evil  hour, 
The  tempest  caught  them  on  the  tender  walk. 
Heedless  how  far,  and  where  its  mazes  stnay'd, 
While,  widi  each  other  blest,  creatiye  lore 
Sdll  hade  eternal  JBden  smile  around. 
IVesiging  instant  ftte,  her  bosom  heay*d 
UnwoDtcd  sighs»  and  stealing  oft  a  look 
Of  the  big  gloom,  on  Celadon  her  eye 
Ml  tetrful,  wetting  her  disorder*d  cheek, 
lo  tain  assuring  lore,  and  confidence 
In  Hteren,  represa'd  her  fear;  it  grew,  and  shook 
Her  fiane  near  dissolution.     He  perceiv*d 
Th*  ooequal  oooflict ;  and  as  angels  look 
On  dying  saints,  his  eyes  compassion  died, 
With  love  iOumin'd  high.     «  Fear  not,"  he  said, 
**  Sweet  innocence  !  thou  stranger  to  offence, 
Aod  inward  storm !     He,  who  yon  skies  involvea 
In  frowns  of  darkness,  ever  smiles  on  thee 
With  knid  regard.     O'er  thee  the  secret  shaft 
Titi  wastes  at  midnight,  or  th*  undreaded  hour 
Of  noon,  flies  harmless :  and  that  very  voice 
Which  thunders  terrour  through  the  guilty  heart. 
With  tongues  of  seraphs  whispers  peace  to  thine. 
Tis  safety  to  be  near  thee  sure,  and  thus 
To  dasp  perfection  !**     From  his  void  embrace, 
UyAoiinis  Heaven !  that  moment,  to  the  ground, 
A  bltcken'd  corse,  was  struck  the  beauteous  maid. 
But  who  can  paint  the  lover,  as  he  stood, 
Picrc'd  by  severe  amaiement,  hating  life, 
Speechless  and  fix'd  in  all  the  death  of  woe? 
So,  fiunt  resemblance !  on  the  marble  tomb. 
The  wdl-diasembled  mourner  stooping  stands, 
For  ever  sflent,  and  for  ever  sad. 

As  from  the  fisce  of  Heaven  the  shatter*d  clouds 
Tumultuous  rove,  th*  interminable  sky 
Snhlimer  sweUs,  and  o'er  the  world  expands 
A  purer  azure.     Through  the  lighten'd  air 
A  higher  lus^  and  a  clearer  calm, 
DifliMive,  tremble ;  while,  as  if  in  sign 
Of  danger  past,  a  glittering  robe  of  joy, 
Set  off  abundant  by  the  yellow  ray. 
Invests  the  fields ;  and  Nature  smfles  reviv'd. 

'Tis  beauty  ail,  and  grateful  song  around, 
Join'd  to  the  low  of  kine,  and  numerous  bleat 
Of  locks  thick-nibbling  through  the  clover'd  vale. 
And  shall  die  hymn  be  marr'd  by  thankless  nuui, 
Host  fiivour'd ;  who  with  voice  articulate 
Swnld  lead  the  chorus  of  this  lower  world  ? 
^  he,  10  soon  forgetful  of  the  hand 
That  bosh'd  the  thunder,  and  serenes  the  sky, 
Eitingdsh'd  feel  that  spark  the  tempest  wak'd, 
J»at  scoat  of  powers  exceeding  far  his  own, 
u«yct  hb  feeble  heart  has  lost  its  fean? 
^^aer'd  by  the  milder  beam,  the  sprightly  youth 
Speeds  to  the  wdl-known  pool,  whose  crystal  depth 
A  taadf  bottom  abowa.     Awhile  he  atands 
Qttiag  th'  inverted  landscape,  half  afraid 
To  meditate  the  blue  profound  below ; 
2»o  phmgea  beacDong  down  the  circling  flood. 
H«  ebon  tresaea  and  Us  ro*y  cheek 
wwttnt  emerge ;  and  thnrngh  th*  obedient  wave, 
At  each  dwrt  braathing  by  hia  lip  repell'd. 


\  With  arms  and  1^  according  well,  he  makes, 
Aa  humour  leads,  an  ea^-winding  path : 
While,  from  his  polish'd  sides,  a  dewy  light 
Effuses  on  the  pleas'd  spectators  round. 
This  is  Uie  purest  exercise  of  health, 
The  kind  refresher  of  the  summer  heats ; 
Nor,  when  cold  Winter  keens  the  brightening  flood. 
Would  I,  weak-shivering,  linger  on  the  brink. 
Hius  life  redoubles,^  and  is  on  preserv'd. 
By  the  bold  swimmer,  in  the  swift  illapse 
Of  accident  disastrous.     Hence  the  limbs 
Knit  into  force ;  and  the  same  Roman  arm. 
That  rose  victorious  o'er  the  conquor'd  Earth, 
First  leam'd,  while  tender,  to  subdue  the  wave. 
Even  from  the  body's  purity,  the  mind 
Receives  a  secret  sympathetic  aid. 

Close  in  the  covert  of  an  haxel  copse^ 
Where  winded  into  pleasing  solitudes 
Runs  out  tiie  rambUng  dale,  young  Damon  sat 
Pensive,  and  pierc'd  with  love's  delightful  pangs. 
Tliere  to  the  stream  that  down  the  distant  rocks 
Hoarse-murmuring  fell,  and  plaintive  breeze  tliat 

play'd 
Among  the  bending  willows,  falsely  he 
Of  Musidora's  cruelty  complain'd. 
She  felt  his  flame ;  but  deep  within  her  breast. 
In  bashful  coyness,  or  in  nuuden  pride. 
Hie  soft  return  conceal'd ;  save  when  it  stole 
In  side-long  glandes  from  her  downcast  eye. 
Or  from  her  swelling  soul  in  stifled  sighs. 
Touch'd  by  the  scen^'  no  stranger  to  his  vows, 
He  fram'd  a  melting  lay,  to  try  her  heart ; 
And,  if  an  infant  passion  struggled  there. 
To  call  that  passion  forth.     Thrice  happy  sWain  * 
A  lucky  chance,  that  oft  decides  the  fate 
Of  mighty  monarchs,  then  decided  thine. 
For,  lo !  conducted  by  the  laughing  Loves, 
This  cool  retreat  his  Musidora  sought : 
Warm  in  her  cheek  the  sultry  season  glow'd ; 
And,  rob'd  in  loose  array,  she  came  to  bathe 
Her  fervent  limbs  in  the  refreshing  stream. 
What  shall  he  do  ?     In  sweet  confusion  lost. 
And  dubious  flutterings,  he  awhile  remain'd  r 
A  pure  ingenuous  elegance  of  soul, 
A  delicate  refinement,  known  to  few, 
Perplex'd  his  breast,  and  urg^d  him  to  retire : 
But  love  forbade.     Ye  prudes  in  virtue,  say. 
Say,  ye  severest,  what  would  you  have^one  ? 
Meantime^  this  fairer  nymph  than  ever  blest 
Arcadian  stream,  with  timid  eye  around 
The  banks  surveying,  stripp'd  her  beauteous  limb^ 
To  taste  the  ludd  coolness  of  the  flood. 
Ah,  then !  not  Faris  on  the  piny  top 
Of  Ida  panted  stronger,  when  aside 
The  rival  goddesses  the  veil  divine 
Cast  unconfin'd,  and  gave  him  all  their  charmt. 
Than,  Damon,  thou ;  as  fh>m  the  snowy  leg, 
And  slender  foot,  th'  inverted  silk  she  drew ; 
As  the  soft  touch  dissolv'd  the  virgin  zone ; 
And,  through  the  parting  robe,  the  alternate  breast. 
With  youth  wild-throbbmg,  on  thy  lawless  gazo 
In  full  luxuriance  rose.     But,  desperate  youth. 
How  durst  thou  risk  the  soul-distracting  view  ; 
As  from  her  naked  limbs,  of  glowing  white. 
Harmonious  swell'd  by  Nature's  finest  hand. 
In  folds  loose-floating  fell  the  Hunter  lawn  ; 
And  fair-expos'd  she  stood,  shrunk  from  herseK^ 
With  fancy  blushing,  at  the  doubtful  breeze 
Alarm 'd,  and  starting  lil^e  die  fearful  fawn  ? 
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Then  to  the  flood  she  niah*d ;  the  parted  flood 
Its  lorely  guest  with  doong  waves  receiT*d ; 
And  every  beau^  softening,  every  graee 
Flushing  anew,  a  mellow  lustre  shed  : 
As  shines  the  lily  through  the  crystal  mild ; 
Or  as  the  rose  amid  the  morning  dew, 
Fresh  frota.  Aurora's  hand,  more  sweetly  glows. 
While  thus  she  wanton'd,  now  beneath  the  wave 
But  ill^onceal'd ;  and  now  with  streaming  locks, 
That  half-embrac'd  her  in  a  humid  veil. 
Rising  again,  the  latent  Damon  drew 
Such  maddening  draughts  of  beauty  to  the  soul, 
As  for  awhile  o*erwhelm*d  his  raptur'd  thought 
"With  luxury  too  daring.     Check'd,  at  last. 
By  U>ve's  respectful  modesty,  he  deem*d 
Ttie  theft  profane,  if  aught  profane  to  love 
Can  e*er  be  deem'd ;  and,  struggling  from  the  shade, 
With  headlong  hurry  fled  :  but  first  these  lines, 
IVac'd  by  his  ready  pencil,  on  the  bank  [fair, 

With  trembling  hand  he  threw.     "  Bathe  on,  my 
Yet  unbdeld,  save  by  the  sacred  eye 
Of  fliithful  love :   I  go  to  guard  thy  haunt. 
To  keep  from  thy  recess  each  vagrant  foot. 
And  each  licentious  eye.*'     With  wild  surprise^ 
As  if  to  marble  struck,  devoid  of  sense, 
A  stupid  moment  motionless  she  stood : 
So  stands  the  statue  *  that  enchants  the  world. 
So  bending  tries  to  veil  the  matchless  boast. 
The  mingled  beauties  of  exulting  Greece. 
Recovering,  ^wift  she  flew  to  find  those  robes 
Which  blissful  Eden  knew  not ;  and,  array'd 
In  careless  haste,  th'  alarming  paper  snatdi*d. 
But,  when  her  Damon's  well-known  hand  she  saw, 
Her  terrours  vanish'd,  and  a  softer  train 
Of  mixt  emotions,  hard  to  be  describ'd. 
Hex  sudden  bosom  seiz'd :  shame  void  of  guilt, 
The  charming  blush  of  innocence,  esteem 
And  admiration  of  her  lover's  flame, 
By  modesty  exalted :  even  a  sense 
Of  self-approving  beauty  stole  across 
Her  busy  thought.     At  length,  a  tender  calm 
Hush'd  by  degrees  the  tumult  of  her  soul ; 
And  on  the  spreading  beech,  that  o'er  the  stream 
Incumbent  hung,  she  with  the  sylvan  pen 
Of  rural  lovers  this  confession  carv'd. 
Which  soon  her  Damon  kiss'd  with  weeping  joy: 
"  Dear  youth !  sole  judge  of  what  these  verses  mean. 
By  fortune  too  much  favour'd,  but  by  love, 
Alas !  not  favour'd  less,  be  still  as  now 
Discreet :  the  time  may  come  you  need  not  fly.  '* 
The  Sun  has  lost  his  rage :  his  downward  orb 
Shoots  nothing  now  but  animating  warmth. 
And  vital  lustre ;  that  with  various  ray     [Heaven, 
XJghts  up  the  clouds    those  beauteous  robes  of 
Incessant  roll'd  into  romantic  shapes, 
Tlie  dream  of  waking  fancy  !     Broad  below, 
Cover'd  with  ripening  fruits,  and  swelling  fast 
Into  the  perfect  year,  the  pregnant  Earth 
And  all  her  tribes  rejoice.     Now  the  soft  hour 
Of  walking  comes :  for  him  who  lonely  lovea 
To  seek  the  distant  hills,  and  there  converse 
With  Nature ;  there  to  harmonize  his  heart, 
And  in  pathetic  song  to  breathe  around 
Tlie  harmony  to  others.     Social  friends, 
Attun'd  to  hippy  unison  of  soul ; 
To  whose  exalting  eye  a  fairer  world. 
Of  which  the  vulgar  never  had  a  glimpse,    [fraught 
Displays    its    chums;     whose    minds   are  ricUy 
With  philosophic  stores,  superior  light ; 

•  TTie  Venus  of  Medici. 


And  in  whose  breast^  entfausiastic  bums 

Virtue,  the  sons  of  interest  deem  romance  ; 

Now  call'd  abroad  enjoy  the  falling  day : 

Now  to  the  verdant  Portico  of  woods, 

To  Nature's  vast  Lyceum,  forth  they  walk ; 

By  that  kind  school  where  no  proud  master  reign^ 

The  full  free  converse  of  the  frieadly  beart. 

Improving  and  improv'd.     Now  from  tfae  world. 

Sacred  to  sweet  retirement,  lovers  steal. 

And  pour  their  souls  in  transport  which  the  Sue 

Of  love  approving  hears,  and  calis  it  good, 

Whidi  way,  Amanda,  shall  we  bend  our  course? 

The  choice  perplexes.  Wherefore  should  we  cfansc? 

All  is  the  same  with  thee.     Say,  shall  we  wind 

Along  the  streams?  or  walk  the  smiling  mead? 

Or  court  the  forest-glades?  or  wander  wild 

Among  the  waving  harvests  ?  or  ascend. 

While  radiant  Summer  opens  all  its  pridc^ 

Tliy  hill,  delightful  Shenef  ?  Here  let  us  sweep 

The  boundless  landscape :  now  the  raptur'd  ejc^ 

Exulting  swift,  to  huge  Augusta  send. 

Now  to  the  sister4iiUs  \  that  skirt  her  plun. 

To  lofty  Harrow  now,  and  now  to  where 

Majestic  Windsor  lifts  his  princely  brow. 

In  lovely  contrast  to  this  glorious  view 

Calmly  magnificent  then  will  we  turn 

To  wlkre  the  silver  Thames  first  rural  grows. 

There  let  the  feasted  eye  unwearied  stray ; 

Luxurious,  there,  rove  through  the  pendant  woodb 

That  nodding  bang  o'er  Harrington's  retreat ; 

And  stooping  thence  to  Ham's  embowering  walk% 

Beneath  whose  shades,  in  spotlesi  peace  retir'd. 

With  her  the  pleasing  partner  of  his  heart, 

The  worthy  Queensbury  yet  laments  his  Gmy, 

And  polish'd  Combury  wooes  the  willing  Musew 

Slow  let  us  trace  the  matchless  vale  of  Thames : 

Fair  winding  up  to  where  the  Muses  haunt 

In  Twit'nam's  bowers,  and  for  their  Pope  im^ore 

Tlie  healing  god  § ;  to  royal  Hampton's  pile. 

To  Clermont's  terrac'd  height,  and  Eshcr's  groves, 

Where,  in  the  sweetest  solitude,  embrac'd 

By  the  soft  windings  of  the  silent  Mole, 

From  courts  and  senates  Pelham  finds  repose: 

Inchanting  vale !  beyond  whate'er  the  Muse 

Has  of  Achaia  or  Hesperia  sung  ! 

O  vale  of  bliss  !  O  softly-swelling  hQls ! 

On  which  the  Power  of  CuUwation  lies. 

And  joys  to  see  the  wonders  of  his  UhL 

Heavens !  what  a  goodly  prospect  spreads  aroundt 
Of  hills,  and  dales,  and  woods,  and  lawns,  and  spire^ 
And  glittering  towns,  and  gilded  streams,  till  aU 
The  stretching  landscape  into  smoke  decays ! 
Happy  Britannia !  where  the  queen  of  arta» 
Inspiring  vigour,  liberty  abroad 
Walks,  unconfin'd,  ev'n  to  thy  farthest  oots^ 
And  scatters  plenty  with  unsparing  hand. 

Rich  is  thy  soil,  and  merciful  thy  dime ; 
Tliy  streams  unfailing  in  the  summer's  drought ; 
UnnuUdi'd  thy  guardian  oaks ;  thy  valleys  float 
With  golden  waves :  and  on  thy  mountains  flocks 
Bleat  numberless ;  while,  roving  round  their  smIbs, 
Bellow  the  blackening  herds  in  lusty  droves. 
Beneath  thy  meadows  glow,  and  rise  unquellM 
Against  the  mower's  scythe.     On  every  hand 
Thy  villas  shine.     Thy  country  teems  with  wealfb ; 

f  The  old  name  of  Richmond,  sigcifying  in 
Saxon  Mning  or  ^tlendour. 
\  Fli^gate  and  Hampstead. 
§  In  his  last  sickness. 
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And  property  aisurcs  it  to  the  iwain, 
Plcas'd,  and  unwetried,  in  his  guarded  toO. 

Full  are  thy  cities  with  the  sons  of  art ; 
And  trade  and  joy,  in  every  busy  street. 
Mingling  are  heard :  er'n  Drudgery  himself, 
Aft  at  the  car  be  sweats,  or  dusty  hews 
The  ptlace-stone,  looks  gay.     Thy  crowded  ports. 
Where  rising  masts  an  endless  prospect  yield, 
Mrith  labour  bum,  and  echo  to  the  shouts 
Of  harried  sailor,  as  he  hearty  waves 
His  last  adieu,  and,  loosening  every  sheet. 
Resigns  the  spreading  vessel  to  the  wind. 

Bold,  firm,  and  grace'ful,  are  thy  generous  youth, 
Br  hardship  sinew'd,  and  by  danger  fir*d. 
Scattering  the  nations  where  they  go ;  and  first 
Or  00  the  listed  plain,  or  stormy  seas. 
Mild  are  thy  glories  too,  as  o'er  the  plans 
Of  thriving  peace  thy  thoughtful  sires  preside; 
In  genius,  and  substantial  learning,  high ; 
For  evwy  virtue,  every  worth  renown*d  ; 
Sincere,  plain4iearted,  hospitable,  kind ; 
Yet,  Uke  the  mustering  thunder,  when  provok*d, 
Hw  dread  of  t3rrBnts,  and  the  sole  resource 
Of  those  that  under  grrim  oppression  groan. 

Ttj  sons  of  glory  many  !  Alfred  thine, 
la  vhom  the  ^lendour  of  heroic  war,   . 
And  more  heroic  peace,  when  govem'd  well, 
Combine;  whose  hallowed  names  the  virtuous  saint. 
And  Ati  own  Muses  love ;  the  best  of  kings/ 
Widi  Urn  thy  Edwards  and  thy  Henries  shine, 
Names  dear  to  fame ;  the  first  who  deep  impress'd 
On  hsughty  Gaul  the  terrour  of  thy  arms, 
"nut  awes  her  genius  stilL     In  ttatCMmen  thou. 
And  patrioU,  fertile.     Hune  a  steady  Mor«, 
^'^  with  a  generous,  though  mistaken  aeal, 
Witbiood  a  bmtal  tyimnt's  useful  rage, 
lAe  Cato  firm,  like  Aristides  just. 
Like  rigid  Gndnnatus  nobly  poor, 
Adaundeia  soul  erect,  who  smird  on  death. 
Frugal  and  wise,  a  Walsingham  is  thine ; 
A  Drake,  who  made  thee  mistress  of  the  deep. 
And  bore  thy  name  in  thunder  round  the  world. 
Then  llam'd  thy  spirit  high :  but  who  can  speak 
The  numeroua  worthiea  of  the  maiden  reign  ? 
In  Raleigh  mark  tbenr  every  glory  mizM ; 
R«]dgfa,  the  scourge  of  Spain  !  whose  breast  with  all 
i^  «age,  the  patriot,  and  the  hero,  bum'd. 
Nor  sunk  his  vigour,  when  a  cowiutUreign 
TV  warrior  fetter'd,  and  at  last  rvsign*d. 
To  glut  the  vengeance  of  a  vanquished  foe. 
Then,  active  still  and  unrcstiain'd,  his  mind 
£iplar'd  the  vast  extent  of  ages  past. 
And  with  hb  priaoD4iours  enrich'd  the  world ; 
Tct  fiMind  no  tinnes,  in  all  die  long  research. 
So  glorious,  or  ao  boae,  as  those  he  prov*d, 
u  whicfa  he  cooqucr'd,  and  in  which  he  bled 
Njorcan  the  Muae  the  gallant  Sidney  pass, 
Tne  plume  of  war !  with  early  laurels  crown*d, 
1T»  lover's  myrtle,  and  the  poet's  bay. 
A  Hampden  too  ia  thine,  illustrious  land, 
^^  atrenuoos,  firm,  of  unsubmitting  soul, 
yho  Aemm*d  the  torrent  of  a  downward  age 
To  slavery  prone,  and  bade  thee  rise  again. 
In  aU  thy  native  pomp  of  freedom  bold 
Bnght  at  hia  can,  thy  age  of  mai  effulgU 
Of  men  on  whom  late  time  a  kindling  eye 
aall  turn,  and  tyiwntM  tremble  while  tb^  read 
j™g  emy  sweetest  flower,  and  let  me  strew 
^  grave  where  Boaeell  lite ;  whoae  temper'd  blood, 
With  cafaneit  chMfulneM  for  thee  rceign'd, 


Stain*d  the  sad  annals  of  a  giddy  reign ; 

Aiming  at  lawless  power,  though  meanly  sunk 

In  loose  inglorious  luxury.     With  him 

His  fnend,  the  British  Cassius*,  fearless  bled; 

Of  higlMietermin'd  spirit,  roughly  brave. 

By  ancient  learning,  to  th*  enlighten*d  love 

Of  ancient  freedom  warm'd.     Fair  thy  renown 

In  aweful  sages  and  in  noble  bordSf 

Soon  as  the  light  of  dawning  Science  spread 

Her  orient  ray,  and  wak*d  the  Muses'  song. 

Thine  is  a  Bacon ;  hapless  in  his  choice, 

Unfit  to  stand  the  civil  storm  of  state. 

And  through  the  smooth  barbarity  of  courts. 

With  firm,  but  pliant  virtue,  forward  still 

To  urge  fais  course ;  him  for  the  studious  shade 

Kind  Nature  form'd,  deep,  comprehensive,  clear, 

Exact,  and  el^ant ;  in  one  rich  soul, 

Plato,  tlie  Stagyrite,  and  Tully  join'd. 

The  great  deliverer  he !  who  from  the  gloom 

Of  cloister'd  monks,  and  jargon-teaching  schools, 

Led  forth  the  true  Philosophy,  there  long 

Held  in  the  magic  chain  of  words  and  forms. 

And  definitions  void :  he  led  her  forth. 

Daughter  of  Heaven  '  that,  slow-ascending  still. 

Investigating  sure  the  chain  of  things. 

With  radiant  finger  pointe  to  Heaven  again. 

The  generous  AslUey  f  thine,  tiie  friend  of  man ; 

Who  scann'd  his  nature  with  a  brother's  eye, 

His  weakness  prompt  to  shade  to  raise  his  aim, 

To  touch  the  finer  movements  of  the  mind. 

And  witli  the  m<mU  beauty  charm  the  heart. 

Why  need  I  name  thy  Boyle,  whose  pious  search 

Amid  the  dark  recesses  of  his  works, 

The  great  Creator  sought  ?     And  why  tliy  Locke, 

Who  made  the  whole  internal  world  his  own  ? 

Let  Newton,  pure  InteUigence,  whom  God 

To  mortals  lent,  to  trace  his  boundless  works 

From  laws  sublimely  simple,  speak  thy  fame 

In  all  philosophy.     For  lofty  sense. 

Creative  fancy,  and  inspection  keen 

Through  the  deep  windings  of  the  human  heart. 

Is  not  wild  Shakspeare  thine  and  Nature's  boast? 

Is  not  each  great,  each  amiable  Muse 

Of  classic  ages  in  thy  Milton  met  ? 

A  genius  universal  as  his  theme ; 

Astonishing  as  Chaos,  as  the  bloom 

Of  blowing  Eden  fair,  as  Heaven  sublime. 

Nor  shall  my  verse  that  elder  bard  forget. 

The  gentle  Spenser,  Fancy's  pleasing  son ; 

Who,  like  a  copious  river,  pour'd  his  song 

O'er  all  the  mazes  of  enchanted  ground  : 

Nor  thee,  his  ancient  master,  laughing  sage, 

Chaucer,  whose  native  manners-painting  verse, 

WelUmoraliz'd,  shines  through  the  gothic  cloud 

Of  time  and  language  o'er  thy  genius  thrown. 

May  my  song  soften,  as  thy  daughters  I, 
Britannia,  hail !  for  beauty  is  their  own. 
The  feeling  heart,  simplicity  of  life, 
And  elegance,  and  taste :  the  faultiess  form, 
Shap'd  1^  the  hand  of  harmony ;  the  cheek. 
Where  the  live  crimson,  through  the  native  white 
Soft-shooting,  o'er  the  face  diffuses  bloom. 
And  every  nameless  grace ;  the  parted  lip. 
Like  the  red  rose-bud  moist  with  morning-dew. 
Breathing  delight ;  and,  under  flowing  jet. 
Or  sunny  ringlets,  or  of  circling  brown. 
The  neck  slight-^haded,  and  the  swelling  breast ; 

*  Algernon  Sidney. 
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Hie  look  Ksistleas,  pierdng  to  the  touli 
And  by  the  soul  infonn'd,  when  drest  in  lore 
She  site  high-smiling  in  the  conscious  eye. 

Island  of  bliss !  amid  the  subject  seas, 
Hiat  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coasts,  set  up. 
At  once  the  wonder,  terrour,  and  delight. 
Of  distant  nations ;  whose  remotest  shores 
Can  soon  be  shaken  by  thy  naval  arm ; 
Not  to  be  shook  thyself,  but  all  assaults 
Baffling,  as  Hbj  hoar  cliffs  the  loud  sea-wavei 

O  Tliou !  by  whose  almighty  nod  the  scale 
Of  Empire  rises,  or  alternate  falls. 
Send  forth  the  saving  Virtues  round  the  land. 
In  bright  patrol :  white  Peace,  and  social  Love ; 
Tie  tender-looking  Charity,  intent 
On  gende  deeds,  and  shedding  tears  through  smiles ; 
Undaunted  TVuth,  and  dignity  of  mind ; 
Courage  composed,  and  keen ;  sound  Temperance^ 
Healthful  in  heart  and  look ;  clear  Chastity, 
With  blushes  reddening  as  she  moves  along, 
Disorder*d  at  the  deep  n^ard  she  draws ; 
Rough  Industry ;  Activity  untir*d. 
With  copious  life  inform'd,  and  all  awake : 
While  in  the  rkdiant  front  superior  shines 
That  first  paternal  virtue,  puMic  zeal ; 
Who  throws  o'er  all  an  equal  wide  survey. 
And,  ever  musing  on  the  common  weal. 
Still  labours  glorious  with  some  great  design. 

Low  walks  the  Sun,  and  broadens  by  d^;rees, 
Just  o'er  the  verge  of  day.     The  shifting  douds 
Assembled  gay,  a  richly-gorgeous  train, 
In  all  their  pomp  attend  his  setting  thimie. 
Air,  Earth,  and  Ocean  smile  immense.     And  now, 
As  if  his  weary  chariot  sought  the  bowers 
Of  AmphitritI,  and  her  tending  nymphs, 
(So  Grecian  fiU)le  sung,)  he  dips  his  orb ; 
Now  half-immers'd ;  and  now  a  golden  curve 
Gives  one  bright  glance,  then  total  disappears. 

For  ever  running  an  enchanted  rounds 
Passes  the  day,  deceitful,  vain,  and  void ; 
lis  fleets  the  vision  o'er  the  formful  brain. 
This  moment  hurrying  wild  the  impassioned  soul, 
llie  next  in  nothing  lost     *Tis  so  to  him. 
The  dreamer  of  this  Earth,  an  idle  blank : 
A  sight  of  horrour  to  the  cruel  wretch. 
Who,  all  day  long  in  sordid  pleasure  roU'd, 
Himself  an  useless  load,  has  squander'd  vile, 
Upon  his  scoundrel  train,  what  might  have  cheer'd 
A  drooping  family  of  modest  worth. 
But  to  the  generous  still-improving  mind, 
Tliat  gives  the  hopeless  heart  to  sing  for  joy. 
Diffusing  kind  beneficence  around, 
Boastiess,  as  now  descends  the  silent  dew ; 
To  him  the  long  review  of  order'd  life 
Is  inward  rapture,  only  to  be  felL 

Confess'd  from  yonder  slow-^ztinguish'd  douds, 
AU  edwr  sofiening,  sober  Evening  takes 
Her  wonte^  station  in  the  middle  air; 
A  tfaousuid  Aadawt  at  her  beck.     Flrrt  tkU 
jShe  sends  on  Earth ;  then  that  of  deeper  dye 
Steals  soft  behind ;  and  then  a  deeper  still, 
In  circle  following  drde,  gathers  round. 
To  cloae  the  face  of  things.     A  fresher  gale 
B^ins  to  wave  the  wood,  and  stir  the  stream, 
Sweeping  with  shadowy  gust  the  fields  of  com ; 
While  the  quail  clamours  for  his  running  mate. 
Wide  o*er  the  thistly  lawn,  as  swells  the  breete, 
A  whitening  shower  of  v^etable  down 
Amusive  floats;     The  kind  impartial  rare 
Of  Nature  nought  disdains :  thoughtful  to  fieed 


Her  lowest  sons,  and  docfae  the  coming  year, 
From  field  to'fidd  the  feather'd  seeds  she  wings. 

His  folded  flock  secure,  the  shepherd  home 
Hies,  merry-hearted ;  and  by  turns  rdievea 
The  ruddy  milk-maid  of  her  brimming  pail ; 
The  beauty  whom  perhaps  his  witless  heart. 
Unknowing  what  the  joy-mixt  anguish  means. 
Sincerely  loves,  by  that  best  language  shown 
Of  cordial  glances,  and  obliging  deeds. 
Onward  they  pass,  o'er  many  a  panting  height 
And  valley  sunk,  and  unfrequented  ;  where 
At  fall  of  eve  the  Fairy  people  throng. 
In  various  game,  and  revelry,  to  pass 
The  summer  night,  as  village-stories  telL 
But  far  about  they  wander  from  the  grave 
Of  him,  whom  his  ungentle  fortune  urg'd 
Against  his  own  sad  breast  to  lift  the  himd 
Of  impious  violence.     The  lonely  tower 
Is  also  shunn'd ;  whose  mournful  chambers  hold. 
So  night-struck  fancy  dreams,  the  yelling  ghxt 

Among  the  crooked  lanes,  on  every  hedge. 
The  glow-worm  lights  his  gem ;  and  thnwgfa  d« 

dark, 
A  moving  radiance  twinkles.     Evening  yidds 
The  world  to  Night ;  not  in  her  winter-robe 
Of  massy  Stygian  woof,  but  loose  amay'd 
In  mantle  dun.     A  faint  erroneous  ray, 
Glanc'd  from  th*  imperfect  surfaces  of  tfaings» 
Flings  half  an  image  on  the  straining  eye : 
While  wavering  woods,  and  villages^  and  streams 
And  rocks,  and  mountain-tops,  that  long  rdain'd 
Th'  ascending  gleam,  are  all  one  swimming  scene, 
Uncertain  if  behdd.     Sudden  to  Heaven 
Thence  weary  vision  turns ;  wheie,  leading  soft 
The  silent  hours  of  love,  with  purest  ray 
Sweet  Venus  shines ;  and  from  her  gcmal  nat^ 
When  day-light  sickens  till  it  springs  afresh, 
Unrivall'd  reigns,  the  fairest  lamp  of  night. 
As  thus  th*  effulgence  tremulous  I  drink. 
With  cherish'd  gate,  the  lambent  lightnings  dioot 
Across  the  sky  ;  or  horizontal  dart 
In  wondrous  shapes  :  by  fearful  murmuring  crowds 
Portentous  deem'd.     Amid  the  radiant  orbs, 
That  more  than  deck,  that  animate  the  sky. 
The  life^infusing  suns  of  other  worlds ; 
Lo !  from  the  dread  immensity  of  space 
Returning  with  accelerated  course. 
The  rushing  comet  to  the  Sun  descends ; 
And  as  he  sinks  below  the  shading  Earth, 
With  awefiil  train  projected  o'er  the  Heavens, 
The  guilty  nations  tremble.     But,  above 
Hiose  superstitious  horrours  that  enslave 
Tlie  fond  sequadous  herd,  to  mystic  fiutb 
And  blind  amazement  prone,  the  enlighten'd  few. 
Whose  godlike  minds  philosof^y  exalts, 
Ilie  glorious  stranger  hail.     They  feel  a  joy 
Divinely  great ;  they  in  their  powers  exult. 
That  wondrous  force  of  thought,  which  mnwnrim 

^ums 
This  dusky  spot,  and  measures  all  the  sky ; 
While,  from  his  far  excurnon  through  the  wUds 
Of  barren  ether,  faithful  to  his  time. 
They  see  the  blazing  wonder  rise  anew, 
In  seeming  terrour  clad,  but  kindly  bent 
To  woric  &  will  of  all-sustaining  Love : 
From  his  huge  vapoury  train  perhaps  to  afaake     < 
Reviving  moisture  on  the  numerous  orbs. 
Through  which  his  long  ellipsis  winds ;  pcffaops 
To  lend  new  fuel  to  declining  suns. 
To  light  up  worlds,  and  feed  th*  eternal  fire. 
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With  ibee,  tereiie  Fhilowphy,  with  thee, 
And  thy  bright  garlmnd,  let  me  crown  my  song  ! 
Efiiisive  aource  of  eridence,  and  truth ! 
A  lustre  shedding  o'er  th*  ennobled  mind. 
Stronger  than  summer-noon ;  and  pure  as  that. 
Whose  mild  vibrations  soothe  the  parted  soul. 
New  to  the  dawning  of  celestial  day.  [thee. 

Hence  through  her  nourish*d  powers,  enlarg'd  by 
She  ipriags  aloft,  vHth  elevated  pride, 
Above  the  tangling  mass  of  low  desires, 
Thst  bind  the  flutte|ring  crowd :  and,  angeUwing*d, 
The  heights  of  science  and  of  rirtue  gains, 
Where  all  is  calm  and  clear ;  with  Nature  round, 
Or  in  the  stirry  regions,  or  th*  abyss. 
To  ReaK»'s  and  to  Fancy's  eye  display'd : 
VmfrU  up-tndng,  fir6m  the  dreary. void. 
The  chain  of  causes  and  effects  to  Him, 
The  irarld-producing  Essence,  who  alone 
PosKsscs  being ;  while  the  tost  receives 
The  whole  magnificence  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 
And  every  beauty,  delicate  or  bold. 
Obvious  or  more  remote,  with  livelier  sense, 
Diffbsive  painted  on  the  rapid  mind. 

Tutor'd  by  thee,  hence  Poetry  exalts 
Her  voice  lo  ages ;  and  informs  the  page 
With  music,  image,  sentiment,  and  thought. 
Never  to  die !  the  treasure  of  mankind ! 
Their  highest  honour,  and  their  truest  joy ! 

Without  thee,  what  were  unenlighten'd  man  ? 
A  «vige  roaming  through  the  woods  and  wilds, 
In  qoot  of  prey ;  and  with  th'  unfashion'd  fur 
Bougb-clad ;  devoid  of  every  finer  art, 
And  elegance  of  life.     Nor  happiness 
Domestic,  miz'd  of  tenderness  and  care. 
Nor  monl  excel  lenoe,  nor  social  bliss. 
Nor  guardian  Uw  were  his ;  nor  various  skill 
To  ture  the  furrow,  or  to  guide  the  tool 
Mechanic;  nor  the  heaven-conducted  prow 
Of  Qav^;ation  bold,  that  fearless  braves 
The  burning  Line,  or  dares  the  wintery  Pole ; 
Mother  severe  of  infinite  delights ! 
Nothing,  save  rapine,  indolence,  and  guile. 
And  woes  on  woes,  a  still-revolving  train ! 
Whow  horrid  circle  had  made  human  life 
Than  non-existence  worse :  but,  taught  by  thee. 
Ours  are  the  plans  of  policy  and  peace ; 
To  live  like  brothers,  and  conjunctive  all 
EmbeUish  life.     While  thus  laborious  crowds 
Fly  the  tough  oar,  Fhilosoi^y  directs 
The  ruling  hehn  ;  or  like  the  liberal  breath 
Of  potent  Heaven,  invisible,  the  sail 
Swells  out,  and  bears  th'  inferior  world  along. 

Nor  to  this  evanescent  speck  of  Earth 
Poorly  confin'd,  the  radiant  tracts  on  high 
Aie  her  exalted  range ;  intent  to  gaze 
Crtatioo  through ;  and,  from  that  full  complex 
Of  never-ending  wonders,  to  conceive 
Of  the  Sole  Being  right,  who  tpoke  the  won/. 
And  Nature  mov'd  complete.     With  inward  view, 
Thence  on  th*  ideal  kingdom  swift  she  turns 
Her  eye ;  and  instant,  at  her  powerful  glance, 
Th'  obedient  phantoms  vanish  or  appear ; 
Compound,  divide,  and  into  order  shift, 
£ach  to  his  rank,  from  plain  perception  up 
To  the  fair  forms  of  Fancy's  fleeting  train : 
To  reason  then,  deducing  truth  from  truth ; 
And  notion  quite  abstract ;  where  first  begins 
The  world  of  spirits,  action  all,  and  life 
Unfetter'd,  and  unmixt.     But  here  the  cloud, 
So  wills  Eternal  Phmdcnce,  sits  deep. 


Enough  for  us.  to  know  that  this  dark  state, 

In  wayward  passions  lost,  and  vain  puisuita, 

This  infancy  of  Being,  cannot  prove 

The  final  issue  of  the  worics  of  God,  * 

By  boundless  love  and  perfect  wisdom  fiwni'dy 

And  ever  rising  with  the  rising  mind. 


AuTUMK.     17Sa 

Argumeni, 

the  subject  proposed.  Addressed  to  Mr.  Onslow. 
A  prospect  of  the  fields  ready  for  harvest.  Re. 
flections  in  praise  of  industry  raised  by  that  view. 
Reaping.  A  tale  relative  to  it.  A  harvest-storm. 
Shooting  and  hunting,  their  barbarity.  A  lu- 
dicrous account  of  fox-hunting.  A  view  of  an 
orchard.  Wail-fruit.  A  vineyivd.  A  description 
of  fogs,  frequent  in  the  latter  part  of  Autumn : 
whence  a  digression,  enquiring  into  the  rise  cf 
fountains  and  rivers.  Birds  of  season  considered^ 
that  now  sliift  their  habitation.  The  prodigious 
number  of  them  that  cover  the  northern  and 
western  isles  of  Scotland.  Hence  a  view  of  the 
country.  A  prospect  of  the  discoloured,  fading 
woods.  After  a  gentle  dusky  day,  moon-light. 
Autumnal  meteors.  Morning:  to  which  succeeds 
a  calm,  pure,  sun-shiny  day,  ^ch  'as  usually 
shuts  up  the  season.  Hie  harvest  being  gatliered 
in,  the  country  dissolved  in  joy.  The  whole 
concludes  with  a  panegyric  on  a  philosophical 
country  life. 

CaowN'o  with  the  sickle  and  the  wheaten  sheaf. 
While  Autumn,  nodding  o'er  the  yellow  plain. 
Comes  jovial  on ;  the  Doric  reed  once  more, 
Well  pleas'd,  I  tune.     Whate'er  the  Wintery  frost 
Nitrous  prepar'd ;  the  various-blossom'd  Spring 
Put  in  white  promise  forth ;  and  Summer  suns 
Concocted  strong,  rush  boundless  now  to  view. 
Full,  perfect  all,  and  swell  my  glorious  theme. 
Onslow !  the  Muse,  ambitious  of  thy  luune, 
To  grace,  inspire,  and  dignify  her  song. 
Would  from  the  public  voice  thy  gentle  ear 
Awhile  engage.     Thy  noble  care  she  knows, 
The  patriot  virtues  that  distend  thy  thought, 
Spread  on  thy  front,  and  in  thy  bosom  glow ; 
While  listening  seiuites  hang  upon  thy  tongue 
Devolving  through  the  maze  of  eloquence 
A  roll  of  periods  sweeter  than  her  song. 
But  she  too  pants  for  public  rirtue ;  she^ 
Though  weak  of  power,  yet  strong  in  ardent  will, 
Whene'er  her  country  rushes  on  her  heart, 
Assumes  a  bolder  note,  and  fondly  tries 
To  mix  the  patriot's  with  the  poet's  flame. 

When  the  bright  Vurgin  gives  the  beauteous  d^ya, 
And  Libra  weighs  in  equal  scales  the  year ; 
From  Heaven's  high   cope  the    fierce  effulgence 

shook 
Of  pardrtg  Summer,  a  serener  blue, 
With  golden  light  enlivened,  wide  invests 
The  happy  world.     Attemper *d  suns  arise, 
Sweet-beam'd,    and  shedding  oft    tlvough    lucid 

clouds 
A  pleasing  calm ;  while  broad,  and  brovrn,  below. 
Extensive  harvests  hang  the  heavy  head. 
Rich,  silent,  deep,  they  stand ;  for  not  a  gale 
Rolls  its  light  billows  o'er  the  bending  plain : 
A  calm  of  plenty !  till  tlie  ruffled  air 
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Falls  from  its  poise,  and  gives  tbe  breeze  to  blow. 
Rent  is  the  fleecy  mantle  of  the  sky ; 
I1ic  clouds  fly  different ;  and  the  sudden  Sun 
By  flts  effulgent  gilds  th*  illumip^d  field, 
And  black  by  fits  the  shadows  sweep  along. 
A  gaily-chequer*d  heart-expanding  view. 
Far  as  tlie  circling  eye  can  shoot  around^ 
Unbounded  tossing  in  a  flood  of  com. 

These  are  thy  blessings,  Industry !  rough  power ; 
Whom  liJ)our  still  attends,  and  sweat,  and  pain  : 
Yet  the  kind  source  of  every  gentle  art. 
And  all  tlie  soft  civility  of  life : 
Raiser  of  human-kind !  by  Nature  cast. 
Naked,  and  helpless,  out  amid  the  woods 
And  wilds,  to  rude  inclement  elements ; 
With  various  seeds  of  art  deep  in  the  mind 
Implanted,  and  profusely  pour'd  around 
Materials  infinite ;  but  idle  ail. 
Still  unexerted,  in  th'  unconscious  breast. 
Slept  the  lethargic  powers ;  corruption  still. 
Voracious,  swallow'd  what  the  liberal  hand 
Of  bounty  scattered  o*er  the  savage  year : 
And  still  the  sad  barbarian,  roving,  mix*d 
With  beasts  of  prey ;  or  for  his  acorn-meal 
Fought  the  fierce  tusky  boar  ;  a  shivering  wretch ! 
Aghastf  and  comfortless,  when  the  bleak  north, 
With  Winter  charg*d,  let  the  mix*d  tempest  fly 
Hail,  rain»  and  snow,  and  bitter-breathing  frost : 
Then  to  the  shelter  of  the  hut  he  fled ; 
And  the  wild  season,  sordid,  pin'd  away. 
For  home  he  had  not ;  home  is  the  resort 
Of  love,  of  joy,  of  peace  and  plenty,  where, 
Supported  and  supporting,  polish*d  friends, 
And  dear  relations,  mingle  into  bliss. 
But  this  the  rugged  savage  never  felt, 
£v'n  desolate  in  crowds  ;  and  thus  his  days 
RoU'd  heavy,  dark,  and  unenjoy'd  along : 
A  waste  of  time :  till  Industry  approach*d. 
And  rous'd  him  from  his  miserable  sloth  : 
His  faculties  unfolded ;  pointed  out 
Where  lavish  Nature  the  directing  hand 
CH  Art  demanded ;  showed  him  how  to  raise 
His  feeble  force  by  the  mechanic  powers. 
To  dig  tbe  mincrsd  from  the  vaulted  ILarth, 
On  what  to  turn  the  piercing  rage  of  tire. 
On  what  tlie  torrent,  and  the  gather'd  blast ; 
Gave  the  tall  andent  forest  to  his  axe ; 
Taught  him  to  chip  the  wood,  and  hew  the  stone. 
Till  by  (^grees  the  finishM  fabric  rose ; 
Tore  from  his  limbs  tlie  blood-polluted  fur. 
And  wrapt  them  in  the  woolly  vestment  warm. 
Or  bright  in  glossy  silk,  and  flowing  lawn  ; 
With  wholesome  viands  fiird  his  table,  pour*d 
The  gen^ous  glass  around,  inspir'd  to  wake 
The  life-refining  soul  of  decent  wit : 
Nor  stopp'd  at  barren  bare  necessity ; 
But,  still  advancing  bolder,  led  him  on 
To  pomp,  to  pleasure,  elegance,  and  grace ; 
And,  breathing  hi^  ambition  through  his  soul. 
Set  science,  wisdom,  glory,  in  lus  view. 
And  bade  him  be  the  Lord  of  all  below. 

Then  gathering  men  their  natural  powers  combined, 
And  form'd  a  public;  to  the  general  good 
Submitting,  aiming,  and  conducting  all. 
For  this  the  patriot-council  met,  the  fiill, 
The  free,  and  fairly  represented  tckole  ; 
For  this  they  plann*d  the  holy  guardian  laws, 
IXstinguish'd  orders,  animated  arts. 
And,  with  joint  force  Oppression  chaining,  set 
Imperial  Justice  at  the  helm ;  yet  still 


To  them  accountable ;  nor  akvish  drMm'd 
That  toiling  millions  must  resign  their  w«d. 
And  all  the  honey  of  their  search,  to  such 
As  for  themselves  alone  tbcmsdves  have  nis*d 

Hence  every  form  of  cultivsled  file 
In  order  set,  protected,  and  inspired. 
Into  perfection  wrou^iL     Uniting  all. 
Society  grew  nimiavus,  high,  polite. 
And  happy.     Nurse  of  art !  ibe  aty  rear*d 
In  beauteous  pride  her  tower-endrded  head ; 
And,  stretching  street  on  street,  by  thousands  drew, 
From  twining  woody  haunts,  or  the  tough  yew 
To  bows  strong-straining,  her  aqiiring  sons. 

Hien  Commerce  brou^it  into  tbe  public  walk 
The  busy  merchant ;  the  big  mr^bftnue  buah ; 
Rais'd  die  strong  crane;  choak'd  up  tbe  loaded 

street 
With  foreign  plenty ;  and  tiiy  stream,  O  Tfaanie^ 
Large,  gentle,  deep,  majestic,  king  a(f  floods ! 
Chose  for  his  grand  resort.     On  either  hand. 
Like  a  long  wintery  forest  groves  of  masts 
Shot  up  their  spires;  the  bellying  sheet  bdween 
Possess'd  the  breexy  vrnd ;  thie  aoo^  hulk 
Steer*d  sluggish  on  ;  the  splendid  barge  aJoag 
Row*d,  r^ular,  to  hannony ;  armind. 
The  boat,  light  skimming,  stretcb'd  its  oaory  wings ; 
While  deep  the  various  voice  of  fervent  toQ      [oak 
From  bank  to  bank  increas*d ;  vrlience  ribb*d  with 
To  bear  the  British  thunder,  black,  and  bdd. 
The  roaring  vessel  rush*d  into  the  main. 

Hien  too  the  pUlar'd  dome,  magnific,  hesv*d 
Its  ample  roof;  and  Luxury  within 
Pour*d  out  her  glittering  stoires ;  the  canvass  smooth. 
With  glowing  life  protuberant,  to  the  view 
Embodied  rose ;  the  statue  seem*d  to  brcscfae. 
And  sofken  into  flesh,  beneath  the  touch 
Of  forming  art,  imagination-flushed. 

All  is  the  gift  of  Industry ;  whate'er 
Exalts,  embellishes,  and  renders  Ufe 
DelightfuL     Pensive  Winter  cheer'd  by  him 
Sits  at  the  social  fire,  and  hi^ipy  hears 
Th*  excluded  tempest  idly  rave  along ; 
His  harden *d  fingers  dedc  the  gaudy  Spring ; 
Without  him  Summer  were  an  arid  waste  ; 
Nor  to  th*  Autumnal  months  could  thus  tnmsnut 
Those  full,  mature,  immeasuresble  stores, 
That,  waving  round,  recall  my  wandering  soo^ 

Soon  as  the  morning  trembles  o*er  tbe  sky. 
And,  unperceiv'd,  unfolds  the  spreading  day  ; 
Before  the  ripen*d  field  the  reapers  stand, 
In  fiur  array ;  each  by  the  lass  he  loves. 
To  bear  the  rougher  part,  and  mitigate 
By  nameless  gentle  oflSces  her  toiL 
At  once  they  stoop  and  swell  the  lusty  sfaenres ; 
While  through  their  cheoful  band  the  ruiml  talk, 
The  rural  scandal,  and  the  rural  jest. 
Fly  harmless,  to  deceive  the  tedious  time. 
And  steal  unfelt  the  sultry  hours  away. 
Behind  the  master  walks,  builds  up  the  shocks  ; 
And,  conscious,  glancing  oft  on  every  side 
His  sated  eye,  feels  his  heart  heave  vrith  joy. 
The  gleaners  spread  around,  and  here  and  there. 
Spike  af^  spike,  their  scanty  harvest  pidi. 
Be  not  too  narrow,  husbandmen;  bul  fling 
From  the  full  sheaf,  with  charitable  stealth. 
The  liberal  handful.     Think,  oh,  grateful  think  ! 
How  good  the  God  of  Harvest  is  to  you ; 
Who  pours  abundance  o*er  your  flowing  fields ; 
While  these  unhappy  partners  of  your  kind 

N)ver  round  you  like  the  fowls  of  Heaven, 
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And  ask  their  humble  dole.     The  various  turns 
Of  fortune  ponder ;  that  your  sons  may  want 
\%liat  now,  with  hard  reluctance,  faint,  ye  give. 

The  lovely  young  Lavinia  once  had  friends ; 
And  Fortune  smil'd,  deceitful,  on  her  birth. 
For,  m  her  helpless  years  depriv*d  of  all. 
Of  every  stay,  save  Innocence  and  Heaven, 
She,  with  her  widow'd  mother,  feeble,  old. 
And  poor,  liv*d  in  a  cottage,  far  retir*d 
Among  the  windings  of  a  woody  vale ; 
By  solitude  and  deep  surrounding  shades. 
But  umre  by  bashful  modesty,  concearA. 
Together  thus  they  shunn'd  the  cruel  scorn 
Which  virtue,  sunk  to  poverty,  would  meet 
FhMn  giddy  passion  and  low-minded  pride : 
Almost  on  Nature*s  common  bounty  fed ; 
Like  the  gay  birds  that  sung  them  to  repose, 
Content,  and  careless  of  to>morrow's  fare. 
Her  form  was  fresher  than  the  morning  rose. 
When  the  dew  wets  its  leaves ;  unstain*d  and  pure. 
As  is  the  lily,  or  the  mountain  snow. 
Hie  modest  virtues  mingled  in  her  eyes, 
Still  on  the  ground  dejected,  darting  all 
Tbetr  humid  beams  into  the  blooming  flowers ; 
Or  when  the  mournful  tale  her  mother  told. 
Of  what  her  faithless  fortune  promis'd  once^ 
Tfariird  in  her  thought,  they,  like  the  devry  star 
Of  evening,  shone  in  tears.     A  native  grace 
Sat  fiur-proportion'd  on  her  polish'd  limbs, 
Veird  in  a  simple  robe,  their  best  attire, 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  dress ;  for  loveliness  « 

Noeds  not  the  foreign  aid  of  ornament. 
But  is  when  unadorn*d  adorn'd  the  most 
Thoughtless  of  beauty,  she  was  Beauty*s  self. 
Recluse  amid  the  close-embowering  woods. 
As  in  the  hollow  breast  of  Appenine, 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  encircling  hills 
A  myrtle  rises,  far  from  human  eye, 
And  breathes  its  balmy  fragrance  o*er  the  wild ; 
So  flourish*d  blooming,  and  unseen  by  all, 
The  sweet  Lavinia;  tUl,  at  length,  compeird 
By  strong  Necessity's  supreme  command. 
With  smiling  patience  in  her  looks,  she  went 
To  glean  Palemon*s  fields.     The  pride  of  swains 
Palemon  was,  the  generous,  and  the  rich ; 
Who  led  the  rural  life  in  all  its  joy 
And  elegance,  such  as  Arcadian  song 
Transmits  from  ancient  uncomipted  times ; 
When  tyrant  custom  had  not  shackled  man, 
But  free  to  follow  nature  was  the  mode. 
He  then,  hh  fancy  with  autumnal  scenes 
Anntaing,  chanc'd  beside  his  reaper-train 
To  walk,  when  poor  Lavinia  drew  his  eye ; 
Unconscious  of  her  power,  and  turning  quick 
Widi  unaffected  blushes  from  his  gaxe  : 
He  saw  her  charming,  but  he  saw  not  half 
The  cfaanns  her  dovmcast  modesty  conceal'd. 
Uttt  Tcry  moment  love  and  chaste  desire 
Sprung  in  his  bosom,  to  himself  unknown ; 
For  stdl  the  world  prevail'd)  and  its  dread  laugh, 
Which  scarce  the  firm  philosopher  cau  scorn. 
Should  his  heart  own  a  gleaner  in  the  field : 
And  thus  in  secret  to  his  soul  he  sigh'd. 

«  What  pity !  that  so  delicate  a  form, 
By  beauty  kindled,  where  enlivening  sense 
And  more  than  vulgar  goodness  seem  to  dwell. 
Should  be  devoted  to  the  rude  embrace 
Of  some  indecent  cloivn  !  She  looks,  methinks, 
Of  old  Acasto's  line ;  and  to  my  mind 
Recalls  that  patron  of  my  happy  life, 


From  whom  my  liberal  fortune  took  its  rise ; 
Now  to  the  dust  gone  down  ;  his  houses,  lands, 
And  once  fair-spreading  family,  dissolved. 
'Tis  said  that  in  some  lone  obscure  retreat, 
Ui^*d  by  remembrance  sad,  and  decent  pride. 
Far  from  those  scenes  which  knew  their  better  days. 
His  aged  widow  and  his  daughter  live. 
Whom  yet  my  fruitless  search  could  never  find. 
Romantic  wish  !  would  this  the  daughter  were  !** 

When,  strict  enquiring,  from  herself  he  found 
She  was  the  same,  the  daughter  of  his  friend, 
Of  bountiful  Acasto ;  who  can  speak 
The  mingled  passions  that  surprised  his  heart. 
And  through  his  nerves  in  shivering  transport  ran  / 
Then  blax*d  his  smother'd  fiame,  avow'd,  and  bold ; 
And,  as  he  view'd  her,  ardent,  o'er  and  o*er, 
Loye,  gratitude,  and  pity,  wept  at  once. 
Confus'd,  and  frightenM  at  his  sudden  tears, 
Her  rising  beauties  flush'd  a  higher  bloom, 
As  thus  Palemon,  passionate  and  just, 
Pour*d  out  the  pious  rapture  of  his  soul. 

"  And  art  thou  then  Acasto's  dear  remains  ? 
She,  whom  my  restless  gratitude  has  sought 
So  long  in  vain  ?     O,  Heavens  !  the  very  same, 
The  soAen'd  image  of  my  noble  friend, 
Alive  his  every  look,  his  every  feature, 
More  elegantly  touched.     Sweeter  than  Spring ! 
Thou  sole  surviving  blossom  from  the  root 
That  nourish*d  up  my  fortune !  say,  ah  where. 
In  what  sequestered  desert,  hast  thou  drawn 
The  kindest  aspect  of  delighted  Heaven  ? 
Into  such  beauty  spread,  and  blown  so  fair ; 
Though  poverty's  cold  wind,  and  crushing  rain, 
Beat  keen,  and  heavy,  on  thy  tender  years  ? 
O  let  me  now,  into  a  richer  soil,  [sliowers, 

Transplant    thee    safe!    where  vernal    suns,  and 
Diffuse  their  warmest,  largest  influence ; 
And  of  my  garden  be  the  pride  and  joy ! 
Ill  it  befits  thee,  oh !  it  ill  befits 
Acasto's  daughter,  his  whose  open  stores. 
Though  vast,  were  little  to  his  ampler  heart, 
The  father  of  a  country,  thus  to  pick 
The  very  refuse  of  those  harvest-fields. 
Which  fVom  his  bounteous  friendship  I  enjoy 
Then  throw  that  shameful  pittance  from  thy  hand, 
But  ill  apply 'd  to  such  a  rugged  task  ; 
The  fields,  die  master,  all,  my  fair,  are  thine ; 
If  to  the  various  blessings  which  tliy  house 
Has  on  me  lavish'd,  thou  wilt  add  that  bliss, 
Hiat  dearest  bliss,  the  power  of  blessing  thee  !*' 

Here  ceas'd  the  youth,  yet  still  his  speaking  eye 
Express'd  the  sacred  triumph  ot  his  soul. 
With  conscious  virtue,  gratitude,  and  love, 
Above  the  vulgar  joy  divinely  rais*d. 
Nor  waited  he  reply.     Won  by  the  charm 
Of  goodness  irresistible,  and  all 
In  sweet  disorder  lost,  she  blush'd  consent. 
The  news  immediate  to  her  mother  brought. 
While,  pierc'd  with  aniious  thought,  she  pin'd  away 
The  lonely  moments  for  Lavinia's  fate ; 
Amaz'd,  and  scarce  believing  what  she  heard, 
Joy  seiz'd  her  wither'd  veins,  and  one  bright  gleam 
Of  setting  life  shone  on  her  evening  hours  : 
Not  less  enraptur'd  than  the  happy  pair ; 
Who  fiourish'd  long  in  tender  bliss,  and  rear*d 
A  numerous  offspring,  lovely  like  themselves. 
And  good,  the  grace  of  all  the  country  round. 

Defeating  ofl  the  labours  of  tlie  year, 
The  sultry  south  collects  a  potent  blast 
At  first,  the  groves  are  scarcely  seen  to  stir 
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Tbdr  trembUng  tops,  and  •  idll  nniniuir  ruin 
Along  the  soft-incUning  fields  of  com. 
But  as  th*  aerial  tempest  fuller  swells. 
And  in  one  mighty  stream,  invisible. 
Immense,  the  whole  excited  atmosphere. 
Impetuous  rushes  o*er  the  sounding  world : 
Strain'd  to  the  root,  the  stooping  forest  poors 
A  rustling  shower  of  yet  untimely  leaves. 
High-beat,  the  circling  mountains  eddy  in, 
fVom  the  bare  wild,  the  dissipated  storm. 
And  send  it  in  a  torrent  down  the  vale. 
£xpos*d,  and  naked,  to  its  utmost  rage, 
Throu|^  all  the  sea  of  harvest  rolling  round, 
llie  billowy  plain  floats  wide ;  nor  can  evade, 
Though  pliant  to  the  blast,  its  seizing  force ; 
Or  whirl'd  in  air,  or  into  vacant  chaff 
Shook  waste.     And  sometimes  too  a  burst  of  rain. 
Swept  from  the  black  horixon,  broad,  descends 
In  one  continuous  flood.     StiU  over  head 
The  mingling  tempest  weaves  its  gloom,  and  still 
The  deluge  deepens ;  till  the  fields  around 
Lie  sunk  and  flatted,  in  the  sordid  wave. 
Sudden,  the  ditches  swell ;  the  meadows  swim. 
Red,  from  the  hiUs,  innumerable  streams 
Tumultuous  roar ;  and  high  above  its  banks 
Tlie  river  lift ;  before  whose  rushing  tide. 
Herds,  flocks,  and  harvest,  cottages,  and  swains. 
Roll  mingled  down ;  all  that  the  winds  had  spar*d 
In  one  wild  moment  ruin*d ;  the  big  hopes. 
And  well-eam*d  treasures  of  the  painful  year. 
Fled  to  some  eminence,  the  husbandman 
Helpless  beholds  the  miserable  wreck 
Driving  along :  his  drowning  ox  at  once 
Descending,  with  his  labours  scatter'd  round. 
He  sees ;  and  instant  o*er  his  shivering  thought 
Comes  Winter  unprovided,  and  a  train 
Of  claimant  children  dear.     Ye  masters,  then, 
Be  mindful  of  the  rough  laborious  hand. 
That  sinks  you  soft  in  elegance  and  ease ; 
Be  mindful  of  those  hmba  in  russet  clad. 
Whose  toil  to  yours  is  warmth,  and  graceful  pride : 
And,  oh !  be  mindful  of  that  sparing  board. 
Which  covers  yours  with  luxury  profuse. 
Makes  your  glass  sparkle,  and  your  sense  rejoice .' 
Nor  cruelly  demand  what  the  deep  rains 
And  alUinvolving  winds  have  swept  away. 

Here  the  rude  clamour  of  the  sportsman's  joy. 
The  gun  fast^thundering,  and  the  winded  horn. 
Would  tempt  the  Muse  to  dng  the  rural  game : 
How,  in  his  mid-career,  the  spaniel  struck. 
Stiff,  by  the  tainted  gale,  with  open  ni>se, 
Out-8tretch*d,  and  finely  sensible,  thaws  full. 
Fearful,  and  cautious  on  the  latent  prey  ; 
As  in  the  san  the  circling  covey  bask 
Their  varied  plumes,  and  watchful  every  wny, 
Hirough  the  rough  stubble  turn  the  secret  eye. 
Caught  in  the  mohy  snare,  in  vain  they  beat 
Their  idle  wings,  entangled  more  and  more : 
Nor  on  the  surges  of  the  boundless  air, 
Though  borne  triumphant,  are  they  safe  ;  the  goi^ 
Gknc'djust,  and  sudden,  from  the  fowler's  ey^ 
O'ertakes  their  sounding  pinions  ;  and  again, 
Immediate,  brings  them  from  die  towering  wing, 
Dead  to  the  ground :  or  drives  them  wide-dispers*4. 
Wounded,  anud  wheeling  varioos,  down  the  wind. 

Hiese  are  not  subjects  for  the  peaceftil  Muse, 
Nor  will  she  stain  with  such  her  spotl^  song ; 
Then  most  delighted,  when  she  social  sees 
The  whole  mix'd  animal  creation  round 
AltfC,  and  happy.    *Tis  not  joy  to  her. 


Hiis  fidsely-checiful  baibaroos  gune  of  deadi ; 
Tbis  rage  of  pleasora, ^Hndi tfaerestleH youth 
Awakes,  impatient,  with  the  gtraniing  mom  ; 
When  beasts  of  prey  retire,  that  all  ni^  Iw^ 
Urg'd  by  necessity,  had  lang'd  the  dark. 
As  if  their  conscious  ravage  shunn'd  the  ligfa^ 
Asham'd.     Not  so  the  steady  tyrant  man. 
Who  with  the  tbou^itless  indolence  of  power 
Inflam'd,  beyond  the  most  infuriate  wrath 
Of  the  worst  monster  that  e*er  roam'd  the 
For  sport  alone  pursues  the  cruel  dune. 
Amid  the  btamings  of  the  gentle  days. 
Upbraid,  ye  ravening  tribes,  our  wantcm  ngc^ 
For  hunger  kindles  you,  and  lawless  want ; 
But  lavi^  fed,  in  Nature's  bounty  roll*d. 
To  joy  at  anguish,  and  delight  in  blood. 
Is  what  your  horrid  bosoms  never  knew. 

PocM"  is  the  triumph  o*er  the  timid  hare ! 
Scar*d  from  the  com,  and  now  to  some  lone  seat 
Redr'd  :  the  rushy  fen ;  the  ragged  furse^ 
Stretch*d  o*er  the  stony  heath ;  the  stubble  tStmpt ; 
The  thistly  lawn ;  thethick^entangled  broom  ; 
Of  the  same  friendly  hue,  the  wither*d  fern  ; 
The  fallow  ground  laid  open  to  the  Sun, 
Concoctive ;  and  the  nodding  sandy  bank. 
Hung  o'er  the  mazes  of  the  mountain  brook. 
Vain  is  lier  best  precaution  ;  though  she 
Conceal'd,  with  folded  ears ;  unsleeping 
By  Nature  rais'd  to  take  th*  horizon  in ; 
And  head  couch*d  close  betwixt  her  haiiy  tettp 
In  act  to  spring  away.     The  scented  dew 
Betrays  her  early  labyrinth ;  and  deep. 
In  scatter'd  sullen  openings,  far  behind. 
With  every  breeze  she  hears  the  coming  stomi. 
But  nearer,  and  more  frequent,  as  it  loads 
The  sighing  gale,  she  springs  amaz'd,  and  all 
The  savage  soul  of  game  is  up  at  once : 
The  pack  full-opening,  various ;  the  shrill  ham 
Resounded  from  the  hills ;  the  neighing  steed. 
Wild  for  the  chase :  and  the  loud  hunter's  shout ; 
O'er  a  weak,  harmless,  flying  creature^  all 
Miz'd  in  mad  tumult,  and  discordant  joj. 

The  stag  too,  singled  from  die  herd,  where  ]on|p 
He  rang'd  the  branching  monardi  of  the  shades. 
Before  the  tempest  drives.     At  first,  in  speed 
He,  sprightly,  puts  his  faith ;  and,  roos'd  by  fcu^ 
Gives  all  his  swift  aerial  soul  to  flight ; 
Against  the  breeze  he  darts,  that  wi^  the  more 
To  leave  the  lessening  murderous  cry  behind : 
Deception  short;  though  fleeter  than  the  wmds 
Blown  o'er  the  keen-air'd  mountains  by  the  north. 
He  bursts  the  thickets,  glances  through  the  giadea^ 
And  plunges  deep  into  the  wildest  wood ; 
If  slow,  yet  sure,  adhesive  to  the  track 
Hot-steaming,  up  behind  him  come  again 
ITi*  inhuman  rout,  and  from  the  shady  depth 
Expel  him,  circling  through  his  every  shift. 
He  sweeps  the  forest  oft ;  and  sobbing  sees 
The  glades,  mild  opening  to  the  golden  day ; 
Where,  in  kind  contest,  with  his  butting  finenda 
He  wont  to  struggle,  or  his  loves  enjojit 
Oft  in  the  full-descending  flood  he  tries 
To  lose  the  scent,  and  lave  his  burning  adcs : 
Oft  seeks  the  herd ;  the  watchful  hero,  alarm'd. 
With  selfi^  care  avmd  a  brodier's  woe. 
"What  shall  he  do  ?     His  once  so  vivid  nerves. 
So  full  of  buoyant  spirit,  now  no  more 
Inspire  the  course ;  but  fainting  breathless  toil. 
Sick,  seises  on  his  heart :  he  sunds  at  bay  ; 
And  puts  his  last  weak  refuge  in  despair. 
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The  big  itmnd  teirt  nm  down  hU  d^ipled  ftce ; 
He  gTOMM  in  •ngiiiih  ;  while  the  growling  packy 
BUxkUmppj,  hang  at  his  fair  jutting  chest, 
And  maik  fail  beauteous  chequer*d  sides  with  gore. 

Of  tfab  cnou^     But  if  the  sylyan  youth, 
Whose  ferrent  blood  boils  into  Tiolence, 
Must  have  the  chase ;  behold,  despising  flight. 
The  lous'd-up  lion,  resolute,  and  slow, 
Admmcing  liill  on  the  protenMl  spear. 
And  eoward-band,  that  circling  wheel  aloof. 
Slunk  from  the  caTem,  and  the  troubled  wood. 
Sec  the  grim  wolf;  on  him  his  shaggy  foe 
Vindietive  ^  and  let  the  ruffian  die : 
Or,  growling  homd,  as  the  brindled  boar 
Grins  fell  destruction,  to  the  monster's  heart 
Let  the  dart  lighten  horn  the  nervous  arm. 

Tbeae  Britain  knows  not ;  give,  ye  Britons^  then 
Your  apoctiTe  luiy,  pitiless,  to  pour 
Loose  on  the  nightly  robber  of  the  fold : 
Him,  fttim  fab  cmggy  winding  haunts  unearth*d. 
Let  all  the  thunder  ^of  the  chase  pursue. 
Throw  the  broad  ditch  behind  you ;  o*er  the  hedge 
High  bound,  resistless ;  nor  the  deep  morass 
Rd^ne,  bat  through  the  shaking  wilderness 
Pick  your  nice  way ;  into  the  perilous  flood 
Bear  fearlcai^  of  the  raging  instinct  full ; 
And  as  you  ride  the  torrent,  to  the  banks 
Your  trittii^ih  sound  sonorous,  running  round. 
From  rock  to  rock,  in  circling  echoes  tost ; 
Then  acaJe  the  mountains  to  theur  woody  tops ; 
Rush  down  the  dangerous  steep ;  and  o'er  the  lawn, 
In  ftncy  swallowing  up  the  q[iaoe  between, 
I^aur  all  your  speed  into  the  rapid  game; 
For  happy  he !  who  tops  the  wheeling  chase ; 
Has  every  mase  evolv'd,  and  every  guile 
Disdos'd  ;  who  knows  the  merits  of  the  pack ; 
Who  saw  the  rillain  seis'd,  and  dying  hard. 
Without  complaint,  though  by  an  hundred  mouths 
Selcntleaa  torn :   O  glorious  he,  beyond 
His  daring  peers!  when  the  retreating  horn 
Calls  than  to  ghostly  halb  of  grey  renown. 
With  woodland  honoun  grsc'd ;  the  fox's  fur, 
Depending  decent  from  the  roof;  and  spread 
Round  the  drear  walls,  with  antic  flgures  fierce^ 
The  itag*s  laige  front :  he  then  is  loudest  heard. 
When  die  night  staggers  with  severer  toils, 
With  fiwta  Thessalian  Centaurs  never  knew, 
And  tfaetr  repeated  vronders  shake  the  dome. 
But  first  the  fuel'd  chimney  blazes  wide ; 
The  tankards  foam ;  and  the  strong  table  groans 
Beneath  the  smoking  surloin,  stretch'd  immense 
From  side  to  side ;  in  which,  with  desperate  knife. 
They  deep  indaion  make,  and  talk  the  while 
Of  Engfamd's  glory,  ne'er  to  be  defac'd 
While  hence  ttey  borrow  vigour :  or  amain 
Into  the  pasty  plung'd,  at  intervals. 
If  stomofch  keen  can  intervals  allow, 
Brlaring  all  the  glories  of  the  chase. 
Then  aated  Hunger  bids  his  brother  TUrrt 
Aroduee  the  mighty  bowl ;  the  mighty  bowl, 
Swiril'd  high  with  fiery  juice,  steams  libenl  round 
A  potent  gale,  detickms  as  the  breath 
Of  Mala  to  the  love-sick  shepherdess, 
On  violets  dillus'd,  while  soft  she  hears 
Her  panting  shepherd  stealing  to  bev  arms. 
Xor  wanting  is  the  brown  October,  drawn. 
Mature  and  perfect,  from  his  dark  retreat 
Of  tfairty  years ;  and  now  liis  faonest  fixmt 
Flames  in  the  light  refulgent,  not  aflraid 
£v'n  vrith  die  vineyard's  bast  produce  ta  rie.. 


To  cheat  the  diinty  momenta^  Whist  awhila 
Walks  his  dull  round,  beneath  a  cloud  of  smoke, 
Wreath'd  firagrant  from  the  pipe ;  or  the  quick  dioc^ 
In  thunder  leaping  from  the  box,  awake 
Hie  sounding  gammon :  while  romp-loving  M?— 
Is  haul'd  about,  in  gallantry  robust 

At  last  these  puling  idlenesses  laid 
Aside,  frequent  and  mil,  the  dry  divan 
Close  in  firm  circle ;  and  set,  ardent,  in 
For  serious  drinking.     Nor  evasion  sly, 
Nor  sober  shift,  is  to  the  puking  wretch 
Indulg'd  apart ;  but  earnest,  brinuning  bowls 
Lave  every  soul,  the  table  floating  round. 
And  pavement,  fidthless  to  the  fuddled  foot. 
Hius  as  they  swim  in  mutual  swill,  the  talk. 
Vociferous  at  once  from  twen^  tongues. 
Reels    fast  from  theme  to  theme;    finmi  horsey 

hounds. 
To  church  or  mistress^  politics  or  ghost, 
In  endless  maxes,  intricate,  perplex  *d. 
Meantime,  with  sudden  interruption,  loud, 
Th*  impatient  catch  burstt  from  the  joyous  heart  $ 
That  moment  touch'd  is  every  kindred  soul ; 
And,  opening  in  a  fuU-mouth'd  ay  of  joy. 
The  laugh,  the  dap,  the  jocund  curse,  go  round  ; 
While^  from  their  slumbers  shook,  the  kenneird 

hounds 
Mix  in  the  music  of  the  day  again. 
As  when  the  tempest,  that  has  vex'd  the  deep 
The  dark  ni^ht  long,  with  fainter  murmurs  falls ; 
So  gradual  sinks  their  mirth.     Their  feeble  tongues^ 
Unable  to  take  up  the  cumbrous  word. 
Lie  quite  dissohr'd.     Before  their  maudlin  eyes, 
Seen  dim,  and  blue,  the  double  tapers  dance, 
like  the  Sun  wading  through  the  misty  sky. 
Hien  sliding  soft,  they  dn^     Confus'd  abov^ 
Glasses  and  bottles,  pipes  and  gaxetteers. 
As  if  the  table  ev'n  itself  wss  drunk. 
Lie  a  wet  broken  scene ;  and  wide,  below. 
Is  heap'd  the  social  slaughter  ;  wliere  astride 
The  ItMer  power  in  filthy  triumph  sits, 
Slumberous,  inclining  sdll  from  side  to  side. 
And  steeps  them  drench'd  in  potent  sleep  till  morn. 
Ferhaps  some  doctor,  of  tremendous  paunch, 
Aweful  and  deep,  a  black  abyss  of  drink. 
Out-lives  them  all ;  and  from  his  bury'd  flock 
Retiring,  full  of  rumination  sad. 
Laments  the  weakness  of  these  latter  times. 
But  if  the  rougher  sex  by  this  fierce  sport 
Is  hurried  wild,  let  not  such  horrid  joy 
E'er  stain  the  bosom  of  die  British  fair. 
Far  be  the  spirit  of  the  chase  from  them ! 
Uncomely  courage,  unbeseeming  skill  * 
To  spring  the  fence,  to  rein  the  prancing  steed  ; 
The  cap,  the  whip,  the  masculine  attire ; 
In  which  they  roughen  to  the  sense,  and  all 
Hie  winning  softness  of  their  sex  is  lost 
In  them  'tis  graceful  to  dissolve  at  woe; 
With  every  motion,  every  word,  to  wave 
Quick  o'er  the  kindling  cheek  the  ready  blush  $ 
And  from  the  smallest  riolence  to  shrink 
Unequal,  then  the  loveliest  in  their  lean ; 
And  by  this  dlent  aduladon,  soft. 
To  th^  protection  more  engaging  man. 
O  may  their  eyes  no  miserable  si^t. 
Save  wee|Mng  lovers,  see»!  a  nobler  game, 
Through  Love's  enchanting  wiles  pursued,  yet  fled. 
In  chase  ambiguous.     May  their  tender  limbs 
Float  in  the  loose  simplicity  of  dress ! 
And,  fashion *d  all  to  hunnony,,  alone 
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Know  thej  to  seize'  the  captivated  soul, 

In  rapture  warbled  firom  love-breathing  lips ; 

To  teach  the  lute  to  languish ;  with  sinooth  step, 

Disclosing  motion  in  its  every  diarm, 

To  swim  along,  and  swell  the  maxy  dance; 

To  train  the  foliage  o*er  the  snowy  lawn ; 

To  guide  the  pencil,  turn  the  tuneful  page ; 

To  lend  new  flavour  to  the  fruitful  year, 

And  heighten  Nature's  dainties :  in  their  race 

To  rear  their  graces  into  second  life ; 

To  give  society  its  highest  taste ; 

WelLorder'd  home  man's  best  delight  to  make ; 

And  by  submissive  wisdom,  modest  skill. 

With  every  gentle  care-eluding  art. 

To  raise  the  virtues,  animate  the  bliss. 

And  sweeten  all  the  toils  of  human  life : 

This  be  the  fenude  dignity  and  praise. 

Ye  swains,  now  hasten  to  the  haiel  bank ; 
Where,  down  yon  dale,  the  wildly-winding  brook 
Falls  lioarse  from  steep  to  steep.     In  close  amy. 
Fit  for  the  thickets  and  the  tangling  shrub, 
Te  virgins  come.     For  you  their  latest  song 
The  woodlands  raise ;  the  clustering  nuts  for  you 
The  lover  finds  amid  the  secret  shade ; 
And,  where  they  burnish  on  the  to[ftnost  bough| 
With  active  vigour  crushes  down  the  tree ; 
Or  shakes  them  ripe  from  the  resigning  husk, 
A  glossy  shower,  and  of  an  ardent  brown. 
As  are  the  ringlets  of  Melinda*s  hair : 
Melinda !  form'd  with  every  grace  complete. 
Yet  these  neglecting,  above  bniuty  wise. 
And  far  transcending  such  a  vulgar  praise. 

Hence  from  the  busy  joy-resounding  fields, 
In  cheerful  errour,  let  us  tread  the  maze 
Of  Autumn,  unconfin*d ;  and  taste,  reviv*d, 
llie  breath  of  orchard  big  with  bending  fruit 
Obedient  to  the  breeze  and  beating  ray. 
From  the  deep-loaded  bough  a  mellow  shower 
Intessant  melts  away.     The  juicy  year 
Lies,  in  a  soft  proftision,  scatter'd  round. 
A  various  sweetness  swells  the  gentle  race ; 
By  Nature's  all-refining  hand  prepar*d ; 
Of  temper*d  sun,  and  water,  earth,  and  air. 
In  ever-changing  composition  mist 
Such,  falling  frequent  through  the  chiller  night, 
The  fragrant  stores,  the  wide  projected  heaps 
Of  apples,  which  the  lusty-hand^  Tear, 
Innumerous,  o*er  the  blushing  orchard  shakes. 
A  various  spirit,  fresh,  delicious,  keen. 
Dwells  in  their  gelid  pores ;  and,  active,  points 
The  piercing  cyder  for  the  itdntj  tongue : 
Thy  native  theme,  and  boon-inspirer  too, 
Fldlllps,  Pomona's  bard,  the  second  thou 
Who  TkobXy  dunt,  in  riiyme-unfetter'd  verse, 
With  British  freedom  ung  the  British  song : 
How,  from  Silurian  vats,  high-sparkling  wines 
Foam  in  transparent  floods ;  some  strong,  to  dieer 
TTie  wintery  revels  of  the  labouring  hind ; 
And  tasteful  some,  to  cool  the  summer  hours. 

In  this  glad  season,  while  his  sweetest  beams 
The  Sun  sheds  equal  o'er  the  meeken'd  day ; 
Oh,  lose  me  in  the  green  delightful  walks 
Of,  Doddington,  thy  seat,  serene,  and  plain ; 
Where  simple  Nature  reigns ;  and  every  view, 
Diffusive,  spreads  the  pure  Dorsetian  downs, 
In  boundless  prospect :  yonder  shagg'd  with  wood, 
llere  rich  with  harvest,  and  there  white  with  flocks ! 
Meantime  the  grandeur  of  thy  lofty  dome. 
Far  splendid,  seizes  on  the  ravish'd  eye. 
New  beauties  rise  with  each  revolving  day ; 


New  columns  swdl ;  and  still  the  f^cdi  Spring  fiuk 

New  plants  to  quicken,  and  new  groves  to  gran. 

Full  of  thy  genius  all !  the  Muses'  seat : 

Wfaeie,  in  the  secret  bower,  and  winding  walk. 

For  virtuous  Young  and  tliee  they  twine  the  b«y. 

Here  wandering  oft,  fir'd  with  tlie  restless  thint 

Of  thy  applause,  I  solitiry  court 

Hi*  inspiring  breeze :  and  meditate  die  book 

Of  Nature  ever  open:  aiming  thenoe. 

Warm  from  the  heart,  to  learn  ibe  moral  song. 

Here,  as  I  steal  along  the  sunny  wall. 

Where  Autumi\  basks,  with  fruit  empurpled  dcep^ 

My  pleasing  theme  continual  prompts  my  tfaou^ : 

Pk«sents  the  downy  peach ;  the  shining  plum ; 

The  ruddy,  fragrant  nectarine  $  and  dark. 

Beneath  his  ample  leaf,  the  luscious  fig. 

The  vine,  too,  here  her  curiing  tendrib  shoots; 

Hangs  out  her  clusters,  glowing  to  the  south ; 

And  scarcely  wishes  for  a  warmer  sky. 

Turn  we  a  moment  Fancy's  rapid  Bi^ttt 
To  rigorous  soils,  and  climes  of  fair  extent; 
Where,  by  the  potent  Sun  elated  high. 
The  rineyard  swells  refulgent  on  the  day  ; 
Spreads  o'er  the  vale ;  or  up  the  mountain  dimfa^ 
iSrofuse ;  and  drinks  amid  the  sunny  rocks. 
From  cliff  to  cliff  increas'd,  the  beighten'd  blazb 
Low  bend  the  weighty  bou^is.     The  clusters  cksr, 
Half  through  the  foliage  seen,  or  ardent  flame, 
Or  shine  transparent ;  while  perfection  breathes 
White  o'er  the  turgent  film  the  liring  dew. 
As  thus  they  brighten  with  exalted  juice. 
Touch 'd  into  flavour  by  the  mingling  ray ; 
The  rural  youth  and  virgins  o'tr  the  field. 
Each  fond  for  each  to  cull  ^'  autumnal  prime, 
Exulting  rove,  and  speak  the  vintage  ni^ 
Then  comes  the  crushing  swain  ;  the  country  floils, 
And  foams  unbounded  with  the  mashy  flood ; 
Hiat  by  degrees  fermented  and  refin'd. 
Round  the  rais'd  nations  pours  the  cup  of  joy: 
The  claret  smooth,  red  as  the  lip  we  press. 
In  sparkling  fancy,  while  we  drain  the  bowl ; 
The  mellow-tasted  Buigundy ;  and  quid, 
As  is  the  wit  it  gives,  the  gay  Champagne. 

Now,  by  the  cool  declining  year  condens'd, 
Descend  the  copious  exhalations,  dieck'd 
As  up  the  middle  sky  unseen  they  stole, 
And  roll  the  doubling  fogs  around  the  hilL 
No  more  the  mountain,  horrid,  vast,  sublime, 
Who  poun  a  sweep  of  rivers  from  his  sides, 
And  high  between  contending  kingdoms  rears 
The  ro^y  long  division,  filb  the  view 
With  great  variety ;  but  in  a  wght 
Of  gathering  vapour,  from  the  teffled  sense 
Sinks  dark  and  dreary.     Thenoe  expanding  fiu*. 
The  huge  dusk,  gradual,  swallows  up  the  plain : 
Vanish  the  woods ;  the  dim-seen  river  seems 
Sullen,  and  slow,  to  roll  the  misty  wave 
Ev'n  in  the  height  of  noon  opprest,  the  Sun 
Sheds  weak,  and  blunt,  his  wide-refracted  ray ; 
Whence  gUffing  oft,  with  many  a  broadcn'd  0.1; 
He  frights  the  nations.     Indistinct  on  Earth, 
Seen  through  the  turbid  air,  beyond  the  life 
Objects  appear ;  and,  wilder'd,  o'er  the  waste 
The  shepherd  stalks  gigantic.     Till  at  last 
Wreath'd  dun  around,  in  deeper  circles  still 
Successive  closing,  sits  the  general  fog 
Unbounded  o'er  the  world ;  and,  mingling  thick, 
A  formless  grey  confusion  coven  all. 
As  when  of  old  (so  sung  the  Hebrew  hard) 
1 1'^iit,  unroUected,  through  the  Chaos  urg'd 
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Its  infiwt  way ;  nor  Order  yet  hod  dmwn 
His  lowly  tnin  (torn  out  the  dubious  gloom. 

These  roving  mists,  that  constant  now  begin 
To  soioke  along  the  hilly  country,  these, 
With  weighty  rains,  and  melted  Alpine  snows, 
The  mountain-cisterns  fill,  those  ample  stores 
Of  water,  scoop'd  among  the  hollow  rocks ;     [plsy» 
Whence  gush  the  streams,  the  ceaseless  fountains 
And  their  unfailing  wealth  the  rivers  dmw. 
Some  sages  say,  that,  where  the  numerous  wave 
For  ever  lashes  the  resounding  shore, 
DrilI'd  through  the  sandy  stratum,  every  way, 
The  wwten  with  the  sandy  stratum  rise ; 
Amid  whose  angles  infinitely  strain*d, 
Jbej  jo3fful  leave  their  jaggy  salts  behind, 
And  clear  and  sweeten,  as  they  soak  along. 
Nor  stops  the  restless  fiuid,  mounting  still. 
Though  oft  amidst  th*  irriguous  vale  it  springs ; 
But  to  the  mountain  coiuted  by  the  sand. 
That  leads  it  darkling  on  in  faithful  maze, 
Far  firom  the  parent  main,  it  l)oils  again 
Fresh  into  day  ;  and  all  the  glittering  hill 
Is  bright  with  spouting  rills.     But  hence  this  vain 
Amusive  dream  !  why  should  the  waters  love 
To  take  so  far  a  journey  to  the  hills, 
When  the  sweet  valleys  offer  to  their  toil 
Inviting  quiet,  and  a  nearer  bed? 
Or  if,  by  blind  ambition  led  astray. 
They  must  aspire ;  why  sliould  tliey  sudden  stop 
Among  the  broken  mountain*s  rusliy  dells, 
And,  ere  they  gain  its  highest  peak,  desert 
Th*  attractive  sand  that  charm  *d  their  course  so  long  ? 
Besides,  the  hard  agglomerating  salts. 
The  spoil  of  ages,  would  impervious  choke 
Their  secret  channels ;  or,  by  slow  degrees. 
High  as  the  hills  protrude  the  swelling  vales : 
Old  Ocean  too,  suck*d  through  the  porous  globe. 
Had  long  ere  now  forsook  his  horrid  bed, 
And  brought  Deucalion's  watery  times  again. 

Say  then,  where  lurk  the  vast  eternal  springs, 
That,  like  Creating  Nature,  lie  conceal'd 
From  mortal  eye,  yet  with  their  lavish  stores 
Rcfiresh  the  globe,  and  all  its  joyous  tribes  ? 
O,  thou  |iervading  Genius,  given  to  man. 
To  trace  the  secrets  of  the  dark  abyss, 
O,  lay  the  mountains  bare !  and  wide  display 
llicir  hidden  structure  to  th'  astonish 'd  view ! 
Slnp  from  the  branching  Alps  their  piny  load ; 
The  huge  encumbrance  of  horrific  woods 
From  Asian  Taurus,  from  Imaus  stretch'd 
Athwart  the  roving  Tartar's  sullen  bounds ! 
Give  opening  Hemus  to  my  searching  eye. 
And  high  Olympus  pouring  many  a  stream ! 
O,  from  the  sounding  summits  of  the  north, 
The  Dofrine  hills,  through  Scandinavia  roU'd 
To  farthest  Lapland  and  the  Frozen  Main ; 
From  ioSij  Caucasus,  far-seen  by  those 
1%  ho  in  the  Caspian  and  black  Euxine  toil ; 
From  cold  Riphean  rocks,  which  the  wild  Russ 
Believes  the  tteny  girdle  *  of  the  world  ; 
And  all  the  dreadful  mountains,  wmpt  in  storm. 
Whence  wide  Siberia  draws  her  lonely  floods ; 
O,  sweep  th'  eternal  snows !  Hung  o'er  the  deep. 
That  ever  works  beneath  his  sounding  base. 
Bad  Atlas,  propping  Heaven,  as  poets  feign, 
His  subterranean  wonders  spread !  unveil 

*  The  Moacoviies  call  the  Riphean  mountains 
Weliki  Caraenypojrs,  that  is,  tke  great  tlony  girdle ; 
because  tb«fy  suppose  them  to  encompass  tlie  whole 
earth. 


The  miny  caverns,  biasing  on  the  day. 

Of  Abyssinia's  doud-compelling  cliffs. 

And  of  the  bending  Mountains  of  the  Moon !  f 

O'ertopping  all  these  giant  sons  of  Earth, 

Let  the  dire  Andes,  froin  the  radiant  line 

Stretch'd  to  the  stormy  seas  that  thunder  round 

The  southern  Pole,  their  hideous  deeps  unfold  1 

Amazing  scene !     Behold !  the  glooms  disclose^ 

I  see  the  rivers  in  thdr  infant  beds ! 

Deep,  deep  I  hear  them,  labouring  to  get  free ! 

1  see  the  leaning  strata,  artful  rang'd ; 

The  gaping  fissures  to  receive  the  rains, 

The  melting  snows,  and  ever-dripping  fogs. 

Strow'd  bibulous  above  I  see  the  sands. 

The  pebbly  gnvel  next,  the  layers  then 

Of  mingled  moulds,  of  more  retentive  earths, 

The  gutter'd  rocks,  and  mazy-running  clefts ; 

Tliat,  while  the  stealing  moisture  they  transmit. 

Retard  its  motion,  and  forbid  its  waste. 

Beneath  th'  incessant  weeping  of  these  drains, 

I  see  the  rocky  syphons  stretch'd  immense^ 

The  mighty  reservoirs,  of  harden  *d  chalk, 

Or  stiff  compacted  clay,  capacious  form'd. 

O'erflowing  thence,  the  congregated  stores, 

The  crystal  treasures  of  the  liquid  worid. 

Through  the  stirr'd  sands  a  bubbling  passage  burst » 

And  swelling  out,  around  the  middle  steep. 

Or  from  the  bottoms  of  the  bosom'd  hills, 

In  pure  effusion  flow.     United,  thus. 

Hi'  exhaling  Sun,  the  vapour-burden'd  air. 

The  gelid  mountains,  that  to  rain  condens'd 

These  vapours  in  continual  current  draw. 

And  send  them,  o'er  the  fair  divided  earth, 

In  bounteous  rivers  to  the  deep  again, 

A  social  commerce  Ix>ld,  and  firm  support 

The  full  adjusted  hannony  of  things. 

When  Autumn  scatters  his  departing  gleams, 
Wam'd  of  approaching  Winter,  gather'd,  pUiy 
Hie  swallow^ieople ;  and  toss'd  wide  around, 
O'er  the  calm  sky,  in  convolution  swift, 
The  feather'd  eddy  floats  :  rejoicing  once, 
Ere  to  their  wintery  slumbers  they  retire ; 
In  clusters'  clung,  beneath  the  mouldering  bank, 
And  where,  unpierc'd  by  frost,  the  cavern  sweats. 
Or  rather  into  warmer  climes  convey'd, 
With  other  kindred  birds  of  season,  there 
They  twitter  cheerful,  till  the  vernal  montlia 
Invite  them  welcome  back  :  for,  tlironging,  now 
Innumerous  wings  are  in  commotion  all. 

Where  the  Rhine  loses  his  majestic  force 
In  Belgian  plains,  won  from  the  raging  deep, 
By  diligence  amazing,  and  the  strong 
Unconquerable  hand  of  Liberty, 
The  stork-assembly  meets ;  for  many  a  day. 
Consulting  deep,  and  various,  ere  they  take 
Hieir  arduous  voyage  tiirough  the  liquid  sky. 
And  now  their  route  design'd,  tlieir  leaders  chos^ 
Their  tribes  adjusted,  clean'd  their  vigorous  wings  ; 
And  many  a  circle,  many  a  short  essay, 
Wheel'd  round  and  round,  in  congregation  full 
The  figur'd  flight  ascends ;  and,  riding  high 
Th'  aerial  billows,  mixes  with  the  clouds. 

Or  where  the  Northern  Ocean,  in  vast  whirls, 
Boils  round  the  naked  melancholy  isles 
Of  farthest  Tlmle,  and  th'  Atlantic  surge 
Pours  in  among  the  stormy  Hebrides ; 
Who  can  recount  what  transmigrations  there 

f  A  range  of  mountains  in  Africa,  that  surround 
almost  all  Monomotapa. 
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Are  annual  made?  whst  nations  come  and  go? 
And  how  the  liTing  douds  on  clouds  arise  ? 
Infinite  wings !  till  all  the  pIume^^lariL  air 
And  rude  refunding  shore  are  one  wild  ay. 

Here  the  plain  harmless  naCiye  his  small  flock, 
And  herd  diminutive  of  many  hues, 
Tends  on  the  little  island's  Terdant  swell. 
Hie  diepberd*8  sea>gurt  reign ;  or,  to  the  rocks 
Dire-clinging,  gathm  his  ovarious  food ; 
Or  sweeps  the  fishy  shore ;  or  treasures  up 
The  plumage,  rising  full,  to  form  the  bed 
Of  luxury.     And  here  awhile  the  Muse, 
High  hovering  o*er  the  broad  cerulean  scene, 
Sees  Caledonia,  in  romantic  view : 
Her  airy  mountains,  fh>m  the  wiyving  main. 
Invested  with  a  keen  diffusive  sky. 
Breathing  the  soul  acute ;  her  forests  huge, 
Incult,  r&ust,  and  tall,  by  Nature's  hand 
Planted  of  old ;  her  asure  lakes  between, 
Pour*d  out  extensive,  and  of  watery  wealth 
Full ;  winding  deep,  and  green,  her  fertile  vales ; 
With  many  a  cool  translucent  brimming  flood 
Wash*d  lovely  from  the  Tweed  (pun  parrrU  stream. 
Whose  pastoral  banks  first  heard  my  Doric  reed, 
With  sylvan  Jed,  thy  tributary  brook) 
To  where  the  north-inflated  tempest  foams 
0*er  Orca*«  or  Betubium's  highest  peak  : 
Nurse  of  a  people,  in  misfortune's  school 
Train'd  up  to  hardy  deeds ;  soon  visited 
By  Learning,  when  before  the  Gothic  rage 
She  took  her  western  flight.     A  manly  race^ 
Of  unsubmitting  spirit,  wise,  and  brave ; 
'^'ho  still  through  bleeding  ages  struggled  hard, 
(As  well  unhappy  Wallace  can  attest. 
Great  patriot-hero!  ill.j-equited  chief!) 
To  hold  a  generous  undiminish'd  state ; 
Too  much  in  vain  !     Hence  of  unequal  bounds 
Impatient,  and  by  tempting  glory  borne 
O'er  every  land,  for  every  land  their  life 
Has  flow'd  profuse,  their  piercing  genius  plann'd 
And  swell'd  the  pomp  of  peace  tiieir  faithful  toil. 
As  from  their  own  clear  north,  in  radiant  streams. 
Bright  over  Europe  bursts  the  Boreal  mom. 

Oh,  is  there  not  some  patriot,  in  whose  power 
That  best,  that  godlike  luxury  is  plac'd. 
Of  blessing  thousands,  thousands  yet  unborn. 
Through  late  posterity  ?  some,  large  of  soul, 
To  cheer  dejected  industry?  to  give 
A  double  harvest  to  the  pining  swain  ? 
And  teach  the  labouring  hind  the  sweets  of  toil  ? 
How,  by  the  finest  art,  the  native  robe 
To  weave ;  how,  white  as  Hyperborean  snow. 
To  form  the  lucid  lawn ;  with  venturous  oar 
How  to  dash  wide  the  billow ;  nor  look  on. 
Shamefully  passive,  while  Batavian  fleets 
Defraud  us  of  the  glittering  finny  swarms. 
That  heave  our  friths,  and  crowd  upon  our  shores ; 
How  all-enlivening  trade  to  rouse,  and  wing 
Hie  prosperous  sail,  from  every  growing  port, 
Uninjur'd,  round  the  sea-encircled  globe ; 
And  thus,  in  soul  united  as  in  name. 
Bid  Britain  reign  the  mistress  of  the  deep  ? 

Yes,  there  are  such.     And  full  on  thee,  Argyll, 
Her  hope,  her  stay,  her  darling,  and  her  boast. 
From  her  first  patriots  and  her  heroes  q>rang. 
Thy  fond  imploring  country  turns  her  eye ; 
In  thee,  with  all  a  mother's  triumph,  sees 
Her  every  virtue,  every  grace  oombin'd. 
Her  genius,  wisdom,  her  engaging  turn. 
Her  pride  of  honour,  and  bo-  courage  try'd. 


Calm,  and  inlrepidy  in  the  very  dvoot 
Of  sulphurous  war,  on  Tcnier's  dreadful  fidd. 
Nor  less  the  palm  of  peace  inwreadies  thy  brow : 
For,  powerful  as  thy  sword,  from  thy  ridi  tongue 
Persuasion  flows,  and  wins  the  high  debate  ; 
While  mix'd  in  thee  cnmhine  the  diarm  of  youdv 
The  force  of  manhood,  and  the  depth  of  age. 
Thee,  Foibes,  too^  whom  every  worth  attends, 
As  truth  sincere,  as  weeping  friendship  kind. 
Thee,  truly  generous,  and  in  silence  great. 
Thy  country  feels  through  her  reviving  arts, 
Plann'd  by  thy  wisdom,  by  thy  soul  infonn'd ; 
And  seldom  has  she  known  a  friend  like  thecw 
But  see  the  fading  many-colour'd  woods, 
Shade  deepening  over  shade,  the  country  round 
Imlnovrn  ;  a  crowded  umbrage,  dusk,  and  dun. 
Of  every  hue,  from  wan-declining  green 
To  sooty  dark.     These  now  the  lonesome  Mose, 
Low-whispering,  lead  into  their  leof-strown  walk^ 
And  give  the  season  in  its  latest  view. 

Meantime,  light  shadowing  all,  a  sober  cofan 
Fleeces  unbounded  ether ;  whoae  least  wave 
Stands  tremulous,  uncertain  where  to  turn 
The  gentie  current :  while  illumin'd  wide^ 
The  dewy-skirted  clouds  imbibe  the  Sun, 
And  through  thdr  lucid  vale  his  sofVen'd  focoe 
Shed  o'er  the  peaceful  world.     Tlien  is  the  time. 
For  those  whom  Wisdom  and  whom  Nature  chsrav 
To  steal  themselves  from  the  degenerate  crowd, 
And  soar  above  this  litUe  scene  of  things ; 
To  tread  low-thoughted  Vice  beneath  their  feet  -, 
To  soothe  the  throbbing  passions  into  peace ; 
And  woo  lone  Quiet  in  her  silent  walks. 

Thus  solitary,  and  in  pensive  guise. 
Oft  let  me  wander  o*er  the  russet  mead,        [hcanf 
And  through  the  sadden'd  grove^  where  scarce  is 
One  dying  strain,  to  cheer  the  woodman's  toiL 
Haply  some  widow'd  songster  pours  his  plaint. 
Far,  in  faint  warblings,  t^ugh  the  tawny  copse ; 
While  congregated  toshes,  linnets,  larks. 
And  each  wild  throat,  whose  artless  strains  so  bte 
Swell'd  all  the  music  of  the  swarming  shades, 
Robb'd  of  their  tuneful  souls,  now  shivering  sit 
On  the  dead  tree,  a  dull  despondent  flock ; 
With  not  a  brightness  waving  o'er  their  plumesi 
And  nought  save  chattering  discord  in  their  note. 
O,  let  not,  aim'd  from  some  inhuman  eye^ 
The  gun  the  music  of  the  coming  year 
Destroy ;  and  harmless,  unsuspecting  harm. 
Lay  the  weak  tribes  a  misersble  prey. 
In  mingled  murder,  fluttering  on  the  ground ! 
The  pole  descending  year,  yet  pleasing  stiU, 
A  gender  mood  in^ires ;  for  now  the  leaf 
Incessant  rustics  from  the  mournful  grove, 
Oa  starding  such  as,  studious,  vralk  below. 
And  slowly  circles  through  the  waving  air. 
But  should  a  quicker  breese  amid  the  boughs 
Sob,  o'er  the  sky  the  leafy  deluge  streams ; 
Till  chok'd,  and  matted  with  the  dreary  shower, 
The  forest- walks,  at  every  rinng  gale. 
Roll  wide  the  wither'd  waste,  and  whistle  bleak. 
Fled  is  the  blasted  verdure  of  the  fields ; 
And,  shrunk  into  their  beds,  the  flowery  race 
Their  sunny  robes  resign.     Ev'n  what  remain'd 
Of  stronger  fruits  falls  from  the  naked  tree ; 
And  woods,  fields,  gardens,  orchards,  all  around 
The  desolated  prospect  thrills  the  soul. 

He  comes !  he  comes !  in  every  breese  the  ycma 
Of  philoaophic  Melancholy  comes  I 
*"  approoch  the  sndiden-starting  tear. 
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Tbe  glowii^  cheek,  the  mild  dejected  air, 

The  aoften'd  feature,  and  the  bating  heart, 

FiercM  deep  with  many  a  virtuous  pang,  declare. 

O'er  all  the  soul  his  sacred  influence  breathes ! 

Inflames  imagination ;  through  the  breast 

Infuses  every  tenderness ;  and  far 

Beyond  dim  Earth  exalts  the  swelling  thought 

Ten  dwosand  thousand  fleet  ideas,  -such 

As  never  mingled  with  the  vulgar  dream. 

Crowd  hat  into  the  mind's  creative  eye. 

As  hat  the  correspondent  passions  rise, 

As  varied,  and  as  liigh  :  devotion  rais'd 

To  rapture,  and  divine  astonishment ; 

The  love  of  Nature  unconfln'd,  and,  chief,     . 

Of  haman  race ;  the  large  ambitious  wish. 

To  make  them  blest ;  the  sigh  for  suffering  worth 

Lost  in  obscurity  ;  the  noble  scorn 

Of  tyrant-pride ;  the  fearless  great  resolve ; 

Tlie  wondnr  which  the  dying  patriot  draws, 

Inspiring  glory  through  remotest  time ; 

Th*  awjuken'd  throb  for  virtue,  and  for  fimie ; 

The  sympadiies  of  love,  and  friendship  dear ; 

With  all  the  tociai  offspring  of  the  heart. 

Oh,  bear  me  then  to  vast  embowering  shades. 
To  twilight  groves,  and  visionary  vales ; 
To  weeping  grottoes,  and  prophetic  glooms ; 
Where  angel  forms  athwart  the  solemn  dusk 
Tremendous  sweep,  or  seem  to  sweep  along ; 
And  voices  more  than  human,  through  the  void 
Deep-aounding,  seiie  th'  enthusiastic  ear ! 

Or  is  this  gloom  too  much  ?  Then  lead,  ye  powers, 
TTiat  o'er  the  garden  and  the  rural  seat 
Preside,  which  shining  through  the  cheerful  land 
In  countless  numbers  blest  Britannia  sees ; 
O,  lead  me  to  the  wide-extended  walks, 
The  lair  majestic  paradise  of  Stowel  * 
Noc  Persian  Cyrus  on  Ionia's  shore 
E'er  saw  such  sylvan  scenes ;  such  various  art 
By  genius  fir*d,  such  ardent  genius  tam'd 
By  cool  judicious  art ;  that,  in  the  strife, 
AU-beauteous  Nature  fears  to  be  outdone. 
And  there,  O  Pitt,  thy  country's  early  boast, 
There  let  me  sit  beneath  the  sbelter'd  slopes, 
Or  in  that  temple  f  where,  in  future  times, 
Thou  well  ahalt  merit  a  distinguish  *d  name ; 
And,  with  thy  converse  blest,  catch  the  last  smiles 
Of  Autumn  beaming  o'er  the  yellow  woods. 
While  there  with  thee  th'  enchanted  round  I  walk 
The  regulated  wild,  gay  Fancy  then 
Will  tread  in  thought  the  groves  of  Attic  land ; 
Will  from  thy  standard  tute  refine  her  own. 
Correct  her  pencil  to  the  purest  truth 
Of  Nature,  or,  the  unimpassion'd  shades 
Forsaking,  raise  it  to  tbe  human  mind. 
Or  if  heraifler  she,  with  jujter  hand. 
Shall  draw  the  tragic  scene,  instruct  her  thou. 
To  mark  the  varied  movements  of  the  heart, 
What  every  decent  character  requires, 
And  every  passion  speaks :  O,  through  her  strain 
Breathe  thy  pathetic  eloquence  !  that  moulds 
Th*  attentive  senate,  charms,  persuades,  exalts, 
Of  honest  seal  the  indignant  lightning  throws, 
And  shakes  Corruption  on  her  venal  throne. 
While  thus  we  talk,  and  through  Elysian  vales 
Delighted  rove,  perhaps  a  sigh  escapes : 
What  pity,  Cobham,  thou  thy  verdant  files 
Of  order'd  trees  shouldst  here  inglorious  ranges 

*  Hie  seat  of  the  Lord  Viscount  Cobham. 
f  The  temple  of  Virtue  in  Stowe-gardena. 


Instead  of  squadrons  flamtng  o*er  the  field. 
And  long-embattled  hosts !  when  the  proud  foe, 
The  faithless  vain  disturber  of  mankind. 
Insulting  Gaul,  has  rous'd  the  world  to  war ; 
When  keen,  once  more,  within  their  bounds  to  press 
Those  polish'd  robbers,  those  ambitious  slaves. 
The  British  youth  would  hail  thy  wise  command. 
Thy  temper'd  ardour,  and  thy  veteran  skill. 

Hie  western  Sun  withdraws  the  shorten'd  day ; 
And  humid  Evening,  gliding  o'er  the  sky, 
In  her  chill  progress,  to  the  ground  condens'd 
llie  vapours  throws.     Where  creeping  waters  ooie. 
Where  marshes  stagnate,  and  where  nvers  wind, 
Cluster  the  rolling  fogs,  and  swim  along' 
The  dusky-mantled  lawn.     Meanwhile  the  Moon, 
FuU-orb'd,   and   breaking   through   the   scatter'd 

clouds, 
Shows  her  broad  visage  in  the  crimson'd  east 
Tum'd  to  the  Sun  direct,  her  spotted  disk. 
Where  mountains  rise,  umbrageous  dales  descend, 
And  caverns  deep,  as  <^tic  tube  descries, 
A  smaller  Earth,  gives  us  his  blase  again. 
Void  of  its  flame,  and  sheds  a  softer  day. 
Now  through  the  passing  cloud  she  seems  to  stoop. 
Now  up  the  pure  cerulean  rides  sublime. 
Wide  the  pale  deluge  floats,  and  streaming  mild 
O'er  the  sky'd  mountain  to  the  shadowy  valtf. 
While  rocks  and  floods  reflect  tlie  quivering  glesm, 
The  whole  air  whitens  with  a  boundless  tide 
Of  silver  radiance,  trembling  round  the  world. 

But  when  half-blotted  from  the  sky  her  li^t, 
Fainting,  permits  the  starry  fires  to  bum 
With  keener  lustre  through  the  depth  of  Heaven ; 
Or  near  extinct  her  deaden'd  orb  appears, 
And  scarce  appears,  of  sickly  beamless  white ; 
Oft  in  this  season,  silent  from  the  north 
A  blase  of  meteors  shoots :  ensweeping  first 
The  lower  skies,  they  all  at  once  converge 
High  to  the  crown  oif  Heaven,  and  all  at  once 
Kdapsing  quick,  as  quickly  le-asoend. 
And  mix,  and  tliwart,  extinguisli,  and  renew, 
All  ether  coursing  in  a  maxe  of  light. 

From  look  to  look,  contagious  through  the  crowd, 
Tlie  panic  runs,  and  into  wondrous  shapes 
Th'  appearance  throws :  armies  in  meet  array, 
"Dirong'd  with  aerial  spears  and  steeds  of  fire ; 
Till  the  long  lines  of  full-extended  war 
In  bleeding  fight  commix'd,  the  sanguine  flood 
Rolls  a  broad  slaughter  o'er  the  plains  of  HeaveUt 
As  thus  they  scan  the  visionary  scene. 
On  all  sides  swells  the  superstitious  din, 
Incontinent ;  and  busy  Phrenzy  talks 
Of  blood  and  battle ;  cities  oveitum'd. 
And  late  at  night  in  swallowing  earthquake  sunk. 
Or  hideous  wrapt  in  fierce  ascending  flame ; 
Of  sallow  fiunihe,  inundation,  storm  ; 
Of  pestilence,  and  every  great  distress ; 
Empires  subvers'd,  when  ruling  Fate  has  struck 
Th'  unalterable  hour :  ev'n  Nature's  self 
Is  deem'd  io  totter  on  the  brink  of  time 
Not  so  the  man  of  philosophic  eye. 
And  inspect  sage ;  the  waving  brightness  he 
Curious  surveys,  inquisitive  to  know 
The  causes,  and  materials,  yet  unfix'd. 
Of  this  appearance  beauttful  and  new. 

Now  black,  and  deep,  the  ni^t  begins  .to  fall, 
A  shade  immense.     Sunk  in  the  quenching  glooni» 
Magm'ficent  and  vast,  are  Heaven  and  Eirth. 
Order  confounded  lies ;  sll  beauty  void ; 
Distinction  kwt ;  and  gay  variety 
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One  uniTmol  blot :  such  the  fiur  pdwor 
Of  light,  to  kindle  and  create  the  whole. 
Drear  is  the  state  of  the  benighted  wretch, 
"Who  then,  bewilder'd,  wanders  through  the  dark. 
Pull  of  pale  fancies,  and  chimeras  huge ; 
Ifor  visited  by  one  directiTe  ray. 
From  cottage  streaming,  or  from  airy  halL 
Perhaps,  impatient  as  he  stumbles  on. 
Struck  from  the  noot  of  slimy  rushes,  blue, 
The  wild-fire  scatters  round,  or  gather'd  trails 
A  length  of  flame  deceitful  o'er  the  moss :  ^ 

Whither  deooy'd  by  the  fantastic  blase. 
Now  lost,  and  now  renew'd,  he  sinks  absoqit. 
Rider  and  horse,  amid  the  miry  gulph  : 
While  still,  from  day  to  day,  his  pining  wife     ^ 
And  plaintive  children  his  return  await. 
In  wild  conjecture  losL*    At  other  times, 
Sent  by  the  better  gemuM  of  the  night. 
Innoxious,  gleaming  on  the  horse*s  mane. 
The  meteor  sits ;  and  shows  tfie  narrow  path. 
That  winding  leads  through  pits  of  death,  or  else 
Instructs  him  how  to  take  the  dangerous  ford. 

The  lengthen'd  night  elaps*d,  the  Morning  shines 
Serene,  in  all  her  dewy  beauty  bright. 
Unfolding  fair  the  last  autunuial  day. 
And  now  the  mounting  Sun  dispels  the  fog ; 
The  rigid  hoar-frost  mdts  before  his  beam ; 
And  hung  on  erery  spray,,  on  every  blade 
Of  grass,  the  myriad  dew<-drops  twinkle  round. 

Ah,  see,  wheie  robb'd,  and  murder'd,  in  that  pit 
Lies  the  still  heaving  hive !  at  evening  snatch'd. 
Beneath  the  cloud  of  guilt-concealing  night, 
And  iix*d  o*er  sulphur :  while,  not  dreaming  ill. 
The  happy  people,  in  their  waxen  ceUs, 
Sat  tending  public  cares,  and  planning  schemes 
Of  temperance,  for  Winter  poor ;  rejoic*d 
To  mark,  full  flowing  round,  their  copious  stores. 
Sudden  ^e  dark  oppressive  steam  ascends ; 
And,  us*d  to  milder  scents,  the  tender  race. 
By  thousands,  tumble  from  their  honey'd  domes, 
Convolv'd,  and  agonizing  in  the  dust 
And  was  it  then  for  this  you  roam'd  the  Springs 
Intent  from  flower  to  flower?  for  this  you  toil'd 
Ceaseless  the  burning  Summer-heats  away? 
Por  this  in  Autumn  seardi'd  the  blooming  waste, 
Nor  lost  one  sunny  gleam?  for  this  sad  fitte? 
O,  man !  tynaxdc  Iwd !  how  long,  how  long. 
Shall  prostrste  Nature  groan  benntfa  your  rage, 
Awaiting  renovation  ?     When  oblig'd. 
Must  you  destroy?     Of  their  ambrosial  food 
Can  you  not  boiTOw ;  and,  in  just  return. 
Afford  them  shelter  fhMn  the  wintery  winds? 
Or,  as  the  sharp  year  pinches,  with  their  own 
Again  regale  them  on  some  smiling  day  ? 
See  where  the  stony  bottom  of  their  town 
Looks  desolate,  and  wild ;  with  here  and  there 
A  helpless  number,  who  the  niin'd  state 
Survive,  lamenting  weak,  cast  out  to  death. 
Thus  a  proud  dty,  populous  and  rich. 
Full  of  the  works  of  peace,  and  high  in  joy, 
At  theatre  or  feast,  or  sunk  in  sleep, 
(As  late,  Palermo,  was  thy  fiite !)  is  seiz'd 
By  some  dread  earthquake,  and  convulsive  hurl'd 
Sheer  from  the  black  foundation,  wtendwinvolv'd. 
Into  a  gulph  of  blue  sulphureous  flame. 

Hence  every  harsher  sight !  for  now  the  day, 
0*er  Heaven  and  E^arth  difi\i8*d,  grows  warm»  and 

high. 
Infinite  splendour !  wide  investing  all. 
How  still  the  breeie !  tmm  what  the  filmy  threads 


Of  dew  evapoiate  bmsbet  ham  the  pkin. 
How  clear  tiie  cloudless  sky !  how  deeply  ting*d 
With  a  peculiar  blue !  th*  ethereal  arch 
How  swell'd  immense  !  amid  whose  azure  thron'd 
The  radiant  Sun  how  gay !  how  calm  bdow 
The  gilded  Earth !  the  harvest-treasures  all 
Now  gather'd  in,  beyond  the  rage  of  storms, 
Sure  to  the  swain;  the  circling  fence  shut  up ; 
And  instant  Winter's  utmost  rage  defy'd. 
While,  loose  to  festive  joy,  the  country  round 
Laughs  with  the  loud  sincerity  of  mirth. 
Shook  to  the  vrind  their  cares.  The  toil-strung  youth, 
By  the  quick  sense  of  music  taught  alone, 
lAsaps  inldly  graceful  in  the  lively  dance. 
Her  every  charm  abroad,  the  village-toast. 
Young,  buxom,  warm,  in  native  beauty  rich, 
Darts  not  unmeaning  looks ;  and,  where  her  eye 
Points  an  approving  smile,  with  double  force 
The  cudgel  rattles,  and  the  wrestler  twines. 
Age,  too,  shines  out ;  and,  garrulous,  recounts 
The  feats  of  youth.  Hius  they  rejoice ;  nor  think 
That,  with  to-morrow's  Sun,  their  annual  toil 
B^ns  again  the  never-ceasing  round. 

Oh,  knew  he  but  his  happiness,  of  men 
Tlie  luqipiest  he !  who^  far  from  public  rsge 
Deep  in  the  vale,  with  a  choice  few  retir'd. 
Drinks  the  pure  pleasures  of  the  rural  life^     [gale, 
What  though  the  dome  be  wanting,  whose  praid 
Each  morning,  vomits  out  the  sneaking  crovd 
Of  flatterers  false,  and  in  their  turn  abus'd  ? 
Vile  intercourse !   What  though  the  glittering  xdtx, 
Of  every  hue  reflected  light  can  give, 
Or  floating  loose,  or  stiff  with  mazy  gold. 
The  pride  and  gaze  of  fools !  oppress  him  not? 
What  though,  from  utmost  land  and  sea  pomy'd, 
For  him  each  rarer  tributary  life 
Bleeds  not,  and  his  Insatiate  table  heaps 
With  luxury  and  death  ?  What  though  his  bovl 
Flames  not  with  costly  juice :  nor  sunk  in  bedi| 
Ofl  of  gay  care,  he  tosses  out  the  night, 
Or  melts  the  thoughdess  hours  in  idle  state? 
What  thou^  he  knows  not  those  fantastic  joyi^ 
That  still  amuse  the  wanton,  still  deceive  ; 
A  face  of  pleasure,  but  a  heart  of  pain ; 
Tlieir  hollow  moments  undelighted  all  ? 
Sure  peace  b  his ;  a  solid  life,  estrang'd 
To  disappointment,  and  fidlacious  hope: 
Rich  in  content,  in  Nature's  bounty  rid^ 
In  herbs  and  fruits ;  whatever  greens  the  ^prii^ 
When  Heaven  descends  in  showers  ;  or  bends  the 

bough 
When  Summer  reddens,  and  vrhen  Autumn  bcaim; 
Or  in  the  wintery  glebe  whatevo-  lies 
Conceal'd,  and  fkttens  with  the  richest  sap : 
These  are  not  wanting ;  nor  the  milky  drove. 
Luxuriant,  spread  o'er  all  the  lowing  vale ; 
Nor  bleating  mountains ;  nor  the  chide  of  strearai, 
And  hum  of  bees,  inviting  sleep  sincere 
Into  the  guiltless  breast,  beneath  the  shade. 
Or  thrown  at  large  amid  the  fVagrant  hay; 
Nor  aught  besides  of  prospect,  grove,  or  song. 
Dim  grottoes,  gleaming  lakes,  and  fountains  dcsL 
Here,. too,  dwells  simple  truth ;  plain  innocence; 
Unsullied  beauty  ;  sound  unbroken  youth, 
Fktient  of  labour,  with  a  little  pleas'd ; 
Health  ever  blooming ;  unambitious  toil ; 
Calm  contemplation,  and  poetic  easew 

Let  others  brave  Uie  flood  in  quest  of  gain, 
And  heal,  for  joyless  months,  the  gloomy  waTe> 
Let  such  as  diem  it  gloey  to  destroyi 
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Rush  ioio  blood,  the  nek  of  cities  seek ; 

Unpierc'd,  exulting  in  the  widow's  wail. 

The  virgin's  shriek,  and  infiuit*8  trembling  cry. 

Let  some,  lar  distant  from  their  native  sou, 

Urg'd  or  by  want  or  harden'd  avarice, 

Find  other  lands  beneath  another  Sun. 

Let  this  tfaiough  dttes  work  his  eager  way, 

By  regal  outrage  and  establish'd  guile. 

The  social  sense  extinct ;  and  that  ferment 

Mad  into  tumult  the  seditious  herd, 

Or  melt  them  down  to  slavery.     Let  these 

Insure  the  wretched  in  the  toils  of  law, 

Fomenting  discord,  and  perplexing  rig^t. 

Ad  iron  race !  and  tkoie  of  fairer  front, 

But  equal  inhumanity,  in  courts, 

Delusive  pomp,  and  dark  cabals  delight ; 

Wmtbe  the  diecp  bow,  diffuse  the  lying  smile. 

And  tread  the  weary  labyrinth  of  state. 

While  he,  from  all  the  stormy  passions  free 

Thst  rtitlcss  men  involve,  hem,  and  but  hears, 

At  distance  safe,  the  human  tempest  roar. 

Wrapt  close  in  conscious  peace.     The  fall  of  kings, 

The  rage  of  nations,  and  the  crush  of  states, 

Move  not  the  man,  who,  fVom  the  world  esc^'d. 

In  still  retreats,  and  flowery  solitudes. 

To  Nstur«*s  voice  attends,  from  month  to  month, 

And  day  to  day,  through  the  revolving  year ; 

Admiring  sees  her  in  her  every  shape ; 

Feels  all  her  sweet  emotions  at  his  heart ; 

Tskes  what  she  liberal  gives,  nor  thinks  of  more. 

He,  when   young    Spring  protrudes  the  bursting 

genw, 
Mtrks  the  first  bud,  and  sucks  the  healthful  gale 
Into  his  fresben'd  soul ;  her  genial  hours 
He  full  enjoys ;  and  not  a  b^uty  blows. 
And  not  an  opening  blossom  breathes  in  vain. 
In  Summer  he,  beneath  the  living  shade. 
Such  as  o'er  frigid  Tempo  wont  to  wave. 
Or  Hemus  cool,  reads  what  the  Muse,  of  these, 
Perhaps,  has  in  immortal  numbers  sung ; 
Or  what  she  dictates  writes :  and  oft,  an  eye 
Shot  n^nd,  rejoices  in  the  vigorous  year. 
^lieD  Autunrn's  yellow  lustre  gilds  the  world. 
And  tempts  the  sickled  swain  into  the  field, 
Seb'd  by  the  general  joy,  his  heart  distends 
With  gentle  throws ;  and  through  the  tepid  gleams 
Deep  musing,  then  he  best  exerts  his  song. 
E'en  Winter,  wild  to  liim,  is  full  of  bliss. 
The  mighty  tempest,  and  the  hoary  waste. 
Abrupt,  and  deep,  stretch'd  o*er  the  buried  earth. 
Awake  to  solemn  thought.     At  night  the  skies, 
Disckis'd,  and  kindled,  by  refining  frost, 
Pours  every  lustre  on  th*  exalted  eye. 
A  friend,  a  book,  the  stealing  hours  secure. 
And  mark  them  down  for  wisdom.  With  swift  wing, 
O'er  land  and  sea  imagination  roams ; 
Or  truth,  divinely  breaking  on  his  mind, 
Ehocs  hk  being,  and  unfolds  his  powers ; 
Or  in  his  breast  heroic  virtue  bums. 
The  touch  of  kindred  too  and  love  he  feels ; 
The  modest  eye,  whose  beams  on  his  alone 
Ecstatic  shine ;  the  little  strong  embrace 
Of  piattKng  diildren,  twin'd  around  his  neck. 
And  emulous  to  please  him,  calling  forUi 
The  fond  paternal  souL     Nor  purpose  gay, 
Amusement,  dance,  or  song,  he  sternly  scorns  { 
For  happiness  and  true  philosophy 
Are  of  the  social  still,  and  smiling  kind. 
Thi%  is  the  life  which  those  who  fret  in  guilt, 
And  guilty  dtacs,  never  knew ;  the  life. 


Led  by  primeval  ages,  unccmipt. 

When  angels  dwelt,  and  God  himself,  with  man  i 

Oh,  Nature  !  all-sufficient !  oyer  all ! 
Enrich  me  with  the  knowledge  of  thy  works ! 
Snatch  me  to  Heaven ;  thy  rolling  wonder  there^ 
World  beyond  world,  in  infinite  extent, 
Fh>fusely  scatter'd  o'er  the  blue  intense. 
Show  me ;  their  motions,  periods,  and  their  lawi^ 
Give  me  to  scan ;  through  the  disclosing  deep 
Light  my  blind  way ;  the  mineral  strata  there ; 
Tlmist,  bloomiug,  thence  the  vegetable  world; 
O'er  that  the  rising  system,  more  complex. 
Of  animals ;  and  higher  still,  the  mind. 
The  varied  scene  of  quick-compounded  thought. 
And  wliere  the  mixing  passions  eudlc&s  shift ; 
Hiese  ever  open  to  my  ravisli'd  eye ; 
A  search,  the  flight  of  time  can  ne'er  exhaust ! 
But  if  to  that  unequal ;  if  the  blood. 
In  sluggish  streams  about  my  heart,  forbid 
Tliat  best  ambition ;  under  closing  sliadi's. 
Inglorious,  lay  me  by  the  lowly  brook, 
And  whisper  to  my  dreams.     From  thee  begin, 
Dwell  all  on  tliee,  with  thee  conclude  my  song ; 
And  let  me  never,  never  stray  from  thee  ! 


WiKTxa.     1736. 

Argument* 

The  subject  proposed.  Address  to  tlie  Earl  of 
Wilmington.  .  First  iq>pro(M:h  of  Winter.  Ac- 
cording to  the  natural  course  of  the  Season, 
various  storms  described.  Rain.  Wind.  Snow. 
Hie  driving  of  the  snows:  a  man  peri^ng 
among  them;  whence  reflections  on  the  wants 
and  miseries  of  human  life.  The  wolves  de- 
scending from  the  Alps  and  Appenines.  A 
winter  evening  described:  as  spent  by  philo. 
sophers;  by  the  country  people;  in  the  city. 
Frost  A  view  of  Winter  witliin  the  pohur  circle. 
A  thaw.  The  whole  concluding  with  moral  re- 
flections on  a  future  state. 

Scs,  l^nter  comos,  to  rule  the  varied  year, 
Sullen  and  sad,  with  all  his  rising  train,      [theme  1 
Viqwurs,  and  clouds,  and  storms.    Be  these  my 
These  !  that  exalt  the  soul  to  solemn  thought. 
And  heavenly  musing.   Welcome,  kindred  glooms ! 
Congenial  horrours^  bul !  with  frequent  foot, 
Pleas'd  have  I,  in  my  cheerful  mom  of  life 
When  nurs'd  by  careless  solitude  I  liv'd. 
And  sung  of  Nature  with  unceasing  joy, 
Pleas'd  have  I  wander' d  through  your  rough  domain  ; 
IVod  the  pure  virgin-snows,  myself  as  pure ; 
Heard  the  winds  roar,  and  tlic  big  torrent  burst ; 
Or  seen  the  deep  fermeitting  tempest  brew'd 
In  the  grim  evening  sky.     llius  pass'd  the  time. 
Till  through  the  lucid  chambers  of  the  ^uth 
Look'd  out  the  joyous  ^ring,  look'd  out,  and  smil'd. 

To  thee,  the  patron  of  her  first  essay. 
The  Muse,  O  Wilmington !  renews  her  song. 
Since  has  she  rounded  the  revolving  year : 
Skimm'd  the  gay  Spring ;  on  eagle-pinions  bomc^ 
Attempted  through  the  Summer-blase  to  rise ; 
Then  swept  o'er  Autumn  with  the  shadowy  gale ; 
And  now  among  the  Wintery  clouds  again, 
Roll'd  in  the  doubling  storm,  she  tries  to  soar ; 
To  swell  her  note  with  all  the  rushing  winds ; 
To  suit  her  sounding  cadence  to  the  floods ; 
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As  is  her  theme,  her  numben  inhSlj  gnat : 
Hirice  happy !  could  she  fill  thy  judging  ear 
With  bold  description,  and  with  manly  thought 
Nor  art  thou  skilVd  in  aweful  schemes  alone^ 
And  how  to  make  a  mighty  people  thrive : 
But  equal  goodness,  sound  integrity, 
A  firm,  undiaken,  uncomipted  soi^ 
Amid  a  sliding  age,  and  burning  sttong, 
Not  vainly  blazing  for  thy  country's  wad, 
A  steady  spirit  regularly  free ; 
Hiesey  each  exalting  each,  the  statesman  light 
Into  the  patriot ;  these,  the  public  hope 
And  eye  to  thee  converting,  bid  the  Muse 
Record  what  envy  dares  not  flattery  call. 

Now  when  the  cheeriess  empire  of  the  sky 
To  Capricorn  the  Centaur  Archer  yields, 
And  fierce  Aquarius  stains  th'  inverted  year ; 
Hung  o*er  the  farthest  verge  of  Heaven,  the  Sun 
Scarce  spreads  through  ether  the  dejected  day. 
Faint  are  his  gleams,  and  ineffectual  shoot 
His  struggling  rays,  in  horizontal  lines. 
Through  Sie  thick  air;  as,  cloth'd  in  cloudy  storm. 
Weak,  wan,  and  broad,  he  skirts  the  southern  sky ; 
And,  qoon  descending,  to  the  long  dark  night, 
Wide-shading  all,  the  prostrate  world  resigns. 
Nor  is  the  night  unwish*d ;  while  vital  heat. 
Light,  life,  and  joy,  the  dubious  day  forsake. 
Meantime,  in  s^le  cincture,  shadows  vast, 
Deep-ting*d  and  damp,  and  congregated  clouds, 
And  all  the  vapoury  turbulence  of  Heaven, 
Involve  the  face  of  things.     Thus  Winter  falls 
A  heavy  gloom  oppressive  o*er  the  world, 
Tlmnigh  Nature  shedding  influence  malign. 
And  rouses  up  the  seeds  of  dark  disease. 
The  soul  of  man  dies  in  him,  loathing  life. 
And  black  with  more  than  melancholy  views, 
llie  cattle  droop ;  and  o*er  the  furrow*d  land. 
Fresh  from  the  plougli,  the  dun  discolour*d  flocks^ 
Untended  spreading,  crop  the  wholesome  root. 
Along  the  woods,  along  the  moorish  fens. 
Sighs  the  sad  Genius  of  the  coming  storm ; 
And  up  among  the  loose  disjointed  cliffs. 
And  fractur'd  mountains  wild,  the  brawling  brook 
And  cave,  presageful,  send  a  hollow  moan. 
Resounding  long  in  Ustening  Fancy's  ear. 

Then  comes  the  father  of  Sie  tempest  forth. 
Wrapt  in  black  glooms.    First  joyless  reins  obscure 
Drive  through  the  mingling  skies  with  vapour  foul ; 
Dash  on  the  mountain's  brow,  and  shake  the  woods. 
That  grumbling  wave  below.     Th*  unsightly  plain 
Ues  a  brown  deluge,  as -the  low-bent  clouds 
Pour  flood  on  flood,  yet  unexhausted  still 
Combine,  and  deepening  into  night,  shut  up 
Tlie  day's  fair  &ce.     Hie  wanderers  of  Heaven, 
Each  to  his  home,  retire ;  save  those  that  love 
To  take  their  pastime  in  the  troubled  air, 
Or  skimming  flutter  round  the  dimply  pod. 
The  cattle  from  th*  untasted  fields  return. 
And  ask,  with  meaning  low,  their  wonted  stalls, 
Or  ruminate  in  the  contiguous  shade. 
Thither  the  household  feathery  people  crowd. 
The  crested  cock,  with  all  his  female  train. 
Pensive,  and  dripping ;  while  the  cottage  hind 
Hangs  o*er  th'  enlivening  blaze,  and  taleful  there 
Recounts  his  simple  frolic :  much  he  talks. 
And  much  he  laughs,  nor  recks  the  storm  that  blows 
Without,  and  rattles  on  his  humble  roof. 

Wide  o'er  the  brim,  with  many  a  torrent  swcU'd, 
And  the  mix'd  ruin  of  its  banks  o'erspread^ 
At  last  the  rous*d>up  river  pours  along : 


RenstlesB,  roaring,  dKidntJ,  dowii  tt 
From  the  rude  moantain,  and  the  moasy  wild. 
Tumbling  throogh  rocks  abrupt,  and  soui 
Then  o'er  the  sanded  valley  floating  spreads, 
Calm,  sluggish,  silent ;  till  again,  cwnain'd 
Between  two  meeting  hilb,  it  bants  away. 
Where  rocks  and  woods  o'erhang  the 
There,  gathering  triple  force,  npid  and  dcep^ 
It  boils,    and  wheels,  and  foams,  aad  tfaoaiicn 
through. 

Nature !  great  parent !  whose  unceasing  band 
Rolls  round  the  seasons  of  the  changeful  yeir. 
How  mighty,  how  majestic,  are  tl^  wotks  ! 
With  what  a  pleasing  dread  they  swell  the  aool ! 
That  sees  astonish'd !  and  astonisfa'd  sings ! 
Ye  too,  ye  winds !  that  now  begin  to  blow. 
With  boisterous  sweep,  I  raise  my  vfaice  to  yon. 
MThere  are  your  stores,  ye  powerful  beings!  si^, 
Where  your  aSerial  magazines  reserv'd. 
To  sweU  the  brooding  terrours  of  the  atonn? 
In  what  far  distant  region  of  the  sky, 
Hush'd  in  deep  silence,  sleep  ye  when  'tis  cafan  ? 

When  from  the  pallid  sky  the  Sun  descends 
With  many  a  spot,  that  o'er  hb  glaring  orb 
Uncertain  wanders,  stain'd ;  red  fiery  streaks 
Begin  to  flush  around.     The  reeling  cloads 
Stagger  with  dizzy  poise,  as  doubting  yet 
Which  master  to  obey :  while  rising  slow. 
Blank,  in  the  leaden-colour'd  east,  the  Moon  • 
Wears  a  wan  circle  round  her  blunted  horns. 
Seen  through  the  turbid  fluctuating  air. 
The  stars  bbtuse  emit  a  shiver'd  ny ; 
Or  fr^nent  seen  to  shoot  athwart  the  giooDi, 
And  long  behind  them  trail  the  whitening  blaie. 
Snatch'd  in  short  eddies,  plays  the  wither'd  kaf ; 
And  un  the  flood  the  dancing  feather  floats. 
With  broaden'd  nostrils  to  the  sky  up-tum'd, 
The  conscious  heifer  snufis  the  stormy  gale. 
£v'n  as  the  matron,  at  her  nightly  task. 
With  pensive  labour  draws  the  fluen  thread, 
The  wasted  t^>er  and  the  crackling  flame 
Foretell  the  blast     But  chief  the  plumy  rsoi^ 
The  tenants  of  the  sky,  its  dianges  speak. 
Retiring  from  the  downs,  where  all  day  long 
Tliey  pick'd  their  scanty  fare,  a  blackening  train 
Of  cUunorous  rooks  thick  urge  thdr  weary  fli^A 
And  seek  the  closing  shelter  of  the  grove; 
Assiduous,  in  his  bower,  the  wailing  owl 
Plies  his  nd  song.     The  cormorant  on  high 
Wheels  from  the  deep,  and  screams  along  the  land. 
Loud  shrieks  the  soaring  hem ;  and  with  wild  wing 
The  circling  sea-fowl  cleave  die  flaky  dooda. 
Ocean,  unequal  press'd,  widj  broken  tide 
And  blind  commotion  heaves ;  while  from  the  sboR* 
Eat  into  caverns  by  the  restless  wave, 
And  forest>rustling  mountains,  caaaes  a  voioc^ 
That  solenm  sounding  bids  the  world  prepare. 
Then  issues  forth  the  storm  with  sudden  bunt, 
And  hurls  the  whole  precipitated  air, 
Down,  in  a  torrent.     On  the  passive  main 
Descends  th'  ethereal  force,  and  with  stroi^  gust 
Turns  from  its  bottom  the  discolour'd  deep. 
Through  the  black  night  that  sits  immense  around, 
Lash'd  into  foam,  the  fierce  conflictiAg  brine 
Seems  o'er  a  thousand  raging  waves  to  bum. 
Meantime  the  mountain-billows  to  the  clouds 
In  dreadful  tumult  sweil'd,  surge  above  surges 
Bunt  into  chaos  witii  tremendous  roar. 
And  anchor'd  navies  from  their  stations  drive. 
Wild  as  the  winds  across  the  howling  w^e 
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OfndgfaCy  watcn :  now  th'  inibled  wvre 
StnuniDg  they  tcale^  and  now  impetuous  dioot 
Into  the  tccret  chamben  of  the  deep, 
TIk  wintery  Baltic  thundering  o*er  their  head. 
Enocrgittg  thence  again,  before  the  breath 
Of  full-exerted  Heaven  they  wing  their  course, 
And  dart  on  distant  coasts ;  if  some  sharp  rock, 
Or  shoal  insidious  break  not  their  career. 
And  in  loose  fngments  fling  them  floating  round. 
Nor  less  at  land  the  loosen'd  tempest  reigns. 
The  numntain  thunden ;  and  its  sturdy  sons 
Stoop  to  the  bottom  of  the  rocks  they  shade. 
Lone  on  the  midnight  steep,  and  all  aghast, 
The  dark  way-laring  stranger  breathless  toils, 
And,  often  ftlling,  climbs  against  the  blast 
Low  waves  the  rmited  forest,  yrex'd,  and  sheds 
What  of  its  tamish*d  honours  yet  remain ; 
Dssli'd  down,  and  scatter*d,  by  the  tearing  wind's 
Assiduous  fiiry,  its  gigantic  limbs. 
Thus  struggling  through  the  dissipated  grove, 
The  whirling  tempest  raves  along  the  plain ; 
And  on  the  cottage  thatch'd,  or  lordly  roof, 
Keen-fostening,  shakes  diem  to  the  solid  base. 
Sleep  frighted  flies ;  and  round  the  rocking  dome, 
For  entrance  eager,  howls  the  savage  blast. 
Then  too,  they  say,  through  all  the  buiden'd  air. 
Long  groans  are  heard,  shrill  sounds,  and  distent 

sighs, 
Hiat,  utterM  by  the  demon  of  the  night. 
Warn  the  devoted  wretch  of  woe  and  death. 

Huge  uproar  lords  it  wide.    Hie  clouds,  commizt 
With  stars  swift  gliding,  sweep  along  the  sky. 
All  Kature  reels :  till  Nature's  King,  who  oft 
Amid  tempestuous  darkness  dweUs  alone. 
And  on  the  wings  of  the  careering  wind 
Walka  dreadfully  serene^  commands  a  calm ;    • 
Then  strait,  air,  sea,  and  earth,  are  hush'd  at  once. 

As  yet  'tis  midnight  deep.     The  weary  clouds 
Slow-meeting,  mingle  into  solid  gloom. 
Now,  while  the  drowsy  world  lies  lost  in  sleep, 
Let  me  associate  with  the  serious  Night, 
And  Contemplation,  her  sedate  compeer; 
Let  me  shake  offth'  intrusive  cares  of  day, 
And  lay  the  meddling  senses  all  aside. 

Where  now,  ye  lying  vanities  of  life ! 
Te  ever-tempting,  ever-dicating  train ! 
Where  arc  you  now  ?  and  what  is  your  amount  ? 
Vexation,  disappointment,  and  remone. 
Sad,  sickening  tliought !  and  yet  deluded  man, 
A  scene  of  crude  disjointed  visions  past. 
And  broken  slumbera,  rises  still  resolv'd. 
With  new-flush'd  hopes,  to  run  the  giddy  round. 

Father  of  light  and  life !  thou  good  Supreme ! 
O,  teach  roe  what  is  good !  teach  me  Thyself  I 
Save  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  vice, 
From  every  low  pursuit !  and  feed  my  soul 
With  knowledge,  conscious  peace,  and  virtue  pure; 
Sacred,  substantial,  never-fading  bliss ! 

The  keener  tempests  rise :  and,  fuming  dun 
FhMn  all  the  livid  cast,  or  piercing  north. 
Thick  douds  ascend ;  in  whose  capacious  womb 
A  vapoury  deluge  lies,  to  snow  congeal'd. 
Heavy  thev  roO  their  fleecy  world  along ; 
And  the  Ay  saddens  with  the  gather'd  stonn. 
Tlirongh   the    hush'd    air  the  whitening  shower 

descends, 
At  fifit  thin  wavering ;  till  at  last  the  flakes 
Fall  broad,  and  wide,  and  last,  dimming  the  day 
With  a  eoRtimta]  flow.     The  cherishM  fields 
Put  on  tbair  winter-robe  of  purest  white. 


'Tis  brightness  all;  save  where  the  new  snow mdts 
Along  the  maxy  current.     Low  the  woods 
Bow  their  hoar  head  ;  and,  ere  the  languid  Sun 
Faint  from  the  west  emits  his  evening  ray. 
Earth's  universal  face,  deep  hid,  and  chill. 
Is  one  wide  daszling  waste,  that  buries  wide 
The  works  of  man.     Drooping,  the  labourer<^x 
Stands  cover'd  o'er  with  snow,  and  then  demands 
The  fruit  of  all  his  toil.     The  fowls  of  Heaven, 
Tam'd  by  the  cruel  season,  crowd  around 
The  winnowing  store,  and  claim  the  little  boon 
Which  Providence  assigns  them.     One  alone. 
The  red-breast,  sacred  to  the  household  gods. 
Wisely  regardful  of  th'  embroiling  sky. 
In  joyless  fields,  and  thorny  thickets,  leaves 
His  shivering  mates,  and  pays  to  trusted  man 
His  anniud  visit     Half-afraid,  he  first 
Against  the  window  beats ;  then,  brisk,  ali^ta 
On  the  warm  hearth ;  then,  hopping  o'er  the  floor^ 
Eyes  all  the  smiling  family  askance, ' 
And  pecks,  and  starts,  and  wonders  where  he  is : 
Till  more  familiar  grown,  the  table-crumbs 
Attnct  bis  slender  feet.     The  foodless  wilds 
Pour  forth  their  brown  inhabitants.     The  har^ 
llMugh  timorous  of  heart,  and  hard  beset 
By  death  in  various  forms,  dark  snares,  and  dogs» 
And  more  unpitying  men,  the  garden  seeks, 
Uig'd  on  by  fearless  want.     The  bleating  kind 
Eye  the  bleak   Heaven,  and  next  the  glixtening 

Earth, 
With  looks  of  dumb  despair ;  then,  sad-dispers'd. 
Dig  for  the  wither'd  herb  through  heaps  of  snow. 

Now,  shepherds,  to  your  helpless  charge  be  kind : 
Baffle  the  raging  year,  and  fill  their  penns . 
With  food  at  will ;  loflge  them  below  the  storm. 
And  watch  them  strict :  for  from  the  bellowing  East, 
In  this  dire  seascm,  oft  the  whirlwind's  wing 
Sweeps  up  the  burthen  of  whole  wintery  plains 
At  one  wide  waf^  and  o'er  the  hapless  flocks. 
Hid  in  the  hoUow  of  two  neighbouring  hills. 
The  billowy  tempest  whelms ;  till,  upward  urg'd, 
Tbe  valley  to  a  shining  mountain  swells, 
Upt  with  a  wreath  high-curlins  in  the  dcy. 

As  thus  the  snows  arise ;  and  foul,  and  fierce, 
All  Winter  drives  along  the  darken*d  air ; 
In  his  own  loose-revolving  fields,  the  swain 
Disaster'd  stands ;  sees  other  hills  ascend. 
Of  unknown  j(^less  brow ;  and  other  scenes. 
Of  horrid  prospect,  shag  the  trackless  plain : 
Nor  finds  the  river,  nor  the  forest,  hid 
Beneath  the  formless  wild ;  but  wanders  on 
From  hill  to  dale,  still  more  and  more  astray ; 
Impatient  flouncing  through  the  drifted  heaps, 
Stung  with  the  thoughts  of  home ;  the  thoughts  of 

home 
Rush  on  his  nerves,  and  call  their  vigour  forth 
In  many  a  vain  attempt.     How  sinks  his  soul ! 
What  black  despair,  what  horrour,  fills  his  heart! 
When  for  the  dusky  spot,  which  fancy  feign'd 
His  tufled  cottage  rising  through  the  snow, 
He  meets  the  roughness  of  the  middle  waste. 
Far  from  tbe  track,  and  blest  abode  of  man ; 
While  round  him  night  resistless  closes  fast. 
And  every  tempest,  howling  o'er  his  head, 
Renders  the  savage  wilderness  more  wild. 
Then  throng  the  busy  shapes  into  his  mind. 
Of  cover'd  pitSy  unfathomably  deepi 
A  dire  desoent !  beyond  the  power  of  frost ; 
Of  faithlMi  bogs ;  of  precipices  huge^         [known, 
Sraootb^  up  with  snow ;  and,  wliat  is  land,  un- 
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What  water  of  the  still  unfiMen  spiinj^ 
In  the  loose'marsh  or  solitary  lake, 
Where  the  fresh  fountam  from  the  bottom  boQa. 
These  check  his  fearful  steps  ;  and  down  he  sinks 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  the  shapeless  drift, 
Thinking  o*er  all  the  bitterness  of  death, 
Miz*d  with  the  tender  anguish  Nature  shoots 
Tllrougfa  the  wrung  bosom  of  the  dying  man, 
His  wife,  his  children,  and  his  friends  unseen. 
In  vain  for  him  th'  oflficious  wife  prepares 
'Hie  fire  &ir-blazing,  and  the  vestment  warm; 
In  vain  his  little  children,  peeping  out 
Into  the  mingling  storm,  demiuid  their  sirc^ 
With  tears  of  artless  innocence.     Alas ! 
Nor  wife,  nor  children,  more  shall  he  behold, 
Nor  friends,  nor  sacred  home.     On  every  ilerve 
The  deadly  Winter  seizes  ;  shuts  up  sense  ; 
And,  o*er  his  inmost  vitab  creeping  cold, 
Jjays  him  along  the  snows,  a  stiffened  corse, 
Stretch*d  out,  and  bleaching  in  the  northern  blast 

Ah !  little  think  die  gay  Dcentious  proud, 
Whom  ))leasure,  power,  and  affluence  surround ; 
Hiey,  who  their  dioughtless  hours  in  giddy  mirth, 
And  wanton,  often  cruel,  riot  waste ; 
Ah !  little  think  they,  while  they  dance  along, 
How  many  feel,  this  very  moment,  death 
And  all  the  sad  variety  of  pain. 
How  many  sink  in  the  devouring  flood, 
Or  more  devouring  flame.     How  many  bleed} 
By  shameful  variance  betwixt  man  and  man. 
How  many  pine  in  want,  and  dungeon  glooms ; 
Shut  from  the  common  air,  and  common  use 
Of  their  own  limbs.     How  many  drink  the  cup 
Of  baleful  grief,  or  eat  the  bitter  bread 
Of  misery.     Sore  pierc'd  by  wintery  winds. 
How  many  shrink  into  the  sordid  hut 
Of  cheerless  poverty.     How  many  shake 
With  all  the  fiercer  tortures  of  the  mind, 
Unbounded  passion,  madness,  guilt,  remorse ; 
Whence  tumbled  headlong  from  the  height  of  life. 
They  furnish  matter  for  the  tragic  Muse. 
Ev'n  in  the  vale,  where  Wisdom  loves  to  dwell 
Wi^  Friendship,  Peace,  and  Contemplation  join*d, 
How  many,  rack*d  with  honest  passions,  droop 
In  deep  retir*d  distress.     How  many  stand 
Around  the  death-bed  of  their  dearest  friends. 
And  point  the  parting  anguish.  Thouglit  fond  man 
Of  these,  and  all  the  thousand  nameless  ills, 
That  one  incessant  struggle  render  life. 
One  scene  of  toil,  of  suffering,  and  of  fate. 
Vice  in  his  high  career  would  stand  appallM, 
And  heedless  rambling  Impulse  learn  to  think ; 
The  conscious  heart  of  Charity  would  warm, 
And  her  wide  wish  Benevolence  dilate ; 
Hie  social  tear  would  rise,  the  social  sigh; 
And  into  clear  perfection,  gradual  bliss. 
Refining  still,  the  social  passions  work. 

And  here  can  I  forget  the  generous  band  *, 
Who,  touch'd  with  human  woe,  redfessive  search*d 
Into  the  horrours  of  the  gloomy  jail  ? 
Unpitied,  and  uidieard,  where  misery  moans ; 
Where  sickness  pines ;  where  thirst  and  hunger  bum. 
And  poor  misfortune  feels  the  lash  of  vice. 
While  in  the  hmd  of  liberty,  the  land 
Whose  every  street  and  public  meeting  glow 
With  open  freedom,  little  tyrants  rag*d; 
Snstch*d  the  lean  morsel  fhim  the  starving  mouth ; 
Tore  from  cold  wintery  limbs  the  tatter'dweed ; 
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£v*n  robb'd  tbefo  oftbe  last  af  caaAxiM,  sleep; 
The  free-born  Briton  to  the  dungeon  diain'd. 
Or,  as  the  lust  of  cruelty  prevailed. 
At  plMsure  mark*d him  with  inglorious  stripes: 
And  crush*d  out  Uves,  by  secret  barbarous  ways, 
That  for  their  country  would  have  toil*d,  or  Ued. 
O,  great  design !  if  executed  well. 
With  patient  care,  and  wtedom-temper'd  leal. 
Ye  sons  of  mercy !  yet  resume  the  search ; 
Drag  forth  the  legal  vumsUsn  into  light, 
Wrench  from  their  hands  oppreasian's  iron  rod, 
And  bid  the  cruel  fed  the  pains  they  give. 
Much  still  untouch'd  remains  ;  in  tbia  rank  agf^ 
Much  is  the  patriot's  weeding  hand  requir'ci 
Hie  toils  of  law,  (what  dark  insidious  men 
Have  cumberous  added  to  perplex  die  truth. 
And  lengthen  simple  justice  into  trade,) 
How  glorious  were  the  day  that  saw  these  brok^ 
And  every  man  within  the  reach  of  right ! 

By  wintery  fiunine  rous'd,  from  all  the  trKt 
Of  horrid  mountains,  which  the  sliining  Alp% 
And  wavy  Appenine,  and  Pyrenees, 
Branch  out  stupendous  into  distant  lands ; 
Ccuel  as  Death,  and  hungry  as  the  Grave ! 
Burning  for  blood !  bony,  and  gaunt,  and  grim ! 
Assembling  wolves  in  raging  troops  descend ; 
And,  pouring  o'er  the  country,  bear  along. 
Keen  as  the  north  wind  sweeps  the  glossy  snow. 
All  is  their  prise.     They  fasten  on  the  stJeed, 
Press  him  to  earth,  and  pierce  his  mi^ty  heart 
Nor  can  the  bull  his  awefiil  front  defend. 
Or  shake  the  murdering  savages  away. 
Rapacious,  at  the  mother's  throat  they  fly, 
And  tear  the  screaming  infant  from  tier  breast 
The  godlike  face  of  man  avails  him  nought. 
Ev'n  Beauty,  force  divine !  at  whose  bright  glasce 
The  generous  lion  stands  in  softm'd  gaxe. 
Hero  bleeds,  a  hapless  undistinguiah'd  prey. 
But  if,  appriz'd  of  the  severe  attack* 
The  country  be  shut  up,  lur'd  by  the  scent, 
On  church-yards  drear  (inhuman  to  relate !) 
'Hie  disappmnted  prowlers  fisll,  and  dig 
Hie  shrouded  body  from  the  grave  ;  o'er  whidn 
Mix'd  with  foul  shades,  and  frighted  ghosts,  they 
howL 

Among  those  hilly  regions,  where  embrac'd 
In  peaceAil  vales  the  happy  Grisons  dweU, 
Oft,  rushing  sudden  from  the  loaded  difis, 
Mountains  of  snow  their  gathering  tenraurs  rolL 
From  steep  to  steep,  loud-thundering  downtfac; 

come, 
A  wintery  waste  in  dire  commotion  all ; 
And  herds,  and  flocks,  and  travellers,  and  swaiiU) 
And  sometimes  whole  brigades  of  noarching  tnof^ 
Or  hamlets  sleeping  in  the  dead  of  nigfat. 
Are  deep  beneath  the  smothering  ruin  whelmed 

Now  aU  amid  die  rigours  of  the  year. 
In  the  wild  depth  of  Winter,  while  without 
The  ceaseless  winds  blow  ice,  be  my  retreat. 
Between  the  groaning  forest  and  the  shore 
Beat  by  the  boundless  multitude  of  waTei^ 
A  rural,  shelter'd,  solitary  scene ; 
Where  ruddy  fire  and  beaming  tapers  join. 
To  dieer  the  gloom.     There  studious  let  me  dt, 
And  hold  high  converse  with  the  mighty  dead ; 
Sages  of  ancient  time,  as  gods  rever'd. 
As  goda  beneficent,  who  blest  mankind 
With  arts,  with  arms,  and  buroanii'd  a  wodd. 
Rous'd  at  th*  inspiring  thought,  I  throw  aside 

'  ">  longJiv'd  vdiima  $  and«  deep  musingi  hail 
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Tlie  sacred  sliades,  that  ilowly  rising  pats 
Before  my  wondering  eyes.     First  Socrates, 
Vho,  firmly  good  in  a  corrupted  state, 
Against  the  rage  of  tyrants  singU  stood, 
Invincible  !  calm  reason's  holy  law. 
That  t€Mee  of  God  within  th'  attentive  mind. 
Obeying,  fearless,  or  in  life,  or  death  : 
Great  moral  teacher  I  wisest  of  mankind  ! 
Solon  the  next,  who  built  Ids  common-weal 
On  equity's  wide  base ;  by  tender  taws 
A  lively  people  curbing,  yet  undamp'd. 
Preserving  still  that  quick  peculiar  fire, 
\%lience  in  the  laurell'd  field  of  finer  arts. 
And  of  bold  fVecdom,  they  unequall'd  shone, 
The  pride  of  smiling  Greece,  and  human-kind. 
Lycui^us  then,  who  bow*d  beneath  the  force 
Of  strictest  discipline,  sti'erefy  wise. 
All  human  passions.     Following  him  I  see. 
As  at  Therroopyl»  he  glorious  fell, 
The  firm  devoted  chief*  who  prov*d  by  deeds 
inie  hardest  lesson  which  the  other  taught. 
Then  Aristides  ItfU  his  honest  front ; 
Spotleas  oi  heart,  to  whom  th*  unflattering  voice 
Of  firvcdom  gave  the  noblest  name  of  just ; 
In  pore  .msjestic  poverty  rever'd ; 
WImd,  ev'n  his  glory  to  his  country's  weal 
Submitting,  swell'd  a  haughty  rivaTaf  fame. 
Rcar'd  by  his  care,  of  softer  niy  appears 
Omoa,  aweet-aoul'd ;  whose  genius,  rising  strong, 
Sfaoc^  off*  the  load  of  young  debaudi ;  abroad 
Tbe  scourge  of  Plersian  pride,  at  home  tiie  friend 
Of  every  worth  and  every  splendid  art ; 
Modest  and  simple  in  the  pomp  of  wedth. 
Theft  tbe  last  worthies  of  declining  Greetie, 
Late  call'd  to  glovy,  in  unequal  times, 
Pensive^  appear.     The  fair  Corinthian  boast, 
TEmoleon,  happy  temper !  mild  and  firm, 
MTfao  wept  the  brother  while  the  tyrant  bled. 
Andy  equal  to  the  best,  the  Theban  pair  f , 
Wboae  ▼irtuea,  in  heroic  concord  join'd, 
Their  country  rais'd  to  freedom,  empire,  fame. 
He  too^  with  whom  Athenian  honour  simk, 
And  left  n  mass  of  sordid  lees  behind : 
Fhocioa  the  good ;  in  public  life  severe, 
To  virtue  still  inexorably  firm  ; 
But  when,  beneath  his  low  illustrious  roof. 
Sweet  peace  and  happy  wisdom  smooth'd  his  brow, 
Not  friendship  softer  was,  nor  love  more  kind. 
And  be,  tbe  last  of  old  Lycurgus'  sons. 
The  generous  victim  to  t^  vain  attempt. 
To  save  a  rotten  state^  Agis,  who  saw 
£v*n  Sparta's  self  to  serrile  avarice  sunk. 
Tbe  two  Achalan  heroes  close  the  train : 
Afnttts^  who  awhile  relum'd  the  soul 
Of  fondly  lingering  liberty  in  Greece : 
And  be  ber  darling,  as  her  latest  hope, 
Tbe  gaOanl  JPhilopoemen ;  who  to  arms 
Tum'd  the  luxurious  pomp  he  could  not  cure ; 
Or  toiling  in  his  farm  a  simple  swain ; 
Or  bold  and  skilful,  thundering  in  the  field. 
Of  rougher  front,  a  mighty  people  come ! 
A  race  of  heroes !  in  those  virtuous  times, 
Wbkfa  knew  no  stain,  save  that  with  partial  flame 
Their  dearest  country  they  too  fondly  lov'd : 
ll9S  betUrJounder  first,  the  light  of  Rome, 
Numa,  who  soften'd  her  rapacious  sons : 

*  Leonidas. 

^  Tlomiitoclea. 

I  Pelopidaa  and  EpamiBoiidaa. 


Serrius  the  king!  who  laid  the'  solid  base 
On  which  o'er  Earth  the  vast  rqntbUc  spread. 
Then  the  great  consuls  venerable  rise. 
The  public  father  §,  w1k>  the  private  quell'd. 
As  on  the  dread  tribunal  sternly  sad. 
He,  whom  his  thankless  country  could  not  lose, 
Camillus,  only  vengeful  to  his  foes. 
Fabridus,  scomer  of  all-conquering  gold ; 
And  Cincinnatus,  aweful  from  the  plough. 
Thy  willing  rictim  ||,  Cartilage,  bursting  looae 
From  all  tlMt  pleading  Nature  could  op|>ose, 
From  a  whole  city's  tears,  by  ri^d  fUdi 
I  Imperious  call'd,  and  honour's  dire  command. 
Sdpio,  the  gentle  chiif,  humanely  brave. 
Who  soon  the  race  of  spotless  glory  ran, 
And  warm  in  youth,  to  the  poetic  shade 
Witli  Friendship  and  Philosophy  retir'd. 
TuUy,  whose  powerful  eloquence  awhile 
Restrain'd  the  rapid  fate  of  rushing  Rome. 
Unconquer'd  Cato,  virtuous  in  extreme. 
And  thou,  unhappy  Brutus,  kind  of  heart, 
Whose  steady  arm,  by  aweful  virtue  urg'd. 
Lifted  the  Roman  s^m/ against  thy  friend. 
Thousands  besides  the  tribute  of  a  verse 
Demand ;  but  who  can  count  the  stars  of  Heaven  ? 
Who  sing  their  influence  on  this  lower  world  ? 

Behold,  who  yonder  comes !  in  sober  state. 
Fair,  mild,  and  strong,  -as  is  a  vernal  sun : 
'Tis  Phoebus'  self,  or  else  the  Mantuan  Swain  I 
Great  Homer  too  appears,  of  daring  wing, 
Parent  of  song !  and  equal  by  his  side, 
The  British  Muse ;  join'd  hand  in  hand  they  walk. 
Darkling,  full  up  the  middle  steep  to  Fame. 
Nor  absent  are  those  shades,  whose  skilful  touch 
Pathetic  drew  th*  impassion'd  heart,  and  clurm'd 
Transported  Athens  with  the  moral  scene : 
Nor  those  who,  tuneful,  wak'd  th*  enchanting  lyre. 

First  of  your  kind !  society  divine ; 
Still  visit  thus  my  nights,  for  you  reserv'd. 
And  mount  my  soaring  soul  to  thoughts  like  youra. 
Silence,  thou  lonely  power !  the  door  be  thine : 
See  on  the  hallow'd  hour  that  none  intrude. 
Save  a  few  chosen  friends,  who  sometimes  deign 
To  bless  my  humble  roof,  with  sense  refin'd, 
Learning  digested  well,  exalted  faith, 
Unstudy'd  wit,  and  humour  ever  gay. 
Or  fhim  the  Muses*  hill  will  Pope  descend. 
To  raise  the  sacred  hour,  to  bid  it  smile, 
And  with  the  social  spirit  warm  the  heart? 
For  though  not  sweeter  his  own  Homer  sings. 
Yet  is  his  life  the  more  endearing  song. 

Where  art  thou,  Hammond?  thou  the  darling 
pride. 
The  friend  and  lover  of  the  tuneful  throng ! 
Ah,  why,  dear  youth,  in  all  the  blooming  prime 
Of  vernal  genius,  where  disclosing  fast 
Each  active  worth,  each  manly  virtue  by, 
Why  wert  thou  ravish'd  from  our  hope  so  soon  ? 
What  now  avails  that  noble  thint  of  fame. 
Which  stung  thy  fervent  breast  ?  that  treasur  d  store 
Of  knowledge  early  gain'd?  that  eager  seal 
To  serve  thy  country,  glowing  in  the  bond 
Of  youthful  patriots,  who  sustain  her  name  ? 
What  now,  aUis !  that  life-diffusing  dtarro 
Of  sprightly  wit  ?  that  rapture  for  the  Muse, 
That  heart  of  friendship,  and  that  soul  of  joy, 
Which  bade  with  softest  light  thy  virtues  smile  ? 

§  Marcus  Junius  Brutus. 
I    Rerulua. 
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Ah !  only  show'dl,  to  dieck  our  Ibiid  ptiCBuitSi 
And  tAach  our  humbled  hopes  that  life  is  vain ! 

Thus  in  some  deep  retirement  would  I  pass 
Hie  Winter-glooms,  with  friends  of  pliant  soul. 
Or  blithe,  or  solemn,  as  the  theme  inspir'd :  [frame 
With  them  would  search,  if  Nature's  boundless 
Was  call*d,  late-rising  from  the  void  of  night, 
Or  sprung  eUrmd  from  th*  Etenial  Mind ; 
Its  life,  its  laws,  its  progress,  and  its  end. 
Hence  larger  prospects  of  the  beauteous  whole 
Would,  gradiud,  open  on  our  opening  minds ; 
And  each  difflillve  harmony  unite 
In  full  perfection  to  th*  astonish*d  ejre. 
Tlien  would  we  try  to  scan  the  moral  world, 
V^ch,  though  to  us  it  seems  embroil*d,  rooyes  on 
In  higher  order  ;  fitted,  and  impeird, 
By  Wisdom's  finest  hand,  and  issuing  all 
In  gfnerai  good.     The  sage  historic  Muse 
Should  next  conduct  us  through  the  deeps  of  time : 
Show  us  how  empire'grew,  dedin*d,  and  fell. 
In  scatter*d  states ;  what  makes  the  nations  smiley 
Improves  dieir  soil,  and  gives  them  double  suns ; 
And  why  they  pine  beneath  the  brightest  skies, 
In  Nature's  ridiest  lap.     As  thus  we  talk'd. 
Our  hearts  would  bum  within  us,  would  inhale 
The  portion  of  divinity,  that  ray 
Of  purest  Heaven,  which  lights  the  public  soul 
Of  patriots,  and  of  heroes.     But  if  doom*d, 
In  powerless  humble  fortune,  to  repress 
Hiese  ardent  risings  of  the  kindling  soul ; 
Then,  ev*n  superior  to  ambition,  we 
Would  learn  die  private  virtues  how  to  glide 
Through  shades  and  plains,  along  the  smoothest 

stream 
Of  rural  life :  or  snatch*d  away  by  hope, 
Through  the  dim  spaces  of  futority. 
With  earnest  eye  anticipato  those  scenes 
Of  happiness,  and  wonder ;  where  the  mind, 
In  endless  growth  and  infinite  ascent. 
Rises  from  btate  to  state,  and  world  to  world. 
But  when  with  these  die  serious  thought  is  foU*d, 
We,  shifting  for  relief,  would  play  the  shapes 
Of  frolic  Fancy ;  and  incessant  form 
Tliose  rapid  pictures,  that  assembled  trsin 
Of  fleet  ideas,  never  join*d  before. 
Whence  lively  Wit  excites  to  gay  surprise; 
Or  folly-paindng  Humour,  grave  himself. 
Galls  Laughter  forth,  deep>shaking  every  nerve 

Meandme  the  vilU^  rouses  up  the  fire; 
While  well  attested,  and  as  well  beltev'd. 
Heard  solemn,  goes  the  goblin-story  round ; 
Till  superstitious  horrour  creeps  o*er  alL 
Or,  fr«|uent  in  the  sounding  hall,  they  wake 
Hie  rural  gamboL     Rusdc  murth  goes  round ; 
The  simple  joke  that  takes  the  shepherd's  heart. 
Easily  pleas'd ;  the  long  loud  laugh,  sincere ; 
The  kiss,  snatch'd  hasty  from  the  side-Iong  maid. 
On  purpose  guardless,  or  pretending  sleep : 
The  leap,  the  slap,  the  haul ;  and,  shoc^  to  notes 
Of  nadve  music,  the  respondent  dance. 
Thus  jocund  fleets  widi  diem  the  winter-night. 

The  dty  swarms  intense.     The  public  haunt, 
Full  of  each  theme,  and  warm  with  mixt  discourse. 
Hums  indisdncL     Tlie  sons  of  riot  flow 
Down  the  loose  stream  of  false  enchanted  joy, 
To  swift  destrucdon.     On  the  rankled  soul 
The  gaming  fbry  fidls ;  and  in  one  gulph 
Of  total  ruin,  tionour,  virtue,  peace, 
Friends,  families,  and  fortune,  headlong  sink. 
Up-iprings  die  dance  along  the  lighted  dr 


Mix*d  and  evolv'd,  a  dioiaKid  ifingkUy  wiji. 
The  glittering  court  effuses  every  pomp ; 
llie  circle  deepens :  beaxa'd  from  gaudy  robes, 
Tapers,  and  qiarkling  gems,  and  radiant  eyes, 
A  soft  effulgence  o'er  die  palace  waves : 
While,  a  gay  insect  in  his  8ummer-.sfaine, 
The  fop^  light-fluttering,  spreads  his  rooly  win^ 

Dread  o'er  the  scene,  the  ghost  of  HarnktHifti; 
Othello  rages ;  poor  Monimia  mourns ; 
And  Belviden  pours  her  soul  in  love. 
Terrour  alarms  the  breast ;  the  comely  tesr 
Steals  o'er  the  cheek :  or  dse  the  comic  Muse 
Holds  to  the  world  a  picture  of  itself. 
And  raises  sly  the  fair  impartial  laugh. 
Sometimes  she  lifts  her  strain,  and  paints  die fceiMs 
Of  beauteous  life ;  whate'er  can  ded  mankind. 
Or  charm  the  heart,  in  generous  Bevil  ^  ihoir'd. 

O,  thou,  whose  wisdom,  solid  yet  refin  d. 
Whose  patriot-virtues,  and  consummate  skfll 
To  touch  the  flner  springs  that  move  the  worM) 
Join'd  to  whato'er  the  Graces  can  bestow, 
And  all  Apollo's  animadng  fire^ 
Give  thee,  with  pleasing  dignity,  to  slnne 
At  once  the  guardian,  ornament,  and  joy, 
Of  polish'd  Ufe ;  permit  the  rural  Muse^ 
O  Chesterfield,  to  grace  with  thee  her  song ! 
Ere  to  the  shades  again  she  humbly  flies, 
Indulge  her  fond  ambidon,  in  thy  train 
(For  every  Muse  has  in  thy  train  a  place) 
To  mark  thy  various  full-accomplish'd  n^nd : 
To  mark  tluit  spirit,  which,  with  British  sonm, 
Rejects  th'  allurements  of  corrupted  power ; 
That  el^pant  politeness,  which  excels, 
Ev'n  in  the  judgment  of  presumptuous  Fkaner, 
The  boasted  manners  of  her  shining  court ; 
lliat  wit,  the  vivid  energy  of  sense. 
The  truth  of  Nature,  wbicfa,  with  Attic  point. 
And  kind  well-temper'd  satire,  smcxithly  keen, 
Steals  through  the  soul,  and  without  pain  corned 
Or,  rising  thence  with  yet  a  brighter  flamc^ 
O,  let  me  hail  thee  on  some  glorious  day, 
When  to  the  listening  senate,  ardent,  crowd 
Britannia's  sons  to  hear  her  pleaded  cause. 
Tlien  drest  by  thee,  more  amiably  fiur. 
Truth  the  soft  robe  of  mild  persuasion  wesrs : 
Thou  to  assendng  reason  giv'st  again  [hesit. 

Her  own  enlighten'd  thoughts;    caU*d  from  thr 
Th'  obedient  passions  on  thy  vdoe  attend ; 
And  ev'n  reluctant  party  feels  awhile 
Thy  gracious  power :  as  throu^  the  varied  mue 
Of  eloquence,  now  smooth,  now  quick,  now  «oagi 
Profound  and  clear,  you  roll  the  odious  flood. 

To  thy  lov'd  haunt  return,  my  hi^ipy  Muse: 
For  now,  behold,  the  joyous  Winter-daya, 
Frosty,  succeed ;  and  tluough  the  blue  serene, 
For  sight  too  fine,  th*  etherial  nitre  flics ; 
Killing  infectious  damps,  and  the  spent  air 
Storing  afresh  with  elements!  Ufe. 
Close  crowds  the  shining  atmoqihere ;  and  binds 
Our  strengthen'd  bodies  in  its  cold  embrace^ 
Constringent ;  feeds,  and  animates  our  blood ; 
Refines  our  qpirits,  through  the  new-strung  nem^ 
In  swifter  saUies  darting  to  the  brain  ; 
Where  sits  the  soul,  intense,  collected,  cool. 
Bright  as  the  skies,  and  as  the  season  keen. 
All  Nature  feek  the  renovating  force 
Of  Winter,  only  to  the  thoughd< 
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In  nnn  wen.     The  ftwUconooettd  glebe 

Dvmws  in  abonduit  Tegetable  mu], 

And  gatfacn  ▼igour  for  the  coming  year. 

A  stronger  glow  sits  on  the  lively  cheek 

Of  mdcfy  lire :  and  loculent  elong 

Tbe  purer  riven  flow ;  their  sullen  deepe^ 

TVuMperent,  open  to  tbe  shepherd's  gaie, 

And  anirmur  hoarser  at  the  fixing  ftost.         [stores 

ynm^  art  thou,  ftost?  and  whence  are  thy  keen 
Dcrhr'd,  thou  secret  all4nvading  power, 
Whom  eT*n  th*  illusite  iluid  cannot  fly  ? 
Is  not  thy  potent  energy,  unseen. 
Myriads  of  little  salts,  or  hook*d,  or  shap'd 
like  double  wedges,  and  diflba'd  immense 
HmNigfa  water,  eardi,  and  ether  ?     Hence  at  eve, 
Sleam'd  eager  from  the  red  horison  round. 
With  the  fierce  rage  of  Winter  deep  suffiis*d| 
An  icy  gnle,  oft  slufting,  o'er  the  pool 
Breathes  a  blue  film,  and  in  its  mid  career 
Arrests  the  bickering  stream.     The  loosen'd  ice, 
Let  down  the  flood,  and  half  dissolv'd  by  day* 
Ruatlca  no  more ;  but  to  the  sedgy  bank 
Fast  grows^  or  gathers  round  the  pointed  stone, 
A  crystal  pavement,  by  the  breath  of  Heaven 
Cemented  firm  ;  till,  seis'd  from  shore  to  shores 
Tlie  whole  imprison'd  river  growls  below. 
Loud  rings  the  ftoaen  earth,  and  hard  reflects 
A  double  noise ;  wfail^  at  his  evening  watch, 
Tbe  village  dog  deters  the  nightly  thief; 
Tbe  heifer  lows ;  the  distant  water-fall 
Swells  in  the  breeie ;  and,  with  the  hasty  tread 
Of  trmveller,  the  hollow-sounding  plain 
Shakes  from  afiur.     Hie  ftill  ethereal  round. 
Infinite  worlds  disclosing  to  tile  view, 
Shines  out  intensely  keen ;  and,  all  one  cope 
Of  starry  glitter,  glows  firom  pole  to  pole. 
Fhim  pole  to  pole  the  rigid  influence  fidls, 
Through  the  still  night,  incessant,  heavy,  strongs 
And  seises  Nature  fast.     It  freezes  on ; 
TUl  Mom,  late-rising  o'er  the  drooping  world, 
Lifts  her  pale  eye  unjoyous.     Then  appears 
Tbe  various  labour  of  the  silent  Night : 
Prone  from  the  dripping  cave,  and  dumb  cascade, 
Whose  idle  torrents  only  seem  to  roar, 
Tbe  pendant  icicle ;  the  frost-work  fair, 
Where  transient  hues  and  fancy'd  figures  rise ; 
Wide-spouted  o'er  the  hill,  the  frosen  brook, 
A  livid  tract,  cold-gleaming  on  the  mom ; 
The  fotest  bent  beneath  the  plumy  wave ; 
And  by  the  frost  refin'd  the  whiter  snow, 
Inorusted  hard,  and  sounding  to  tbe  tread 
Of  early  shepherd,  as  he  pensive  seeks 
His  pining  flock,  or  from  the  mountain-top, 
Flcas'd  with  die  slippery  surface,  swift  descends. 

On  blithsome  ftvlicks  bent,  tbe  youthful  swains. 
While  every  work  of  man  is  laid  at  rest. 
Fond  o'er  the  river  crowd,  in  various  sport 
And  revelry  diawlv'd ;  where  miiing  glad. 
Happiest  of  all  the  train !  the  raptur'd  boy 
Laabes  the  whirling  top.     Or,  where  the  Rhine 
Bnmcfa'd  out  in  many  a  long  canal  extends. 
From  every  province  swarming,  void  of  care, 
Betavia  malies  forth  ;  and  as  diey  sweep. 
On  sounding  skates,  a  thousand  difierent  ways, 
In  circling  poise,  swift  as  the  winds,  along. 
The  tkem  gay  land  is  madden'd  all  to  joy. 
Nor  leas  the  northern  courts,  wide  o'er  the  snow. 
Pour  a  new  pompb     Eager,  on  rapid  sleds, 
Their  vigorous  youth  in  bold  contention  wheel 
Tlie  long  resounding  course.     Meantime,  to  raise 


Hie  man\y  strifr,  with  highly  blooming  charms, 
Flush'd  by  the  season,  Scandinavia's  dames. 
Or  Russia's  buxom  daughters,  glow  around. 

Pure,  quidc,  and  spoitful,  is  the  wholesome  day ; 
But  soon  elaps'd.     The  horisontal  Sun, 
Broad  o'er  the  soudi,  hangs  at  his  utmost  noon : 
And,  ineffiBCtual,  strikes  the  gelid  cliflT: 
His  asure  gloss  the  mountain  still  maintains. 
Nor  feels  the  feeble  touch.     Perhaps  the  vale 
Relents  awhile  to  the  reflected  ray ; 
Or  from  the  forest  fidls  the  cluster'd  snow. 
Myriads  of  gems,  that  in  the  waving  gleam 
Gay-twinkle  as  they  scatter.     Thick  around 
Thunders  the  sport  of  those,  who  with  the  gun, 
And  dog  impatient  bounding  at  the  shot. 
Worse  than  the  season,  desolate  the  fields : 
And,  adding  to  the  ruins  of  the  year. 
Distress  the  footed  or  the  feather'd  game. 

But  what  is  this  ?     Our  infimt  Winter  sinki^ 
Divested  of  Ids  grandeur,  should  our  eye 
Astonish'd  shoot  into  the  frigid  tone ; 
Where,  for  relentless  months,  continual  Night 
Holds  o'er  the  glittering  waste  her  stany  reign. 

'Iliere,  through  the  prison  of  unbounded  wilds, 
Barr'd  1^  the  hind  of  Nature  from  escape. 
Wide  roams  the  Russian  exile.     Nought  around 
Strikes  his  sad  eye,  but  deserts  lost  in  snow  ; 
And  heavy-loaded  groves ;  and  solid  floods, 
That   stretch    athwart  the  solitary  vast, 
Their  icy  lionrours  to  the  frozen  main  ; 
And  cheerless  towns  far  distant,  never  bless'd. 
Save  when  its  annual  course  the  caravan 
Bends  to  the  golden  coast  of  rich  Cathay  *, 
With  news  of  humaiwkind.     Yet  there  life  glows : 
Yet  cherish'd  there,  beneath  the  shining  waste, 
llie  furry  nations  harbour :  tipt  with  jet. 
Fair  ermines,  spordess  as  the  snovrs  tlMsy  press ; 
Sables,  of  glossy  black ;  and  dark-embrown'd. 
Or  beauteous  freakt  with  many  a  mingled  hue, 
Thousands  besides,  the  costly  pride  of  courts. 
There,  warm  togetlicr  press'd,  the  trooping  deer 
Sleep  on  the  new-fidl'n  snows;  and,  scarce  his  head 
Rais'd  o'er  the  heapy  wreath,  the  branching  elk 
Lies  slumbering  sullen  in  the  white  abyss. 
The  ruthless  hunter  wants  nor  dogs  nor  toils. 
Nor  with  the  dread  of  sounding  bows  he  drives 
Hie  fearful  flying  race :  with  ponderous  clubs. 
As  weak  against  the  mountain-heaps  they  push 
Tlieir  beating  breast  in  vain,  and  piteous  bray. 
He  lays  them  quivering  on  the  ensanguin'd  snows, 
And  with  loud  shouts  rejoicing  bears  them  home. 
There,  throu^  the  piny  forest  half-absorpt. 
Rough  tenant  of  these  shades,  the  shapeless  bear, 
With  dangling  ice  all  horrid,  stalks  forlorn ; 
Slow-plac'd,  and  sourer  as  the  storms  increase^ 
He  makes  his  bed  beneath  th'  inclement  drift. 
And,  with  stem  patience,  scorning  weak  complaint, 
Hardens  his  heart  against  assailing  wanL 

Wide  o'er  the  spacious  regions  of  the  north, 
Tliat  sees  Bootes  urge  his  tardy  wain, 
A  boisterous  race,  by  firosty  Caurus  f  pierc'd. 
Who  litde  pleasure  know,  and  fear  no  pain, 
Prolific  swarm.     They  once  relum'd  the  flame 
Of  lost  mankind  in  polish'd  slavery  sunk. 
Drove  martial  horde  on  horde  ^,  widi  dreadftd  sweep 
Resisdess  rushing  o'er  th'  enfeebled  south, 

*  The  old  name  fcr  China. 
f  The  north-west  wind. 
I  The  wandering  Scythian  dans. 
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And  gave  the  vanqukhM  world  anodicr  fonn. 

Not  such  the  sons  of  Lapland :  wisely  they 

I>espise  th'  insensate  barbarous  tiade  of  war ; 

They  ask  no  more  than  simple  Nature  gives ; 

They  love  their  mountains,  and  enjoy  their  stQini^ 

No  false  desires,  no  pride-created  wants, 

Disturb  the  peaceful  current  of  their  time, 

And  through  the  restless  ever-tortur*d  maae 

Of  pleasure^  or  ambition,  bid  it  rage 

Their  rein-<ker  form  their  richea     These  their  tents. 

Their  robes,  their  beds,  and  all  their  homely  wealth 

Supply,  their  wholesome  &re,  and  cheerful  cups. 

Obsequmus  at  their  call,  the  docile  tribe 

Yield  to  the  sled  their  necks,  and  whirl  them  swift 

0*er  hill  and  dale,  he^p*d  into  one  expanse 

Of  marbled  snow,  as  fiyr  as  eye  can  sweep. 

With  a  blue  crust  of  ice  unbounded  glaz'd. 

By  dancing  meteors  then,  that  ceaseless  shake 

A  waving  blaxe  refmcted  o*er  the  heavens^ 

And  vivid  moons,  and  stars  that  keener  play 

With  double  lustre  from  the  glossy  waste, 

£v*n  in  the  depth  of  polar  night,  they  find 

A  wondrous  day :  enough  to  light  the  chase, 

Or  guide  their  daring  steps  to  Hnland  fiurs. 

Wish*d  Spring  returns ;  and  from  the  hasy  south, 

While  dim  Aurora  slowly  moves  before. 

The  welcome  Sun,  just  verging  up  at  first. 

By  small  degrees  extends  the  swelling  curve  < 

Till  seen  at  large  for  gay  rcjcncing  months. 

Still  round  and  round  his  spiral  coune  he  winds. 

And  as  he  neariy  dips  liis  flaming  ori>. 

Wheels  up  again,  and  re-ascends  the  sky. 

In  that  glad  season  from  the  lakes  and  floods^ 

Where  pure  Niemi*s  *  fairy  mountains  rise, 

And  fring*d  with  roses  Tenglio  f  rolls  his  stream, 

They  draw  the  copious  fry.     With  these,  at  eve^ 

They  cheerful  loaded  to  their  tents  repair ; 

Where,  all  day  long  in  useful  care  employ'd, 

Their  kind  unblemish'd  wives  the  fire  prepare. 

Thrice  happy  race !  by  poverty  secur'd 

From  l^al  plunder  and  rapadoMs  power : 

In  whom  fell  interest  never  yet  has  sown 

The  seeds  of  vice:  whose  spotless  swains  ne'er  knew 

Injurious  deed,  nor,  blasted  by  the  breath 

Of  fiuthless  love,  their  blooming  daughters  woe. 

Still  pressing  on,  beyond  Tomea*s  lake, 
And  Heda  flaming  through  a  waste  of  snow, 
And  farthest  Greenland,  to  the  Pole  itself. 
Where,  failing  gradual,  life  at  length  goes  out. 
The  Muse  expands  her  solitary  flight ; 
And,  hovering  o*er  the  wild  stupendous  scene. 
Beholds  new  seas  beneath  another  sky.  ^ 
Ihron'd  in  his  palace  of  cerulealn  ice, 

*  M.  de  Maupertuis,  in  his  book  on  the  figure 
of  the  Earth,  after  having  described  the  beauidful 
lake  and  mountain  of  Niemi  in  Lapland,  says,  — 
*<  From  this  height  we  had  opportunity  several  times 
to  see  those  vapours  rise  from  the  hdce,  whidi  the 
people  of  the  country  call  Haltios,  and  which  they 
deem  to  be  the  guardian  spirits  of  the  mountains. 
We  had  been  fritted  with  stories  of  beara  that 
haunted  this  place,  but  saw  none.  It  seemed 
rather  a  place  of  resort  for  Fairies  and  Genii,  than 


f  The  sameautborobserves;-^'*  I  was  surprised 
to  see  upon  the  banks  of  this  river  (the  Tenglio) 
roses  of  as  lively  a  red  as  any  that  are  in  our 
gwdcns.** 

I  The  other  hcmispiiere. 


Here  Winter  holds  his  univjoidng  court ; 
And  through  his  aiiy  hall  tbe  loud  mimle 
Of  driving  tempest  is  for  ever  beard : 
Here  the  grim  tyrant  meditates  his  wnth; 
Here  arms  his  winds  with  all- subduing  frost; 
Moulds  his  fierce  hail,  and  treasures  up  hi 
With  which  he  now  oppresses  half  the  (^obe. 

Thence  winding  eas^irard  to  the  Taitar's 
Sbe  sweeps  the  howling  margin  of  the  main ; 
Where  undissolving,  from  the  first  of  time. 
Snows  swell  on  snows  amaiing  to  the  sky ; 
And  icy  mountains,  hi^  on  mountaans  pfl*d. 
Seem  to  the  shivering  sailor  from  afio'. 
Shapeless  and  white,  an  atmoiyhere  of  doodk 
Projected  huge,  and  horrid,  o*er  the  surges 
Alps  frown  on  Alps,  or  rushing  hideous  down, 
As  if  old  Chaos  was  again  returo*d, 
Widewrend  the  deep,  and  shake  the  solid  Pole: 
Ocean  itself  no  longer  can  resist 
Tlie  binding  fury ;  but,  in  all  its  rage ' 
Of  tempest,  taken  by  the  boundless  fitist, 
Is  many  a  frthom  to  the  bottom  chain'd. 
And  hid  to  roar  no  more :  a  bleak  expanse, 
Shagg'd  o*er  with  wavy  rocks,  cheerless,  and 
Of  every  life,  that  from  the  dreary  months 
Flies  conscious  southward.     Miserable  they, 
Who,  here  entangled  in  the  gathering  ice. 
Take  their  last  look  of  the  descending  Sun ; 
While,  full  of  death,  and  fierce  with  tenfoM  ftwt, 
Tlie  long  long  night,  incumbent  o*er  their  faesd% 
Falls  horrible.     Such  was  the  Briton's  $  isle. 
As  with /Srtf  prow  (what  have  not  Britons  dar*d  [} 
He  for  the  passage  sought,  attempted  since 
So  much  in  vain,  and  aecming  to  be  shut 
By  jealous  Nature  with  eternal  bars. 
In  these  fell  r^ons,  in  Arnna  cau^t. 
And  to  the  stony  deep  his  idle  ship 
Immediate  seal'd,  he  with  his  hapless  crew. 
Each  full-exerted  at  his  several  task, 
FVose  into  statues ;  to  die  cordage  ^lued 
The  sailor,  and  the  pilot  to  the  helm.  [stream 

Hard  1^  these  shores,  where  scarce  hb  fntBag 
Bolls  the  wild  Oby,  live  the  last  of  men  ; 
And  half.«nliven*d  by  the  distant  Sun, 
That  rears  and  ripena  man,  as  well  as  plants, 
Here  human  nature  wears  its  rudest  fomu 
Deep  from  the  piercing  season  sunk  in  cavis. 
Here  by  dull  fires,  and  with  unjoyous  cheer. 
They  waste  the  tedious  gloom.     Immers'd  in  furs 
Doae  the  gross  race.     Nor  sprightly  jest,  nor  uiii^ 
Nor  tenderness  they  know  ;  nor  aught  of  life, 
Beyond  the  kindred  bears  that  stalk  without 
Till  Mom  at  length,  her  roses  drooping  all. 
Sheds  a  long  twilight  brightening  o*er  their  fkldi, 
And  calls  tte  quiver'd  savage  to  the  chase. 

What  cannot  active  government  perfonn, 
New-moulding  man  ?    Wide-atretdbing  from  these 


A  people  savage  from  remotest  tmie, 

A  huge  neglected  empire,  one  vast  mind. 

By  Heaven  in^ur'd,  from  Godiic  darkneaa  csUU 

Immortal  Peter !  first  of  monarchs !  He 

His  stubborn  country  tam*d,  her  rocks,  her  tuOf 

Her  floods,  her  seas,  her  iU-submittiiig  sons; 

And  while  the  fierce  hailMirian  he  subdued. 

To  more  exalted  soul  he  rais*d  the  man. 

Te  shades  of  ancient  heroes  ye  wbotoil'd 

"  "*-  Hugh  Wflloughby,  ^entby  Queen  Eliubdh 
4ie  north-east  {las&age. 
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Through. JoDg  suoeeaive  aga  to  build  up 

A  kbouiing  plan  of  Btate,  behold  at  once 

The  wonder  done !  behold  the  matchless  prince ! 

Who  left  his  native  throne,  where  reign'd  till  then 

A  migiity  shadow  of  unreal  power ; 

Who  greatlj  spum*d  the  slothful  pomp  of  courts; 

Andy  roaming  every  land,  in  every  port 

His  sceptre  Iwd  aside,  with  glorious  hand 

Unwearied  plying  the  medianic  tool, 

Gathered  the  seeds  of  trade,  of  useful  arts. 

Of  civil  wisdom,  and  of  martial  skill. 

Cbarg'd  with  the  stores  of  Europe,  home  he  goes ; 

Tbsa  cities  rise  amid  th*  illumin'd  waste  : 

O'er  joyless  deserts  smiles  the  rural  reign ; 

Far  distant  flood  to  flood  is  social  join'd ; 

Th' astonish*d  Euxine  hears  the  Baltic  roar; 

Fkood  navies  ride  on  seas  that  never  foam'd 

With  daring  keel  before  ;  and  armies  stretch 

Each  way  their  daxtUng  files,  repressing  here 

Hie  frantic  Alexander  of  the  north, 

And  awing  there  stem  Othman's  shrinking  sons. 

Sloth  flies  the  land,  and  Ignorance,  and  Vice, 

Of  <dd  dishonour  proud  :  it  glows  around, 

Taught  by  the  royal  hand  that  rous'd  the  wholes 

One  scene  of  arts,  of  arms,  of  rising  trade : 

For  what  his  wisdom  plann'd,  and  power  enforc'd, 

More  potent  still,  his  great  example  show'd. 

Muttering,  the  winds  at  eve,  with  blunted  point. 
Blow  hollow4>lustering  from  the  south.     Subdued, 
V»  frost  resolves  into  a  trickling  thaw. 
Spotted  the  mountains  shine ;  loose  sleet  descends,^ 
And  floods  the  country  round.     The  rivers  swell. 
Of  bonds  impatient.     Sudden  from  the  lulls. 
O'er  Bodu  and  woods,  in  brood  brown  cataracts, 
A  thousand  snow-fed  torrents  shoot  at  once ; 
And,  where  they  rush,  the  wide-resounding  plain 
Is  left  one  slimy  waste.     Those  sullen  seas. 
That  wash'd  th'  ungenial  Pole,  will  rest  no  more 
Beneath  the  shackles  of  the  mighty  north ; 
But,  rousing  all  their  waves,  resistless  heave. 
And  hark :  the  lengthening  roar  continuous  runs 
Athwart  the  rifted  deep  :  at  once  it  bursts. 
And  piles  a  thousand  mountains  to  tlie  clouds. 
lU  fares  the  bark  with  trembling  wretches  charg'd. 
That,  tost  amid  the  floating  fragments,  moors 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  icy  isle. 
While  night  o'erwhelms  the  sea,  and  horroiir  looks 
More  horrible.     Can  human  force  endure 
11)'  assembled  mischiefs  that  besiege  them  round  ? 
Heart-gnawing  hunger,  fainting  weariness, 
llie  roar  of  winds  and  waves,  the  crush  of  ice. 
Now  ceasing,  now  renew'd  with  louder  rage. 
And  in  dire  echoes  bellowing  round  the  main. 
More  to  embroil  the  deep.  Leviathan 
And  his  unwieldy  train,  in  dreadful  sport,   [gloom. 
Tempest  the  loosen'd  brine,   while  through  the 
Far  from  the  bleak  inhospitable  shore, 
I^iadbg  the  winds,  is  heard  the  hungry  howl 
Of  fiunuh'd  monsters,  there  awaiting  wrecks. 
Tet  Firovidenoe,  that  ever-waking  eye, 
lAioks  down  with  pity  on  the  feeble  toil 
Of  mortals  lost  to  hope,  and  lights  them  aafe, 
Tboogh  all  tins  dreary  labyrinth  of  fate,  [glooms, 

*TSs  done!    dread    Winter   spreads    his    Uttest 
And  reigns  tremendous  o'er  the  conquer'd  year. 
How  dead  the  vegetable  kingdom  lies ! 
How  dumb  the  tuneful !     Horrour  wide  extends 
His  desobrte  domain.     Behold,  fond  man  ! 
See  here  thy  pictur'd  life ;  pass  some  few  yaarii 


Tliy    flowering    Spring,    thy    Summer's     ardent 

strength. 
Thy  sober  Autumn  fading  into  age^ 
And  pale  concluding  Winter  comes  at  last. 
And  shuts  the  scene.     Ah  !  whither  now  are  fled 
Those  dreams  of  greatness  ?  those  unsolid  hopes 
Of  happiness  ?  those  longings  after  fame  ? 
Hiose  restless  cares?  those  busy  bustling  days  ? 
Those  gay-spent,    festive  nights?    those    veering 

thoughts, 
Ix»t  between  good  and  ill,  tliat  sbar'd  thy  life  ? 
All  now  are  vanish'd !    Virtue  sole  survive^ 
Immortal,  never-failing  friend  of  man. 
His  guide  to  happiness  on  high.     And  see  ! 
'Tis  come,  the  glorious  mom  !  the  second  birtli 
Of  Heaven  and  Earth !  awakening  Nature  hears 
The  new-creating  word,  and  starts  to  life. 
In  every  heighten'd  form,  from  pain  and  death 
For  ever  free.      The  great  eternal  tchemef 
Involving  all,  and  in  a  perfect  wfude 
Uniting,  as  the  prospect  wider  spreads, 
To  reason's  eye  rcfin'd  clears  up  apace. 
Ye  vainly  wise  !  ye  blind  presumptuous !  now, 
Confounded  in  the  dust,  adore  that  Power,  . 
And  Wisdom  oft  arraign  *d  :  see  now  the  cause, 
Why  unassuming  Worth  in  secret  liv'd. 
And  dy'd  ni^lected :  why  the  good  man's  share 
In  life  was  gall  and  bitterness  of  soul : 
Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans  pin'd 
In  starving  solitude  ;  while  Luxury, 
In  palaces,  lay  straining  her  low  thought, 
To  form  unr»il  wants :  why  heaven-bom  Tmth, 
And  Moderation  fair,  wore  the  red  marks 
Of  Superstition's  scourge :  why  licens'd  Pain, 
Hiat  cruel  spoiler^  that  cmbosom'd  foe, 
Imbitter'd  all  our  bliss.     Ye  good  distrest  I 
Ye  noble  few  !  who  here  unbending  stand 
Beneath  life's  pressure,  yet  bear  up  awhile, 
And  what  your  bounded  view,  which  only  saw 
A  little  part,  deem'd  evil,  is  no  more : 
Hie  storms  of  Wintery  Time  will  quickly  pass^ 
And  one  unbounded  Spring  encircle  all. 

A  Htxm. 

Thksx,  as  they  change.  Almighty  Father,  these 
Are  but  the  varied  God.     The  rolling  year 
Is  f^  of  thee.     Forth  in  the  pleasing  Spring 
Thy  beauty  walks,  thy  tenderness  and  love. 
Wide  flush  the  fields ;  the  sofUsuing  air  is  balm ; 
Echo  the  mountains  round ;  the  forest  smiles ; 
And  every  sense,  and  every  heart,  is  joy. 
Then  comes  thy  glory  in  the  Summer-months^ 
With  light  and  heat  refulgent.     Tlien  thy  Sun 
Shoots  full  perfection  through  the  swelling  year: 
And  oft  thy  voice  in  dreadful  thunder  speaks ; 
And  oft  at  dawn,  deep  noon,  or  falling  eve. 
By  brooks  and  groves,  in  hoUow-whispering  galea. 
Thy  bounty  shines  in  Autumn  unconfin'd. 
And  qireads  a  common  feast  for  all  that  lives. 
In  Winter  aweful  thou !  with  clouds  and  storms 
Around  thee  thrown,  tempest  o'er  tempest  roll'd. 
Majestic  darkness !  on  the  whirlwind's  wing. 
Riding  sublime,  thou  bidst  die  world  adore. 
And  humblest  nature  with  thy  nortliera  blast 

Mysterious  round !  what  skill,  what  force  divine^ 
Deep  felt,  in  these  appear !  a  simple  train, 
Yet  so  ddightful  mix'd,  with  such  kind  art, 
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Such  beauty  and  beneficence  combinM ; 
Shade,  unperceiT*d,  so  softening  into  shade; 
And  all  so  forming  an  faannonioiu  whole ; 
That,  as  they  still  succeed,  they  raTish  still. 
But  wandering  oft,  with  brute  unconscious  gaze, 
Man  marks  not  thee,  marks  not  the  migh^  hand, 
That,  ever  busy,  wheels  the  ulent  spheres ; 
Works  in  the  secret  deep ;  shoots,  steaming,  thence 
The  fair  profusion  that  o*erspreads  the  Spring : 
Flinffs  from  the  Sun  direct  the  flaming  day  $ 
Feecb  every  creature ;  huris  the  tempests  forth ; 
And,  as  on  Earth  tliis  grateful  change  revolves. 
With  tranqwrt  touches  all  the  springs  of  lifb. 

Nature,  attend !  join  every  living  soul. 
Beneath  the  spacious  temple  of  the  sky. 
In  adoration  join ;  and,  ardent,  raise 
One  general  song !     To  him,  ye  vocal  gales, 
Brea&e  soft,  whose  Spirit  in  your  freshness  breathes : 
Oh,  talk  of  htm  in  solitary  glooms ; 
Where,  o*er  the  rock,  the  scarcely  waving  pine 
Fills  the  brown  shade  with  a  religious  awe. 
And  ye,  whose  bolder  note  is  heud  afar. 
Who  shake  th'  astonish*d  world,  lift  high  to  Heaven 
Th'  impetuous  sons,  and  say  from  whom  you  rage. 
His  praise,  ye  brooks,  attune,  ye  trembling  rills ; 
And  let  me  catdi  it  as  I  muse  along. 
Te  headlong  torrents,  rapid  and  profound ; 
Ye  softer  floods,  that  lead  the  humid  maze 
Along  the  vale ;  and  tliou,  majestic  main, 
A  secret  world  of  wonden  in  thyself, 
Sound  his  stupendous  praise ;  whose  greater  voice 
Or  bids  you  roar,  or  bids  your  roarings  fall. 
Soft  roll  your  incense,    herbs,    and  fruits,    and 

flowers, 
In  mingled  clouds  to  him ;  whose  Sun  exalts. 
Whose  breath  perfumes  you,  and  whose  pencil 

paints. 
Ye  forests  bend,  ye  harvests  wave,  to  him ; 
Breathe  your  still  song  into  the  ralper*s  heart. 
As  home  he  goes  beneath  the  joyous  Moon. 
Ye  that  keep  watch  in  Heaven,  as  Earth  asleep 
UJiconsdous  lies,  effuse  your  mildest  beams, 
Ye  constellations,  while  your  angels  strike, 
Amid  the  spangled  sky,  the  silver  lyre. 
Great  source  of  day !  best  image  here  below 
Of  thy  Creator,  ever  pouring  wide, 
From  world  to  world,  the  vital  ocean  round. 
On  Nature  write  with  every  beam  his  praise. 
The  thunder  rolls :  be  hush*d  the  prostrate  world ; 
AVhile  cloud  to  doud  returns  the  solemn  hymn. 
Bleat  out  afresh,  ye  hUls :  ye  mossy  rocks. 
Retain  the  sound :  the  broad  responsive  low. 
Ye  valleys,  raise ;  for  the  Great  Shepherd  reigns ; 
And  hb  untvffering  kingdom  yet  will  come. 
Ye  woodlands  all,  awake :  a  boundless  song 
Burst  from  the  groves  !  and  when  the  restless  day. 
Expiring,  lays  the  waibling  world  asleep. 
Sweetest  of  birds !  sweet  Riilomela,  charm 
The  listening  shades,  and  teach  the  night  hispraise. 
Ye  chief,  for  whom  the  whole  creation  smiles. 
At  once  the  head,  the  heart,  and  tongue  of  all. 
Crown  the  great  hymn !  in  swarming  cities  vast. 
Assembled  men,  to  the  deep  organ  join 
Tlie  long-resounding  voice,  oft  breaking  dear. 
At  solemn  pauses,  ti^rough  the  swelling  base; 
And,  as  each  mingling  flame  increases  each. 
In  one  united  ardour  rise  to  Heaven. 
Or  if  you  rather  diusc  the  rural  shade, 
And  find  a  fame  in  every  secret  grove ; 
There  let  the  shepherd's  flute,  the  virgin's  lay, 


Hm  prompting  lenph,  and  tha  pocCs  lyit^ 
Still  sing  the  God  of  Seasons,  as  tibey  rail 
For  me,  when  I  fofget  the  darling  theme^ 
Whether  the  blossom  blows,  the  Summcr^ray 
Russets  the  plain,  in^firmg  Autumn  ^cams ; 
Or  Winter  riaes  in  the  bladienii^  cast; 
Be  my  tongue  mute,  my  Ikncy  paint  no  morc^ 
And,  dead  to  joy,  foiget  my  heart  to  bcaL 

Should  Fate  command  me  to  the  fimfaeM  ftige 
Of  the  green  earth,  to  dutant  baibarous  dinm, 
Rivers  unknown  to  song ;  where  lint  the  Son 
Gilds  Indian  mountains,  or  hb  setting  bcsa 
Flames  on  th'  Atlantic  kles;  'tis  nougfal  to  ve; 
Since  God  is  ever  pracnt,  ever  felt. 
In  the  void  waste,  aa  in  the  dty  ftill ; 
And  where  he  vital  breathes,  there  must  be  joy: 
When  ev'n  at  last  the  ademn  hour  dadl  came. 
And  wing  my  mystic  fl%fat  to  future  worlds, 
I  cheerful  wUi  obey :  there,  with  new  powa% 
Will  rising  wonders  sing :  I  cannot  go 
Where  Universal  Love  not  smiles  around, 
Sustaining  aU  yon  orbs,  and  ail  their  suns; 
From  teeming  evU  still  educing  good; 
And  belter  thence  again,  and  better  uSSUL, 
In  infinite  progression.     But  I  loae 
Myself  in  him,  in  Light  inefiable ; 
Come  then,  expressive  Silence,  muae  his  pnnb 
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This  poem  bdng  writ  in  the  manner  of  Spemcr, 
the  obsolete  words,  and  a  simplicity  of  dictioa  is 
some  of  the  lines,  which  borders  on  the  ludiows, 
were  necessary,  to  make  the  imitation  more  perfect 
And  the  style  of  that  admirable  poet,  as  well  as  the 
measure  in  which  he  wrote,  are,  as  it  were,  appro- 
priated by  custom  to  allegorical  poems  writ  in  our 
language ;  just  as  in  FVoich  the  style  cf  ItfsnK, 
who  lived  under  Francis  I.,  has  been  used  in  taJe^ 
and  familiar  epistles,  by  the  politest  writers  of  the 
age  of  Louis  XIV. 

XXrULKATtoN   or  TBX  OBSOLXTX   WOftOS     USZO  IV 

THU  roKic 


Aechdcaok  —  the   chkf 

orgretUettrfmaffciant 

or  enckonters* 
Apaid— paiii. 
Appal  —  o^r^gAl 
Atween — 6efiMm. 
Ay  — i  always. 
Bale  — «9rrow,    tnmbky 

misfortune. 
Benempt — named. 
Blazon  — jxtinting,    dit- 

jtUn/ing. 
Breme  —  cold,  raw. 
Carol  ^to  sing  songf  (f 

Joy- 
Caucus  — tJ^  nortk»easi 

wind. 
Certes  — -  certainly. 
TVin  —  n  word  prefixed  to 


Depamted  «— jM^ileA 
Drowsy-head  — • 


Eath— -easy. 

Efisoons  —  immediiirlyt 

^en  efter  wards. 
Eke  — oZiD. 
Fays— yomea 
Gesr  orgeer -^/Wimtetfv, 

eguipage,  dress. 

Glaive -^noord.  (Fr.) 

Glee  — Joy,  jdeanut. 

Han— Am. 

Hight  — noiiMd;  eaOed; 
and  sometimes  it  b 
used  for  is  caUed.   See 


vu. 
Idless  — ittfeiusfc 
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Imp — ckSdfOrafiprmgi 
from  the  Ssxon  impanj 
tognfi  or plantm 

Kest  •— ybr  catt. 

Ltd— fir  led. 

Le«  — >  o  jNiece  ^  fand^  or 


libbud  —  leopordi 
Lig— lo  He* 

Load  —a  lboietdfe,/UbMi 
hautiag^^bawmg,  bend" 

tig* 
litbe— Isoify  liii& 
McU— mmg^ 
MoC"^  tnort* 
Mofl — lolofoKn 
Mote— M^Al. 
Mudid   or   modiel  — 

MMCMf  gmim 
NatUen — tttfveriAtffen. 
Me— nor. 


Kounling  —a  ckUd  that 


V 


Noyanoe— 4arm. 
Fhlnkt — colouredf  adonh' 

1M&e{¥r.parJHgu)'^ 
an  MotUk. 


Prick'd  thro*  the  forest  — 
rode  through  thefirtsL 

Sear  -—  drt/f  burnt  vpk 

Sheen  —  Mghtf  shining. 

Sicker  —  sure,  surefy 

Smackt  —  fofNmred. 

Soot  —  sweety  or  tweetfy. 

Sooth  —  truty  or  truth, 

Stound-'mi^trtune,  pang. 

Sweltry  —  sultry,  cotif 
turning  vrith  heat, 

Swink  —  to  labour. 

TbraU  — i/anr. 

Tnmsmew'd— Mmt^tmiMKf 

Vild  — M^ 

Unkempt  (Lat.  incomp^ 
tus)-^  unadorned. 

Ween  —  to  tidnk,    be   cf 

OpMJOVI* 

Weet — toknawi  to  Vfeet, 

to  wit. 
Whilom  —  ere^^while,  fir^ 

merty. 
Wight  —  man. 
Wis,  fir  wist  —  to  knoWf 

thinks  understand. 
Wonne  (a  noun)  -— c/iceS- 

ing. 
Wroke — wrtakt. 


N.  B.  The  letter  Y  is  frequently  phiced  in  the 
beginning  of  a  word  by  Spenser,  to  lengthen  it 
a  syllable,  and  «n  at  the  end  of  a  word,  for  the 
aame  reason,  as  withouten,  casten,  &c. 

Ybom — bom,  Y  fen  "^-^  together. 

lUcnt,  or  blent  —  blend-  Ymolten  —  melted. 

edf  mingled.  Yode   (preter    tense  of 

Tclad  —  dad.  yede)  —  voent. 
Ydeftd'^calledf  named. 


Camto  L 

Hie  Castle  height  of  Indolence^ 

And  its  fidse  luxury; 
Where  for  a  little  time,  alas  ! 

We  UT'd  right  joUily. 

0  MoaTAL  man,  who  livest  here  by  toil. 
Do  not  complain  of  this  thy  hard  estate ; 
That  like  an  emmet  thou  must  ever  moil. 
Is  a  ssd  sentence  of  an  ancient  date ; 
And,  ccrtes,  there  is  for  it  reason  great ; 
For,  tho*  sometimes  it  makes  thee  weep  and  wail. 
And  curae  thy  star,  and  early  drudge  and  late, 
Withouten  tlwt  would  come  an  heavier  bale, 
Look  life,  unruly  passions  and  diseases  pale. 

In  lowly  dale,  fast  by  a  river's  side. 

With  woody  hill  o'er  hill  encompassed  round, 

A  most  endianting  wisard  did  abide, 

Tban  whom  a  fiend  more  fell  is  no  where  found. 

It  was,  I  ween,  a  Ipvely  spot  of  ground ; 

And  there  a  season  atween  June  and  May, 

Half  pnnkt  with  spring,  with  summer  half  em- 

brown*d, 
A  liitleas  climate  made,  where,  sooth  to  say. 
Mo  living  wight  could  work,  ne  cared  ev*n  for  play. 


Was  nought  around  hut  fanagci  of  rest*. 
Sleep-soothing  groves,  and  quiet  lawns  between  ; 
Ajid  flowery  beds  that  slumberous  influence  kest. 
From  poppies  breath*d;   and  beds  of  pleasant 

green. 
Where  never  yet  was  creeping  creature  seen. 
Meantime  unnumbered  glittering  streamlets  play*dy 
And  hurled  every  where  their  waters  sheen ; 
That,  as  they  bicker'd  through  the  sunny  shades 
Thou^  restless  still  themselves,  a  lulling  murmur 

made. 

Join'dto  the  prattle  of  the  purling  nils, 
Were  heard  the  lowing  herds  along  the  vale. 
And  flocks  loud^bleating  from  the  distant  hiUsy 
And  vacant  shepherds  piping  in  the  dale : 
And  now  and  then  sweet  Fliilomel  would  wail. 
Or  stodi-doves  plain  amid  the  forest  deep, 
Hiat  drowsy  rustled  to  the  sighing  gale ; 
And  still  a  coil  the  grasshopper  did  keep ; 
Yet  all  these  sounds  yblent  inclined  all  to  sleep. 

Full  in  the  passage  of  the  vale,  above, 
A  sable^  silent,  solemn  forest  stood ;  [move^ 

Where  nought  but  shadowy  forms  was  seen  to 
As  Idless  fancy*d  in  htir  dreaming  mood : 
And  up  the  hills,  on  either  side,  a  wood 
Of  blackening  pines,  ay  waving  to  and  fro, 
Sent  forth  a  sleepy  horrour  through  the  blood ; 
And  where'  this  valley  winded  out,  below, 
Ttie  murmuring  main  was  heard^  and  scarcely  heard, 
to  flow. 

A  pleasing  land  of  drowsy-head  it  was, 
Of  dreams  that  wave  before  the  half-shut  eye  ; 
And  of  gay  castles  in  the  clouds  that  pass, 
For  ever  flushing  round  a  summer-sky  : 
There  eke  the  soft  delights,  that  witchingly 
Instil  a  wanton  sweetness  through  the  breast. 
And  the  calm  pleasures  always  hover'd  nigh  ; 
But  whale'er  smack*d  of  noyance,  or  unrest-  I 
Waa  fiur  fiu-  off  ezpell'd  from  this  delicious  nesU/ 

Hie  landskip  such,  inspiring  perfect  ease. 
Where  Indolence  (for  so  the  wisard  bight) 
Qloae^hid  his  castle  mid  embowering  trees, 
Hiat  half  shut  out  the  beams  of  Phoebus  bright* 
And  made  a  kind  of  checker'd  day  and  night; 
Meanwhile,  unceasing  at  the  massy  gate. 
Beneath  a  spacious  pidm,  the  wicked  wight 
Was  plac*d ;  and  to  his  lute,  of  cruel  fiite,   [estatcw 
And  latwur  harsh,   complain'd,  lamenting  man'a 

Thither  continual  pilgrims  crowded  still. 
From  all  the  roads  of  Earth  that  pass  there  by ; 
For,  as  they  chaunc*d  to  breathe  on  neighbouring 

The  freshness  of  this  valley  smote  their  eyc^ 
And  drew  them  ever  and  anon  more  nigh ; 
Till   clustering   round  th'  enchanter  nlse  they 

hun^, 
Ymolten  with  his  syren  melody ; 
While  o'er  th*  enfeebling  lute  his  hand  he  fluD^ 
And  to  the  trembling  chords  these  tempting  versea 
sung: 

"  Behold !  ye  pilgrims  of  this  Earth,  behold  I 
See  all  but  man  *with  uneam'd  pleasure  gay : 
See  her  bright  robes  the  butterfly  unfold, 
I     Broke  from  her  wintery  tomb  in  prime  of  May ! 
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What  youthful  bride  cao  cqum]  tier  array  ? 
Who  can  witli  her  for  easy  pl<»sure  ric  ? 
From  mead  to  nmd  with  gentle  wing  to  stray. 
From  flower  to  flower  on  balmy  gales  to  fly. 
Is  all  she  lias  to  do  beneatli  tiie  radiant  sky. 

«  Behold  tlie  meiry  minstrels  of  the  mom. 
Hie  swarming  songsters  of  the  careless  grove. 
Ten  thousand  throats !  that  from  the  flowering 

thorn 
Hymn  their  good  God,  and  carol  sweet  of  lovc^ 
Such  grateful  kindly  raptures  tliem  cmove : 
They  neitlier  plow,  nor  sow ;  ne,  fit  for  flail, 
£*er  to  the  barn  tiie  nodden  slieaves  tliey  drove ; 
Yet  theirs  each  lianrest  dancing  in  tlic  ^e. 
Whatever  crowns  the  lilU,  or  smiles  along  the  vale. 

"  Outcast  of  Nature,  man !  the  wretched  tfandl 
Of  bitter  dropping  sweat,  of  sweltry  pain. 
Of  cares  that  eat  away  tliy  heart  with  gall. 
And  of  the  vices,  an  inhuman  train. 
That  all  proceed  from  savage  thirst  of  gain  : 
For  when  hard-hearted  Interest  first  l)egan 
To  poison  Earth,  Astraea  left  the  plain  ; 
'   Guile,  violence,  and  murder,  seis*d  on  man. 
And,  for  soft  milky  streams,  with  blood  the  rivers 
ran. 

'*  Come,  ye,  who  still  the  cumberous  load  of  Ule 
Push  hard  up  hill ;  but  as  the  farthest  steep 

•  You  trust  to  gain,  and  put  an  end  to  strife^ 
Down  thunders  back  the  stone  with  mighty  sweep, 
And  hurls  your  labours  to  the  valley  deep. 
For  ever  vain  :  come,*  and,  withouten  fee, 
I  in  ol>livion  will  your  sorrows  steep. 
Your  cares,  your  toils,  will  steep  you  in  a  sea 

Of  full  delight :  (>  come,  ye  weary  wights,  to  me ! 

"  With  me,  you  need  not  rise  at  early  dawn 
To  pass  the  joyless  day  in  various  stounds: 
Or,  louting  low,  on  upstart  Fortune  fiiwn, 
And  sell  fair  honour  for  some  |)altry  jMHinds ; 
Or  through  the  city  take  your  dirty  rounds. 
To  cheat,  and  dun,  and  lye,  and  visit  pay, 
Now  flattering  base,  now  giving  wcret  wounds : 
Or  prowl  in  courts  of  law  for  human  prey, 
In  vend  si^nate  tliicve,  or  rob  on  broad  highway. 

'*  No  cocks,  with  me,  to  rustic  labour  call. 
From  village  on  to  village  sounding  clear : 
To  taidy  swain  no  shrill-voic'd  matrons  squall ; 
No  dogs,  no  babes,  no  wives,  to  stun  your  ear ; 
No  hammers  thump  ;  no  horrid  blacksmith  sear, 
Ne  noisy  tradesmen  your  sweet  slumbers  start, 
Witli  sounds  that  are  a  misery  to  hear : 
But  all  is  calm,  as  would  delight  the  heart 
Of  Sybarite  of  old,  all  naturv,  and  all  art. 


**  Here  nougitt  but  candour  reigns,  indulgent 
Good-natur*d  lounging,  sauntering  up  and  down : 
Tbey  w1k>  are  pleas'd  themselves  must  always 

please; 
On  ethers*  ways  they  never  squint  a  frown. 
Nor  heed  wliat  haps  in  hamlet  or  in  town  : 
11ms,  from  the  source  of  tender  indolence^ 
With  milky  blood  the  heart  is  overflown. 
Is  sooth*d  and  sweeten'd  by  the  social  sense; 
For  Interest,  Envy,  Pride,  and  Strife,  are  baniahM 
hence. 


*<  What,  what  is  virtue^  but  icpoK  of  mind, 
A  pure  ethereal  calm,  that  knows  no  storm ; 
Above  the  reach  of  wild  ambition's  wind. 
Above  the  passions  tJiat  tliis  world  deform. 
And  torture  man,  a  proud  malignant  worm? 
But  here,  instead,  soft  gales  of  passion  play. 
And  gently  stir  tlie  heart,  thereby  to  form 
A  quicker  sense  of  joy ;  as  breescs  stray       [pj. 
Across  th'  enliven*d  skies,  and  make  them  sdU  owt 

*<  The  best  of  men  liave  ever  lov*d  repose : 
Tliey  hate  to  mingle  in  tlie  filthy  fray ; 
Wliore  tlie  soul  sours,  and  gradual  rancoorgrov^ 
Embitter *d  more  from  pcerish  day  to  day. 
£v*n  tliose  whom  Fame  has  lent  her  fiurest  lay. 
The  most  renowned  of  worthy  wigbts  of  yoi^ 
From  a  base  world  at  last  have  stol'n  away : 
So  Scipio,  to  tlie  soft  CumKaa  shore 
Retiring,  tasted  joy  he  never  knew  beferBi 

**  But  if  a  little  exercise  you  chuse. 
Some  zest  f<Nr  ease,  'tis  not  fmbidclen  here. 
Amid  the  groves  you  may  indulge  the  Muse, 
Or  tend  the  blooms,  and  deck  the  vcmal  year; 
Or  softly  stealing,  with  your  walery  gear. 
Along  the  brook,  tbe  crimson. spotted  fry 
You  may  ddude :  the  whilst,  amus'd,  you  hm 
Now  the  hoarse  stream,  and  now  the  Zcpk^ 
sigh. 
Attuned  to  the  birds,  and  woodland  melody. 

"  O  grievous  folly  !  to  heap  up  estate. 
Losing  the  days  you  see  beneath  tbe  Sun ; 
Wlien,  sudden,  comes  blind  unrelenting  Fol^ 
And  gives  th*  untasted  portion  you  have  woo, 
With  rutliless  toil,  and  many  a  wretch  uodooc^ 
To  those  who  mock  you  gone  to  Pluto's  reign, 
There  with  sad  ghosts  to  pine,  and  shadows  dun : 
But  sure  it  is  of  vanities  most  vain. 
To  toil  for  what  you  here  untoiling  may-oblaia.* 

He  ceas'd.  But  still  theur  trembling  ears  retua'd 
The  deep  vibrations  of  his  witching  song ; 
That,  by  a  kind  of  magic  power,  constrsia'd 
To  enter  in,  pell-mell,  the  listening  throng. 
Heaps  pour'd  on  heaps,  and  yet  they  slipt  akag, 
In  silent  ease  :  as  when  beneath  die  beam 
Of  summer-moons,  the  distant  woods  amon^ 
Or  by  some  flood  all  silver*d  with  the  gkam. 
The  sofi-embodaed  Fays  through  airy  porttlsncan: 

By  the  smooth  demon  so  it  ordcr'd  vras. 
And- here  his  baneful  bounty  first  bmn :    []«>% 
Though  some  there  were  who  woukT  not  fiffthtf 
And  his  alluring  baits  suspected  ban 
The  wise  distrust  the  too  fair-spoken  man. 
Yet  through  the  gate  they  cast  a  vrisfaful  eye: 
Not  to  move  on,  perdie,  is  all  they  can ; 
For,  do  their  very  best,  they  cannot  fly. 
But  often  each  way  look,  and  often  sorely  agk 


When  this  tlie  watchful  wicked  wizard 
With  sudden  spring  he  leap'd  upon  tliem  stnugta; 
And,  soon  as  toiich*d  by  his  unliallow'd  paw, 
They  found  tliemselvcs  within  the  cursed  gate  \ 
Full  hard  to  be  repass'd,  like  that  of  Fate 
Not  stronger  were  of  old  the  giant  crew. 
Who  sought  to  pull  high  Jo%*o  from  regal  slate ; 
Though  fcd>le  wretch  he  scem'd,  of  saUowboc: 
r^rtn,  who  bidet  hbgrun,  will  that  cvcouoternie. 
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For  whomsoe'er  the  Tillaiii  takes  in  hand, 
Their  joints  unknit,  their  sinewa  melt  apace ; 
As  lilbe  they  grow  aa  any  willow-wand, 
And  of  their  vanishM  force  remains  no  trace: 
So  when  a  maiden  fair,  of  modest  grace. 
In  all  her  buxom  blooming  May  0f  charms, 
Is  seised  in  some  losel's  hot  embrace, 
She  waxeth  very  weakly  as  she  warms, 
Then  sighing  yields  her  up  to  love's  delicious  harms. 

Wak*d  by  the  crowd,  slow  ftom  his  bench  arose 
A  comely  fiill-^read  porter,  swoln  with  sleep : 
His  cabn,    broad,    thoughtlesa  aspect,   braath'd 

repoM*; 
And  in  sweet  torpour  he  was  plunged  deep, 
Ne  could  himself  from  ceaseless  yawning  keep ; 
While  o'er  his  eyes  the  drowsy  liquor  ran. 
Thro*  wluch  his  half-wak'd  soul  would  faintly  peep. 
Hien,  taking  his  black  staff,  he  call'd  his  man, 
Aadrous'd  himself  as  much  as  rouse  himself  he  can. 

The  lad  leaped  ligbtly  at  his  master's  calL 
Me  was,  to  weet,  a  little  rosuish  page. 
Save  sleep  and  play  who  mmded  nought  at  all. 
Like  most  the  untaught  striplings  of  his  age. 
This  boy  he  kept  each  band  to  disengage, 
Gaitvrs  and  buckles,  task  for  him  unfit. 
But  ill-becoming  his  grave  personage. 
And  whidi  his  portly  paunch  would  not  permit. 
So  this  same  limber  page  to  aU  performed  it 

Meantime  the  master-porter  wide  display'd 
Great  store  of  caps,  of  slippers,  and  of  gowns ; 
Wherewith  be  those  that  entered  in,  airay'd 
Loose,  as  the  breese  that  plays  along  the  down% 
And  waves   the   summer-woods  when   evening 

frowns. 
0  ikir  undress,  best  dress !  it  checks  no  vein. 
But  every  fiowing  Umb  in  pleasure  drowns. 
And  heightens  ease  with  grace.     Hiisdone,  right 

fain, 
Sv  porter  sst  him  down,  and  tum*d  to  sleep  again. 

Tlais  easy  rob*d,  they  to  the  fountain  sped, 
That  in  the  middle  of  the  court  up-threw 
A  stream,  high-spouting  from  its  liquid  bed. 
And  falling  back  again  in  drissly  dew  :      [drew. 
There  eadi  deep  dnughts,  as  deep  he  thinted. 
It  was  a  fountun  of  Nepenthe  rare :  [grew. 

Whence,  as  Dan  Homer  sings,  huge  pleasaunce 
And  sweet  oblivion  of  vile  earthly  care ; 
Fur  gladsome  waking  thoughts,  and  joyous  dreams 
more  fair. 

This  rite  perform M,  all  inly  pleas'd  and  stxU, 
^^'irhouten  tromp,  was  proclamation  made. 
"  Ye  sons  of  Indolence,  do  what  you  will ; 
And  wander  where  you  list,  thro*  hall  or  glade ! 
Be  no  man*s  pleasure  for  another  staid ; 
Let  each  as  likes  him  best  his  hours  epiploy. 
And  curs'd  be  he  who  minds  his  neighbour's  trade ! 
Hero  dwells  kind  Ease  and  unreproving  Joy : 
He  little  merits  bliss  who  others  can  annoy.** 

Stnigbt  of  these   endless  numbtrs,  swarming 

round, 
Aft  thick  as  idle  motes  in  sunny  ray, 
Not  one  eflsoons  in  view  waa  to  be  found. 
But  every  man  strolVd  off  his  own  glad- way, 
Wide  o'er  this  ample  court's  black  area. 


I      With  all  the  lodgca  that  thereto  pertain'dy 
I      No  living  creature  could  be  seen  to  stny ; 
f      While  solitude  and  perfect  silence  reign'd : 
So  that  to  think  you  dreamt  you  almost  waa 
strain'd. 


As  when  a  shepherd  of  the  Hebrid  isles, 
Plac*d  far  amid  the  melancholy  main, 
(Whether  it  be  lone  fimcy  him  beguiles ; 
Or  that  aerial  beings  sometmies  deign 
To  stand  embodied,  to  our  senses  plain,) 
Sees  on  tlie  naked  hill,  or  valley  low. 
Hie  whilst  in  ocean  Phoebus  dips  his  wain, 
A  vast  assembly  moving  to  and  fro : 
Then  ail  at  once  in  air  dissolves   the  wondrous 
show. 

Ye  gods  of  quiet,  and  of  sleep  profound ! 
Whose  soft  dominion  o'er  this  castle  sways, 
And  all  the  widely-silent  places  round. 
Forgive  me,  if  my  trembling  pen  displays 
What  never  yet  was  sung  in  mortal  lays. 
But  how  shall  I  attempt  such  arduous  string, 
I,  who  have  spent  my  nishts,  and  nightly  days, 
In  this  soul-deadening  place,  loose-loitering  ? 
Ah !  how  shall  I  for  this  uprear  my  moulted  wing? 

Come  on,  my  Musc^  nor  stoop  to  low  despair, 
Hmmi  imp  of  Jove,  touch'd  by  celestial  fire ! 
Hhmi  yet  shalt  sing  of  war,  and  actiona  fiur. 
Which  the  bold  sons  of  Britain  will  inspire ; 
Of  ancient  bards  thou  yet  shalt  sweep  the  lyre; 
Hwu  yet  shalt  tread  in  tragic  pall  the  stage,       ^ 
Ftaint  love*8  enchanting  woes,  the  hero*s  ire. 
Hie  sage*s  calm,  the  patriot's  noble  rage, 
Pfi*V"g  corruption  down  through  every  woithleaa 
age. 

The  doors,  that  knew  no  shrill  alarming  bell, 
Ne  cursed  knocker  ply'd  by  viUain'a  hand, 
Self-open'd  into  halls,  Vhere,  who  can  tdl 
What  elegance  and  grandeur  wide  expand 
The  pride  of  Turkey  and  of  Persia  land  ? 
Soft  quilts  on  quilts,  on  carpets  carpets  spread. 
And  couches  streCch'd  around  in  seemly  hand  ; 
And  endless  pillows  rise  to  prop  the  hnd ; 
So  that  each  spadous  room  waa  one  ftill-swdling 
bed. 

And  every  where  hiue  oover'd  tables  stood, 
With    wines    high-ilavour'd    and    rich    viands 

crown  *d ; 
Whatever  sprightly  juice  or  tasteful  food 
On  the  green  bosom  of  this  Earth  are  found. 
And  all  old  Oeean  genders  in  his  round : 
Some  hand  unseen  these  silently  display'd, 
£v*n  undemanded  by  a  sign  or  sounid ; 
You  need  but  wish,  and,  instantly  obey'd, 
Fair-rang*d  the  dishes  rose^  and  thick  the  g]«se» 

pUy*d. 

Here  fkvedom  reign'd,  without  the  least  alloy ; 
Nor  gossip's  tale,  nor  anaent  maiden's  gall. 
Nor  saintly  spleen,  durst  murmur  at  our  joy. 
And  with  envenom'd  tongue  our  plcasurca  palL 
For  why?  there  waa  but  one  gr^t  rule  Ibr  all ; 
To  wit,  that  each  should  work  his  own  desire^ 
And  eat,  drink,  study,  sleep,  as  it  may  fidl. 
Or  meh  the  time  in  love,  or  wake  the  lyr^ 
And  card  what,  unbid,  the  Muses  might  h 
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The  rooms  with  oowkly  tapestry  were  hung, 
Wlicrc  was  inwoven  many  a  gentle  tale; 
Such  as  of  old  t!ie  ninil  poets  sung. 
Or  of  Arcadian  or  Sicilian  vale: 
Reclining  loTcrs,  in  the  lonely  dale, 
Pour*d  forth  at  large  the  sweetly-tortur'd  heart ; 
Or,  sighing  tender  paisioo,  swelPd  the  gale. 
And  taught  cfaann'd  echo  to  resound  their  smart ; 
While  flocks,  woods,  streams,  around,  repoae  and 
peace  impart 


pta-'d  U»  n--.  wh«,  b,  .  cubing 

Depamted  was  die  patriarchal  age; 
What  time  Dan  Abraham  left  the  Chaldee  bnd. 
And  pastur'd  on  from  verdant  stage  to  sti^. 
Where  fields  and  fountains  fresh  could  best  en- 
gage. 
Toil  was  not  then.     Of  nothing  took  they  heed. 
But  with  wild  beasts  the  sylvan  war  to  wage. 
And  o*er  vast  plains  their  herds  and  flocks  to  fted : 
Blest  sons  of  Nature  they !  true  golden  age  indeed ! 


the  pencil,  in  cool  airy  halls. 
Bade  the  gay  bloom  of  vernal  landskips  rise. 
Or  Autumn's  varied  shades  imbrown  the  walls : 
Now  the  black  tempest  strikes  th*  astonxsh'd  eyes, 
Now  down  the  steep  the  flashing  torrent  flies ; 
The  trembling  Sun  now  plays  aer  Ocean  blue. 
And  now  rude  mountains  frown  amid  the  skies ; 
Whate*er  Lomine  lighUtouch*d  with  softening 
hue. 
Or  savage  Rosa  dash'd,  or  learned  Pousnn  drew. 

Each  sound,  too,  here,  to  languishment  inclin'dy 
Loll'd  the  weak  bosom,  and  induced  easc^ 
Aerial  music  in  the  warbling  wind. 
At  distance  rising  oft  by  small  degrees, 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  till  o*er  the  trees 
It  hung,  and  breath'd  such  soul-dissolving  tin. 
As  did,  alas  !  with  soft  perdition  please : 
Entangled  deep  in  its  enchanting  snares, 
Hms  listening  heart  forgot  all  duties  and  all 


A  certain  music,  never  known  before. 
Here  lulPd  the  pensive  melancholy  mind ; 
Full  easily  obtain'd.     Behoves  no  more. 
But  sidelong,  to  the  gently-waving  wind. 
To  lay  the  well-tun'd  instrument  reclin*d ; 
From  which,  with  any  flying  fingers  light. 
Beyond  each  mortal  toudi  the  most  refin'd. 
The  god  of  winds  drew  sounds  of  deep  delight : 
Whence,  with  just  cause,  the  harp  of  .£olus  it  bight 

Ah  me !  what  hand  can  touch  die  string  so  fine? 
Who  up  the  lofty  diapason  roll 
Such  sweet,  such  sad,  such  solemn  airs  divine^ 
Then  let  them  down  again  into  the  soul? 
Now  rising  love  they  fann'd;  now  pleasing  dole 
They  breath'd,  in  tender  musings,  through  the 

heart; 
And  now  a  graver  sacred  strain  they  stole. 
As  when  seraphic  hands  an  hymn  impart, 
Wild-waibling  Nature  all  above  the  reach  of  Art ! 

Such  the  gay  splendour,  the  luiurious  state. 
Of  caliphs  old,  who  on  the  Tigris*  shore. 
In  mighty  Bagdat,  populous  and  great, 
Held  dieir  bright  court,  wlierc  was  of  ladies  store ; 
And  verse,  love,  music,  still  the  garlanH 


When  sleep  was  ooy,  tlit  bard  io  waitiiig  ihRi^ 
aieer^d  the  lone  midnight  with  the  Muse's  loic: 
Composing  music  bade  his  dreams  be  fair, 
And  music  lent  new  gladness  to  the  morning  sir. 

Near  the  pavflioos  where  we  slept,  still  m 
Soft-dnkling  streams^  and  dashing  watcn  fell. 
And  soUung  breeaes  sigli'd,  and  oft  bcgsn 
(So  work'd  the  wisard)  wintcty  storms  to  svcU, 
Als  Heaven  and  Earth  tfaey  would  together  mell: 
At  doors  and  windows,  threatening,  secm'd  (9 

caU 
Hw  demons  of  the  tempest,  growling  feO, 
Tet  die  least  entrance  found  tfaey  none  at  aD ; 
Whence  sweeter  grew  our  sleeps  secure  in 

hall. 


And  hither  Morpheus  sent  hb  kindest 
Raising  a  world  of  gayer  tinct  and  grace ; 
O'er  which  were  shadowy  cast  Elysian  glwrnii 
That  play'd,  in  waring  lights,  from  place  U 

place. 
And  shed  a  roseate  smile  on  Nature's  facet 
Not  Titian's  pencil  e'er  could  so  array. 
So  fierce  with  clouds  the  puns  ethereal  spsoe; 
Ne  could  it  e'er  such  melting  farms  diqpli^. 
As  loose  on  flowery  beds  all  langiiishingly  by. 


No,  fair  illusions  !  artful  phantoms^  no ! 
My  Muse  will  not  attempt  your  fiuiy-bnd: 
She  has  no  colours  that  Uke  you  can  glow : 
To  catch  your  vivid  scenes  too  groas  her  hsadl 
But  sure  it  is,  was  ne'er  a  subtler  band 
Than  these  same  guileful  angeUaeeming  sprites 
Who  thus  in  dreams,  voluptuous^  mA,  and  blsad, 
Four'd  all  th'  Arabian  Heaven  upon  her  vi^BtM, 
And  bless'd  them  oft  besides  with  more  ria^d 
delights. 

Tliey  were  in  sooth  a  most  enchanting  tram, 
Ev'n  feigning  rirtue ;  skilful  to  unite 
With  eril,  good,  and  strew  with  pleasure,  psi^ 
But  for  those  fiends,  whom  blood  and  broils  deligbt; 
Who  hurl  the  wretch,  as  if  to  HeU  outrigfat, 
Down,  down  bladi  gulphs,  where  sullen  wsim 

sleep, 
Or  hold  him  clambering  all  the  fearful  ni|^ 
On  beetling  cliflb,  or  pent  in  rains  deep; 
They,   till   due  time  should  server   were  bid  6r 
hence  to  keep. 

Ye  guardian  spirits,  to  whom  man  is  dear, 
Fnun  these  foul  demons  shield  the  midaigb 

gloom: 
Angeb  of  fancy  and  of  love,  be  near. 
And  o'er  the  blank  of  sleep  diffuse  a  bloom: 
Evoke  the  sacred  shades  of  Greece  and  iUxn^ 
And  let  them  virtue  with  a  look  impart: 
But  chief,  awhile,  O!  lend  us  from  the  tomb 
Tlese  long-lost  frioids    for  whom  in  love  «e 

smart, 
And  fill  with  pious  awe  and  joy-mixt  woe  Ae 

heart. 

Or  are  you  sportive  —  Bid  the  mom  of  youdi 
Rise  to  new  light,  and  beam  afresh  the  dsys 
Of  innocence,  simplid^,  and  truth ; 
To  cares  estrsng'd,  and  manhood's  thorny  «^ 
Whattranspoft,  to  retrace  our  boyidi  pbjs, 
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Oar  tmj  \Xm^  when  each  tlong  joy  ftiipply*d ; 
The  woods,  the  mountains,  and  the  warbling 


Of  the  wild  brooks  '—But  fondly  wandering  wide, 
Mj  Muse,  resume  the  task  that  yet  doth  thee  abide. 

One  great  amusement  of  our  household  was. 
In  a  huge  crystal  magic  globe  to  spy, 
Still  as  you  tom*d  it,  all  things  that  do  pass 
Upon  this  ant-hil]  Earth ;  where  constantly 
Of  idly-busy  men  the  restless  fry 
Run  bustKng  to  and  tto  with  foolish  haste, 
In  search  of  pleasure  Tain  that  from  diem  fly, 
Or  which  obtiun'd,  the  caititfs  dare  not  taste : 
When  nothing  is  enjoy'd,   can  there  be  greater 


^  Of  vanity  the  miirour"  this  was  call'd. 
Hera  you  n  muckworm  of  the  town  might  tee, 
At  his  dull  desk,  amid  his  leffers  staU*(C 
Eat  up  with  carking  care  and  penurie  s 
Most  like  to  carcase  parch'd  on  gallow-treew 
**  A  penny  sared  is  a  penny  got  ;'* 
Firm  to  this  scoundrel  maxim  keepeth  he, 
Ne  of  its  rigour  will  he  bate  a  jot, 
Tm  it  has  quench*d  his  fire,  and  banished  his  pot. 

Stnngfat  firom  the  filth  of  this  low  grub^  behold! 
Comes  fluttering  forth  a  gaudy  spendthrift  heir. 
All  glowy  gay,  enamellM  all  with  gold, 
The  silly  tenant  of  the  summer-air. 
In  foUy  lost,  of  nothing  takes  he  care ; 
JPimps,  lawyers,  steward  harlots^  flatterers  rile, 
And  tfaiering  tradesmen  him  among  them  share  : 
His  father's  ghost  firom  limbo-lake,  the  while, 
Sees  this,  which  more  damnation  doth  upon  him  pile. 

TUs  globe  pourtny'd  the  race  of  learned  men, 
SdU  at  tfieir  books,  and  turning  o*er  the  page 
Backwards  and  forwards  t  oft  they  snatch  the  pen. 
As  if  inspir'd,  and  in  a  Tliespian  rage ; 
Then  write,  uid  blot,  as  would  your  ruth  engage. 
Why,  authors,  all  this  scrawl  and  scribbling  sore  ? 
To  lose  die  present,  gain  the  future  age, 
Ftaised  to  be  when  you  can  hear  no  more. 
And  mncfa  enrich*d  with  fhme^  when  useless  worldly 


But  what  most  show'd  the  vanity  of  liib, 
Was  to  behold  the  nations  all  on  fire. 
In  cruel  broils  engag'd,  and  deadly  strifie : 
Most  Cluistian  kings,  inflam*d  by  blad^  desire^ 
With  honourable  ruffians  in  their  hire. 
Cause  war  to  rage,  and  blood  around  to  pour; 
Of  this  sad  work  when  each  begins  to  tire^ 
They  sit  them  down  just  where  they  were  befbre. 
Till  for  new  scenes  of  woe  peace  shall  their  force 


Then  would  a  splendid  dty  rise  to  view, 
With  carts,  and  cars,  and  coaches,  roaring  all : 
Wide  pour*d  aliroad  behold  the  giddy  crew ; 
See  how  they  dash  along  iVom  wall  to  wall ! 
At  every  door,  hark  how  they  thundering  call ! 
Good  Lord !  what  can  this  siddy  rout  excite  ? 
Why,  on  each  other  with  feU«  tooth  Xo  fall ; 
A  nri^bbour's  fortune,  fame,  or  peace  to  blight. 
And  make  new  tiresome  parties  for  the  coming 
night. 

"Hie  puzzling  sons  of  party  next  appcar*d. 
In  dark  cabals  and  nightly  juntos  met ;     [rear*d 
And  now  they  whisper'd  close,  now  shrugging 
Th*  important  shoulder ;  then,  as  if  to  get 
New  light,  their  twinkling  eyes  were  inward  set. 
No  sooner  Lucifer  recalls  alBurs, 
Than  fbrth  they  various  rush  in  mighty  fret ; 
When,  lo !  push*d  up  to  power,  and  crown'd 
their  cares,  [stain. 

lo  comes  iaodier  sett,  and*  kickcth  them  doWn 


To  number  up  the  thousands  dwelling  here, 
•  An  useless  were,  and  eke  an  endless  task ; 
From  kings,  and  those  who  at  the  helm  appear. 
To  gypsies  brown  in  summer-glades  who  hask. 
Tea,  many  a  man,  perdie,  I  could  unmask. 
Whose  dak  and  table  make  a  solemn  show. 
With  tape-ty'd  trsah,  and  suits  of  fools  that  wik 
For  place  or  pension  laid  in  decent  row; 
But  these  I  passen  by,  vrith  nameless  numbers  moe. 

Of  all  the  gentle  tenants  of  the  place, 
There  was  a  man  of  special  grave  remark : 
A  certain  tender  gloom  o'erspread  his  face. 
Pensive,  not  sad,  in  thought  involv*d,  not  dark; 
As  soot  this  man  could  sing  as  moming-Uuk, 
And  teach  the  noblest  morels  of  the  heart : 
But  these  his  talents  were  yburied  stark ; 
Of  the  fine  stores  he  nothing  would  impart, 
Which  or  boon  Nature  gave,  or  Nature-painting 
Art. 

To  noontide  shades  inocmtinent  he  ran. 
Where  purls  the  brook  with  8leep4nviting  sound ; 
Or  when  Dan  Sol  to  slope  his  wheels  began, 
Amid  the  broom  be  bask*d  him  on  the  ground. 
Where  the  wild  thyme  and  camomoil  are  found : 
There  would  he  linger,  till  the  latest  ray 
Of  light  sat  trembling  on  the  vrelkin*s  bound ; 
Then  homeward  through  the  twiUght  shadows 
stray. 
Sauntering  and  slow.  So  had  he  passed  many  a  day ! 

Yet  not  in  thoughtless  slumber  vrere  they  past : 
For  oft  the  heavenly  fire,  that  lay  conceal*d 
Beneath  the  sleeping  embers,  mounted  fiut, 
And  all  its  native  light  anew  reveal*d : 
Oft  as  he  trevers*d  the  cerulean  field. 
And  markt  the  clouds  that  drove  before  the  wind. 
Ten  thousand  glorious  systems  would  he  build. 
Ten  thousand  great  ideas  filFd  his  mind ; 
But  with  the  dcaids  they  fled,  and  left  no  tnet 
behind. 

With  him  was  sometimes  join'd,  in  silent  vralk, 
(Profoundly  silent,  for  they  never  qx>ke,) 
One  shyer  still,  who  quite  detested  talk : 
Oft,  stung  by  spleen,  at  once  away  he  broke, 
To  groves  of  pine,  and  broad  o*erJiadowing  oak ; 
There,  inly  tfarill'd,  he  wander*d  all  alon^ 
And  on  himself  his  pensive  fury  wroke, 
Ne  ever  utter'd  word,  save  when  first  shone 
The  glittering  star  of  eve  —  «  Thank  Heaven !  the 
day  is  done.*' 

Here  lurk*d  a  wretch,  who  had  not  crept  abroad 
For  forty  years,  ne  face  of  mortal  seen ; 
In  chaniber  brooding  Hke  a  loathly  toad : 
And  sure  bu  linen  was  not  veqr  dean. 
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Through  wcrecloop-libleB,  tint  faad  pnctitM  been 
Near  to  his  bed,  his  dinner  vile  he  took ; 
Unkempt,  and  rough,  of  squalid  face  and  mien. 
Our  castle*s  shame !  whence,  flt>m  his  filthy  nook, 
We  drove  the  villain  out  for  fitter  lair  to  look. 

One  day  there  chaunc*d  into  these  halls  to  rove 
A  joyous  youth,  who  took  you  at  firat  sight ; 
Him  the  wild  wave  of  pleasure  hither  drove, 
Before  the  sprightly  tempest-tossing  light  : 
Certes,  he  was  a  most  engaging  wight. 
Of  sodal  glee,  and  wit  humane,  though  keen. 
Turning  die  night  to  day,  and  day  to  night :     * 
.For  him  the  merry  bells  had  rung,  I  ween, 
If  in  this  nook  of  quiet  bells  had  ever  been. 

But  not  ev*n  pleasure  to  ezoen  is  good  *. 
What  moat  elates  then  sinks  the  soul  as  low : 
When  spring-tide  joy  pours  in  with  copious  flood, 
Hie  higher  still  th'  exulting  billows  flow. 
The  farther  back  again  they  flagging  go. 
And  leave  us  grovelling  on  the  dreary  shore : 
Taught  by  this  son  of  joy,  we  found  it  so : 
Who,  vdiUst  he  staid,  kept  in  a  gay  uproar 
Our  madden'd  castle  al^  th*  abode  of  sleep  no  more. 

As  when  in  prime  of  June  a  bumish*d  fly. 
Sprung  hmn  the  meads,  o*er  whidi  he  sweeps 

along, 
Qieer'd  by  the  breathing  bloom  and  vital  sky. 
Tunes  up  amid  these  aiiy  halls  his  song, 
Soothing  at  first  the  gay  reposing  throng : 
And  oft  he  sips  their  bowl :  or,  nearly  drown*d, 
He,  thence  recovering,  drives  their  beds  among. 
And  scares  their  tento  sleep,  witii  trump  pro- 
found ; 
Tlien  out  again  he  flies,  to  wing  his  mazy  round. 

Another  guest  there  was,  of  sense  refin'd. 
Who  felt  each  worth,  for  every  worth  he  had ; 
Serene,  yet  warm,  humane,  yet  firm  his  mind. 
As  little  touch'd  as  any  man's  with  bad : 
Him  through  their  inmost  walks  the  Muses  lad. 
To  him  the  sacred  love  of  Nature  lent. 
And  sometimes  would  he  make  our  valley  glad ; 
When  as  we  found  he  would  not  here  be  pent. 
To  him  the  better  sort  this  friendly  message  sent. 

*<  Come,  dwell  with  us !  true  son  of  virtue,  oome ! 
But  if,  alas !  we  cannot  thee  persuade, 
To  lie  content  beneath  our  peaceful  dome^ 
Ne  ever  more  to  quit  our  quiet  glade ; 
Yet  when  at  last  thy  tmls  but  ill  apaid 
Shall  dead  thy  fire,  and  damp  its  heavenly  ^aric, 
Tliou  wilt  be  glad  to  seek  thie  rural  shade. 
There  to  indulge  the  Muse,  and  Nature  mark  : 
We  then  a  lodge  for  thee  will  rear  in  Hagley-Fuk.** 

Here  whilom  ligg*d  th*  Esopus  *  of  the  age ; 
But  caird  by  Fame,  in  soul  ypricked  deep, 
A  noble  pride  restor'd  him  to  the  stage. 
And  rous*d  him  like  a  giant  from  his  sleep. 
Ev'n  finom  his  slumbers  we  advantage  reap : 
With  double  force  th'  enUven'd  scene  he  wakes, 
Tetquits  not  Nature's  bounds.  He  knows  to  keep 
Each  due  decorum :  now  the  heart  he  shakes, 
And  now  witii  vireU.urg'd  aenae  th'  enligfalen*d  jiidg- 
tftkat. 

*  Mr.  Qphk 


A  bard  heie  dwdt,  mora  flu  than  fend  beseou; 
f  Who,  void  of  envy,  guile,  and  lust  of  gna. 
On  virtue  still,  and  Nature's  pleasng  tbcma, 
Fbnr'd  forth  his  unpremeditated  atrain : 
Hw  world  forsaking  with  a  cafan  «i»i^w». 
Here  laugh'd  he  careless  in  his  easy  seat ; 
HerequaiflT'd  endrrkd  with  the  jojona  train. 
Oft  moraliang  sage ;  his  ditty  aweet 
He  loathed  mudi  to  write,  ne  cared  to  repesL 


FViU  oft  by  holy  feet  our  ground  vraa  trod, 
Of  clerks  good  plenty  here  you  mote  e^. 
A  little^  round,  fat,  oily  man  of  God, 
Was  one  I  chiefly  mark'd  among  the  fry : 
He  had  a  relish  twinkle  in  hia  cya. 
And  shone  all  glittering  with  ungodly  dew, 
If  a  tight  damsel  cbaunc'd  to  trippen  by ; 
Which,  when  observ'd,  he  shrunk  into  his 
And  straight  would  recollect  his  piety 


Nor  be  forgot  a  tribe,  who  miniifd  nought 
(Old  inmates  of  the  phve)  but  atatfr-albin: 
They  look'd,  perdie^  as  if  they  deeply  thou^ ; 
And  on  their  brow  aat  every  nation's  caie^ 
The  world  by  them  is  parcell'd  out  in  shares. 
When  in  the  hall  of  smoke  they  oongress  hoid, 
And  the  sage  berry  sun-burnt  Modu  bean 
Has  dear'd  their  inward  eye :  then,  smoke^a- 
rall'd, 
Hieir  oracles  break  forth  mysteriooa,  as  of  old. 

Here  languid  Beauty  kept  her  pnle-fiur'd  eowt: 
Bevies  of  dainty  dames,  of  high  degree, 
From  every  quarter  hither  made  rvaort ; 
Where,  fivm  graaa  mortal  care  and  buanai 


They  lay,  pour'd  out  in  ease  and  luxury. 
Or  should  they  a  vain  show  of  work  assume 
Alas!  and  weli4Mlay !  what  can  it  be? 
To  knot,  to  twist,  to  range  the  venial  Uoon: 
But  fiur  is  cast  die  distaflT,  spinning-whed,  snd 
loom. 

Their  only  labour  vras  to  kill  the  time; 
And  labour  dire  it  is,  and  weary  woe. 
Hiey  sit,  they  loU,  turn  o'er  some  idle  thjne; 
Then,  rising  sudden,  to  the  glass  they  go, 
Or  saunter  forth,  with  tottering  step  and  slo«r : 
Hiis  soon  too  rude  an  exercise  they  find ; 
Sdraigfat  on  the  couch  their  limba  again  tlvy 

throw, 
Where  hours  on  hours  they  sighing  lie  redin'd, 
And  court  the  vapoury  god  soft-breathing  in  die 

wind* 

Now  must  I  mark  tiie*villainy  we  found. 
But,  ah  I  too  late,  as  sliall  efboons  be  shown. 
A  place  here  was,  deep,  dreary,  under  groand; 
Where  still  our  inmat«»,  when  unpleadoggnmOv 
Diseas'd  and  loathsome,  privily  were  thrown. 
Far  from  the  light  of  Heaven,  they  languiifc'ii 

there, 
Unpity'd  uttering  many  a  bitter  groan ; 
For  of  these  wretches  teken  was  no  care : 
Fierce  fiends,  and  hags  of  Heil,  their  only  doik* 


f  This  ^bandar  of  Mr.  Thomaon  was  ivfitten 
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Akt !  t!h«  chmge !  twin  aeenes  of  joy  and  ml. 
To  this  dark  den,  whow  SicknetB  ton'd  alwnj/ 
Here  liecfaargy,  with  deadly  sleep  opprest, 
Stretch'd  on  hU  back,  a  mighty  lubbaid,  lay, 
Heaving  Ida  gidw,  and  snored  night  and  day ; 
To  stir  hini  from  his  tnuince  it  was  not  eath, 
And  his  half-open'd  eyne  he  sliut  straightway : 
He  led,  I  wot,  the  softest  way  to  death, 
And  tsugfat  withotttan  pain  and  strife  to  yield  the 
breath. 

Of  limbs  enormous,  but  withal  unsound, 
Softcwoln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropsy : 
Unwieldy  man;  with  belly  monstrous  round. 
For  erer  fed  with  watery  supply ; 
For  still  ha  drank,  and  yet  he  still  was  dry. 
And  moping  here  did  Hypochondria  sit. 
Mother  of  Spleen,  in  robes  of  Tarious  dye. 
Who  vei*d  was  full  oft  with  ugly  fit ;        [a  wit 
And  some  her  frantic  deem*d,  and  some  her  deem*d 

A  lady  proud  she  was,  of  ancient  blood. 
Yet  oft  her  fear  her  pride  made  crouchen  low : 
She  felt,  or  fancy 'd  in  her  fluttering  mood. 
Ail  the  diseases  which  the  spittles  know, 
And  sought  all  physic  which  the  shops  bestow. 
And  still  new  leeches  and  new  drugs  would  try. 
Her  humour  crer  waTcring  to  and  fro ; 
For  sometimes  she  would  laugh,    and  some- 
times cry. 
Ham  sudden  waxed  wroth,   and  all  she  knew  not 
why. 


Past  by  her  side  a  listless  puuden  pin'd. 
With  aching  bead,  and  squeamish  heart-burnings ; 
Fsle,  bloated,  cold,  she  seem*d  to  hate  mankind, 
Yet  loT*d  in  secret  all  forbidden  things. 
And  here  the  Tertian  shakes  his  chilling  wings ; 
The  sleepleos  Gout  here  counts  the  crowing  cocks, 
A  wolf  now  gnaws  him,  now  a  serpent  stings ; 
Whilst  Apoplexy  cramm'd  Intemperance  knocks 
Down  to  the  ground  at  once,  as  butcher  felleth  ox. 


Caitio  II. 

The  knight  of  arts  and  industry. 

And  his  achievements  fair  ; 
That  by  his  castle's  overthron^ 

8ecur*dt  and  crowned  were. 

Escap'd  the  castle  of  die  sire  of  sin, 
Ah !  where  shall  I  so  sweet  a  dwelling  find? 
For  all  around,  without,  and  all  vrithin, 
Nothing  lave  what  delightful  was  and  kind, 
Of  goodness  savouring  and  a  tender  mind, 
£V  rose  to  view.     But  now  another  strain. 
Of  doleful  note,  alas !  remains  behind  : 
I  now  must  sing  of  pleasure  tum'd  to  pain. 
And  of  die  false  enchanter.  Indolence,  complain. 

Is  there  no  patron  to  protect  the  Muse, 
And  ieaee  for  her  Parnassus*  barren  soil  ? 
To  every  labour  its  reward  accrues, 
And  they  are  sure  of  bread  who  swvak  and  moQ ; 
But  a  fell  tribe  di*  Aonian  hive  despoil. 
As  ruthless  wasps  oft  rob  the  painful  bee : 
Thus  while  the  laws  not  guard  that  noblest  toil, 
Ke  for  the  other  Muses  meed  decree, 
Thej  praised  are  alone,  and  starve  right  meirily. 


I     I  can  not,  Fortune,  what  you  roe  deny ; 
You  cannot  rob  me  of  free  Nature's  grace ; 
You  cannot  shut  the  vrindows  of  the  sky,    [face ; 
Through  which  Aurora  shows  her  brightening 
You  cannot  bar  my  constant  feet  to  trace 
The  woods  and  lawns,  by  living  stream,  at  eve : 
Let  health  my  nerves  and  finer  fibres  brace. 
And  I  their  toys  to  the  great  children  leave  : 
Of  fimcy,  reason,  virtue,  nought  can  me  bcreavcL     * 

Come  then,  my  Muse,  and  raise  a  bolder  fong ; 
Come,  lig  no  more  upon  the  bed  of  sloth. 
Dragging  die  lasy  languid  line  along, 
Fond  to  begin,  but  stiU  to  finish  lotl^ 
Thy  half-writ  scrolls  all  eaten  by  the  moth : 
Arise,  and  sing  thit  generous  imp  of  Fame, 
Who  with  the  sons  of  softness  nobly  wroth, 
To  sweep  away  this  human  lumber  came. 
Or  in  a  chosen  few  to  rouse  the  slumbering  flame. 

In  Fairy-land  there  liv*d  a  knight  of  old, 
Of  feature  stem,  Selvaggio  well  yclep'd, 
A  rough  unpoUsh'd  man,  robust  and  bold, 
But  wondrous  poor :  he  neither  sow*d  nor  reap'd, 
Ne  stores  in  summer  for  cold  winter  hcap'd ; 
In  hunthig  all  his  days  away  he  wore ; 
Now  scorch'd  by  June,  now  in  November  steep*d. 
Now  pinch'd  by  bidng  January  sore, 
He  still  in  woods  pursued  the  libbard  and  the  boar. 

As  he  one  morning,  long  before  the  dawn, 
Prick'd  through  iSs  forest  to  dislodge  his  prey. 
Deep  in  the  winding  bosom  of  a  lawn. 
With  wood  wild-fring*d,  be  mark*d  a  taper's  ray. 
That  from  the  beating  rain,  and  wintcry  fray, 
Did  to  a  lonely  cot  his  steps  decoy ; 
There,  up  to  earn  the  needments  of  the  day. 
He  found  dame  Poverty,  nor  fair  nor  coy  : 
Her  he  compress'd,  and  fill'd  her  with  a  lusty  boy. 

Amid  the  green-wood  slwde  this  boy  was  bred. 
And  grew  at  last  a  knight  of  muchel  fame. 
Of  active  mind  and  vigorous  lustyhed. 
The  Knight  of  Arts  and  Industry  by  name. 
Earth  was  his  bed,  the  boughs  his  roof  did  frame ; 
He  knew  no  bevorage  but  the  flowing  stream  ; 
His  tasteful  well-eam'd  food  the  sylvan  game. 
Or  the  brown  fruit  with  which  the  woodlands  teom : 
The  same  to  him  glad  summer,  or  the  winter  breme. 

So  pass'd  his  youthly  morning,  void  of  care. 
Wild  as  the  colts  that  thro'  the  commons  run  : 
For  him  no  tender  parents  troubled  were. 
He  cf  the  forest  seem'd  to  be  the  son, 
And  certes  had  been  utterly  undone ; 
But  that  Minerva  pity  of  him  took. 
With  all  the  gods  that  love  the  rural  wonne^ 
That  teach  to  tame  the  soil  and  rule  the  crook  ; 
Ne  did  the  sacred  Nine  disdain  a  gentle  look. 

Of  fertile  genius  him  they  nurtur'd  well, 
In  every  science  and  in  every  art. 
By  which  mankind  the  thoughtless  brutes  exod. 
That  can  or  use,  or  joy,  or  grace  impart. 
Disclosing  all  the  powen  of  head  and  heart : 
Ne  were  the  goodly  exercises  spar'd. 
That  brace  the  nerves,  or  make  the  limba  alerty 
And  mix  elastic  force  with  firmness  hard : 
Wja  never  knight  oo  ground  mote  be  with  Um 
ouupar'da 


Wh 
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Sometiiiiei.  with  early  mora,  he  mounted  gtj 
The  hunter-steed,  exulting  o*er  the  dale. 
And  drew  the  roseat  breath  of  orient  day; 
Sometimes,  retiring  to  the  secret  m^e, 
Tdad  in  steel,  and  bright  witli  burnish'd  mail. 
He  strain*d  the  bow,  or  toss*d  the  sounding  spear. 
Or  darting  on  the  goal  outBtripp*d  the  gale. 
Or  wbeel'd  the  chariot  in  its  mid  career,     [peer. 
Or  strenuous  wrestled  hard  with  many  a  tou^oom- 

At  other  times  he  pry'd  through  Nature's  storey 
Whatever  she  in  tfa'  ethereal  round  contains, 
Whate*er  she  hides  beneath  her  verdant  floor. 
The  vegetable  and  the  mineral  reigns :      [mains. 
Or  else  he  scann'd  the  globe,  those  small  do- 
Where  restless  mortals  sudi  a  turmoil  keep, 
Its  seas,  its  floods,  its  mountains,  and  its  plains ; 
But  more  he  aearcfa*d  the  mind,  and  rous'd  from 
sleep 
TlxMe  moral  seeds  whence  we  heroic  actions  reap. 

Nor  would  he  scora  to  stoop  from  high  pursuits 
Of  heavenly  IVuth,  and  pnctise  what  slw  taught 
Vain  is  the  tree  of  knowledge  without  fruits. 
Sometimes  in  hand  the  spade  or  plough  he  caught. 
Forth-calling  all  with  which  boon  Earthis  frsu^ ; 
Sometimes  he  ply*d  the  strong  mechanic  tool. 
Or  rear*d  the  &bric  from  the  finest  dnught ; 
And  oft  he  put  himself  to  Neptune's  school. 
Fighting  with  winds  and  waves  on  the  vext  ocean 
pooL 

To  solace  then  these  rougher  toils,  he  try'd 
To  touch  the  kindling  canvass  into  life  ; 
With  Nature  his  creating  pencil  vy'd. 
With  Nature  joyous  at  the  mimic  strife : 
Or,  to  such  diapes  as  grac'd  I^gmalion's  wife^ 
He  hew'd  the  marble ;  or,  with  varied  fire. 
He  rous'd  the  trumpet  and  the  martial  fife. 
Or  bade  the  lute  sweet  tenderness  inspire,    [lyre. 
Or  verses  frun*d  that  well  might  wake  Apollo's 


Accomplish'd  thus  he  from  the  woods  issued. 
Full  of  great  aims,  and  bent  on  bold  emprise ; 
Tlie  woriL,  whidi  long  he  in  his  Inreast  had  brew'd. 
Now  to  perform  he  ardent  did  devise ; 
To  wit,  a  barbarous  worid  to  dviliie. 
Earth  was  till  then  a  boundless  forest  wild ; 
Nought  to  be  seen  but  savage  wood,  and  skies ; 
No  cities  nourish'd  arts,  no  culture  smil'd. 
No  government,  no  laws,  no  gentle  manners  mild. 

A  rugged  wight,  the  worst  of  brutes,  was  man ; 
On  hb  own  wrcAched  kind  he,  ruthless,  prey'd : 
The  strongest  still  the  weakest  over-mn ; 
In  every  country  mighty  robbers  sway'd. 
And  gtiile  and  rufiian  force  were  all  thdr  trade. 
Life  was  a  scene  of  rapine,  want,  and  woe ; 
Which  this  bnve  knight,  in  noble  anger,  made 
To  swear,  he  would  the  rascal  rout  o'erttvow, 
For,  by  Ae  powers  divine^  it  should  no  more  be  so ! 

It  would  exceed  the  purport  of  my  song, 
To  say  how  thb  bett  Sun  from  orient  climes 
Came  beaming  lile  and  beauty  all  aloQg, 
Befiore  him  chasing  indolence  and  crimes. 
StUl  as  he  pass'd,  the  nations  he  sublimes^ 
-And  calls  forth  arts  and  virtues  with  his  ray : 
Then  Egyp^  Greece,  and  Rome^  tiieir  golden 


Successive  had ;  but  now  in  ntiiis  grey 
They  lie,  to  daviah  aloch  and  tpanny  a  picy. 

To  crown  hb  toils,  sir  Industry  then  spitsd 
Hie  swelling  safl,  and  made  for  Bridan's 
A  tyUma  life  till  then  the  natives  led. 
In  tiie  brown  shades  and  green-wood  forest  Vm, 
All  careless  rambling  wfarn  it  lik'd  them  nsrt: 
Their  wealth  the  wild-deer  honncing  tfaraogli  Ik 

glade; 
Hiey  lodg'd  at  large,  and  liv'd  at  Nature's  am; 
Save  spear,  and  bow,  withonten  other  aid ; 
Yet  not  the  Roman  sted  their  naked  fanaat  &■ 
may'd. 

He  lik'd  tiie  soil,  he  lik'd  tiie  dement  sUes 
He  lik'd  the  verdant  hills  and  flowery  platiK 
'<  Be  tins  my  great,  my  chosen  isle,"  he  cric», 
*<  This,  whilst  my  labours  liber^  sihIsIm, 
Hiis  queen  of  Ocean  all  assault  disdains." 
Nor  luL'd  he  less  the  genius  of  the  land. 
To  fVcedcm  apt  and  persevering  pain% 
Mild  to  obey,  and  generous  to  command, 
Temper'd  by  forming  Heaven  with  kindest,  insot 
hand. 

Here,  by  degrees,  his  maatcr-wprk  arose^ 
Whatever  arts  and  industry  can  frame : 
Whatever  finish'd  Agriculture  knows, 
Fsir  queen  of  arts!  from  Heaven  itsdf  who  cane 
When  Eden  flourished  in  unspotted  fiune : 
And  still  with  her  sweet  Innocence  we  find. 
And  tender  Peace,  and  joys  without  a  namc^ 
That,  whOe  they  ravish,  tranquilliae  the  niad : 
Nature  and  Art,  at  once,  delight  and  use  csn- 
bin'd. 

The  towns  he  quicken'd  by  mechanic  art^ 
And  bade  the  rervent  city  glow  with  toil ; 
Bade  social  Commerce  raise  leuawiied  msrl^ 
Jdn  land  to  land,  and  marry  soil  to  soil. 
Unite  the  Pdes,  and,  without  bloody  spoil, 
Bring  home  of  dther  Ind  the  gorgeous  stors; 
Or,  should  despotic  rage  the  world  cmbrdl. 
Bade  tyrants  tremble  on  remotest  shores,  [nsfk 
WhOe  o'er  th'  endrding  deep  Britannia's  thunder 

The  drooping  Muses  then  he  westward  call'd, 

From  the  fam'd  dty  by  Propontic  sea. 

What   tune    the  Turk  th'  enfeebled    Gncisa 

tiiraU'd; 
Hience  from  theur  doister'd  walks  he  sK  tbeo 

free. 
And  brought  them  to  another  Ceatalie, 
Where  Ids  many  a  fimunxs  noursHng  breeds ; 
Or  where  old  Cam  8oft>paces  o'er  the  lea 
In  pensive  mood,  and  tunes  his  Doric  reeds 
The  whilst  Ui  flo^at  large  the  londy  sbephod 


Yet  die  fine  arts  ware  what  he  finish'd  least 
For  why?    Iliey  are  the  quintessence  of  all, 
Hk  growth  c^ labouring  time,  and  slow  incresst; 
Unless,  as  sddom  rhancps,  it  rixmld  fidl. 
That  mighty  patrons  the  coy  risters  call 
Up  to  t&  sun-shine  of  uncumber'd  ease,   [dinUt 
Where  no  rude  care  the  mounting  thought  aH> 
And  where  they  nothing  have  to  do  but  plesse; 
Ah !  gradous  God :  thou  know'st  they  ask  no  other 


Cakto  II. 


THE  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE. 


465 


Bvt  now,  alas !  we  lire  too  late  in  time  : 
Our  patrons  now  er'n  grudge  that  little  claim. 
Except  to  sudi  as  sleek  the  soothing  rhyme ; 
And  yet,  forsooth,  they  wear  Miecenas*  name, 
Fiwr  sons  of  pufUup  vanity,  not  fiun^ 
Unbroken  spirits,  cheer !  still,  still  remains 
Til'  eternal  pathm,  liberty ;  whose  flame^ 
While  she  protects,  inspires  the  noblest  strains. 
The  best,  and  sweetest  far,  are  toil-created  gains. 

When  as  the  knight  had  fram'd,  in  Britain-land 
A  matchless  form  of  glorious  government. 
In  which  the  sovereign  laws  alone  command, 
Laws  'stablishM  by  the  public  free  consent, 
Whose  majesty  is  to  the  sceptre  lent ; 
When  this  great  plan,  with  each  dependent  art, 
Was  settled  firm,  and  to  bis  heart's  content. 
Then  sought  he  from  thi*  toilsome  scene  to  part, 
And  let  life's  vacant  eve  breathe  quiet  through  the 


For  this  he  chose  a  him  in  Deva's  vale. 
Where  lus  long  alleys  peep'd  upon  the  main. 
In  this  calm  seat  he  drew  the  healthful  gale. 
Here  nrix'd  the  chief,  the  patriot,  and  £e  swain. 
Tlie  happy  monarch  of  his  sylvan  train. 
Here,  sided  by  the  guardians  of  die  fold, 
He  walk'd  bis  rounds,   and  cheer'd  his  blest 

domain! 
His  days,  the  days  of  unstain'd  nature,  roll'd. 
Replete  with  peace  and  joy,  like  patriarchs  of  old. 

Witness,  ye  lowing  herds,  who  gave  him  milk ; 
Witness,  ye  flocks,  whose  woolly  vestments  far 
Exceed  soft  India's  cotton,  or  her  silk ; 
Witness,  with  autumn  charg'd,  the  nodding  car, 
That  homeward  came  beneath  sweet  evening's 


Or  of  September  moons  the  radiance  mild. 
O,  hide  thy  head,  abominable  War! 
Of  crimes  and  ruffian-idleness  the  child 
From  Heaven  this  life  ysprung,  from  Hell  thy  glories 
vild! 

Nor  from  tfab  deep  retirement  banish'd  was 
Hi'  amusing  care  of  rural  industry. 
8tiU  as  with  gratefiil  change  the  seasons  pass. 
New  scenes  ^riae,  new  landskips  strike  the  eye, 
And  all  th'  enliven *d  country  beautify : 
Gay  plains  extend  where  msnhes  slept  before ; 
O'er  recent  meads  th*  exulting  streamlets  fly ; 
Dark  frowning  heaths  grow  bright  with  Ceres* 
storey  [shore. 

And  woods  imbrown  the  steep,  or  wave  along  the 

As  nearer  to  his  farm  you  made  approach, 
He  poUsh'd  nature  with  a  finer  hand : 
Yet  on  her  beauties  durst  not  art  incraach ; 
*Tis  art's  alone  these  beauties  to  expand. 
In  graeeful  dance  imminglcd,  o'er  the  land. 
Pan,  Pdeas,  Fla^^  and  Pomona  play'd: 
Here  too  brbk  gales  the  rude  wild  common  fann'd 
An  happy  place ;  where  free,  and  unalhsid. 
Amid  the  flowering  btakes  each  coyer   creature 
slny  <L 

But  in  prime  vigour  what  can  last  for  ay  ? 
That  sool-enfeebling  wixard  Indolence, 
I  whilom  song,  wrought  in  hb  works  decay : 
Spread  fir  and  wide  was  Ail  curs'd  influence; 


Of  public  virtue  much  he  dullM  the  sense, 
Ev'n  mudi  of  private  ;  ate  Our  spirit  out. 
And  fed  our  rank  luxurious  vices :  whence 
Hie  land  was  overlaid  with  many  a  lout ; 
Not  as  old  Fame  reports,  wise,  generous,  bold,  and 
stout. 

A  rage  of  pleasure  madden'd  every  breast, 
Down  to  the  lowest  lees  the  ferment  ran : 
To  his  licentious  wish  each  must  be  blest. 
With  joy  be  fever'd ;  snatch  it  as  he  can. 
Thus  Vice  the  standard  rear'd ;  her  arrier-ban 
Corruption  call'd,  and  loud  she  gave  the  word, 
*'  Mind,  mind  yourselves  I  why  should  the  vulgar 

man, 
Tlie  lacquey,  be  more  virtuous  than  his  lord? 
Enjoy  this  span  of  life !  'tis  all  the  gods  aflbrd." 

Tlie  tiSings  reach'd  to  where,  in  quiet  hall, 
Tlie  good  old  knight  enjoy'd  well-eam'd  reposew 
**  Come,  come,  sir  Knight !  thy  children  on  thee 

call: 
Come^  save  us  yet,  ere  ruin  round  us  close ! 
The  demon  Indolence  thy  toils  o'erthrows." 
On  this  die  noble  cdour  stain'd  hb  cheeks, 
Indignant,  glowing  through  the  whitening  snows 
Of  veneniile  eld ;  his  eye  full  speaks 
His  ardent  soul,  and  firom  his  couch  at  once  he 

breaks. 

«  I  will,"  he  cry'd,  <*  so  help  me  God !  dotroy 
That    rillain   Arcfaimage."  —  His  page  then 

straight 
He  to  him  oill'd,  a  fiery-footed  boy, 
Benempt  Dispatch.    "  My  steed  be  at  the  gate ; 
My  bard  attend ;  quick,  bring  the  net  of  Fate." 
This  net  was  twisted  by  the  sisters  three ;      [late 
Which  when  once  cast  o'er  harden'd  wretch,  too 
Repentance  comes ;  replevy  cannot  be 
From  the  strong  iron  grasp  of  vengeful  Destiny. 

He  came,  the  bard,  a  litUe  druid-wight, 
Of  wlthCT'd  aspect ;  but  his  eye  was  keen. 
With  sweetness  mix'd.    In  russet  brown  bedight, 
As  is  his  sister  *  of  the  copses  green. 
He  crept  along,  unpromising  oT  mien. 
Gross  he  who  judges  so.     His  soul  was  fiur. 
Bright  as  the  diildren  of  yon  axure  sheea 
TVue  comeliness,  which  nothing  can  impair, 
Dwells  in  the  mind :  all  else  is  vanity  and  glare. 

"  Come,"  quoth  the  knight,  <<  a  voice  has  reach'd 

mine  ear: 
Tlie  demon  Indolence  threats  overthrow 
To  all  that  to  mankind  is  good  and  dear : 
Come,  Fhilomelus ;  let  us  instant  go, 
O'ertum  his  bowers,  and  lay  his  casde  low. 
Those  men,  those  wretched  men  I  who  w^  be 

slaves, 
Must  drink  a  bitter  wrathful  cup  of  woe : 
But  some  there  be,  thy  song,  as  from  their  gfavcs, 
Shall  nise.     Thrice  happy  he  I  who  without  rigour 


Issuinff  forth,  the  knight  bestrode  his  steed. 
Of  ardent  bay,  and  on  whose  front  a  star   [bread 
Shone  biasing  bright :  sprung  from  the  generous 
That  whirl  of  active  day  the  rapid  car, 

*  Tlw  nightingale. 
H  h 
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He  pnncM  mkn^  difdainiog  gate  or  bw. 
Meantime,  the  baid  oo  milk-wbite  palfrey  lode ; 
An  honest  sober  beast,  that  did  not  mar 
His  meditations,  but  full  softly  trode ; 
And  much  they  moralisM  as  thus  yfere  they  yode. 

They  talk*d  of  Tirtue,  and  of  human  blisa. 
What  else  so  fit  for  man  to  settle  well  ? 
And  still  their  long  researches  met  in  this, 
Hiis  truth  aftnithSf  which  nothing  can  reifel : 
"  FVom  virtue's  fbont  the  purest  joys  o«t-well. 
Sweet  rills  of  thought  that  cheer  the  conscious 
soul ;  [HeU, 

'While  vice  pours  forth  the  troubled  streams  of 
The  which,  howe'er  disguis*d,  at  last  with  dole 
Win,  through  the  tortur'd  breast,  their  fiery  tenent 
rolL"  « 

At  length  it  dawn*d,  that  fatal  Talley  gay,   [rear. 
0*er  which  high  wood-crown'd  hills  their  summits 
On  the  cool  height  awhile  our  palmers  stay, 
And  spite  er'n  of  themselyes  their  senses  cheer ; 
Tlien  to  the  wisard's  wonne  ther  steps  they  steer. 
Like  a  green  isle,  it  broad  beneath  them  spred. 
With  gardens  round,  and  wandering  currents  dear. 
And  tufted  grores  to  shade  the  meadow  bed. 
Sweet  airs  and  song;  and  without  huny  all  aeem*d 
glad. 

**  As  Ood  shall  judge  mc^  knight,  we  must  for- 

give 
(THe  half-enraptur'd  Fhilomelus  cry-'d) 
**  The  frail  good  man  deluded  bete  to  liTe, 
And  in  these  groves  his  musing  fimcy  hida 
Ah  !  nought  is  pure.     It  cannot  be  deny*d. 
That  virtue  stOl  some  tincture  has  of  vice, 
And  vice  of  virtue.     What  should  then  betide 
But  that  our  charity  be  not  too  nice  ?. 
Come,  let  us  those  we  can  to  real  bliss  entice." 

«<  Ay,  sicker,"  quoth  the  knight,  «  all  flesh  is  frail. 
To  pleasant  sin  and  joyous  Alliance  bent ; 
But  let  not  brutish  vice  of  this  avail, 
And  think  to  'scape  deserved  punishment. 
Justice  were  cruel  weakly  to  relent ; 
Fhmi  Mercy's  self  she  got  her  sacred  glaive ; 
Giace  be  to  tboae  who  can,  and  will,  repent ; 
But  penance  long,  and  dreary,  to  the  slave. 
Who  must  in  floods  of  fire  his  gross  foul  spirit  lave. " 

Thus,  holding  high  discourse,  they  came  to  where 
Tlie  curved  carle  was  at  his  wonted  trade ; 
Still  tempting  heedless  men  into  his  snare. 
In  witching  wise,  as  I  before  have  said. 
But  when  he  saw,  in  goodly  geer  amy'd. 
The  grave  majestic  kmght  approaching  nkfa» 
And  by  his  side  the  bard  so  sage  and  stai£ 
Hi*  countenanoe  fell ;  yet  oft  hia  amdous  eye 
Mark'd  them,  like  wily  fox  who  rooaled  cock  doth 

•PJ-' 

Nathlesi,  widi  fiogn'd  respect,  he  bade  give  back 
Tlie  rabble-rout,  and  welcom'd  them  full  kind ; 
Struck  with  the  noble  twain,  they  were  not  slack 
His  ordeh  to  obey,  and  fidl  behind. 
Tlien  he  resum'd  his  song ;  and  unconfin'd, 
Pour'd  all  his  music,  ran  through  all  his  strings : 
With  magic  dust  thdr  eyne  he  tries  to  Mind, 
And  virtue's  tender  airs  o'er  weakness  flings. 
What  pity  base  his  song  who  ao  divinely  sings ! 


£alSS0  lO  sDOQ^^Dm  do  CDDOBBU  wDCOI  flBB  VvvIL 

Tlwy  listen'd  so  intent  with  fix'd  deEgfaft: 
But  they  instead,  as  if  transmew'd  to  stonc^ 
Manrell'd  he  could  with  such 
Tbe  li^  and  stwlea  of 

right. 
Meantime,  the  silly  crowd 
Wide  pressing  to  the  gate.     Swift  on  the 
He  dairted  tierce^  to  drag  him  to  fab  bower. 
Who  backenittg  ahunn'd  hu  toodi,  for  wril  be 
Its  power* 


Aa  in  tfarong'd  amphitheatre,  of  old. 
The  wary  Retiarius  trapp'd  fab  Ibe ; 
£v*n  so  the  knight,  returning  on  him  bold. 
At  once  involv'd  him  in  the  «id  ofwott 
Whereof  I  mention  made  not  long  s^ga 
Inrag'd  at  first,  he  soom'd  so  weak  a  jtSl^ 
And  leapt,  and  flew,  and  flounced  to  and  fiw; 
But  when  he  found  that  nothing  could  avail. 
He  set  him  felly  down  and  gnaw'd  hu  bitter 


Alarm'd,  th*  inferior  demons  of  the  phoe 
Rau'd  rueful  shrieks  and  hideous  ycUs 
Black  stormy  clouds  deferm'd  the  welUft*a 
And  ftom  beneath  was  heard  a  wailing 
As  of  infernal  ifMrites  in  cavern  bound ; 
A  solemn  sadness  every  creature  straoky 
And  lightnings  flash'd,  and  faorrour  n^'d  the 
ground:  [look, 

Hugecrowdsoo  crowds  out-poor'd,  withblcsniah'd 
As  if  on  time's  last  verge  thb  frame  of  tUi^  had 


Soon  as  the  short-liv'd  tempest  was  yspcot, 
Steam'd  from  the  jaws  of  vex'd  Avcnos'  bol^ 
And  hush'd  the  hubbub  of  the  rsbbksnen^ 
Sir  Industry  the  first  calm  moment  stole. 
«  Theremust,"  heoy'd,  <<amidstsowtm 
Be  some  who  are  not  tainted  aft  the  heart, 
Not  poison'd  quite  by  thb  same  villain's  bowl 
Come  then,  my  bard,  tl^  heavenly  fire  i 
Touch  soul  with  soul,  till  forth  the  latent  spiiic 

Tlie  bard  obey'd ;  and  taking  feom  fab  sid^ 
Where  it  in  seemly  sort  depending  faui^ 
Hb  British  harp,  its  speaking  strings  he  try'd. 
The  which  with  skilful  touch  he  deftly  etnuigp 
Till  tinkling  in  clear  symphony  they  m^g. 
Then,  as  he  felt  the  Muses  come  akmg, 
light  o'er  the  chords  hb  raptur'd  faaiid  fae  floi^ 
A^  play'd  a  prelude  to  hb  riang  aoi^ : 
Hie  whilst,  like  midnight  mute^  ten 
him  throng. 


Tluis,  ardent,  boxst  hb  stmin,— 

«  Ye  belplcaB  lacc, 
DiieJabmuJi^  facte  to  smother  reaaon'a  n^. 
That  lights  our  Maker's  image  in  our  fiscc^ 
And  gives  us  wide  o'er  Earth  unquesiioa'd 
What  b  th'  ador'd  Supreme  BeffectaoB,  aay  ? 
What,  but  eternal  nevcr-restiiig  soul. 
Almighty  power,  and  altdirectiag  day ; 
By  whom  each  atom  stir%  the  plansfi  roll ; 
Who  fills,  syrrounds,  informs,  and 


**  Come,  to  tfae  beaming  God  your  heartaunftld! 
Draw  6vm  its  fountain  life !  *tb  tfaenee^  siooc^ 
We  can  excel.     Up  feom  unfeeling  nvwUL 
To  aenpka  burning  round  th*  Afaa^jfacy'a  tfarooe, 
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Life  riling  still  on  life,  in  higher  tone, 
Perfection  forms,  and  with  perfection  bliss. 
In  univenal  nature  this  clear  shown. 
Nor  needeth  proof;  to  prove  it  were,  I  wis, 
To    prore    the  beauteous  world  excels  the  brute 
abyss.. 

*'  Is  not  the  field,  with  livel  j  culture  green, 
A  sight  more  joyous  than  the  dead  morass  ? 
Do  not  the  skies,  with  active  ether  clean. 
And  &nn*d  by  sprightly  xephyrs,  far  surpass 
The  foul  November  fogs,  and  slumberous  mass, 
With  which  sad  Nature  veils  her  drooping  face  ? 
Does  not  tlie  mountain-stream,  as  clear  as  glass. 
Gay  dancing  on,  the  putrid  pool  disgrace  ? 
The  same  in  all  holds  true,  but  chief  in  human 
race. 

t 

**  It  was  not  by  vile  loitering  in  ease  . 
lliat  Greece  obtain*d  the  brighter  palm  of  art, 
That  sof^  yet  ardent  Athens  learnt  to  please^ 
To  keen  the  wit,  and  to  sublime  the  heart. 
In  all  supreme !  complete  in  every  part  I 
It  was  not  thence  majestic  Rome  arose, 
And  o*er  the  nations  shook  her  conquering  dart : 
FcMT  sluggard's  brow  the  laurel  never  grows ; 
Renown  is  not  the  child  of  indolent  repose. 

**  Had  onambitious  mortals  minded  nought. 
But  in  loose  joy  their  time  to  wear  away ; 
Had  they  alone  tlic  lap  of  dalliance  sought, 
Fleas'd  on  Iter  pillow  their  dull  heads  to  lay, 
Rude  Nature's  state  had  been  our  state  to-day ; 
No  cities  e*er  their  towery  fronts  had  rais'd, 
No  arts  had  made  us  opulent  and  gay ; 
With  brotber-bnites  the  human  race  bad  gras*d ; 
None  c*cr  had  soar'd  to  fame,  none  honour'd  been, 
noneprais'd. 

**  Great  Homer's  song  had  never  fir*d  the  breast 
To  thirst  of  glory,  and  heroic  deeds ; 
Sweet  Blaro*s  Muse,  sunk  in  inglorious  rest, 
Had  silent  slept  amid  the  Mincian  reeds :  | 

Hie  wits  of  modem  time  had  told  their  beads. 
And  monkish  legions  been  their  only  strains ; 
Oar  Milton's  Eden  had  lain  wrapt  in  weeds. 
Our  Shakspeare  stroll'd  and  laugh'd  with  War- 

wick  swains, 
Nc  had  my  master  Spenser  charm'd  his  Mulla's 

plains. 

**  Dumb  too  had  been  the  sage  historic  Muse, 
And  perish'd  all  the  sons  of  ancient  fame ; 
Those  starry  lights  of  virtue,  that  diffuse 
Throu^  tbe  dark  depth  o^time  their  virid  flame. 
Had  all  been  lost  with  such  as  have  no  name. 
Who  then  had soorn'd  his  ease  for  others'  good? 
Who  tbeo  had  toil'd  rapacious  men  to  tame  ? 
Who  in  the  public  breach  devoted  stood. 
And  fbr  his  country's  cause  been  prodigal  of  blood? 


<« 


But  should  your  hearts  to  hma  unfeeling  be, 
If  right  I  read,  your  pleasure  all  require : 
Then  bear  how  best  may  be  obtain'd.this  fec^ 
How  best  enjqy'd  this  nature's  wide  desire. 
Toil,  and  be  glad !  let  Industry  inqHre 
Into  your  quicken'd  limbs  her  buoyant  breath ! 
Who  does  not  act  is  dead ;  absorpt  entire 
In  mirf  sloth,  no  pride,  no  joy  he  hath : 
O  kadciwheerted  men»  to  be  in  love  with  dseth  I 


«  Ah !  what  avail  the  largest  gifb  of  Heaven, 
When  drooping  health  and  spirits  go  amiss  ? 
How  tasteless  then  whatever  can  be  given ! 
Health  is  the  vital  principle  of  bliss, 
And  exercise  of  hoJth.     In  proof  of  this, 
Bdiold  the  wretch,  who  slugs  his  life  away. 
Soon  swallow'd  in  disease's  sad  abyss ; 
While  he  whom  toil  has  brac'd,  or  manly  play. 
Has  light  as  air  each  limb,  each  thought  as  clear  as 
day. 

*'  O,  who  can  spesk  the  vigorous  joy  of  health  ? 
Unclogg'd  the  body,  unobscur'd  the  mind : 
The  morning  rises  gay,  with  pleasing  stealth, 
The  temperate  evening  falls  serene  and  kind. 
In  iKalth  the  wiser  brutes  true  gladness  find. 
See !  how  the  younglings  frisk  along  the  meads, 
As  May  comes  on,  and  wakes  the  balmy  wind ; 
Rampant  with  life,  their  joy  all  joy  exceeds : 
Yet  what  but  high-strung  health  this  dancing  plca- 
saunce  breeds  ? 

'*  But  here,  instead,  is  foster'd  every  ill, 
Which  or  distemper'd  minds  or  bodies  know. 
Come  then,  my  kindred  spirits !  do  not  spill 
Your  talents  here.     Tliis  place  is  but  a  show. 
Whose  charms  delude  you  to  the  den  of  woe : 
Come,  follow  me,  I  will  direct  you  right. 
Where  pleasure's  roses,  void  of  serpents,  grow, 
Sincoe  as  sweet ;  come,  follow  this  good  km'ght. 

And  you  will  bless  the  day  that  brought  him  to  your 
sight 

[camps; 
*'  Some  he  will  lead   to   courts,   and  some  to 
To  senates  some,  and  public  sage  debates, 
Where^  by  the  solemn  gleam  of  midnight-lamps, 
The  world  is  pois'd,  and  manag'd  mighty  states ; 
'To  high  discovery  some,  that  new-creates 
The  face  of  Earth ;  some  to  the  thriving  mart ; 
Some  to  the  rural  reign,  and  softer  fates ; 
To  the  sweet  Muses  some,  who  raise  the  heart ; 

All  glory  shall  be  yours,  all  nature,  and  all  art 

«  There  are,  I  see,  who  listen  to  my  lay. 
Who  wretched  sigh  for  virtue,  but  despair. 
'  All  may  be  done,*  methinks  I  hear  them  say, 
'  Ev'n  death  despis'd  by  generous  actions  fair ; 
All,  but  for  those  who  to  these  bowers  repair. 
Their  every  power  dissolv'd  in  luxury. 
To  quit  of  torpid  sluggishness  the  lair. 
And  from  the  powerful  arms  of  sloth  get  fVee. 
'Tu  rising  from  the  dead :— Alas !— it  cannot  be !' 

*<  Would  you  then  learn  to  dissipate  the  band 
Of  these  huge  threatening  difficulties  dire. 
That  in  the  weak  man's  way  like  lions  stand, 
His  soul  appall,  and  damp  his  rising  fire? 
Resolve,  reserve,  and  to  be  men  aspire. 
Exert  that  noblest  privilege,  alone. 
Here  to  mankind  indulg'd :  contionl  deare : 
Let  godlike  Reason,  from  her  sovereign  throne. 
Sneak  the  commanding  word — I  will — and  k  is 
done. 

• 
**  Heavens !  can  you  then  thus  waste,  io  shame- 

ful  wise. 
Your  few  important  days  of  tryal  here  ? 
Heirs  of  eternity !  yborn  to  rise 
ITmnigb  endless  states  of  being,  sdll  more  near 
To  bUa$  approaching,  and  perfection  clear, 
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Can  you  renouno  a  fortune  lo  sublime^ 
Such  glorious  hopes,  your  backward  steps  to  steer. 
And  roll,  with  vilest  brutes,  thro'  mud  and  slime? 
No !  no !  —  Your  heaven-touch*d  heart  disdains  the 
sordid  crime !" 

**  Enough !  enough  !**  they  cry*d —straight  fiom 

the  crowd 
Hie  better  sort  on  wings  of  transport  fly : 
As  when  amid  the  lifeless  summits  proud 
Of  Alpine  difis,  where  to  the  gelid  sky 
Snows  pil*d  on  snows  in  wintery  torpour  lie. 
Hie  nys  divine  of  vernal  Hioebus  play ; 
Th*  awaken*d  heaps,  in  streamlets  from  on  high, 
Rous*d  into  action,  lively  le^  away,  [^7* 

Glad  warbling  through  the  vales,  in  their  new  being 

Not  less  the  life,  the  vivid  joy  serene^ 
Tluit  lighted  up  these  new-created  men. 
Than  that  which  wings  th*  eiulting  spirit  clean. 
When,  just  delivered  from  his  fleshly  den. 
It  soaring  seeks  its  native  skies  agen : 
How  light  its  essence !  how  unclogg'd  its  powers, 
Berond  the  blazon  of  my  mortal  pen ! 
£v  n  so  we  glad  forsook  the  sinful  bowers, 
£v*n  such  enn^tur*d  life,  such  eneigy  was  ours. 

But  fiur  the  greater  part,  with  rage  inflam'd, 
BD«-mutter*d  curses,  and  blasphem'd  high  Jove. 
"  Ye  sons  of  hate !"  they  bitterly  exclaim'd, 
*'  What  brought  you  to  this  seat  of  peace  and  love  ? 
While  with  kind  nature,  here  amid  the  grove. 
We  pass'd  the  harmless  sabbath  of  our  time. 
What  to  disturb  it  could,  fell  men,  emove 
Your  barbarous  hearts  ?  Is  happiness  a  crime  ? 
Tlien  do  the  fiends  of  Hell  rule  in  yon  Heaven 
sublime.'* 

**  Ye  impious  wretches,**    quoth  the  knight  in 

wrath, 
**  Your  happiness  behold !  **  Then  straight  a  wand 
He  wav*d,  an  anti-magic  power  that  hath, 
TVuth  from  illusive  falsdiood  to  command. 
Sudden  the  landskip  sinks  on  every  hand ; 
Hie  pure  quick  streams  are  marshy  puddles  found ; 
On  baleful  heaths  the  groves  all  blacken*d  stand; 
And,  o*er  the  weedy  foul  abhorred  ground. 
Snakes,  adders,    toads,    each    loathsome  creature 

crawls  around. 

And  here  and  there,  on  trees  by  lightning  scath'd. 
Unhappy  wights  who  loathed  life  ybung ; 
Or,  in  fresh  gore  and  recent  murder  baUi'd, 
They  weltering  lay ;  or  else,  infuriate  flung 
Into  the  gloomy  flood,  while  ravens  sung 
The  funonal  diige,  they  down  the  torrent  rolI*d : 
These,  by  distemper*d  blood  to  madnesa  stung. 
Had  doom*d  themselves;  whence  oft,  when  night 
controU'd 
Hie  world,  returning  hither  their  sad  spirits  howrd. 

Meantime  a  moving  scene  was  open  laid; 
Hiat  lasar-house,  I  whilom  in  my  Jay 
Depainted  have,  its  horrours  dceiMli8play*d, 
And  gave  unnumber'd  wretches  to  die  day. 
Who  tossing  there  in  squalid  mis^  lay. 
Soon  as  of  sacred  light  th*  unwonted  nnile 
Poar*d  on  these  living  catacombs  its  ray. 
Through  the  drear  caverns  stretching  many  a  mile, 
lie  sick  up-rau'd  their  hcwls,  and  dr     *^  -^  * 
woes  awhile. 


**  O,  Heaven!**  they  cry'd,  «*  and  do  we 
more  see 


Yon  blessed  Sun,  and  this  green  Earth  so 
Are  we  from  noisome  damps  of  pestr  house 
And  drink  our  soub  the  sweet  ethereal  air 
O,  thou  !  or  knight,  or  god !  who  boldest 
That  fiend,  oh,  keep  him  in  eternal  chains! 
But  what  for  us,  tbe  dnldren  of  de^Mir, 
Brought  to  the  brink  of  Hell,  what  hope 
Repentance  does  itself  but  aggravate  our 


6ir? 
iiee? 


there 


The  gentle  knight,  who  saw  their  mcfnl 
Let  &11  adown  his  silver  beard  loiiie  ttmt%. 
**  Certes,**  quoth  he,  **  it  is  not  ev'n  in  giaee, 
T*  undo  the  post,  and  dee  your  broken  years : 
Nathleas,  to  nobler  worlds  Repentance  nan, 
With  humble  hope,  her  eye ;  to  her  is  given 
A  power  the  truly  contrite  heart  that  cheers ; 
She  quells  the  brand  by  wfaidi  the  rodu  are  riita ; 
She  more  than  merely  softens,  she  rejoices  Heaven. 

"  Then  patient  bear  the  sufferinga  ycm  haveconi'd. 
And  by  these  sufferings  purify  the  noind  ; 
Let  wisdom  be  by  past  misconduct  lcam*d: 
Or  pious  die,  with  penitence  resign*d ; 
And  to  a  life  more  happy  and  refin'd. 
Doubt  not,  you  shall,  new  creaturea,  yet  aiis. 
Till  then,  you  may  expect  in  me  to  find 
One  who  will  wipe  your  sorrow  from  your  eves, 
One  who  will  soothe  your  pangs,  and  wing  you  to 
the  skies.** 


They  silent  heard,  and  pour*d  their  thanks  in  I 

"  For  you,*'  resum*d  tiie  knight*  with  stcrmr 

tone,  [aean, 

"  Whose  hard  diy  hearts  th*  dbdoiate   dcmoa 
Tliat  villain's  gifts  vrill  cost  you  many  a  groan; 
In  dolorous  mansion  long,  you  must  bemoan 
His  fittal  charms,  and  weep  your  stains  avray : 
Till,  soft  and  pure  as  infant  goodness  grown. 
You  feel  a  perfect  change :  then,  who  can  say, 
What  grace  may  yet  shine  forth  in  Heaven*s  ctmal 

day?** 


This  said,  his  powerftil  vrand  he  wav*d 
Instant,  a  glorious  angeUtrain  descends^ 
Tbe  Clutfities,  to  wit,  of  rosy  hue ; 
Sweet  love  their  looks  a  gentle  radiance  lends^ 
And  with  seiaphic  flame  oompaasion  Uendo^ 
At  once,  delighted,  to  their  charge  they  ttj : 
'When,  k) !  a  goodly  hospital  ascends ; 
In  which  they  bade  each  lenient  aid  be  ni|^ 
Tliat  could  the  sick-bed  smoothe  of  that  sad 
pany. 

It  was  a  worthy  edyiying  sif^ 
And  gives  to  human-kind  peculiar  graoe^ 
To  see  kind  hands  attending  day  and  night* 
With  tender  ministry,  fixmi  place  to  place. 
Some  prop  the  head ;  some  from  the  pallid  free 
Wipe  off"  the  fiunt  cold  dews  weak  nature  sheds; 
Some  reach  the  healing  draught :  the  whilst,  id 


The  fear  supreme,  around  their  floftcn'd  beds, 
Some  holy  man  by  prayer  all  opening  Heaven  di»> 
preda. 

Attended  by  a  glad  acclaiming  train. 
Of  those  he  rescued  had  fttsn  giqping  Hell, 
Then  tum*d  the  knight ;  and,  to  his  hall  again 
Soft-pacing,  sought  of  Peace  the  moosy  ecu : 
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Tet  down  his  cheeks  die  gems  of  pity  fell. 
To  see  the  helpless  wretches  that  remain'd, 
Tbfoe  left  through' delves  and  deserts  dire  to  yell ; 
AiBss*d,  their  looks  with' pale  dismay  were  staiq'd, 
And  spreaifing  wide  their  hands  they  meek  repent- 
ance feign'd. 

But,  ah !  their  scorned  day  of  grace  was  past : 

For  (honible  to  tell  f)  a  desert  wild 

Befive  then!  stretch*d,  bare,  comfortless,  and  vast, 

With  gibbets,  bones,  and  carcases  defil'd. 

Tliere  nor  trim  field,  nor  lively  culture  smil'd ; 

Nor  waving  shade  was  seen,  nor  fountain  fair ; 
'    But  sands  abrupt  on  sands  lay  loosely  pil'd, 

Iliroogh  which  they  floundering  toQ*d  with  pain- 
ful care,  [less  air. 
Whilst  Phoebus  smote  them  sore,  and  fir*d  the  doud- 

Hien,  vu3ring  to  a  joyless  land  of  bogs, 
The  sadden'd  country  a  grey  waste  appear'd ; 
Where  nought  but  putrid  streams  and  noisome  fogs 
For  ever  hung  on  drixzly  Auster*s  beard ; 
Or  else  the  ground,  by  piercing  Caurus  sear'd. 
Was  jagg*d  with  frost,  or  heap*d  with  glazed 
snow ;  [steer'd, 

Huough  these  extremes  a  ceaseless  round  they 
By  crael  fiends  still  hurry'd  to  and  fro,       [moe. 
Guint  Sugary,  and  Scorn,  with  many  helLhounds 

The  first  was  with  base  dunghill  rags  ydad, 
Tsinting  the  gale,  in  which  they  flutter'd  light ; 
Of  moitnd  hue  his  features,  sunk,  and  sad ; 
His  hollow  eyne  shook  forth  a  sickly  light ; 
And  o*eT  his  lank  jaw4M>ne,  in  piteous  plight, 
His  black  rough  beard  was  matted  rank  and  vile ; 
Direful  to  see  !  an  heart-appalling  sight ! 
Meantime  foul  scurf  and  blotches  him  defile  ; 
And  dogs,  where'er  he  went,  still  barked  all  the 
while. 

The  other  was  a  fell  despightftil  fiend : 
HeU  holds  none  worse  in  baleful  bower  below : 
By  pride,  and  wit,  and  rage,  and  rancour  keen*d; 
Of  man  alike^  if  good  or  bad,  the  foe : 
With  nose  up-tum'd,  he  always  made  a  show 
As  if  he  smelt  some  nauseous  scent ;  his  eye 
Was  cold,  and  keen,  like  blast  from  boreal  snow ; 
And  taunts  be  casten  forth  most  bitterly. 
Such  were  the  twain  that  oflT  drove  this  ungodly  fry. 

Ev'n  so  through  Brentford  town,  a  town  of  mud, 
An  herd  of  bruly  swine  is  prick*d  along ; 
The  filthy  beasts,  that  never  chew  the  cud, 
Sdll  grunt,  and  squeak,  and  sing  their  troublous 

And  oft  they  plunge  themselves  the  mire  among: 
Bat  ay  the  ruthless  driver  goads  them  on. 
And  ay  of  barking  dogs  the  bitter  throng 
Hakes  them  renew  their  unmelodious  moan ; 
Ke  ever  find  they  rest  from  their  unresting  fone. 


ANCIENT  AND  MODERN  ITALY 
COMPARED: 

BUNG  THB    rimST   PABT  OT 

LIBERTY, 

A    POKM. 

The  ContenU  of  Part  I. 

The  following  poem  is  thrown  into  the  form  of  a 
poetical  vision.  Its  scene  the  ruins  of  ancient 
Rome.  The  goddess  of  Libetty,  who  is  supposed 
to  speak  through  the  whole,  appears,  characterized 
as  British  Liberty.  Gives  a  view  of  ancient 
Italy,  and  particularly  of  repubb'can  Rome,  in 
all  her  magnificence  and  glory.  This  contrasted 
by  modem  Italy ;  its  valleys,  mountains,  culture, 
ddes,  people :  the  difference  appearing  strongest 
in  the  capital  city,  Rome.  Hie  ruins  of  the  great 
works  of  Liberty  more  magnificent  than  the  bor- 
rowed pomp  of  Oppression ;  and  from  them  re- 
vived  Sculpture,  Painting,  and  Architecture. 
Hie  old  Romans  apostrophized,  with  regard  to 
the  several  melancholy  changes  in  Italy :  Horace 
TuUy,  and  Virgil,  with  regard  to  their  Tlbur, 
Tusculum,  and  Naples,  lliat  once  finest  and 
most  ornamented  part  of  Italy,  all  along  the 
coast  of  Ba3«,  how  changed,  'fhis  desolation  of 
Italy  applied  to  Britain.  Address  to  the  goddess 
of  Liberty,  that  she  would  deduce  from  the  first 
ages,  her  diief  establishments,  the  description  of 
whidi  constitute  the  subject  of  the  following  parts 
of  this  poem.  She  assents,  and  commands  what 
she  says  to  be  sung  in  Britain ;  whose  happiness, 
arising  from  freedom,  and  a  limited  monarchy, 
she  marks.  An  immediate  vision  attends,  and  - 
paints  her  words.     Invocation. 

O  HT  lamented  Talbot !  while  with  thee 
The  Muse  gay  rov'd  the  glad  Hesperian  round, 
And  drew  th*  in^iring  breath  of  ancient  arts ; 
Ah !  little  thought  she  her  returning  verse 
Should  sing  our  darling  subject  to  thy  shades 
And  does  the  mystic  veil,  from  mortal  beam. 
Involve  those  eyes  where  every  virtue  smil'd, 
And  all  thy  father's  candid  spirit  shone? 
The  light  of  reason,  pure,  without  a  cloud ; 
Full  of  the  generous  heart,  the  mUd  regard ; 
Honour  disdaining  blemish,  cordial  fiuth. 
And  limpid  truth,  that  looks  the  very  souL 
But  to  the  death  of  mighty  nations  turn. 
My  strain ;  be  there  absorpt  the  private  tear. 

Musing,  I  lay ;  warm  from  the  sacred  walks^ 
Where  at  each  step  imagination  bums : 
While  scatter*d  wide  around,  aweful,  and  hoar, 
Lies,  a  vast  monument,  once  glorious  Rome^ 
The  tomb  of  empire !  ruins !  that  efface 
Whate*er,  of  finish'd,  modem  pomp  can  boast 

Snatch'd  by  these  wonders  to  that  world  where 
thought 
Unfettered  ranges.  Fancy's  magic  hand 
Led  me  anew  o*er  all  the  solemn  scene, 
Still  in  the  mind's  pure  eye  more  solemn  dieat 
When  straight,  methou^t,  the  fair  migestic  power 
Of  liberty  appearU     Not,  as  of  old, 
Extended  in  her  hand  the  cap,  and  rod, 
Whose  slave-enlmging  touch  gave  doubk  lile : 
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But  her  bright  temples  bound  with  British  oak, 
And  naval  honoun  nodded  on  her  brow. 
Sublime  of  port :  loose  o'er  her  shoulder  flow'd 
Her  sea-green  robe,  with  constellations  gay. 
An  island-goddess  now ;  and  her  high  care 
The  queen  of  isles,  the  mistress  of  the  main. 
My  heart  beat  filial  tranqxNrt  at  the  sight ; 
And,  as  slie  mov'd  to  speak,  th'  awakened  Muse 
Listen'd  intense.     Awhile  she  iook*d  around. 
With  mournful  eye  the  well-known  ruins  mark'd. 
And  then,  her  sighs  repressing,  thus  b^an. 

'<  Mine  are  these  wonders,  all  thou  see*8t  is 
mine; 
But«  ah,  how  chang'd !  the  falling  poor  remains 
Of  what  exalted  once  th'  Ausonian  shore,   [gloom, 
Look  back  through  time;  and,  rising  from  the 
Mark  the  dread  scene,  that  paints  whate'er  I  say. 

*'  Tlie  great  republic  see !  that  glow'd,  sublime, 
With  the  mizt  freedom  of  a  thousand  states : 
Rais*d  on  the  thrones  of  kings  her  curule  chair. 
And  by  her  fasces  aw'd  the  subject  world. 
See  busy  millions  quickening  all  the  land, 
With  cities  throng'd,  and  teeming  culture  high: 
For  Nature  then  smiled  on  her  free4)om  sons. 
And  pour'd  the  plenty  that  belongs  to  men. 
Behold,  the  country  cheering,  rillas  rise, 
In  lively  prospect;  — by  the  secret  lapse 
()f  brooks  now  lost  and  streams  renown'd  in  song : 
In  Umbritt's  closing  vales,  or  on  the  lm>w 
Of  her  brown  hills  that  breathe  the  scented  gale : 
On  Baiae's  viny  coast;  where  peaceful  seas, 
Fann'd  by  kind  sephyrs,  ever  kiss  the  shore ; 
And  suns  unclouded  shine,  through  purest  air : 
Or  in  the  spacious  neighbourhood  of  Rome ; 
Far-«hining  upward  to  the  Sabine  hills, 
To  Anio's  roar,  and  Tibur's  olive  shade ; 
To  where  Prseneste  lifts  her  airy  brow ; 
Or  downward  spreading  to  the  sunny  shore, 
Where  Alba  breathes  the  freshness  of  the  main. 

"  See  distant  mountains  leave  their  valleys  dry. 
And  o'er  the  proud  arcade  their  tribute  pour, 
To  lave  imperial  Rome.     For  ages  laid, 
Deep,  massy,  firm,  diverging  every  way. 
With  tombs  of  heroes  sacred^  see  her  roads : 
By  various  nations  trod,  and  suppliant  kings ; 
With  legions  flaming,  or  with  triumph  gay. 

*'  FuU  in  the  centre  of  these  wondrous  works, 
The  pride  of  Earth !  Rome  in  her  glory  see ! 
Behold  her  demigods,  in  senate  met ; 
All  head  to  counsel,  and  all  heart  to  act : 
The  common-weal  inq[Hring  every  tongue 
With  fervent  eloquence,  unbrib'd,  and  bold ; 
Ere  tame  corruption  taught  the  servile  herd 
To  rank  obedient  to  a  master's  voice. 

"  Her  forum  see,  warm,  popular,  and  loud. 
In  trembUng  wonder  hushed,  when  the  two  sires*. 
As  they  the  private  father  greatly  quell'd. 
Stood  up  the  public  fathers  of  the  state. 
See  Justice  judging  there,  in  human  shape. 
Hark,  how  with  Freedom's  voice  it  thunders  high. 
Or  in  soft  murmurs  sinks  to  Tully's  tongue. 

'*  Her  tribes,  her  census,  see ;  ho*  generous  troops, 
Whose  pay  was  glory,  and  their  heat  reward. 
Free  for  their  country  and  for  me  to  die ; 
Ere  mercenary  murder  grew  a  trade. 

*'  Mark,  as  the  purple  triumph  waves  alongi 
The  highest  pomp  and  lowest  foil  of  life. 

"  Her  festive  games^  the  school  of  heroes,  see ; 

*  !*•  J.  Bnitusi  and  Vtrginius- 


Her  drcu^  ardent  with  comimding  yoiitli; 
Her  streets,  her  temples,  palares,  and  tmUti, 
Full  of  fair  forms,  of  beauty's  eldest.  tMt% 
And  of  a  people  cast  in  virtue's  mould. 
While  sculpture  lives  around,  and  Asian  hilli. 
Lend  their  best  stores  to  heave  the  ptllar'd  du.Dc : 
All  that  to  Roman  strength  the  softer  toodi 
Of  Grecian  art  can  join.     But  language  ftils 
To  pftint  this  sun,  this  centre  of  mankind  ; 
Where  every  virtue,  glory,  treasure^  art. 
Attracted  strong,  in  heighten'd  lustre  met 

"  Need  I  the  contrast  mark  ?  un|oyous  inew  ! 
A  land  in  all,  in  government,  in  arts. 
In  virtue,  genius,  earth  and  heaven,  reven'd. 
Who  but,  £ese  fV'.fiun'd  ruii^  to  behold. 
Proofs  of  a  people,  whose  heroic  aims 
Soar'd  &r  above  the  little  selfish  sphere 
Of  doubting  modem  life ;  who  but,  inflam'd 
With  classic  seal,  these  consecrated  scenes 
Of  men  and  deeds  to  trace, -—unhappy  land. 
Would  trust  thy  wilds,  and  cities  loose  of  vway? 

"  Aro  these  the  vales,  that,  once,  exulting 
In  their  warm  bosom  fed?  the  naountains  the«. 
On  whose  high-blooming  sides  my  sons,  of  old, 
I  bred  to  glory  ?  the  dejected  towns. 
Where,  mean,  and  sordid,  life  can  scarce  subsist. 
The  scenes  of  andent  opulence,  and  pomp  ? 

**  Come !  by  whatever  sacred  name  di^piis'dJ, 
Oppression,  come !  and  in  thy  works  rejoice ! 
Sae  Nature's  richest  plains  to  putrid  fens 
Tum'd  by  thy  fury.     From  their  cbeeiful  bocnids 
See  ras'd  th*  enlivening  village,  farm,  and  seal. 
First,  rural  toil,  by  thy  rapacious  hand 
Robb'd  of  his  poor  reward,  resign'd  the  plough ; 
And  now  he  dares  not  turn  the  noxious  glebe 
*Tis  thine  entire.     The  lonely  swain  himseli^ 
Who  loves  at  large  along  the  grassy  downs 
His  flocks  to  pasture,  thy  drear  cbampain  t&eu 
Far  as  the  sickening  eye  can  sweep  around, 
*T!s  all  one  desert,  desolate,  and  grey, 
Grsz'd  by  the  sullen  bufiblo alone; 
And  where  the  rank  uncultivated  growth 
Of  ratting  ages  taints  the  passing  gale. 
Beneath  the  baleful  blast  the  city  pinea, 
Or  sinks  enfeebled,  or  infected  bums. 
Beneath  it  mourns  the  solitary  road, 
Roll'd  in  rude  mazes  o'er  th'  abandon'd 
While  ancient  ways,  ingulph'd,  ara  seen 

**  Such  thy  dire  plsins,  thou  welf-deUrojfer  /  foe 
To  human-kind !     Tliy  mountains  too,  fHTofuae, 
Where  savage  nature  blooms,  seem  their  sad  plaint 
To  raise  against  thy  desolating  rod. 
There  on  the  breezy  brow,  where  thriving  statea» 
And  famous  cities,  once,  to  the  pleas'd  Sun, 
Far  other  scenes  of  rising  culture  spread. 
Pale  shine  diy  ragged  towns.     Neglected  rooadp 
Each  harvest  pines;  the  livid,  lean  produce 
Of  heartless  labour :  while  thy  hated  iqys^ 
Not  proper  pleasure,  lift  the  lazy  hancC 
Better  to  sink  in  sloth  the  woes  of  life^ 
Than  wake  their  rage  with  unavailing  toiL 
Hence  drooping  Art  almost  to  Nature  Icavca 
The  rude  unguided  year.     Thin  ware  tlie  gifts 
Of  yellow  Ceres,  thm  the  radiant  blush 
Of  orchard  reddens  in  the  warmest  ny. 
To  weedy  wildness  run,  no  rural  wealth 
rSuch  as  dictators  fed)  the  garden  poun. 
Crude  the  wild  olive  flows,  and  foul  the  vine; 
Nor  juice  Coccubian,  nor  Falemian«  more, 
Strcuns  life  and  joy,  sare  in  the  Muse's  bowL 
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Unacconded  by  art,  the  wpkmkog  net 
Drmw  the  bright  timad  in  yain,  and  idly  toiL 
In  wain,  fbriom  in  wilda,  the  dtron  blowa; 
And  flowaing  pbnta  pofume  the  deecrt  gale. 
Thftm^  the  Tilt  thorn  the  tender  myrtle  twiner 
Inglorious  dnopt  tiie  laurel,  dead  to  song, 
And  long  a  stzanger  to  the  hero's  brow.        [Belds, 

**  Nor  half  thy  triumph  this:  cast,  from  brute 
Into  tiie  haunts  of  men  thy  ruthless  eye* 
Then  bozom  Plenty  never  turns  her  ham ; 
The  grace  and  rirtue  of  exterior  life, 
No  dean  convenience  reigns ;  ev*n  Sleep  itself, 
Lieast  delicate  of  powers,  reluctant,  there, 
Laya  on  the  bed  impure  hia  heavy  head. 
Thy  horrid  walk !  dead,  empty,  unadom*d. 
See  streets  whose  echoes  never  know  the  voice 
Of  cheerful  Hurry,  Commerce  many-tongu'd. 
And  Art  mechanic  at  his  various  task. 
Fervent,  employ'd.     Mark  the  desponding  xace^ 
Of  occupation  void,  as  void  of  hope ; 
Hope,  the  gUul  ray,  glanc'd  from  Eternal  Good, 
That  life  enlivens,  and  exalts  its  powers 
With  views  of  fortune— madness  all  to  them ! 
By  thee  relendess  seis'd  their  better  joys, 
To  the  soft  aid  of  cordial  airs  they  fly. 
Breathing  a  kind  obttvion  o'er  their  woes. 
And  love  and  music  melt  their  souls  away. 
From  ieeble  Justice  see  ho#  rash  Revenge, 
Tkembling,  the  balance  snatches ;  and  the  sword, 
Fearftil  Imnself,  to  venal  ruffians  gives. 
See  where  God*s  altar,  nursing  murder,  stands^ 
With  the  red  touch  of  dark  awawins  stain'd. 

**  But  chief  let  Rome,  the  mighty  dty !  speak 
The  fiili^xeited  genius  of  thy  reign. 
Behold  her  rise  amid  the  lifeless  waste^ 
£x|Hring  Nature  all  corrupted  round ; 
MTfatle  the  lone  IVber,  through  the  desert  plain. 
Winds  his  waste  stores,  and  sullen  sweeps  along. 
I^tch*d  from  my  fragments,  in  unsolid  pomp, 
Mark  how  the  temple  glares^;  and,  artful  drest, 
Amnsivc,  draws  the  superstitious  train. 
Mark  how  the  palace  lifts  a  lying  front, 
Coneealing  often,  in  magnific  jail, 
Pinoud  Want ;  a  deep  unanimated  gloom ! 
And  oft  adjoining  to  the  drear  abode 
Of  Bfiaeiy,  whose  melancholy  walls 
Seem  its  voradous  grandeur  to  reproach. 
Within  die  dty  bounds,  the  desert  see. 
See  the  rank  rine  o'er  subterranean  roofs, 
Indecent,  spread;  beneath  whose  fretted  gold 
It  once,  exulting,  flow*d.     The  people  mark, 
Alatchless,  while  fir'd  by  me ;  to  public  good 
Inexorsbiy  firm,  just,  generous,  brave, 
Afraid  c^  nothing  but  unwortl^  life^ 
Elate  with  glory,  an  heroic  soul 
Known  to  ihe  vulgar  breast :  behold  them  now 
A  thin  despairing  number,  alUsubdued, 
The  slaves  of  slaves^  by  superstition  ibol'd, 
By  vice  unmann'd  and  a  licentious  rule. 
In  cnfle  ingenious,  and  in  murder  brave. 
Sum  in  one  land,  beneath  the  same  fair  clime, 
Hiy  sons,  Oppression,  are ;  and  such  were  mine. 

**  Ev'n  widi  thy  labour*d  pomp,  for  whose  vain 
show 
Deluded  thousands  starve ;  all  age  begrim*d, 
Tom,  robb'd,  and  scattered  in  unnumber*d  sacks, 
And  by  the  tempest  of  two  thousand  years 
Continual  diaken,  let  my  ruins  rie. 
These  road%  fhat  yet  the  Roman  hand  aiten^ 


Beyond  the  weak  repair  of  madem  toil ; 
These  fi«ctttr*d  arches,  that  the  chiding  stream 
No  more  delighted  hear ;  these  rich  reouuus 
Of  nuirbles  now  unknown,  where  sliines  imbib*d 
Each  parent  ray;  these  many  columns,  hew*d 
From  Afric*s  farthest  shore :  one  granite  all. 
These  obelisks  high-towering  to  the  sky, 
Mysterious  mark*d  with  dark  Egyptian  lore  ; 
These  endless  wonders  that  this  tacred  looy  * 
Illumine  still,  and  consecrste  to  fame ; 
Tliese  fountains,  vases,  urns,  and  statues,  chaig*d 
With  the  fine  stores  of  art-completing  Greece. 
Mine  is,  besides,  thjf  every  later  boast: 
Thy  Buonarotis,  t^  FislladioB  mine  f ; 
And  mine  the  har  designs,  which  Raphael's  soul 
0*er  the  live  canvass^  emanating,  breath'd. 

**  What  would  you  say,  ye  oonquerars  of  Earth ! 
Ye  Romans !  could  you  raise  the  laurePd  head ; 
Could  you  the  country  see^  by  seas  of  blood. 
And  the  dread  toil  of  ages,  won  so  dear ; 
Your  pride,  your  triumph,  and  supreme  delight ! 
For  whose  defence  oft,  in  the  doubtful  hour, 
You  rush*d  with  rapture  down  the  gulph  of  fatc^   i 
Of  death  ambitious !  till  by  awefiil  deeds, 
Virtues,  and  courage,  that  amase  mankind, 
The  queen  of  nations  rose ;  posaest  of  all 
Which  Nature,  Art,  and  Glory  could  bestow ; 
What  would  you  say,  deep  in  the  last  abyss 
Of  slavery,  rice^  and  unambitious  want. 
Thus  to  bdiold  her  sunk  ?  Your  crowded  plains, 
Void  of  their  dties ;  unadom*d  your  hills ; 
Ungrac'd  your  lakes ;  your  ports  to  ships  unknown; 
Your  lawless  floods,  and  your  abandon*d  streams : 
These  could  you  know?  these   could  you  love 

again? 
Thy  Tibur,  Horace,  could  it  now  inspire^ 
Content,  poetic  ease,  and  rural  joy, 
Soon  bunting  into  song ;  while  tbrough  the  groves 
Of  headlong  Anio,  dating  to  the  vale. 
In  many  a  tortur'd  stream,  you  mus'd  along  ? 
Yon  wild  retreat,  where  Superstition  dreams. 
Could,  Tully,  you  your  Tusculum  f  bdieve  ? 
And  could  you  deem  yon  naked  hills,  that  fonn, 
Fam*d  in  old  song,  the  ship-forsaken  bay  §, 
Your  Formian  shore  ?  Once  the  delight  en  Earth, 
Where  Art  and  Nature,  ever  smiling,  join'd 
On  the  gay  land  to  lavish  all  thdr  stores. 
How  changed,  how  vacant,  Virgil,  wide  around. 
Would  now  your  Naples  seem  !  Disaster*d  less 
By  black  Vesurius  thundering  o*er  the  coast 
Hia  midnight  earthquakes,  and  his  mining  fires. 
Than  by  despotic  rage  || :  that  inward  gnaws, 
A  native  foe :  ^foreign,  tears  without. 
First  from  your  flatter*d  Caraars  this  b^pm  : 
Till,  doom'd  to  tyrants  an  eternal  prey, 
Hiin-peopled  spxeads,  at  last,  the  syren  plain  ^, 
ILat  the  dire  soul  of  Hannibal  disann'd ; 

♦  Via  Sacra. 

iM.  Angelo  Buonaroti,  Palladio,  and  Raphael 
rbino;  the  three  great  modern  masters  in  sculp- 
ture, architecture,  ^nd  painting. 

\  Tusculum  is  reckoned  to  have  stood  at  a  place 
>  now  called  Grotto  Ferrate,  a  convent  of  monks. 

§  The  bay  of  Mola   (andently  Formis),  into 
which  Homer  brings  Ulysses  and  his  companions. 
Near  Formiae  Qcero  had  a  villa. 
I  Naples  then  under  the  Austrian  government 
f  Campagna  Felice,  adjoining  to  &pua. 
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And  wxapi  in  weeds  tiw  ihofle  of  Venut  lio.  * 
Hiere  BiSm  sees  no  more  the  joyous  throng ; 
Her  bank  all-besming  with  the  pride  of  Rxxne : 
No  generous  vines  now  bask  along  the  hills. 
Where  sport  tho  hreeies  of  the  Tyrrhene  main : 
With  baUis  and  temples  mix*d,  no  rillas  rise ; 
Nor,  art  sustain'd  amid  reluctant  waves, 
Draw  the  cool  murmurs  of  the  breathing  deep : 
No  ^reading  ports  their  sacred  anns  extend : 
No  mighty  moles  the  big  intrusive  storm. 
From  die  calm  station,  roll  resounding  bacL 
An  almost  total  desolation  sits, 
A  dreary  stillness,  saddening  o*er  the  coast ; 
Where,  when  soft  suns  and  tepid  winters  rose  f , 
Rejoicing  crowds  inhal'd  the  balm  of  peace ; 
Where  ctty'd  hiU  to  hUl  reflected  blase; 
And  where  with  Ceres,  Bacchus  wont  to  hold 
A  genial  strife.     Her  youthful  form,  robust, 
Ev'n  Nature  yields ;  by  fire  and  eartliquake  rent: 
Whose  stately  cities  in  the  dark  abrupt 
Swallow'd  at  once,  or  vile  in  rubbish  laid, 
A  nest  for  serpents ;  from  the  red  abyss 
New  hillii  exploare,  thrown ;  the  Lucrine  lake 
A  reedy  pool ;  and  all  to  Cuma's  point, 
Tlie  sea  recovering  his  usurp*d  domain. 
And  pour*d  triumphant  o'er  the  bury*d  dome. 

"  Hence,  Britain,  learn ;  my  best-otsblished,  last. 
And  more  than  Greece,  or  Rome^  my  steady  reign; 
The  land  where,  king  and  people  cqiud  bound 
By  guardian  laws,  my  fullest  blessings  flow ; 
And  where  my  jealous  unsubmitting  soul. 
The  dread  of  tyrants !  bums  in  every  breast : 
Learft  hence,  if  such  the  misersble  fate 
Of  an  heroic  race,  the  noasters  once 
Of  human-kind ;  what,  when  depriv*d  of  mi^ 
How  grievous  must  be  thine  ?  In  spite  of  climes. 
Whose  sun-enliven*d  ether  wakes  the  soul 
To  higher  powers ;  in  spite  of  happy  soils, 
That,  but  by  labour's  slightest  aid  impell'd, 
l^th  treasures  teem  to  thy  cold  clime  unknown  ; 
If  there  desponding  fail  the  common  arts, 
And  sustenance  of  life:  could  life  itKlf, 
Far  less  a  thoughtless  tyrant's  hollow  pomp. 
Subsist  with  thee?  Against  depressing  skies, 
Join*d  to  full-spread  Oppression's  cloudy  brow, 
How  could  thy  spirits  bold  ?  where  vigour  find, 
Forc'd  firuits  to  tear  from  their  unnative  soil  ? 
Or,  storing  every  harvest  in  thy  ports. 
To  plow  the  dreadful  all-producing  wave  ?" 

Here  paus'd  the  goddess.     By  the  pause  assur'd. 
In  trembling  accents  thus  I  mov'd  my  prayer: 
**  Oh,  first,  and  most  benevolent  of  powers  ! 
Come  from  eternal  splendours,  here  on  Earth, 
Against  despotic  pride,  and  rage,  and  lust, 
To  shield  mankind ;  to  rsise  them  to  assert 
The  native  rights  and  honour  of  their  race : 
Teach  me,  thy  lowest  subject,  but  in  seal 
Yielding  to  none,  the  progress  of  thy  reign. 
And  with  a  strain  from  thee  enrich  the  Muse. 
As  thee  alone  she  serves,  her  patzxm,  thou, 
And  great  ini^irer  be !  then  will  she  joy. 
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*  The  coast  of  Bsybe,  which  was  formoly 
adorned  with  the  woriu  mentioned  in  the  following 
lines ;  and  where,  amidst  many  magnificent  ruins, 
those  of  a  temple  erected  to  Venus  are  still  to  be 


f  AU  along  this  coast  the  ancient  Romans  had 
their  winter  retreats;  and  sevend  populous  cities 


Through  narrow  lifii  Imt  lot,  attd  prii 
And  whoi  her  venal  voice  she  barteia  vilc^ 
Or  to  thy  open  or  thy 
May  ne'er  tfaoae  sacrei 
By  slavish  hearts  nnfelt !  and  may  her 
Sink  in  oblivion  with  the  namdcss  crew ! 
Vermin  of  state!  to  thy  o'eribwing  tight 
That  owe  their  being,  yet  betray  thy  canae. 

Tlien,  condescending  kuid,  the  heavenly 
Returo'd :— <<  What  here,  suggested  bj  the 
I  slight  unfold,  record  and  sing  at  bonae^ 
In  tbtt  best  isle,  where  Tso  we  spirits  move) 
With  one  quick  effort  of  my  will  I  am. 
There  Truth,  unlicens'd,  walks;  and  ~ 
£v*n  kings  themselves,  the  moMrcfas  of  the  five* 
Fiz'd  on  my  rock,  there,  an  indulgent  race 
O'er  Britons  wield  the  sceptre  of  their  daasce; 
And  there,  to  finish  what  hb  sires  began, 
A  prince  behold !  for  me  vrho  bums  ■ucac^ 
Ev'n  with  a  subject's  seaL     He  my  great  work 
Will  parentJike  sustain ;  and  added  giv« 
The  touch,  the  Graces  and  the  Mi 
For  Britain's  gloiy  swells  his  panting 
And  ancient  arts  he  emulous  levolres : 
His  pride  to  let  the  smiling  heart  abroad. 
Through  clouds  of  pomp,  that  but  oonoeal  the  I 
To  please,  his  pleasure ;  bounty,  his  ddigfat; 
And  all  the  soul  of  Titus  dwells  in  him." 

Hail,  glorious  theme !  Buthow,a]aa!  sbaR 
From  the  crude  stores  of  mortal  language  drawn, 
How  fiunt  and  tedious,  sing,  what,  picrciqg  decp^ 
The  goddess  flash'd  at  once  upon  my  aooL 
For,  clear  precision  all,  the  tongue  of  gods, 
Is  harmony  itself ;  to  every  ear 
Familiar  known,  like  light  to  every  eye. 
Meantime  disclosing  ages,  as  she  spoke, 
In  long  succession  pour'd  thcsr  empires  forth  ; 
Scene  after  scene,  the  httnan  drama  spread  ; 
And  still  th*  embodied  picture  rose  to  sight. 

Oh  thou,  to  whom  the  Muses  owe  their  ~ 
Who  bidd'st,  beneath  the  Pole,  Fbrnassua 
And  Hippocrend  flow ;  with  thy  bold  case. 
The  striking  force,  the  lightning  of  thy  tbongls^ 
And  thy  strong  phrase,  that  rolls  profimnd,  and 

dear; 
Oh,  gracious  goddess !  re-inspire  my  aong ; 
While  I,  to  nobler  than  poedc  tune 
Aspiring,  thy  coounands  to  Britons  bear. 


GREECE: 

BUNO  THX  aCOtm  TAKt  OF 

LIBERTY, 

▲  TOSM. 

The  Omtentt  of  Part  II 

Liberty  traced  from  the  pastoral  af^es,  and  the 
first  iitiiting  of  neij^ibouring  families  into  civil 
government.  The  several  e^ablishments  of  li- 
berty, in  £gyp^  Persia,  Phoenicia,  Fklestioe, 
slightly  touched  upon,  down  to  her  great  estsMrdw 
ment  m  Greece.  Geographical  desuiptioo  of 
Greece.  Sparta  and  Athens,  the  two  principal 
states  of  Greece,  described.  Influence  of  Liberty 
over  all  the  Grecian  states ;  with  regard  to  their 
government,  th^  politeness,  their  virtues,  their 
ns  and  sciences.     The  vast  auperiority  it  ga«e 
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tiwiBy  in  point  of  fbico  md  hnyttjf  oror  the 
PeffsuBa^  exemplified  by  the  action  of  Tlienno- 
pyls,  the  battle  of  Marathon,  and  the  retreat  of 
the  ten  tfaoiuand.  Its  fiill  exertion,  and  most 
beautiful  effiects  in  Athens.  Liber^  the  source 
of  free  philosophy.  The  various  achools  which 
took  tfaor  rise  from  Socrates.  Enumeration  of 
fine  arts:  eloquence,  poetry,  music,  sculpture, 
pamting,  and  architecture ;  the  effects  of  Liberty 
in  Greece,  and  brought  to  their  utmost  perfection 
there.  Transition  to  the  modem  s^tte  of  Greece. 
Why  Liberty  declined,  and  was  at  last  entirely 
lost  among  the  Greeks.     Concluding  reflection. 

Thos  spoke  the  goddess  of  the  fearless  eye ; 
And  at  her  Toice,  renewed,  the  vision  rose. 

**  First  in  the  dawn  of  time,  with  eastern  swains, 
In  woods,  and  tents,  and  cottages,  I  liy*d ; 
WhUe  on  from  plain  to  plain  they  led  their  flocks, 
In  search  of  clearer  spring,  and  fresher  field. 
Tlaese,  as  increasing  families  diaclos'd 
The  tender  fltate,  I  taught  an  equal  sway. 
Few  were  ofiences,  properties,  and  laws. 
Beneath  the  rural  portal,  palm  o'erspread, 
llie  fiither-senate  met     'XTiere  Justice  dealt, 
With  reason  then  and  equity  the  same, 
Free  as  the  common  air,  her  prompt  decree ; 
Nor  yet  had  stain*d  her  sword  with  sabject's  blood. 
The  simpler  arts  were  all  their  simple  wants 
Had  urg*d  to  light     But  instant,  these  supply'd. 
Another  set  of  fonder  wants  arose. 
And  other  arts  with  them  of  finer  aim ; 
Till,  from  refining  want  to  want  impell'd. 
The  mind  by  thinking  push'd  her  latent  powers, 
And  life  began  to  glow,  and  arts  to  shine. 

**  At  first,  on  brutes  alone  the  rustic  war 
Launcfa*d  the  rude  spear ;  swift,  as  he  glar*d  along, 
On  the  grim  lion,  or  the  robber-wolf. 
For  dien  young  sportive  life  was  void  of  toil, 
Demanding  little,  and  with  little  pleased ; 
But  when  to  manhood  grown,  and  endless  joyi^ 
Led  on  by  equal  toils,  the  bosom  fir*d ; 
Lewd  lasy  Rapine  broke  primeval  peace. 
And,  hid  in  caves  and  idle  forests  drear, 
Vrota  the  lone  pilgrim  and  the  wandering  swain, 
Seu'd  what  he  dunt  not  earn.  Then  brother's  blood 
First,  horrid,  smok'd  on  the  polluted  skies. 
Awcful  in  justice,  then  the  burning  youth. 
Led  by  thor  temper'd  sires,  on  lawless  men, 
The  last,  worst  monsten  of  the  shaggy  wood, 
TWn*d  the  keen  arrow,  and  the  sharpcn'd  spear. 
Then  war  grew  glorious.     Heroes  then  arose ; 
Who»  scorning  coward  self,  for  others  liv*d, 
Toil'd  for  their  ease,  and  for  their  safety  bled. 
West  vridi  the  living  day  to  Greece  I  came : 
Earth  smil'd  beneath  my  beam :  the  Muse  before 
Sonorous  flew,  that  low  till  then  in  woods 
Had  tun*d  the  reed,  and  sigh'd  the  shepherd's  pain; 
But  now,  to  sing  heroic  deeds,  she  swell'd 
A  nobler  note,  and  bade  the  banquet  bum. 

**  For  Greece,  my  sons  of  Egypt  I  forsook : 
A  boaatful  race,  that  in  the  vain  abyss 
Of  fabling  ages  lov*d  to  lose  their  source^ 
And  vrith  their  river  trac'd  it  from  the  skies. 
While  there  my  laws  alone  despotic  reign'd, 
And  king,  as  well  as  people,  proud  ob^'d : 
I  taugiit  them  science,  virtue,  wisdom,  arts ; 
By  poets,  sages,  legislators  sought : 
The  school  of  polisb'd  life^  and  hnmaiwkind. 


But  vdien.myttarioas  Superstition  came^ 
And,  with  her  dvil  sister*  leagu'd,  involvM 
In  studf  *d  darkness  the  desponding  mind ; 
Then  tytant  Power  the  righteous  scourge  unloos'd : 
For  yielded  reason  speaks  the  soul  a  slave. 
Instead  of  useful  works,  like  Nature's,  great. 
Enormous,  cruel  wonders  crush'd  the  land ; 
And  round  a  tyrant's  tomb  f ,  who  none  deserv'd, 
For  one  vile  carcass  perish'd  countless  lives. 
Then  the  great  Dragon,  couch'd  amid  his  floods  f , 
Swell'd  his  fierce  heart,  and  cry'd  —  <  Tliis  flood  is 

mine; 
'Tis  I  that  bid  it  flow.'  —  But,  undeceiv'd. 
His  phrensy  soon  the  proud  blasphemer  felt ; 
Felt  that,  without  my  fertilizing  power. 
Suns  lost  their  force,  and  Niles  o'erflow'd  in  vain. 
Nought  could  retard  me :  nor  the  frugal  state 
Of  rising  Persia,  sober  in  extreme. 
Beyond  the  pitch  of  man,  and  thence  reven*d 
Into  luxurious  waste ;  nor  yet  the  ports 
Of  old  Phoenicia ;  first  for  letters  fion'd. 
That  paint  the  voice,  and  silent  speak  to  sights 
Of  arts  prime  source,  and  guardian !  by  fair  sCar% 
First  tempted  out  into  the  lonely  deep ; 
To  whom  I  first  disdoe'd  mechanic  ar^ 
Hie  winds  to  conquer,  to  subdue  the  waves. 
With  all  the  peaceful  power  of  raling  trade ; 
Earnest  of  Britain.     Nor  by  these  retain'd ; 
Nor  by  the  neighbouring  land,  whose  palmy  shore 
Hie  silver  Jordan  laves.     Before  me  lay 
Tlie  prorais'd  land  of  arts,  and  urg'd  my  fli^it 

«  Hail  Nature's  utmost  boast !  unrivall'd  Greeoa ! 
My  fairest  reign  !  where  every  power  benign 
Conspir'd  to  blow  the  flower  of  huroan-kind. 
And  lavish'd  all  that  genius  can  inspire. 
Clear  sunny  climates,  by  the  breeiy  main, 
Ionian  or  ^gean,  temper'd  kind. 
Light,  airy  soils.     A  country  rich,  and  gay  ; 
Broke  into  hills  with  balmy  odours  crown'd. 
And,  bright  with  purple  harvest  joyous  vales. 
Mountains  and  streams,  where  verse  qpontaaeona 

flow'd : 
Whence  deem'd  by  wondering  men  theseaftof  gods. 
And  still  the  mountains  and  the  streams  of  song. 
All  that  boon  Nature  could  luxuriant  pour 
Of  high  materials,  and  my  restless  arts 
Frame  into  finish 'd  life.     How  many  states^ 
And  clustering  towns,  and  monuments  of  fiune^ 
And  scenes  of  glorious  deeds,  in  little  bounds ! 
From  the  rough  tract  of  bending  mountaini^  beat 
By  Adria's  here,  there  by  ^gsBan  waves; 
To  where  the  deep  adorning  Cyclade  Isles 
In  shining  prospect  rise,  and  on  the  shore 
Of  fSuthest  Crete  resounds  the  Libyan  main. 

"  O'er  all  two  rival  cities  rear'd  the  brow. 
And  balanc'd  all.     Spread  on  Eurota's  bank. 
Amid  a  circle  of  soft-rising  hills. 
Hie  patient  ^Mrta  one :  the  sober,  hard, 
And  man^subduing  dty ;  which  no  shape 
Of  pain  could  conquer,  nor  of  pleasure  dann. 
Lyciugus  there  built,  on  the  solid  base 
Of  equsl  life,  so  well  a  temper'd  state ; 
Where  mix'd  each  government,  in  such  just  poiM| 
Each  power  so  checking,  and  supporting,  each; 
That  firm  for  ages,  and  unmov'd,  it  stood^ 

*  Civil  tyranny. 

t  The.  pyramids. 

X  The  tyiaati  of  Egypt 
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The  fort  of  Greece !  withoul  one  giddjr  hour. 

One  shock  of  lactioii,  or  of  perty-rage. 

For,  drunM  the  springs  of  wealth,  oorraptioii  there 

Jmj  wither*d  at  the  root     llirice  happy  land ! 

Had  not  neglected  art,  with  weedy  vice 

Confounded,  sunk.     But  if  Athenian  arts 

Lov*d  not  the  soil ;  yet  there  the  calm  abode 

Of  wisdom,  virtue^  philosophic  ease, 

Of  manly  sense  and  wit,  in  firugal  phrase 

Confin'd,  and  press'd  into  laconic  force. 

Hiere,  too»  by  rooting  thence  still  treacherous  self. 

The  public  and  the  private  grew  the  sanies 

The  children  of  the  nuning  public  hall. 

And  at  its  table  fed,  for  that  they  toil'd. 

For  that  they  Kv'd  entire,  and  ev'n  for  that 

Tlie  tender  mother  urg'd  her  son  to  die. 

'*  Of  softer  genius,  but  not  less  intent 
To  sense  the  palm  of  empire,  Athens  rose: 
Where^  with  bright  marbles  big  and  future  pomp» 
Hymettus  *  sprnd,  amid  the  scented  sky, 
His  thymy  treasures  to  the  labouring  bee^ 
And  to  botanic  hand  the  stoves  of  hnlth : 
Wimpt  in  m  soul-attenuating  dime. 
Between  lUssua  and  Cephiasusf  glow'd 
TUs  hive  of  science,  shedding  sweets  divine, 
Of  active  arts,  and  animated  arms. 
There,  passionate  for  me,  an  easy-mov'd, 
A  quick,  refin'd,  a  delicate,  humane, 
£nligfaten*d  people  reign*d.     Oft  on  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  hurry'd  by  the  charm  of  speech, 
Inforcing  hasty  counsel  inunatur^ 
Tottcr'd  the  rash  democracy ;  unpois'd. 
And  by  the  rage  devour'd,  that  ever  tears 
A  populace  unequal ;  part  too  rich. 
And  part  or  fierce  with  want,  or  abject  grown. 
Solon,  at  last,  their  mild  restorer,  rose : 
Allay*d  the  tempest ;  to  the  calm  of  laws 
Reduc*d  th^  settling  whole ;  and,  with  the  weight 
'Which  the  two  senates  ^  to  the  public  lent. 
As  with  an  anchor  fiz*d  the  driving  state. 

**  Nor  was  my  forming  care  to  these  confin'd. 
For  emulation  through  the  whole  I  pour'd, 
Noble  contention !  who  should  most  excel 
In  government  wcU-pois'd,  adjusted  best 
To  public  weal :  in  countries  cultur'd  high : 
In  ornamented  towns,  where  order  reigns. 
Free  social  life,  and  poliah'd  manners  fair : 
In  exerdse,  and  arms ;  arms  only  drawn 
For  conuDon  Greece,  to  quell  the  Persian  pride : 
In  moial  science,  and  in  graceful  arts. 
Hence,  as  for  glory  peacefully  they  strdve. 
Hie  prise  grew  greater,  and  the  prise  of  sIL 
By  contest  brigfaten*d,  hence  the  radiant  youth 
Pour*d  every  beam ;  by  generous  pride  inflam'd, 
Felt  every  ardour  bum  :  their  great  rewrard 
The  verdant  wreath,  which  sounding  Pisa  §  gave. 

"  Hence  flourish  *d  Greece ;  and  hence  a  race  of 
men, 
As  gods  by  conscious  future  tmies  ador*d : 

*  A  mountain  near  Athens. 

f  Two  riven  betwixt  which  Athens  was  sitoated. 

^  The  Areopagus,  or  supreme  court  of  Judica- 
ture, wluch  Sokm  reformed  and  improved ;  and  the 
coundl  of  four  hundred,  by  him  institated.  In  tfab 
council  all  affiurs  of  state  were  deliberated,  before 
they  came  to  be  voted  in  flie  assembly  of  the  people. 

§  Or  Olympia,    the  city  where  the  Olympic 


In  whom  each  virtue  wore  a  smiliBg  air. 
Each  sdenoe  shed  o'er  life  a  friendly  1^ 
Each  art  was  nature.     Spartan  valmir  hence, 
At  the  fam*d  past  *,  firm  as  an  tatfamus  stood; 
And  the  wfacde  eastern  ocean,  waiving  for 
As  eye  could  dart  its  vision,  nobly  cfaeck'd, 
While  in  extended  battle,  at  the  fidd 
Of  Marathon,  my  keen  Athenians  drove 
Before  their  ardent  band,  an  host  of  slaves 

"  Hence   through  the  cootinent 
Greeks 
Urg'd  a  retreat,  whose  glory  not  the  prime 
Of  victories  can  readi.     Deserts,  in  vain, 
Oppo8*d  their  course ;  and  hostile  lands,  unknown ; 
And  deep  npadous  floods^  dire-bank*d  with  death ; 
And  mountains,  in  whose  jaws  destruction  grinn'd 
Hunger,  and  toil ;  Armenian  snows,  and  storms  ; 
And  circling  myriads  still  of  barbarous  foes.^ 
Greece  in  their  view,  and  glory  yet  untooch'd. 
Their  steady  column  pierc*d  the  scattering  hotk. 
Which  a  whole  empire  pour*d ;  and  held  ita  way 
IViumphant,  by  the  sage-exalted  dncf  f 
Fir'd  and  sustain'd.     Oh,  light  and  force  of  mimi^ 
Almost  almighty  in  severe  extremes ! 
The  sea  at  last  finom  Colchian  mountains  seen. 
Kind-hearted  tran^iort  round  their  captains  threw 
Tlie  soldiers'  fond  embrace ;  o'erflow'd  their  eyes 
With  tender  floods,  and  loos'd  the  general  voice 
To  cries  resounding  loud  — '  Tke  tea!  ike weaT 

*'  In  Attic  bounds  hence  heroes,  nges,  witi^ 
Shone  thick  as  stars,  the  milky  way  of  Greece ! 
And  though  gay  wit^  and  pleasing  grace  waa  thcifs, 
All  the  s(%  modes  of  elegance  and  ease ; 
Yet  was  not  courage  less,  the  patient  touch 
Of  toiling  art,  and  disquisition  deep. 

**  My  spirit  pours  a  vigour  through  the  souIb 
Til*  unfetter'd  thought  with  energy  inspires^ 
Invincible  in  arts,  in  the  bright  field 
Of  nobler  science,  as  in  that  of  arms. 
Athenians  thus  not  less  intrepid  burst 
The  bonds  of  tyrant  darkness,  than  they  ^Nim*d 
Hie  Persian  chains :  while  through  the  city,  full 
Of  mirthful  quarrel,  and  of  witty  war. 
Incessant  struggled  taste  refining  taste. 
And  friendly  free  discussion,  calling  forth 
Fhm  the  fidr  jewel  truth  its  latent  ray. 
O'er  all  shone  out  the  great  Athenian  sage,  \ 
And  father  of  philosophy :  the  sun. 
From  whose  white  blase  emerg'd  cMch  various 
Took  various  tints,  but  with  diminish'd 
Tutor  of  Athens !  he,  in  every  street. 
Dealt  priceless  treasure  !  goodness  his 
Wisdom  his  wealth,  and  glory  his  reward. 
Deep  throuj^  the  human  heart,  with  playful  art. 
His  simple  question  stole :  as  into  truth. 
And  serious  deeds,  he  smil'd  the  laughing  race  ; 
Taught  moral  happy  life,  wfaate'er  can  bless» 
Or  grace  mankind ;  and  what  he  taught  he  was. 
Compounded  high,  though  plain,  his  doctrine  broke 
In  d^erent  sdiools.     The  bold  poetic  phrase 
Of  figur'd  Fhito ;  Xenophon's  |>ure  strain. 
Like  the  dear  brook  that  steals  along  the  vale  ; 
Dissecting  truth,  the  Stagyrite's  keen  eye; 
Hi'  exalted  Stoic  pride ;  the  Cynic  sneer ; 
Tlie  slow-consenting  Academic  doubt ; 
And,  joining  bliss  to  virtue  the  glad  ease 

•  The  stndts  of  tlieiXDOpylpN 
^  jCenophoD. 
^ocmtes. 
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Of  £piciiru%  iddoin  undcntood. 

Vkj,  efer  candid,  reason  sdll  oppoa'd 

To  raaaoo ;  and,  lincc  virtue  was  their  aiiDy 

Each  by  sure  practice  try*d  to  prove  his  waj 

The  best     Then  stood  untouch'd  the  solid  I 

Of  liberty,  the  liberty  of  mind : 

For  systems  yet,  and  souUenslaving  cntdt. 

Slept  with  the  monsters  of  succeeding  times, 

Froon  priestly  darkness  qirung  th'  enlightening  arts 

Of  fire,  and  sword,  and  rage,  and  horrid  names. 

**  0,  Greece !  thou  sapient  nurse  of  finer  arts ! 
Wbich  to  bright  science  blooming  fancy  bore, 
Be  this  thy  praise,  that  thou,  and  thou  alone, 
In  these  bast  led  the  way,  in  these  escell'd, 
Cnma'd  with  the  laurel  of  assenting  time. 

"  In  thy  full  language,  speaking  mighty  things ; 
like  s  clear  torrent  dose,  of  else  £ffus*d 
A  broad  majestic  stream,  and  rolling  on 
Through  all  the  winding  harmony  of  sound : 
In  it  the  power  of  eloquence,  at  large, 
Breath'd  the  penuaaive  or  pathetic  soul ; 
Sdll'd  by  degrees  the  democratic  storm, 
Or  bade  it  threatening  rise,  and  tyrants  shook, 
Flush'd  at  the  head  of  their  victorious  troops. 
In  it  the  Muae,  her  tary  never  quench'd, 
By  mesn  unyielding  phrase,  or  jarring  sound, 
Iler  unconfin'd  divinity  displaj'd ; 
Ami,  still  harmonious,  form'd  it  to  her  will : 
Or  soft  depressed  it  to  the  shepherd's  moan. 
Or  nia'd  it  swelling  to  the  tongue  of  gods. 

"  Heroic  $ong  was  thine ;  the  ibuntain-bard  *, 
^^lence  each  poetic  stream  derives  its  course. 
Thine  the  dread  moral  icene,  thy  chief  delight ! 
Where  idle  Fancy  durst  not  mix  her  voice, 
When  Reason  spoke  august ;  the  fervent  heart 
Or  pUin'd,  or  storm 'd ;  and  in  th*  impasaion*d  man. 
Concealing  art  with  art,  the  poet  sunk, 
lliii  potent  school  of  manners,  (but  when  left  * 
To  kttse  neglect,  a  land-corrupting  plague^) 
Was  not  unworthy  deem*d  of  pubUc  care^ 
And  boundlev  cost,  by  thee ;  whose  every  son, 
£T'n  last  mechanic,  the  true  taste  possess'd 
Of  what  had  flavour  to  the  nourished  souL 

"  The  sweet  enforce  of  the  poet's  strain, 
Thine  was  the  meaning  music  of  the  heart. 
Not  the  vain  trill,  that,  void  of  passion,  runs 
In  giddy  maxea,  tickling  idle  ean ; 
^t  that  deep  searching  voice,  and  artful  hand, 
To  which  respondent  shakes  the  varied  soul. 

**  Hiy  fiur  ideas,  thy  delightful  forms, 
By  Love  hnagin'd,  by  the  Graces  touch'd. 
The  boast  of  welUplcas'd  Nature  !  Sculpture  seia'd. 
And  bsde  them  ever  smile  in  Fisrian  stone. 
Selecting  beaut's  choice,  and  that  again 
Exahbg,  blending  in  a  perfect  whole, 
Tky  workmen  left  ev'n  Nature's  self  behind. 
From  those  fiur  different,  whose  prolific  hand 
P^les  a  nation ;  they,  for  yean  on  years. 
By  the  oool  touches  of  judicious  toil, 
Their  rapid  genius  curbing,  pour'd  it  all 
Through  the  live  features  of  one  breathing  alone. 
Ihere,  beaming  full,  it  shone,  expressmg  gods : 
Jove's  awcftil  brow,  ApoUo's  air  divine, 
'Rtt  fierce  atrocious  frown  of  sinew'd  Mars, 
Or  the  sly  graces  of  the  Cypiian  queen. 
Minutely  perfect  all !     Each  dimple  sunk. 
And  evny  muade  swell'd,  as  Nature  tsugbt 

*  Homer. 
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In  tresMi,  bnddad  §Kf,  the  marble  wav*d ; 
Flow'd  in  looae  rolxs,  or  thin  transparent  veils ; 
Sprung  into  motion ;  soften'd  into  flesh ; 
Was  fir'd  to  passion,  or  refin'd  to  souL 

"  Nor  less  thy  poioil,  with  creative  toudi, 
Shed  mimic  life,  when  iJl  thy  brightest  daows, 
Assembled,  Zeuss  in  his  Helen  mix'd. 
And  when  Apelles,  who  peculiar  knew 
To  give  a  grace  that  more  than  mortal  smil'd. 
Hie  soul  of  beauty !  cali'd  the  queen  of  Love^ 
Fresh  from  the  billows,  blushing  orient  charms. 
Ev'n  such  enchantment  then  thy  pencil  pour'd, 
Hiat  crueUthoughted  War  th*  impatient  torch 
Dash'd  to  the  ground ;  and,  rather  than  destroy 
The  patriot  picture,  let  the  city  'scape,  f 

"  Fint  elder  Sculpture  taught  her  sister  Art 
Correct  design  ;  where  great  ideas  shone, 
And  in  the  secret  trace  expression  spoke ; 
Taught  her  the  graceful  attitude ;  the  turn, 
AjuI  beauteous  ain  of  head ;  the  native  act. 
Or  bohl,  or  easy ;  and,  cast  free  behind. 
Hie  swelling  mantle's  welUadjusted  flow. 
Then  the  bright  Muse,  their  elder  sister,'^canie ; 
And  bade  her  follow  where  she  led  the  way : 
Bade  earth,  and  sea,  and  air,  in  coloun  rise ; 
And  copious  action  on  the  canvass  glow : 
Gave  her  gay  fable ;  spread  invention's  store ; 
Enlarg'd  her  view ;  taught  composition  high. 
And  just  arrangement,  circling  round  one  point. 
That  starts  to  sight,  binds  and  commands  the  whole. 
Caught  from  the  heavenly  Muse  si  nobler  aim. 
And,  scorning  the  soft  trade  of  mere  delist. 
O'er  all  thy  temples,  porticoes,  and  schools. 
Heroic  deeds  she  trac'd,  and  warm  display'd 
Each  moral  lieauty  to  the  raidsh'd  eye. 
There,  as  th'  imagin'd  presence  of  the  god 
Arous'd  the  mind,  or  vacant  houn  induc'd 
Calm  contemplation,  or  assembled  youth 
Bum'd  in  ambitious  circle  round  the  sage, 
The  living  lesson  stole  into  the  beart. 
With  mora  prevailing  force  than  dwells  in  words. 
These  rouse  to  glory  ;  while,  to  rural  liic, 
The  softer  canvass  oft  repos'd  the  soul. 
Thera  gaily  broke  the  sun-illumin'd  doud ; 
The  lessening  prospect,  and  the  mountain  bluc^ 
Vaniah'd  in  air ;  the  precipice  firown'd,  dire ; 
White,  down  the  rock  the  rushing  torrent  dash'd  ; 
The  Sun  shone,  trembling,  o'er  the  distant  main ; 
The  tempest  foam'd,  immense ;  the  driving  stoim 
Ssdden'd  the  skies,  and,  from  the^loubling  gloom. 
On  the  scath'd  oak  the  ragged  lightning  fell ; 
In  closing  shades,  and  where  the  current  stray% 
With  peace,  and  love,  and  innocence  around, 
Pip'd  the  lone  shepherd  to  his  feeding  flock : 
Round  happy  parents  smil'd  their  younger  selvw; 
And  friends  oonven'd,  by  death  divided  long. 

"  To  public  Virtue  thus  the  smiling  Arts, 
Unblemish'd  handmaid^  serv'd !  the  Graces  they 
To  dress  this  fairest  Venus.     Thus  rever'd. 
And  plac'd  beyond  the  reach  of  sordid  care^ 
The  high  awarden  of  immortal  fame. 
Alone  for  glory  thy  great  masten  strove ; 


f  When  Demetrius  besieged  Rhodes,  aiyl  could 
have  reduced  the  dty,  by  setting  fire  to  that  qoartor 
of  it,  where  stood  the  house  of  the  celebrated  Flo* 
togenes,  he  chose  rather  to  raise  the  siege,  than 
huard  the  burning  of  a  fionous  picture  catted 
Jalysuai  the  aaHMr^ipiace  of  tiiat  painur. 
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Courted  bj  kinfcs,  sod  by  oontending  states 
As8um*d  Uie  bositod  honour  of  tfaeir  birth. 

**  In  Architecture,  too,  thy  rank  supreme  f 
Hut  art  where  most  magnificent  appears 
Hie  little  builder  man ;  by  thee  refin*d. 
And,  smiling  high,  to  full  perfection  brought 
8udi  thy  sure  rules,  that  Goths  of  every  age, 
Who  scom'd  their  aid,  have  only  loaded  Earth 
With  labour'd  heavy  monuments  of  shame. 
Not  those  gay  domes  that  o'er  thy  splendid  shore 
Shot,  all  proportion,  up.     First  unadom'd. 
And  nobly  plain,  the  manly  Doric  rose ; 
Th'  Ionic  then,  with  decent  matron  grace, 
Her  airy  pillar  heav'd ;  luxuriant  last, 
Hie  rich  Corinthian  spread  her  wanton  wreathe 
Hie  whole  so  measur'd  true,  so  lessen*d  off 
By  fine  inoportion,  that  the  marble  pile, 
Form*d  to  repel  Ihs  still  or  stormy  waste 
Of  rolling  ages,  light  as  fabrics  look'd 
Tliat  fixvn  the  magic  wand  aerial  rise. 

"  These  were  &e  wonders  that  illumin*d  Greece^, 
From  end  to  end."  —  Here  intexrupting  warm, 
"  Where  are  they  now?"  I  ciy*d,  «  say,  goddess, 

where? 
And  what  the  land  thy  darling  thus  of  old  ?" 
«  Sunk !"  she  resum*d :    <<  deep  in  the  kindred 

gloom 
Of  supentition,  and  of  slavery  sunk ! 
No  glory  now  can  touch  their  hearts,  benumb'd 
By  loose  dejected  sloth  and  servile  fbur ; 
No  science  pierce  the  darkness  of  their  minds ; 
No  nobler  art  the  quick  ambitious  loul 
Of  imitation  in  their  breast  awake. 
Ev'n,  to  supply  the  needful  arts  of  Ixfe^ 
Mechanic  toil  denies  the  hopeless  hand. 
Scarce  any  trsce  remaining,  vestige  grey, 
Or  nodding  column  on  the  desert  shores 
To  point  where  Corinth,  or  where  Athens  stood. 
A  faithless  land  of  violence,  and  death ! 
Where  Commerce  parleys,  dubious,  on  tiie  shore; 
And  his  wild  impulse  curious  search  restrains. 
Afraid  to  trust  tfa'  inhospitable  clime. 
Neglected  Nature  fails ;  in  sordid  want 
Sunk,  and  debased,  their  beauty  beams  no  more. 
The  Sun  himself  seems  aiigry,  to  regard. 
Of  light  unworthy,  the  degenerate  race ; 
And  fires  them  ok  with  potilential  rays : 
While  Earth,  blue  poison  steaming  on  the  skies, 
Indignant,  shakes  tiiem  from  her  troubled  sides. 
But  as  from  man  to  man.  Fate's  first  decree. 
Impartial  Death  the  tide  of  riches  rolls, 
Sd  states  must  die,  and  Liber^  go  round. 

"  Fierce  was  the  stand,  ere  virtue^  valour,  arts, 
And  the  soul  iir*d  by  me  (that  ofien,  stung 
With  thoughts  of  better  times  and  old  renown. 
From  hydnutyrants  try*d  to  dear  the  land) 
Lay  q[uite  extinct  in  Greece,  their  works  efiac'd 
And  gross  o'er  all  unfeeling  bondage  spread. 
Sooner  I  mov'd  my  much  reluctant  flight, 
Pois'd  on  the  doubtful  wing:  when  Greece  with 

Greece 
Embroil'd  in  foul  contention  fought  no  mora 
For  commeon  ghny,  and  for  common  weal : 
But,  false  to  freedom,  sought  to  quell  the  free ; 
Brt^e  the  firm  band  of  peace,  and  sacred  love, 
Tkwt  lent  the  whole  irrefragable  force ; 
And,  as  around  the  partial  trophy  blush'd, 
IVepar'd  the  way  for  total  overthrow. 
Then  to  the  Persian  power,  iriiose  pride  they  soorn'd* 
When  Xeaes  pour'd  his  millions  o'er  tb^ 


Sparts,  by  turns,  and  Athens,  viMy  sued ; 
Sued  to  be  venal  parricides,  to  spill 
Their  courttfjr's  bravest  blood,  and  on  themsdves 
To  turn  their  matdiless  mercenary  arms. 
Peaceful  in  Suae,  dien,  sate  the  great  king  *; 
And  by  the  trick  of  treaties,  the  still  waste 
Of  sly  corruptioo,  and  barbaric  gold. 
Effected  what  hb  steel  could  ne'er  perfonn. 
IVofuse  he  gave  them  the  luxurious  draught, 
Inflaming  all  the  land :  unbalanc'd  wide 
Their  tottering  ststes ;  their  wild  assemblies  ml'dl. 
As  the  winds  turn  at  every  blast  the  seas : 
And  by  their  listed  orators,  whose  breath 
Still  with  a  fiictious  storm  infested  Greece, 
Rous'd  them  to  dvil  war,  or  dasfa'd  them  down 
To  sordid  peace,  f  —  Peace  !   that,  wfaen  Spvu 

shook 
Astonish'd  Artaxerxes  on  his  throne. 
Gave  up,  fair-spread  o'a  Asia's  sunny  shove. 
Their  lundred  dties,  to  perpetual  chains. 
What  could  so  base,  so  infinnous  a  tfaou^it. 
In  Spartan  hearts  insjure?    Jealous,  they  saw 
Respiring  Athens  rear  again  her  walls  ^;        * 
And  the  pale  fury  fir'd  them,  once  again 
To  crush  this  rival  dty  to  the  dusL 
For  now  no  more  the  noUe  social  soul 
Of  liberty  my  families  combin'd ; 
But  by  short  views,  and  sdfish  paasiona,  bnkt. 
Dire  as  when  friends  are  rankled  into  foes, 
lliey  mix'd  severe,  and  wag'd  eternal  war; 
Nor  felt  they,  furious,  thdr  exhausted  force ; 
Nor,  with  fklse  glory,  discord,  madness  Uind, 
Saw  how  the  blackening  storm  from  Hirada  csBb 
Long  years  roU'd  on,  by  many  a  battle  atain'd  }, 
The  blush  and  boast  of  Fame  !  where  courage^  ar^ 
And  militsry  glory,  shone  supreme : 
But  let  detesting  ages,  from  the  scene 
Of  Greece  self-mangled,  turn  the  sickening  eye. 
At  last,  when  bleeding  from  a  thousand  wound^ 
She  felt  her  spirits  fail ;  and  in  the  dust 
Her  latest  heroes,  NIcias,  Conon,  lay, 
Agesilaus,  and  the  Hieban  Friends  |: 
The  Macedonian  vulture  mark'd  his  timc^ 
By  the  dire  scent  of  Chaeronea  lur'd  ^, 
And,  fierce-descending,  sds'd  his  hapless  pnj» 
**  Thus  tsme  submitted  to  the  victor's  yoke 
Greece,  orifce  the  gay,  the  turbulent,  the  bold  ; 
For  every  Grace,  and  Muse,  and  Sdcnoe  bom  ; 
With  arts  of  war,  of  government,  date  ; 
To  tyrants  dreadful,  dreadful  to  the  best ; 
Whom  I  myself  could  scarody  rule ;  and  tfane 
The  Persian  fetters,  that  inthrall'd  the  bum^ 
Were  tum'd  to  formal  and  apparent  chains. 
Unless  Corruption  first  dqect  the  pridc^ 


«i 


•  So  the  kings  of  Persia  were  called  by  the 
Greeks. 

f  Hie  peace  made  by  Antalddas,  the  Lace- 
dasmonian  admiral,  vrith  the  Persians;  by  whscfa  the 
Lacedsemonians  abandoned  all  the  Gredaestahiishwl 
in  the  Lesser  Asia  to  the  dominion  of  the  kiqg  «f 


I  Athens  had  been  dismantled  by  die  Lace- 
demonians, at  the  end  of  the  first  Pdoponnesba 
war,  and  was  at  this  time  lesti'^ed  by  Ccnon  to  itt 
former  splendour. 

§  The>Peloponncaian  war. 

I   Pdopidas  and  Epaminandas. 

4  Hie  battle  of  Chcnmea,  in  which  Phi^p  of 
^on  utterly  defeated  the  Grcdu. 
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And  guantian  vigour  of  the  ft«i>-iMNmMu], 
All  crude  attempts  of  violence  are  vain ; 
For,  firm  within,  and  while  at  heart  untouch'd, 
Ne'er  yet  by  force  was  Freedom  overcome. 
But  foon  as  Independence  stoops  the  head. 
To  vice  enalav'd,  and  vice-created  wants ; 
Tlien  to  some  foul  corrupting  hand,  whose  waste 
These  beighten'd  wants  with  fatal  bounty  feeds : 
Vnm  man  to  man  the  slackening  ruin  runs. 
Till  the  whole  state  unnerv*d  in  slavery  sinks. '*\ 


ROME. 

nnro  ms  tbikd  pabt  or 
LIB£RTr, 

A  lOKM. 

The  OmtefiU  &f  Part  11  L 

As  tfab  part  contains  a  description  of  the  establish- 
ment of  Liberty  in  Rome,  it  begins  with  a  view 
of  the  Grecian  colonies  settled  in  the  southern 
parts  of  Italj,  which  with  Sicily  *cbostituted  the 
Grasl  Greece  of  the  andenta.     With  these  colo- 
nies the  spirit  of  Liberty,    and    of  republics, 
spreads  over  Italy.  IVansition  to  Pythagoras  and 
bas  philosophy,  which  he  taught  through  those 
free  states  and  dties.     Amidst  the  many  small 
republics  in  Italy,    Rome  the  destined  seat  of 
Liberty.      Her  establishment  there  dated  from 
the  ezpulaon  of  the  Tarquins.     How  differing 
from  that  in  Greece.     Reference  to  a  view  of  the 
Roman  republic  given  in  the  first  part  of  this 
poem:  to  mark  its  rise  and   fall,  the  peculiar 
purport  of  thia.  During  its  first  ages,  the  greatest 
fives  of  Liberty  and  virtue  exerted. ,  The  source 
whence  derired  the   heroic  virtues  of  the  Ro- 
nuou.     Enumeration  of  these  virtues.     Thence 
their  security  at  home :    their  glory,   success, 
sad  empire,    abroad.     Bounds  of  the  Roman 
empire,   geographically  described.      Hie  states 
of  Greece  restored  to  Liberty  by  Titus  Quintus 
Flsminius,  the  highest  instance  of  public  gene- 
iwity  and  beneficence.     The  loss  of  Liberty  in 
Rone.      Its  causes,  progress,  and  completion  in 
the   death  of  Brutus.     Rome    under  the  em. 
perars.     From   tlome,  the  goddess  of  Liberty 
goes  among   the  Northern  nations ;  where,  by 
infusing  into  them  her  spirit  and  general  prin- 
ciples, she  lays  the  groundUwork  of    her  future 
eitsMishmfnta :  sends  them  in  vengeance  on  the 
Roman  empire,  now  totally  enslaved ;  and  then, 
with  arts  and  sciences  in  her  train,  quits  Earth 
daring  the  dark  ages.       The  celestial  regions, 
to  which  Liberty  ittired,  not  proper  to  be  opened 
to  the  view  of  mortalsL 

Hiss  melting  miz'd  with  air  th*  ideal  fbnns^ 
That  painted  still  whate'er  the  goddess  sung. 
Then  f ,  impatient :  "  From  extinguish*d  Greece^ 
To  what  new  region  stream'd  the  human  day  ?** 
8ie  sofUy  sighing,  as  when  Zephyr  leaves, 
Resign'd  to  Boreas,  the  declining  year, 
Besum'd :  *•  Indignant^  these  last  scenes  I  fled*  | 
And  long  ere  then,  Leucadia's  cloudy  diff, 

*  Ihe  last  iinigglct  of  liberty  in  Gnece. 


And  the  Cenunian  hilU  bcfalBd  me  thrown, 

All  Latium  stood  arous'd.     Ages  before. 

Great  mother  of  republics !  Greece  had  pour'd, 

Swarm  after  swarm,  her  ardent  youth  around. 

On  Asia,  Afric,  Sicily,  they  stoop'd. 

But  chief  on  fair  Hesperia's  winding  shore*, 

Where,  from  Ladnium*  to  Etrurian  vales, 

Hiey  roil'd  increasing  colonies  along, 

And  lent  materials  for  my  Roman  reign. 

With  them  my  tpirit  spread ;  and  numerous  states 

And  dties  rose,  on  Grecian  models  form*d ; 

As  its  parental  policy,  and  arts. 

Each  had  imbibU     Besides,  to  each  aasign'd 

A  guardian  genius,  o*er  the  public  weal. 

Kept  an  uncloamg  eye ;  try'd  to  sustain. 

Or  more  sublime,  the  soul  inftis'd  by  me : 

And  strong  the  battle  rose,  with  various  wav^ 

Against  the  tyrant  demons  of  the  land. 

Thus  they  their  little  wars  and  triumphs  knew  ; 

Hieir  flows  of  fortune,  and  receding  times. 

But  almost  all  below  the  proud  regard 

Of  story  vow*d  to  Rome,  on  deeds  intent 

That  truth  beyond  the  flight  of  fable  bore. 

"  Not  so  the  Samian  sage  f ;  to  him  belongs 
The  brightest  witness  of  recording  fame. 
For  these  free  states  his  native  isle  |  forsook. 
And  a  vain  tyrant's  transitory  smile ; 
He  sought  Crotona's  pure  salubrious  air,    [taught ; 
And  through  Great  Greece  $   his  genUe   wkdom 
Wisdom  that  calm'd  for  listening  years  the  mind  |, 
Nor  ever  heard  amid  the  storm  of  zeal. 
His  mental  eye  first  lanch'd  into  the  deeps 
Of  boundless  ether  ;  where  uimumber'd  orbs. 
Myriads  on  myriads,  through  the  pathless  skj 
Unerring  roll,  and  wind  their  steady  way. 
Tliere  he  the  full  consenting  choir  bdield  ; 
There  first  discem'd  the  secret  band  of  lovc^ 
The  kind  attraction,  that  to  central  suns 
Binds  drcling  earths,  and  world  with  world  unitesi 
Instructed  thence,  he  great  ideas  form'd^ 
Of  the  whole-moving,  all-infomiing  God, 
The  Sun  of  bdngs !  beaming  unconfin*d 
Light,  life,  and  love,  and  ever-active  power : 
Whom  nought  can  image,  and  who  best  ^proves 
The  silent  worship  of  the  moral  hear^ 
That  joys  in  bounteous  Heaven,  and  q>reads  the  ji^. 
Nor  scom'd  the  soaring  sage  to  stoop  to  lift^ 
And  bound  his  reason  to  the  sphere  of  man. 
He  gave  the  four  yet  reigning  virtuesf  uune  ; 
Inspir*d  the  study  of  the  finer  arts, 
That  dvilise  maidund,  and  laws  devis'd 
Where  with  enlighten*d  justice  mercy  miz'di 
He  ev'n,  into  his  tender  system,  took 
Whatever  shares  the  brotherhood  of  life : 
He  taught,  that  life's  indissoluble  flame. 
From  brute  to  man,  and  man  to  brute  agaii^ 
For  ever  shifting,  runs  th*  eternal  round ; 
Thence  try'd  against  the  blood-polluted  meal. 
And  limbs  yet  quivering  vrith  some  kindred  soul, 
To  tnm  the  human  heart.     Delightful  truth.' 

*  A  promontory  in  Calabria. 

f  I^iagoras. 

i  Stfnoa,  over  whidi  dien  reigned  the  tyrant 
Polycrates. 

§  The  southern  parts  of  Italy,  and  Sidly,  so 
called  because  of  the  Grecian  colonies  there  settled. 

H   Hit  scholars  were  enjoined  silence  for  five 

iars. 

5  The  fiour  cardinal  nrtuet. 


478 


THOMSON. 


Pait  111. 


Had  he  bcbdd  the  lifiag  diiia  aieaid. 
And  not  a  circling  fonn»  but  Mng  wfadleb 

**  Amid  these  miall  republics  one  arose^ 
On  yellow  Tyber*£  bank,  ahnigfaty  Rome, 
Fateid  for  me,     A  nobler  apirit  warm*d 
Her  sons ;  and,  rous'd  by  tyranti,  nobler  rtill 
It  biim*d  in  Bnitiu :  the  proud  Tarquina  chas'd. 
With  all  their  crimes ;  bade  radiant  eras  rise. 
And  the  long  honours  of  the  consul-line. 

*'  Here,  from  the  fairer,  not  the  greater,  plan 
Of  Greece  I  vary'd ;  whose  unmixing  states, 
By  the  keen  soul  of  emulation  pierc*«C 
Long  wag'd  alone  the  bloodless  war  of  arts, 
And  their  fetf  empbe  gain'd.     But  to  diffusa 
0*er  men  an  empire  was  my  purpose  now : 
To  let  my  martial  majesty  abroad ; 
Into  the  cortex  of  one  state  to  draw 
The  whole  mix'd  force,  and  liberty,  on  Earth ; 
To  conquer  tyrants,  and  set  nations  free. 

"  Already  have  I  given,  with  flying  toudi, 
A  broken  view  of  this  my  amplest  reign. 
Mow,  while  its  first,  last,  periods  you  survey, 
Mark  how  it  Ubouring  rose,  and  rapid  fell,  [worid, 

**  When  Rome  in  noon-tide  empire  gnsp*d  the 
And,  soon  as  her  resistless  legions  dx>ne^ 
Hie  nations  stoop*d  around :  though  then  appeared 
Her  grandeur  most,  yet  in  her  dawn  of  power. 
By  many  a  jealous  equal  people  preas'd. 
Then  was  the  toil,  the  mighty  struggle  then ; 
Ihcn  for  each  Roman  J  an  hero  t(Sd; 
And  eyery  passing  sun,  and  Latian  scene, 
Saw  patriot  irirtues  then,  and  aweftil  deeds, 
That  or  surpass  the  fuA  of  modem  times. 
Or,  if  belieT*d,  with  sacred  horrour  strike. 

"  For  then,  to  prove  my  most  exalted  power, 
I  to  the  point  of  full  perfection  push'd« 
To  fondness  or  enthusiastic  seal, 
Ihe  great,  the  reigning  passiao  of  the  free. 
That  godlike  passion!  which,  the  bounds  of  sdf 
Divinely  bursting,  the  whole  public  takes 
Into  the  heart,  enlarg'd,  and  burning  high 
With  the  mix'd  ardour  of  unnumber*d  selves ; 
Of  all  who  safe  beneath  the  voted  laws 
Of  the  same  parent  state,  fraternal,  live. 
FVom  this  kind  sun  of  moral  nature  (low*d 
Virtues,  that  shine  the  light  of  human  kind. 
And,  ray*d  through  story,  warm  remotest  time. 
These  virtues,  too,  reflected  to  their  source, 
Increas'd  its  Hame.     The  social  charm  went  round. 
The  fiur  idea,  more  attractive  still, 
As  more  by  virtue  mark*d :  till  Romans,  all 
One  band  of  friends,  unconquerable,  grew.*    [vcNce, 

**  Hence,  when  their  country  raised  her  plaintive 
The  voice  of  pleading  Nature  was  not  heard ;  ^ 
And  in  their  hearts  £e  fathers  tfarobb'd  no  more : 
Stem  to  themselves,  but  gentle,  to  the  whole. 
Hence  swee(en*d  pain,  the  luxury  of  toil ; 
Fstience,  that  baffled  Fortune's  utmost  rage ; 
High-minded  Hope,  which  at  the  lowest  ebb. 
When  Brennus  conquer'd,  and  when  CannsB  Ued, 
The  bravest  impulse  felt,  and  scom*d  despair. 
Henc^  Moderation  a  new  conquest  gam*d ; 
As  on  the  vanquish'd,  like  descending  Heaven, 
Hieir  dewy  mercy  dropp*d,  their  bounty  beam'd. 
And  I7  the  labouring  hand  were  crowns  beslow'd. 
Fruitftil  of  men,  hence  hard  laborious  life. 
Which  no  fatigue  can  quell,  no  season  pierce. 
Hence,  Independence,  with  his  little  pfeat'd. 
Serene,  and  setf-soffident,  like  a  god; 
In  whom  Corruption  could  iiotkidgcoM  cl* — 


While  he  fail  faooert  roots  togold  preftrrM; 

WhOe  truly  rich,  and  by  hb  Sdmie  IMd, 

The  man  raaintain'd,  the  Roman's  splendour  aB 

Was  in  the  public  wealth  and  glory  plac*d : 

Or  ready,  a  rough  swain,  to  guide  the  ploagh ; 

Or  else,  the  purple  o'er  his  shmildw  thrown, 

In  long  majestic  flow,  to  rule  the  state. 

With  Wisdom's  purest  eye;  or,  clad  in  alcd. 

To  drive  tiie  steady  battle  on  the  foe. 

Hence  every  passion,  ev'n  die  proudest,  sloop'd 

To  common  good :  Camilhi%  thy  revenge ; 

Tliy  glory,  Fabius.     All  submisaive  hence. 

Consuls,  dictators,  still  resign'd  their  rule. 

The  very  moment  that  the  laws  ordain'd. 

Though  Conquest  o'er  them  clapp'dher  caglfr>wiii^ 

Her  laurels  wreath'd,  and  yt^'d  her  snowy  stecck 

To  the  triumphal  car ;  soon  as  expir'd 

The  latest  hour  of  sway,  taught  to  submI^ 

(A  harder  lesson  that  than  to  command,) 

Into  the  private  Roman  sunk  the  chieU 

If  Rome  was  serv'd,  and  glorious,  careless  they 

By  whom.     Their  country's  fame  tbej  deon'd  their 
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And,  above  envy,  in  a  rival's  tratn. 
Sung  the  loud  los  by  thetoadvcs  dcaerv'd. 
Henoe  matchless  courage.     On  Creacra'a  1 
Hence  feU  the  Fabii :  hence  the  Decii  dy*d ; 
And  Curtius  plung'd  into  the  fbming  gulph. 
Henoe  Regulus  the  wavering  fetbers  finn'd^ 
By  dreadful  counsel  never  given  belbte^ 
For  Roman  honour  sued,  and  hb  own  ^oon. 
Hence  he  sustatn'd  to  dare  a  desth  prepar'd 
By  Punic  rage.     On  earth  his  manly  look 
Relentless  fix'd,  he  from  a  last  embrMC^ 
By  chains  polluted,  put  his  wife  aside^ 
His  little  chOdren  cUmbing  for  a  kias; 
niendumb  through  rows  of  weeping 
A  new  iUustrious  exile !  press'd  along. 
Nor  less  impatient  did  he  pierce  the  dowda 
Opposite  his  return,  than  if,  cacap'd 
From  long  litigious  suits,  he  glad  fenodk 
The  noiBy  town  awfaQe,  and  dty  cloud* 
To  breathe  Venaftian,  or  Tarentine  air. 
Need  I  these  high  particulars  recount  ? 
The  meanest  boaom  felt  a  thirst  for  feme ; 
Flight  their  worst  death,  and  shame  their  only  fear. 
Life  had  no  charms,  nor  any  terroura  fate, 
When  Rome  and  glory  call'd.     But,  in  one 
Mark  the  rare  boast  of  these  uncquall'd  tinsew 
Ages  revolv'd  unsully'd  by  a  crime : 
AiHtrea  reign'd,  and  scarcely  needed  Ivwa 
To  bind  a  race  elated  with  the  pride 
Of  virtue,  and  disdaining  to  desomd 
To  meanneas,  mutual  violence,  and 
While  war  around  them  rag'd,  in  happy 
All  peaceful  smil'd,  all  save  the  pasaing 
That  often  hang  on  Freedom's  jeahms  hnnr ! 
And  fair  unblemiah'd  centuries  el^a'd. 
When  not  a  Roman  bled  but  in  the  Add. 
Their  virtue  such,  that  an  unbalanc'd  staler 
Still  betsreen  noUe  and  pldieian  toat. 
As  flow'd  the  wave  of  fluctuating  powcft     "^ 
Waa  thence  kept  firm,  and  vrith  tztnmphaat  prar 
Rode  oat  the  stonns.     Ofk  though  the 
That  from  the  first  their  con 
(A  latent  ruin,  growing  as  it  grew,) 
Stood  on  the  threatening  point  of  cSvil 
Ready  to  rush:  yet  could  the  li 
Of  wisdom,  aootinng  the  tumuknous  soul, 
'M«  soM  of  virtue  ealiB.     ~ 
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UnpetrUy'd  by  ttitf  00  naked  lay. 
And  tenable  to  truth,  that  o'er  the  rage 
Of  giddy  faction,  by  opprenion  swell'd, 
Prcrail'd  a  simple  faUe,  and  at  once 
To  peace  recover*d  die  diTided  state. 
But  if  dieir  often-cheated  hopes  refus*d 
The  soothuig  touch ;  still,  in  the  lore  of  Rome^ 
The  dread  dictator  found  a  sure  resource. 
Was  she  assaulted  ?  was  her  glory  stain*d  ? 
One  common  quarrel  wide-inflam*d  the  whole. 
Foes  in  the  forum,  in  the  field  were  friends, 
By  social  danger  bound;  each  fond  for  eadi, 
And  for  their  dearest  country  all,  to  die. 

**  Thus  up  the  hill  of  empire  slow  they  toil'd : 
TIU,  the  bold  summit  gained,  the  thousand  statM 
Of  proud  Italia  blended  into  oHe ; 
Hiea  o*er  the  nations  they  resistless  msh'd. 
And  touch'd  the  limits  of  the  fiuling  world. 
"  Let  Fancy's  eye  the  distant  lines  unite. 
See  diat  which  borders  wild  the  western  main. 
Where  storms  at  large  resound,  and  tides  immense  1 
From  Caledonia's  dim  cerulean  coast. 
And  moist  Hibemia,  to  where  Atlas,  lodg'd 
Amid  the  restless  clouds,  and  leaning  Heaven, 
Hangs  o'er  *the  deep  that  borrows  thence  its  name. 
Mark  that  oppos'd,  where  first  the  q>ringing  Mom 
Her  roses  sheds,  and  shakes  around  her  dews : 
From  the  dire  deserts  by  the  Caspian  lav'd. 
To  where  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates,  join'd. 
Impetuous  tear  the  Babylonian  plain ; 
And  blest  Arabia  aromatic  breathes. 
See  that  dividing  lar  the  watery  north, 
Parent  of  floods  !  from  the  majestic  Rhine, 
I>runk    by  Batavian   meads,    to   where,    seten- 

mouth'd. 
In  Eozxne  waves  the  flashing  Danube  roars; 
To  where  the  frosen  Taiials  *  scarcely  stirs 
The  dead  Meotic  pool,  or  the  long  Rhaf, 
In  the  black  Scythian  sea  his  torrent  throws. 
Ijut,  that  beneath  the  burning  tone  behold : 
See  where  it  runs,  from  the  deep-loaded  plaani 
Of  Mauritania,to  the  Libyan  sands, 
Where  Ammon  lifts  amid  the  torrid  waste 
A  verdant  isle,  with  shade  and  fountain  fidesh ; 
And  frrther  to  the  full  Egyptian  shore. 
To  where  the  Nile  from  Ethiopian  clouds^ 
Hia  ncvcr-drain'd  etiiercal  urn,  descends. 
In  this  vast  space  what  various  tongues,  and  stirtes ! 
What  bounding  rocks,  and  mountains^  floods  and 


What  pmrple  tyrants  quelTd,  and  natlooa  freed ! 
**  O'er   Greece  descended  chiefs    with   stealth 
divine, 
Tbe  Ronum  bounty  in  a  flood  of  day : 
Aa  at  her  Tsthmian  games,  a  fadiq|g  pcnnp ! 
Her  foil-assembled  youth  innvmefous  swarm'd. 
On  a  tribunal  rais*d  Fbuniniiis  sa|; 
A  victor  he,  from  the  deep  phiUanz  pierc*d 
Of  iron-coated  Macedon  |,  and  back 
The  Grecian  tyrant  to  his  bounds  repeU'd. 
In  tl^  high  thoughtless  gaiety  of  game. 
While  tpon  alone  their  unambitious  hesrts 
Fosacss'd;  the  sudden  trumpet,  sounding  hoanc^ 
Bade  silence  o*cr  theiiright  asRmbly  reign. 
Hien  tfnis  a  herald :  —  <  To  the  states  of  Greece 
Tba  Ronm  people,  unoonflin'd,  restore 

*  The  andcnt  iMm»  of  the  Volgk 

f  The  CMpianaea. 

I  llie  king  of  Macedonia. 


Theur  countries,  dtiei^  liberties,  and  laws : 
Taxes  remit,  and  garrisbnt  withdraw.* 
The  crowd,  astnnish'd  half,  and  half  inicrm'd, 
Star'd  dubious  round ;  some  question'd,  soou 

daim'd, 

(Like  one  who,  dreaming,  between  hope  and  fear. 
Is  lost  in  anxious  joy,)  *  Be  that  again. 
Be  that  again  proclaim'd,  distinct,  and  loud.' 
Loud,  and  distinct,  If.  was  again  prodaim'd  ; 
And  still  as  midnight  in  the  rural  shade. 
When  the  gale  slumber^  they  the  words  devour'd* 
Awhile  severe  amaaement  held  them  mate ; 
Then,  bursting  broad;    the   boundless   shout   ft» 

Heaven 
Fkom-many  a  thousand  hearts  ecstatic  wpnngt 
On  every  hand  rebellow'd  to  their  joy 
The  swelling  sea,  tiie  rocks,  and  vocal  hills ; 
Tluough  all  her  turrets  stately  Corinth§  shook| 
And,  nom  the  void  above  of  shatter'd  air. 
The  flitting  bird  fell  breathless  to'  the  ground. 
What  piercing  bliss !  how  keen  a  sense  of  ftm^ 
Did  then,  Flaminius,  reach  thy  inmost  soul ! 
And  with  what  deep-felt  glory  didst  thou  then 
Escape  the  fondness  of  transported  Greece ! 
Mix'd  in  a  tempest  of  superior  joy. 
They  left  the  sports;  like  Bacchanals  they  flew, 
Each  other  straining  in  a  strict  embrace. 
Nor  strain'd  a  slave;  and  loud  acclaims  till  night 
Round  the  proconsul's  tent  repeated  rung.  [Houts; 
Then,  crown'd  with  garlands,   came    the  ftative 
And  inusic,  sparkling  wine,  and  converse  waran. 
Their    raptures  wak'd   anew.  —  *  Ye  gods!'  they 

cry'd, 
'  Ye  guardian  gods  of  Greece !  And  are  we  free? 
Was  It  not  madness  deem'd  the  very  thought? 
And  is  it  true ?    How  did  we  purchase  cUas? 
At  what  a  dire  expense  of  kindred  Mood? 
And  are  they  now  dissolv'd?  And  scarce  one  dfop 
For  the  fair  first  of  blessinga  have  we  paid? 
Coursge,  and  conduct,  in  the  doubtftil  field. 
When  rages  wide  the  storm  of  mingling  war. 
Are  rare  indeed ;  but  how  to  generous  enda 
To  turn  success,  and  conquest,  rarer  still : 
Thai  the  great  gods  and  Ramans  only  know. 
Lives  there  on  Earth,  almost  to  Greece  unknawn, 
A  people  so  magnanimous,  to  quit 
Their  native  soil,  traverse  the  stormy  deqt, 
And  by  their  blood  and  treasure,  sfMSnt  for  u% 
Redeem  our  states,  our  liberties,  and  laws! 
There  does!  there  does!  oh,  saviour  Titus!  Bomer 
Thus  through  the  happy  night  they  pour'd 

souls. 
And  in  my  last  reflected  beama  reyoic'd. 
As  when  the  shepherd,  on  the  mountain  brow. 
Sits  piping  to  his  flocks,  and  gamesome  kids ; 
Meantime  the  Son,  beneath  the  green  Earth 
Slants  upward  o'er  the  scene  a  parting  gleam : 
Sh«^  is  the  glory  that  the  mountain  ^ds. 
Plays  on  the  glittering  flocks,  and  clada  the  twain  | 
To  western  worlds  irrevocable  roU'ct 
Rapid,  the  source  of  light  reoalla  his  ny." 

Here  interposing  I :  — «  Oh,  queen  of  menl 
Beneath  whose  sceptre  in  rssfmial  rights 
Equtal  they  live;  though  plac'd,  for  common  goad. 
Various,  or  in  subjection,  or  eonunand ; 
And  |hat  by  common  choice ;  aka!  tfaaaeen^ 
With  virtue^  freedom,  and  with  ^ery  bright, 

$  Hie  Isthmian  gamas  were  eeldbnted  at  Co- 
rinth. 
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Streami  into  blood,  and  dirkem  into  woe.' 
Thus  she  pursued :  —  "  Near  tbis  greet  en,  Rome 
Began  to  feel  the  swift  ^proadi  of  &te, 
Hwt  now  her  vxtab  gatn'd ;  still  more  and  more 
Her  deep  divisions  kindling  into  rage, 
And  war  with  chains  and  desolation  cfaarg'd. 
Vwrn  an  unequal  balance  of  her  sons 
Hiese  fierce  contentions  sprung ;  and,  as  increas'd 
This  hated  inequality,  mon  fierce 
They  flam'd  to  tumult.     Independence  &Q'd ; 
Here  by  luxurious  wants,  by  real  there ; 
And  with  this  Tirtue  every  virtue  sunk, 
As,  with  the  sliding  rock,  the  pile  sustain'd. 
A  last  attempt,  too  late,  the  Gracchi  made. 
To  fix  the  flying  scale,  and  poise  the  state. 
On  one  side  swell'd  aristocratic  pride ; 
"With  Usury,  the  villain !  whose  fell  gripe 
Bends  by  degrees  to  baseneas  the  free  soul ; 
And  Luxury  rapacious,  cruel,  mean. 
Mother  of  Vice !  while  on  the  other  crept 
A  populace  in  want,  with  pleasure  fir*d; 
Fit  for  proscriptions,  for  the  darkest  deeds. 
As  tbe  proud  feeder  bade :  inconstant,  blind. 
Deserting  friends  at  need,  and  dup*d  by  foes ; 
Loud  and  seditious,  when  a  chief  ini^ir^d 
Hielr  headlong  ftuy,  but,  of  him  depriv'd, 
Already  slaves  that  Uck'd  the  scourging  hand. 
"  This  firm  republic,  that  against  the  blast 
Of  opposition  rose ;  that  (like  an  oak, 
Nurs*d  on  feradoos  Algidum,  whose  boughs 
Still  stronger  shoot  beneath  the  rigid  axe) 
By  loss,  fay  slau^ter,  from  the  steel  itself, 
Ev'n  force  and  spirit  drew ;  smit  with  the  calm. 
The  dead  serene  of  prosperous  fortune,  pin'd. 
Nought  now  her  weighty  legions  could  oppose ; 
Her  terrour  once  on  Afric*s  tawny  shore,  * 
Now  snudi'd  in  dust,  a  stabling  now  for  wolves ; 
And  every  dreaded  power  receiv*d  the  yoke. 
Besides,  destructive,  from  the  conquer*d  east. 
In  the  soft  plunder  came  that  worst  of  plagues, 
That  pestilence  of  mind,  a  fever'd  thirst 
For  the  false  joys  which  luxury  prepares. 
Unworthy  joys !  that  wasteful  leave  behind 
No  mark  of  honour,  in  reflecting  hour. 
No  secret  ray  to  glad  the  conscious  soul ; 
At  once  involving  in  one  ruin  wealth. 
And  wealth-acquiring  powers :  while  stupid  self. 
Of  narrow  gust,  and  hebetating  sense 
Devour  the  nobler  faculties  of  bliss. 
Hence  Roman  virtue  slackeu'd  into  sloth ; 
Security  relax*d  the  softening  state ; 
And  the  broad  eye  of  government  lay  clos*d ; 
No  more  the  laws  inviolable  reign'd, 
And  public  weal  no  more :  but  party  rag*d. 
And  partial  power,  and  licence  unrestnun*df , 
JjA  discord  through  the  deathful  dty  loose. 
First,  mild  Tiberius,  on  thy  sacred  bead 
The  fury's  vengeance  fell ;  the  first,  whose  blood 
Had  since  the  consuls  stain'd  contending  Rome. 
Of  precedent  pernicious!  with  thee  bled 
Three  hundred  Romans ;  vrith  thy  brother,' next, 
lliree  thousand  more ;  till,  into  battles  tum'd 
Ddiates  of  peace,  and  forc*d  the  trembling  lawa^ 
Tlie  fbrum  and  comitia  horrid  grew, 
A  scene  of  barter'd  power,  or  reeking  gore. 
When,  half-asham'd,  Corroptbn's  thievish  aitt^ 
And  ruflian  force  begin  to  sap  the  mounds 
And  majesty  of  laws ;  if  not  in  time 

•  Carthage.        f  '^^  Gncchus. 


Repreas'd  aevera^  for  hnmao  aid  too  strong 
The  torrent  turns,  and  overbears  the  whole. 

**  Thus  luxury,  dissension,  a  mix*d  rege 
Of  boundless  pleasure  and  of  boundless  wealdi. 
Want  wishing  change,  and  waste  repairtng  war. 
Rapine  for  ever  lost  to  peaceful  toil, 
Guflt  unaton^d,  proAiae  of  blood  revenge. 
Corruption  all  avow'd,  and  lawless  force, 
Eadi  hel^tening  each,  alternate  shook  the  stale. 
Meantime  ambition,  at  the  daxzling  head 
Of  hardy  legions,  with  the  lauieb  beap*d 
And  spoil  of  nations,  in  one  circling  blast 
Combin'd  in  various  storm,  and  fivm  its  base 
The  brosd  republic  tore.     By  virtue  built. 
It  touch*d  the  skies,  und  spread  o'er  sheltered  Eslh 
An  ample  roof:  by  virtue  too  sustain'd. 
And  balanc'd  steady,  every  tempest  sung 
Innoxious  by,  or  bade  it  &mer  stand. 
But  when,  widi  sudden  and  enormous  change, 
Tlie  first  of  mankind  sunk  into  the  last. 
As  once  in  virtue,  so  in  vice  extreme. 
This  universal  febric  yielded  loose. 
Before  ambition  still ;  and  thundering  down. 
At  last,  beneath  its  ruins  crush*d  a  world. 
A  conquering  people^  to  themselves  a  prey. 
Must  ever  fall ;  when  their  victorious  troops, 
In  blood  and  rapine  savage  grown,  can  find 
No  land  to  sack  and  pillage  but  tbeir  own. 

*'  By  brutal  Marius,  and  keen  Sylla,  first 
Effused  the  deluge  dire  of  dvil  blood. 
Unceasing  woes  began,  and  dus,  or  that, 
(Deep-drenching  their  revenge)  nor  virtue  spar'd. 
Nor  sex,  nor  age,  nor  quality,  nor  name. 
Till  Rome,  into  an  human  shambles  tum'd. 
Made  deserts  lovely.  ^  Oh,  to  well-eani*d  chaios 
Devoted  asce !  —  If  no  true  Roman  then. 
No  Scaevola  there  was,  to  raise  for  Me 
A  vengeful  hand :  was  there  no  father,  robb*d 
Of  blooming  youth  to  prop  his  wither'd  age? 
No  son,  a  witness  to  his  hoary  sire 
In  dust  and  gore  defil'd  ?  no  friend,  forlorn  r 
No  wretch  tlutt  doubtful  trembled  for  himadf  ? 
None  brave,  or  wild,  to  pierce  a  monster's  heart. 
Who,  heaping  horrour  round,  no  more  deserv*d 
The  sacred  shelter  of  die  laws  he  spum'd  ? 
No.     Sad  o'er  all  profound  dejection  sat. 
And  nerveless  fear.     The  slave's  asylum  theirs : 
Or  flight,  ill-judging,  that  the  timid  back 
Turns  weak  to  slaughter ;  or  partaken  guilt. 
In  vain  from  Sylla's  vani^  I  drew 
An  unexampled  deed.     Tbe  power  resign'd. 
And  all  unbop'd  the  commonwealth  r^stor'd, 
Amas'd  the  public,  and  eflac'd  his  crimes.       [hand 
Through  streets  yet  streaming  from  his  murderoos 
Unarm'd  he  stray'd,  unguarded,  unassail'd. 
And  on  the  bed  of  peace  his  ashes  laid : 
A  grace,  which  I  to  his  demission  gave. 
But  with  him  dy'd  not  the  despotic  souL 
Ambition  saw  that  stooping  Rome  could  bear 
A  master,  nor  had  virtue  to  bejree. 
Hence,  for  succeeding  years,  my  troubled  nign 
No  certain  peace,  no  spreading  prospect,  knew. 
Destruction  gather'd  round.     Sdll  tbe  black  oool, 
Or  of  a  Cati^  or  Rullust,  swell'd 

I  Pub.  Servilitts  Rullus,  tribune  of  tbe  people^ 
proposed  an  Agrarian  law,  in  appearance  veey  ad- 
vantageous fbr  the  people^  but  destructive  of  their 
liberty  ;  and  which  was  defeated  by  the  doquence 
of  Cicero^  in  his  tptedi  against  Rullus. 
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Whh  fell  dnigiit ;  and  all  the  witchful  art 
Of  Gccfo  demanded,  all  tbe  foirce^ 
All  tbe  atafe-wielding  magic  of  his  tongue  ; 
And  all  tbe  tfanoder  of  my  Cato's  zeal. 
With  these  I  linger'd ;  till  the  flame  anew 
Burst  out  in  blase  immense,  and  wrapt  the  world. 
The  shameful  contest  sprung,  to  whom  mankind 
Should  yield  the  neck  :  to  Pompcy,  who  conceal'd 
A  rage  impatient  of  an  equal  name ; 
Or  to  the  nobler  Cssaar,  on  whose  brow 
O'er  daring  vice  deluding  virtue  smil'd. 
And  who  no  less  a  vain  superior  scom'd. 
Both  bled,  but  bled  in  vain.     New  traitors  rose, 
TV  vetuU  WILL  be  bought,  the  bate  have  lords. 
To  these  vile  wars  I  left  ambitious  slaves ; 
And  from  Philippi*s  field,  from  where  in  dust 
The  last  of  Romans,  matchless  Brutus !  lay. 
Spread  to  the  north  untam'd  a  rapid  wing. 
<«  What  tfiough   the  first  smooth    Caesar's  arts 
caicss'd, 
Merit  and  virtue,  simulating  me? 
Severely  tender !  ^cruelly  humane ! 
The  chain  to  clinch,  and  make  it  scif^  sit 
On  tbe  new.broken  still  ferocious  state. 
From  the  dark  third*,  succeeding,  I  beheld 
Th'  imperial  monsters  alL  —  A  race  on  Earth 
VindictiTe,  sent  the  scourge  of  human-kind  ! 
Whose  blind  profusion  drain*d  a  bankrupt  world ; 
Whose  lust  to  forming  Nature  seems  disgrace ; 
And  whose  infernal  rage  bade  every  drop 
Of  sndent  blood,  tliat  yet  retain*d  my  fiame, 
To  that  of  Paetus  f ,  in  the  peaceful  bath. 
Or  Rome's  afiVighted  streets,  inglorious  flow. 
But  almost  just  the  meanly>patient  death, 
Thst  waita  a  tyrant's  unprevented  stroke. 
Titus  indeed  gave  one  short  evening  gleam  ; 
More  cordial  felt,  as  in  the  midst  it  spread 
Of  storm,  and  horrour.     The  delight  of  men ; 
He  who  die  day,  when  his  o'erflowing  liand 
Hsd  made  no  happy  heart,  concluded  lost ; 
Thjan  and  he,  with  the  mild  sire  and  son  |, 
His  son  of  virtue !  eas'd  awhile  mankind ; 
And  arts  reviv'd  beneath  their  gentle  beam, 
llien  was  their  last  effort :  what  sculpture  rais'd 
To  TVsjan's  glory,  following  triumpln  stole ; 
And  mix'd  with  Gothic  forms  (the  chissel's  shame), 
Ondist  triumphal  arch  §,  the  forms  of  Greece. 
**  Meantime  o'er  rocky  Thrace,  and  the  deep 
vales 
Of  eelid  Hemus,  I  pursued  my  flight  •, 
Arn^  piercing  faitfaest  Sqythia,  westward  swept 
Ssnnaiia  I ,  travers'd  by  a  thousand  streams. 
A  sullen  land  of  lakes,  and  fens  immense. 
Of  rocks,  resounding' torrents,  gloomy  heaths, 

«  Tiberius. 

t  Thrasea  Partus,  put  to  death  by  Nero.  Tacitus 
introduces  the  account  he  gives  of  his  death  thus : 
—  **  After  having  inhumanly  slaughtered  so  many 
illttstrious  men,  he  (Nero)  burned  at  last  with  a 
desire  of  cutttng  off  virtue  itself  in  the  person  of 
'nirasea,&c" 

I  Antoninus  Pius,  and  his  adopted  son  Marcus 
Aurelius,Wlterwards  called  Antoninus  Fhilosophus. 

$  Cocotantine's  arch,  to  build  which,  that  of 
Trajan  was  destroyed,  sculpture  having  been  {hen 
Kimost  entirely  lost. 

j)  Hie  ancient  Sarmatia  contained  a  vast  tract  of 
rountry  running  all  along  the  north  of  Euyoiic,  and 
Aaa. 


And  cruel  deserts  black  with  sounding  pine ; 
Where   Nature   fhywns:    though   sometimes  into 

smiles 
She  softens ;  and  immediate,  at  the  touch 
Of  southern  gales,  throws  firom  the  sudden  glebe 
Luxuriant  pasture,  and  i^waste  of  flowers. 
But,  cold^^iomprest,  when  the  whole  loaded  heaven 
Descends  in  snow,  lost  in  one  white  abrupt. 
Lies  undistinguish'd  earth ;  and,  seiz'd  by  frost. 
Lakes,  headlong  streams,  and  floods,  and  oceans 

sleep. 
Yet  there  life  glows ;  the  furry  millions  there. 
Deep-dig  thdr  dens  beneath  the  sheltering  snows : 
And  there  a  race  of  men  prolific  swarms. 
To  various  pain,  to  little  pleasure  us'd ; 
On  whom,  keen-parching  beat  Riphsean  winds; 
Hard  like  their  soil,  and  like  their  climate  fierce^ 
The  nursery  of  natiomi !  -^Hiese  I  rous'd. 
Drove  land  on  land,  on  people  people  pour'd ; 
Till  from  almost  perpetual  night  they  broke. 
As  if  in  search  of  day ;  aind  o'er  the  banks 
Of  yielding  empire,  only  slave-sustain  *d, 
j  Resistless  rag'd,  in  vengeance  urg'd  by  me. 
j      *'  Long  in  the  barbarous  heart  the  bury'4  seeds 
Of  freedom  lay,  for  many  a  wintery  age ; 
And  though  my  spirit  work'd  by  slow  degrees. 
Nought  but  its  pride  and  fierceness  yet  appear'd. 
Hien  was  the  night  of  time,  that  parted  worldsi 
I  quitted  Earth  the  while.     As  when  the  tribes 
Aerial,  wam'd  of  rising  winter,  ride 
Autumnal  winds,  to  warmer  climates  borne; 
So^  arts  and  each  good  genius  in  my  train, 
I  cut  the  closing  gloom,  and  soar'd  to  Heaven. 

**  In  the  bright  regions  there  of  purest  day, 
Far  other  scenes,  and  palaces,  arise, 
Adom'd  profuse  with  other  arts  divine. 
All  beauty  here  below,  to  them  compar*d. 
Would,  IUlc  a  rose  before  the  mid-day  Sun, 
Shrink  up  its  blossom ;  like  a  bubble,  breaJlL 
The  passing  poor  magnificence  of  kings. 
For  there  the  King  «f  Nature,  in  full  blaze. 
Calls  every  splendour  forth ;  and  there  his  court. 
Amid  etliereal  powers,  and  virtues,  holds : 
Angel,  archangel,  tutelary  gods, 
Of  cities,  nations,  empires,  and  of  worlds. 
But  sacred  be  the  veil,  that  kindly  clouds 
A  light  too  keen  for  mortals :  wraps  a  view 
Too  softening  fair,  for  those  that  here  in  dust 
Must  cheerful  toil  out  their  appointed  yean. 
A  sense  of  higher  life  would  only  damp 
The  school-boy's  task,  and  spoil  his  plajrful  houn. 
Nor  could  the  child  of  reason,  feeble  man. 
With  vigour  through  this  infant  being  drudge ; 
Did  brighter  worldu,  their  unimagin'd  blisa 
Disclosing,  daisle  and  diaaolve  his  mind." 
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BRITAIN  I 

BUVO  THK   VOUftTB   FAAX  Of 

LlBERTTt 
A  foau 

The  Contents  of  Fart  JT. 

betwixt  tfie  anricoti  and  modons 
■lightly  touched  upon.  DsKriptioii  of  tlie  dark 
agea.  The  goddess  of  Libeity,  who  during  these 
is  supposed  to  have  left  Earth,  returns,  attwided 
with  Arts  and  Scienceu  She  first  descends  on 
Italj.  Sculpture,  Fsinting,  and  Architecture 
fix  at  Rome,  to  rerive  their  sevenl  arts  by  the 
great  models  of  antiquity  there,  which  many 
baibarous  invasions  had  not  been  aUe  to  destroy. 
The  revival  of  these  arte  marked  out  HHtt 
sometimes  arts  may  flourish  for  a  while  under 
despotic  governments,  though  never  the  natural 
and  genume  production  of  them.  Learning  be- 
gins to  dawik  The  Muse  and  Science  attend 
Liberty,  who  in  her  progress  towards  Great  Bri- 
tain  raises  sevenl  free  states  and  cities.  These 
enumehiled.  Audior's  exclamation  of  joy,  upon 
seeing  the  British  seas  and  coasts  rise  in  the 
vision,  which  painted  whatever  the  goddess  of 
Liberty  said.  She  resumes  her  narrstion.  The 
Genius  of  tiie  Deep  appears,  and,  addressing 
Liberty,  aasodates  Great  Britain  into  his  domi- 
nion. Liberty  received  and  congratulated  by 
Britannia,  and  the  native  Genii  or  Virtues  of 
the  island.  These  described.  Animated  by  the 
presence  of  Liberty,  they  begin  their  operstiona. 
Their  beneficent  influence  contrasted  with  the 
works  and  delusions  of  opposing  demons.  Con- 
cludes with  an  abstract  of  the  English  history, 
marking  the  several  advances  of  liberty,  down 
to  her  complete  establiahraent  at  the  Revolution. 

SrancK  with  the  rising  scene,  thus  I,  amas'd : 
**  Ah,  goddess,  what  a  change !    Is  earth  the  same? 
Of  the  same  kind  the  ruthless  race  she  feeds? 
And  does  the  same  fiur  Sun  and  ether  spread 
Round  this  vile  spot  their  all-enlivening  soul? 
Lo !  beauty  fidls ;  lost  in  unlovely  forms 
^f  little  pomp,  magnificence  no  more 
£xalts  the  mind,  and  bids  the  public 
While  to  repacioua  interest  glory  leavas 
Mankind,  vod.  tswerj  grsoe  of  life  is  gone. 

Tolhts  the  power,  whoae  vital  m&nce  calls 
Atxn  the  brute  mass  of  man  an  o«der*d  world: 

**  Wait  till  the  morning  shines,  and  fitim  the 
depth 
Of  Gothic  datknfss  qirings  another  day. 
TVue  genius  droops;  the  tender  ancient  taste 
Of  bnuty,  then  frerii-blooming  in  her  prime, 
But  fiuntly  trembles  through  the  callooa  soul, 
And  grandeur,  or  of  morau,  or  of  life, 
Sinks  into  sdb  pursuits,  and  creeping  cares. 
Ev'n  cautious  Virtue  seems  to  stoop  her  flight. 
And  aged  life  to  deem  the  generous  deeds 
Of  youth  romantic.     Yet  in  cooler  thought 
Wefi-reaaou'd,  in  leseaiches  piercing  deep 
Through  Nature's  wovks,  in  profitable  arts. 
And  aU  that  calm  experience  can  disclose, 
(Skiw  gpid%  but  sure^)  behold  the  worid  ar^'" 
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Exalted  asr,  with  odier  haiwura  cmwii'd; 
And,  where  my  Spirit  vislias  te  finer  pow% 
Athenian  laurels  siiU  aficdi  simU  bloam. 

**  Oblivious  ages  pa«*d ;  wU*  Eastfa,  finook 
By  her  best  genii,  lay  to  demons  fianly 
And  unchain'd  iuries,  an  abandon'd  prqr< 
Contention  led  the  van ;  first  small  of  sii^ 
But  soon  dilating  to  tte  skies  die  ftowcra  t 
Then,  wide  as  air,  the  livid  luiy  spread. 
And  high  her  head  above  the  stormy  donds 
.She  blas'd  in  omens,  swcU'd  flbe  groaning  ^ 
With  wild  surmiaes,  battlings,  sounds  of 
From  land  to  land  the  maddening  trumpet 
And  pour*d  her  venom  throii|^  tfie  heart  of  a 
Shook  to  the  Pole,  the  north  obey*d  her  caQ. 
Forth  rush*d  the  bbody  power  of  Gothic  war. 
War  against  human-kind :  Rapine^  that  lad 
Millions  of  raging  robben  in  his  train : 
Unlistening,  baibanms  Force,  to  whom  the 
Is  reason,  honour,  law :  the  foe  of  arts 
By  monsters  follow'd,  hideous  to  beholi^ 
That  daim'd  their  place.      Outrageooa 
Another  species  of  tyrannic  rule*. 
Unknown  bef<ne,  vribose  cancraua 
Th*  envenom'd  soul :  a  vrilder  fury,  she 
Ev*n  o*er  her  elder  sister  4  tyrannii'd  ; 
Or,  if  perrhance  agreed,  mflam'd  her  ragc^ 
Dire  was  her  train,  and  loud ;  the  saUe  hand. 
Thundering, -^  *  Submit,  ye  laity !  ye  propln 
Earth  is  the  Lord's,  and  tliaefme  oun  ;  l«t 
AUow  the  conunon  daim,  and  half  be  Hiein; 
If  not,  behold !  tiie  sacred  lightning  flka:* 
Scholastic  Discord,  with  an  hundred  tongiie% 
For  science  uttering  jangling  words  obseure^ 
Where  frighted  Rnson  never  yet  could  dwell 
Of  peremptovy  feature.  Cleric  Pride, 
Whose  reddening  cfae^  no  contradiction  bcvi 
And  Holy  Slander,  his  associate  firm. 
On  whom  the  fymg  tpbrit  still  deaoenda: 
Mother  of  tortures !  Persecuting  Zeal, 
High-flashing  in  her  hand  the  ready  «arci^ 
Or  poniard  badi'd  in  unbdieving  blood; 
Hell's  fiercest  fiend !  of  saintly  brow  dennnf^ 
Assuming  a  celestial  seraph's  name^ 
While  she  beneath  the  blasphemous  prctenee 
Of  pleasing  I^uent  Heaven,  the  nwrvr  of  Itee 
Has  vrrought  more  horrours,  more  detested  f 
Than  all  the  rest  combin'd.     Led  on  by  her. 
And  wild  of  head  to  work  her  fell  design% 
Came  idiot  Superstition ;  round  with  ean 
Innumenms  strow'd,  ten  thousand  monkish 
With  legends  ply'd  them,  and  with  tenet^ 
To  charm  or  scare  the  simple  into  slaves. 
And  poison  reason ;  grassy  she  swaUowa  al^ 
The  -most  absurd  believing  ever  most 
Broad  o'er  the  whole  her  unNersal  nidN^ 
The  gloom  sdU  doubling.  Ignorance  £Aia*d» 

**  Nought  to  be  seen,  but  visionBry  monka 
To  coundls  straUing,  snd  embroiling  uttuk; 
Banditti  saints  f ,  disturbing  distant  lands  ; 
And  unknown  nations,  wandering  for  a  hona 
All  lay  revers*d :  the  sacred  arts  of  rule 
Tum'd  to  flagitious  leagues  against  mankiiri^ 
And  arts  of  plunder  more  and  more  avoir'di 
Pure  plain  devotion  to  a  soleoin  frroe  §; 

*  Church  power,  or  ecderiaaticil  iyawnj. 

f  Civil  ^^ranny. 

t  CruiadBs. 

''  The  cocnqKion  of  the  dnudi  «f 
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To  hoAf  doli^se*viftae»  er'n  to 

To  murdv,  and  a  mockery  of  oaths ; 

Brare  ancient  fieedom  to  the  nge  of  dares*, 

Fhxid  of  their  itate^  and  fighting  for  their  chains; 

Disbonour'd  ooun^  to  the  bnto*s  trade  f , 

To  dril  brail ;  and  glory  to  romance. 

Thus  human  life,  iinhing*d,  to  ruin  reel'd, 

And  giddy  Reason  totter'd  on  her  throne. 

*'  At  Ittt  HeaTen*s  best  inexplicable  scheme, 
DbcbNingy  bade  new  brightening  ens  smile. 
The  high  command  gone  forth.  Arts  in  my  trail), 
And  siure-mantied  Science,  swift  we  sprnd 
A  sounding  pinion.     Eager  pity,  mixt 
With  indignation,  urg'd  her  downward  flight 
On  Lstium  first  ive  stoop'd,  for  doubtful  life 
Thst  panted,  sunk  beneath  unnumber'd  woes. 
Ah,  poor  ItaUa !  what  a  bitter  cup 
Of  vengeance  hast  thou  drain'd !     Goths,  Vandals, 

Huns, 
Lombards,  barbarians  broke  from  erery  land. 
How  many  a  ruffian  form  liast  thou  beheld  ! 
What  horrid  jargons  heard,  where  rage  alone 
Was  all  thy  frighted  ear  could  comprehend ! 
How  frequent  by  the  red  inhuman  hand. 
Yet  warm  with  brother's,  husband's,  father's  blood, 
Hast  thou  thy  matrons  and  thy  vii^ins  seen 
To  riolation  dragg'd,  and  mingled  death ! 
Whst  conflagrations,  earthquakes,  ravage,  floods, 
Have  tum'd  thy  cities  into  stony  wilds ; 
And  tuccourieas,  and  bare,  the  poor  remains 
Of  wretches  forth  to  nature's  common  cast ! 
Added  to  these,  the  still  continued  waste 
Of  inbred  foes  |,  that  on  thy  yitals  prey, 
And,  double  tyrants,  seize  the  very  soul. 
Where  hadst  thou  treasures  for  this  rapine  all? 
'Hiese  hungry  myriads,  that  thy  bowels  tore, 
Hesp'd  sack  on  sack,  and  bury'd  in  their  rage 
Wonders  of  art ;  whence  this  grey  scene  a  mine 
Of  more  than  gold  becomes,  and  orient  gems, 
Where  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome,  united  glow. 

**  Here  Sculpture,  Painting,  Architecture,  bent 
from  ancient  xnodels  to  restore  their  arts, 
Bonain'd.     A  little  trace  vre  how  they  rose. 

*'  Amid  the  hoary  ruins  Sculpture  first, 
Deepdigging,  from  the  cavern  dark  and  damp, 
Their  grave  tor  ages,  bid  her  marble  race 
Spring  to  new  light     Joy  sparkled  in  her  eyes, 
And  old  remembrance  thriU'd  in  every  thought. 
As  she  the  pleasing  resurrection  saw. 
In  leaning  site,  respiring  from  his  toils, 
T^  welllknown  hero§,  who  delivcr'd  Greece, 
His  smple  cheat,  all  tempested  with  force, 
Unconquersble  rear'd.     She  saw  the  head, 
Brcnthing  the  hefo,  snuO,  of  Grecian  size. 
Scarce  more  extensive  than  the  sinewy  neck ; 
Tlie  spreading  shoulders,  muscular,  and  broad ; 
The  whole  a  maaa  of  swelling  sinews,  touch'd 
Into  harmonious  shape ;  she  saw,  and  joy'd. 
The  yeUow  hunter,  Meleager,  rais'd 
His  beauteous  front,  and  through  the  finish'd  whole 
Shows  what  ideaa  smil*d  of  old  in  Greece. 
Of  raging  aspect,  rush'd  impetuous  forth 
The  Gladiator.  |     Fitilesa  his  look, 

*  Vassalage,  vriience  the  attachment  of  clans  to 
their  chief, 
t  Duelling. 
I  The  hierarchy. 
i  Hw  Hercules  of  Fameae. 
I  Tht  fighting  gladiator. 


And  each  keen  sinew  brac'd,  the  storm  of  war, 

Ruffling,  o'er  all  his  nervous  body  frowns. 

The  dyiiig  Otho  *  from  the  gloom  she  drew. 

Supported  on  his  shorten*d  arm  he  leans, 

Fhme  agonizing ;  vrith  incumbent  fate. 

Heavy  declines  his  head ;  yet  dark  beneath 

Tlie  suffering  feature  sullen  vengeance  lowers. 

Shame,  indignation,  unaccomplish'd  rage. 

And  still  the  cheated  eye  expects  his  fall 

All  conquesUflush'd,  from  prostrate  Python,  came 

The  Quiver'd  God.f     In  graceful  act  he  stands. 

His  arm  extended  vrith  the  slacken'd  bow. 

Light  flows  his  easy  robe,  and  fair  displays 

A  raanly-soften'd  form.     Hie  bloom  of  gods 

Seems  youthful  o'er  the  beardless  cheek  to  vrave. 

His  features  yet  heroic  ardour  warms ; 

And  sweet  su))siding  to  a  native  smile, 

Mixt  vrith  the  joy  elating  conquest  gives, 

A  scatter'd  fh)wn  exalts  his  matchless  air. 

On  Flora  mov'd ;  her  fulUproportion'd  limbs 

Rise  through  the  mantle  fluttering  in  the  breeie. 

Tlie  queen  of  Love  \  arose,  as  from  the  deep 

She  sprung  in  all  the  melting  pomp  of  charms. 

Bashful  she  bends,  her  well-taught  look  aside 

Turns  in  enchanting  guise,  where  dubious  mix 

Vain  conscious  beauty,  a  dissembled  sense 

Of  modest  shame,  and  slippery  looks  of  love 

Hie  gazer  grows  cnamour'd,  and  the  stone, 

As  if  exulting  in  its  conquest,  smiles. 

So  tum'd  each  limb,  so  sv^U'd  vrith  sofWning  ar^ 

That  the  deluded  eye  the  maible  doubts; 

At  last  her  utmost  master-piece  §  she  found, 

Hiat  Maro  fir'd  | ;  the  miserable  sire, 

Wrapt  with  his  sons  in  fate's  severest  grasp. 

The  serpents,  tvristing  round,  their  stringent  folds 

Inextricable  tie.     Such  passion  here. 

Such  agonies,  such  bitterness  of  pain. 

Seem  so  to  tremble  through  the  tortur'd  stone. 

That  the  touch'd  heart  engrosses  all  the  view. 

Almost  unmark'd  tlie  best  proportions  pass. 

That  ever  Greece  bdield ;  and,  seen  alone, 

On  the  rapt  eye  th'  imperious  passions  seize : 

The  father's  double  pangs,  both  for  himself 

And  sons  convuls'd :  to  Heaven  his  rueful  look* 

Imploring  aid,  and  half-accusing,  cast ; 

His  fell  despair  with  indignation  mixt. 

As  the  strong-curling  monsters  from  his  ride 

His  full  extended  fury  cannot  tear. 

More  tender  touch'd,  vrith  varied  art,  his  sons 

All  the  soft  rage  of  younger  passions  show. 

In  a  boy's  helpless  fate  one  sinks  oppress'd  ! 

While,  yet  unpierc'd,  the  frighted  other  tries 

His  foot  to  steal  out  of  the  horrid  tvrine. 

*(  She  bore  no  more,  but  straight  from  Gothic  rust 
Her  chisel  clear'd  5,  and  dust  and  fragments  drove 
Impetuous  round.     Successive  as  it  went. 
From  son  to  son,  vrith  more  enlivening  touch. 
From  the  brute  rock  it  call'd  the  breatihing  form ; 

*  The  dyinff  gladiator. 

f  The  ApoUo  of  Belridere. 

\  The  Venus  of  Medici. 

§  The  groupe  of  Laocoon  ^d  his  tvro  sons, 
destroyed  by  two  serpents. 

I   See  JEnad  n.  ver.  199*-227. 

5  It  is  reported  of  Michael  Angelo  Buonarotif 
the  most  celebrated  master  of  modern  sculpture^ 
that  he  wrought  with  a  kind  of  inspiration,  or  en. 
thusiastical  niry,  which  produced  the  effect  lierg 
mentioned. 

li  8 


4K4' 


THOMSON. 


Part  IV. 


Till,  in  a  leguJator's  aweful  grace 

1)ress*d,  Buonaroti  bid  a  Moses  rise, 

And,  looking  love  immeniie,  a  Saviour-God.  * 

**  Of  these  observant.  Painting  felt  the  fire 
Bum  inward.     Then  ecstatic  slic  diffus'd 
'llie  canvass,  seiz'd  the  pallet,  with  quick  hand 
'Hie  colours  brew*d ;  and  on  tlie  void  expanse 
Her  gay  creation  pour*d,  her  mimic  world. 
Poor  was  the  manner  of  her  eldest  race, 
Barren,  and  dry ;  just  struggling  from  die  taste, 
That  had  for  ages  sQar*d  in  cloisters  dim 
llie  superstitious  herd :  yet  glorious  then 
Were  deem*d  their  works ;  where  undeveloped  lay 
'llic  future  wonders  that  enrich *d  mankind, 
And  a  new  light  and  grace  o*er  Europe  cast. 
Arts  gradual  gather  streams.     Enlarging  tliis 
To  each  his  portion  of  her  various  gifts 
The  goddess  dealt,  to  none  indulging  all ; 
No,  not  to  Raphael.     At  kind  d^tance  still 
Perfection  stands,  like  happiness,  to  tempt 
Th*  eternal  chase.     In  el^ant  design 
Improving  Nature ;  in  ideas  fair. 
Or  great,  extracted  from  the  fine  antique ; 
In  attitude,  expression,  aim  divine. 
Her  sons  of  Rome  and  Florence  bore  the  prise. 
'I  ()  those  of  Venice  she  the  magic  art 
Of  colours  melting  into  colours  gave. 
'Ilteirs  too  it  was  by  on^  embracing  mass 
Of  light  and  shade  that  settles  round  the  whole, 
Or  varies  tremulous  from  part  to  part, 
'O'er  all  a  binding  harmony  to  throw, 
To  raise  the  picture,  and  repose  the  sight. 
The  Lombard  scliool  f  succeeding,  mingled  both. 

*^  INIeantime  dread  fanes,  and  palaces,  around, 
Rcnr'd  the  magnific  front.     Music  again 
Her  universal  language  of  the  heart 
KeiicwM  ;  and,  rising  from  the  plaintive  vale, 
'i^o  the  full  concert  spread,  and  solemn  quire. 

"  Ev'u  bigots  smird ;  to  their  protection  took 
Arts  not  their  own,  and  from  them  borrow'd  pomp : 
Kor  in  a  tyrant's  garden  these  awhile 
3Iay  bloom,  tliough  freedom  be  their  parent  »oil. 

**  And  now  confest,  wth  gently-glowing  gleam, 
The  rooming  shone,  and  westward  stream'd  its  li^it. 
The  Muse  awoke.     Not  sooner  on  tlie  wing 
la  the  gay  bird  of  dawn.     Artless  her  voice, 
Untaught  and  wild,  yet  warbling  tlirough  the  woods 
Romantic  lays.      But  as  her  northern  counie 
ShCf  with  her  tutor  Science,  ita  my  train. 
Ardent  pursu'd,  her  strains  more  noble  grew  : 
While  reason  drew  the  plan,  the  heart  inform'd 
The  moral  page,  and  fancy  lent  it  grace. 

"  Rome  and  her  circling  deserts  cast  licliind, 
I  pass'd  not  idle  to  my  great  sojourn 

"  On  Amo's  |  fertile  plain,  where  the  rich  vine 
I<uxuriant  o'er  Etrurian  mountains  roves. 
Safe  in  the  lap  repos'd  of  private  bliss, 
J  small  republics  §  rais'd.     ITirice  happy  they  ! 
Had  social  freedom  bound  their  peace  and  arts, 

*  Esteemed  the  two  finest  pieces  of  modem 
srulpture.         t 

f  'ilie  scliool  of  the  Caracd. 

\  'Die  river  Amo  mys  through  Florence. 

<^  The  republics  of  Florence,  Pisa,  Lucca,  and 
Sienna.  They  formerly  had  very  cruel  wars  toge- 
tlier,  but  at  the  time  when  this  poem  was  written, 
were  all  peaceably  subject  to  the  Great  Duke  of 
'i'uscany,  except  it  be  Lucca,  which  still  maintained 
the  form  of  a  republic. 


Instead  of  nifing  power,  ne'er  meant  for  them, 
£mp]oy*d  their  little  cares,  and  sav'd  tlieir  fate 

"  Beyond  the  rugged  Appenines,  that  roll 
Far  through  Italian  bounds  their  wavy  tops. 
My  path,  too^  I  with  public  blessings  strow'd ; 
Free  states  and  cities,  where  the  Lombard  plsn. 
In  spite  of  culture  n^ligent  and  gross. 
From  her  deep  bosom  pours  untadden  joys, 
And  green  o'er  all  the  land  a  garden  spreads. 

*'  lite  barren  rocks  themselves  beneath  my  foot 
Relenting  bloom'd  on  the  Ligurian  shore. 
Tliick-swanning  people  *  there,  like  emmets,  seixM 
Amid  surrounding  cli6fs,  the  scatter'd  sjiota, 
Wliich  Nature  left  in  her  destroying  rage  f , 
Made  their  own  fields,  nor  sigh'd  for  other  Uuxk- 
'lliere,  in  white  prospect,  from  the  rodcy  hill. 
Gradual  descending  to  the  shelter'd  shore. 
By  me  proud  Genoa's  marble  turrets  rase. 
And  while  my  genuine  spirit  vrarm'd  her  mhu, 
Beneath  her  Dorias,  not  unworthy,  she 
Vy'd  for  the  trident  of  the  narrow  seas, 
Ere  Britain  yet  had  open'd  all  the  main. 

"  Nor  be  the  then  triumphant  state  \  forgot, 
Wliere,  push'd  from  plunder'd  earth,  a  remnant  5 

stUl, 
Inspir*d  by  me,  through  the  dark  ages  kept 
Of  my  old  Rmnan  flame  some  spariis  alive : 
The  seeming  god-built  city  !  which  my  hand 
Deep  in  the  bosom  fix'd  o£  wondering  ses«. 
Astonisli'd  mortals  sail'd,  with  pleasng  awe, 
Around  the  sea-girt  walls,  by  Neptune  fenc'd, 
And  down  the  briny  street ;  where  on  each  hsod, 
Amazing  seen  amid  unstable  waves^ 
The  splendid  palace  shines ;  and  rising  tides, 
Tlie  green  steps  marking,  murmur  at  the  door. 
To  this  fair  queen  of  Adria's  stormy  gulph. 
The  mart  of  nations !  long,  obedient  seas 
Roird  all  the  treasure  of  the  radiant  East ; 
But  now  no  more.     Than  one  great  tyrant  vine 
(Whose  shar*d  oppression  lightens,  as  diffus'd) 
Each  bubjoct  tearing,  many  tyrants  rose. 
The  least  the  proudest.     Join*d  in  dark  csbsl, 
They  jealous,  watchful,  silent,  and  severe, 
Cast  o'er  the  whole  indissoluble  chains: 
T^e  softer  shackles  of  luxurious  ease 
They  likewise  added,  to  secure  their  swsf. 
Tlius  Venice  fainter  shines ;  and  commeroe  dm* 
Of  toil  impatient,  flags  the  droc^ung  saiL 
Bursting,  besides,  his  ancient  bounds,  be  took 
A  larger  circle  ||  ;  found  another  seat  ^t 
Opening  a  thousand  ports,  and,  charm'd  widi  toil. 
Whom  nothing  can  dismay,  far  other  sons. 

•  The  Genoese  territory  is  reckoned  very  peps- 
lous,  but  the  towns  and  villages  fior  the  moA  part 
lie  hid  among  tlie  Appenine  rocks  and  toaao^ 
tains. 

f  According  to  Dr.  Burnetts  system  of  ^ 
deluge. 

f  Venice  was  the  most  flourishing  dty  in  Eu- 
rope, with  regard  to  trade,  before  the  passage  to 
the  East  Indies  by  the  C^ie  of  Good  Hope  u^ 
America  was  discovered. 

§  Those  who  fled  to  some  marshes  m  the  A^ 
riatic  gulph,  fttmi  the  desoUtion  spread  over  IiaJ; 
by  an  irruption  of  the  Huns,  first  founded  tlvn 
this  famous  city,  about  the  b^nniog  of  the  iftl> 
century. 

II   'n^e  main  ocean. 

%   Great  britaln. 
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**  The  mountains  then,  clid  with  dtnial  mow, 
f^'onfi'Ms'd  my  power.     Deep  as  the  rampant  rocks, 
By  Nature  thrown  insuperable  round, 
I  planted  tlr^fre  a  league  of  friendly  states  *, 
And  bade  plain  freedom  their  ambition  bew 
There  in  the  vale,  where  rural  Plenty  fills,      [horn. 
From  lakes  and  meads,  and  furrow'd  fields,  her 
Chief,  where  the  Lenum  f  pure  emits  the  Rhone, 
Rare  to  be  seen  !  unguilty  cities  rise, 
Gties  of  brothers  formed :  while  equal  life, 
Acoorded  gracious  with  revolving  power, 
Maintains  them  free ;  and,  in  their  happy  streets. 
Nor  cruel  deed  nor  misery  b  known. 
For  valour,  faith,  and  innocence  of  life, 
Reoown'd,  a  rough  laborious  people,  there, 
Not  only  give  the  dreadful  Alps  to  smile, 
And  press  their  culture  on  retiring  snovrs ; 
But,  to  firm  order  train'd  and  patient  war, 
Tliey  likewise  know,  beyond  the  nerve  remiss 
Of  mercenary  force,  how  to  defend 
The  tKteful  little  their  luutl  toil  has  eam'd. 
And  the  proud  arm  of  Bourbon  to  defy.      [charm, 

**  £v*n,  chcer'd  by  me,  their  shaggy  mountains 
More  than  or  Gallic  or  Italian  plains ; 
And  sickening  fancy  oft,  when  absent  long, 
I^nes  to  behold  their  Alpine  views  again  \  : 
The  boUow.winding  stream :  the  vale,  fair  spread, 
Amid  an  amphitheatre  of  hills :  [springs  : 

Whence,    vi^ur-wing'd,    the    sudden     tempest 
From  steep  to  steep  ascending,  the  gay  train 
Of  fogs,  thick-roU'd  into  romantic  Jiapcs  : 
The  flitting  cloud,  against  the  summit  dash'd  ; 
And,  by  the  Sun  illumin*d,  pouring  bright 
A  gcnuny  shower :  bung  o'er  amazing  rocks, 
The  mountain-ash,  and  solemn-sounding  pine : 
'Die  mow-fed  tonent,  in  white  mazes  tost, 
Down  to  the  dear  ethereal  lake  below : 
And,  hig^  o*er-topping  all  the  broken  scene. 
The  mountain  fading  into  sky ;  where  shines 
On  winter  vrinter  shivering,  and  whose  top 
Licks  from  their  cloudy  magazine  the  snows. 

'<  From  the&e  descending,  as  I  wav'd  my  course 
O'er  vast  Germania,  tlie  ferocious  nurse 
Of  hardy  men  and  hearts  aifronting  Death, 
I  gave  some  favoured  cities  §  tliere  to  lift 
A  nobler  brow,  and  tlirough  tlieir  swarming  streets, 
More  busy,  wcaltliy,  cheerful,  and  alive. 
In  each  contented  face  to  look  my  soul.         [storm, 

**  Thence  the  loud  Baltic  passing,    black  with 
To  wintery  Scandinavia's  utmost  bound  ; 
Tliere,  I  the  manly  race  |[,  the  parent  hive 
Of  the  mix'd  kingdoms,  iorm'd  into  a  state 
Mote  regularly  fruc.     By  keener  air 
Their  genius  purg'd,  and  temper'd  hard  by  frost, 
Tempestt  and  toil  their  nerven,  the  sons  of  those 
Whose  only  terrour  was  a  bloodless  death  ^, 
They  wise,  and  dauntless,  still  sustain  my  cause. 
Yet  there  I  fix'd  nut.     Turning  to  the  soutli, 
Tlie  whiii^>ering  zephyrs  sigh'd  at  my  delay. 


«• 


*  Tlie  Swiss  Cantons. 

f  Geneva,  situated  on  tlie  Lacus  Lemanus,  a  small 
itate,  hut  noble  example  of  the  blessings  of  civil  and 
religious  liberty. 

\  The  Swiss,  after  liaving  been  long  absent  from 
their  native  country,  are  seized  witii  such  a  violent 
desire  of  seeing  it  again,  as  affects  them  widi  a  kind 
of  lan^^uishing  indisposition,  called  tlie  Swiss  sickness. 

§  Hie  Hanse  Towns.  ||  Tlic  Swedes. 

^  Sec  note  (••)  p.  487. 


Here,  with  tlw  shifted  vision,  Inirst  my  joy. 
'*  O  the  dear  prospect !  O  majestic  view  ! 
See  Britain's  empire !  lo !  the  watery  vast 
Wide-waves,  diffusing  the  cerulean  plain.      ' 
And  now,  metliinks,  like  clouds  at  distance  seen. 
Emerging  white  from  deeps  of  ether,  dawn 
My  kindred  cliffs ;  wlience,  wafted  in  the  gale. 
Ineffable,  a  secret  sweetness  breatlies. 
Goddess,  forgive  !  —  My  heart,  surprised,  o'erflows 
With  filial  fondness  for  the  land  you  bless." 
As  parents  to  a  child  complacent  deign 
A])provance,  tlie  celestial  brightness  smil'd ; 
Then  tlms :  -.  *<  As  o'er  the  wave-resounding  deep,, 
To  my  near  reign,  tlie  happy  Isle,  I  steer'd 
With  easy  wing ;  behold !  from  surge  to  surge. 
Stalk *d  tlie  tremendous  genius  of  the  deep. 
Around  him  clouds,  in  mingled  tempest,  hung ; 
Thick-Haslung  mctt^ors  crown  *d  his  starry  head ; 
And  ready  thunder  redden 'd  in  his  hand. 
Or  from  it  stream  *d  coinprest  the  gloomy  cloud. 
Wliere'er  he  look'd,  the  trembling  waves  recoil'd. 
lie  needs  but  strike  tlie  conscious  flood,  and  shook 
From  shore  to  sliore,  in  agitation  dire. 
It  works  his  dreadful  will.     To  me  his  voice 
(Like  tiiat  hoarse  blast  tliat  round  the  cavern  howl% 
Mixt  witli  tlie  murmurs  of  the  falling  main) 
Address'd,  began  : —  *  By  Fate  commission'd,  go^ 
My  sister-goddess  now,  to  yon  blest  isle, 
Hencefortli  the  partner  of  my  rough  domain. 
All  my  dread  walks  to  Britons  open  lie. 
Those  that  refulgent,  or  with  rosy  mom, 
Or  yellow  evening,  flame  :  those  tliat,  proftise 
Drunk  by  equator-suns,  severely  shine ; 
Or  tliose  that,  to  the  Poles  approaching,  rise 
In  billows  rolling  into  alps  of  ice. 
£v*n  yet  untouch'd  by  daring  keel,  be  theirs 
The  vast  Pacific  ;  that  on  other  worlds, 
Their  future  conquest,  rolls  resounding  tides. 
Ix>ng  I  maintain'd  inviolate  my  reign ; 
Nor  Alexanders  me,  nor  Caesars  brav'd. 
Still,  in  die  crook  of  shore,  the  coward  sail 
Till  now  low-crept ;  and  peddling  commerce  ply'd 
Between  near-joining  lands.      For  Britons,  c\M, 
It  was  reserv'd,  with  star-<iirected  prow. 
To  dare  tlie  middle  deep,  and  drive  assur'd 
To  distant  nations  tlirough  tlie  patliless  main. 
Chief,  for  their  fearless  hearts  the  glory  wauts. 
Long  months  from  land,  while  the  black  stoniiy 

night 
Around  them  rages  on  the  groaning  mast 
With  iinshook  knee  to  know  tlieir  giddy  way ; 
To  shv^f  unquell'd,  amid  the  lasliing  wave ; 
To  laii^li  at  danger.     Theirs  tiie  triumph  be, 
By  deep  invention's  keen  pervading  eye. 
The  heart  of  courage,  and  die  liand  of  toil. 
Each  conquer'd  oc*ean  staining  witli  tlieir  blood. 
Instead  of  treasure  robb'd  by  ruffian  war, 
Hound  social  Eartli  to  circle  fair  exchange, 
And  bind  the  nations  in  a  golden  diain. 
To  these  I  honour'd  stoop,      llusliing  to  light, 
A  race  of  men  behold !  whose  daring  deeds 
Will  in  renown  exalt  my  nameless  plains 
O'er  tliose  of  fubling  Earth,  as  hers  to  mine 
In  terrour  yield.     Nay,  could  my  savage  heart 
Such  glories  check,  tlieir  unsubmitting  soul 
Would  all  my  fury  brave,  my  temiiest  climb. 
And  might  in  spite  of  me  my  kingdom  force.* 
Here,  waiting  no  reply,  die  shadowy  power 
Eas'd  the  dark  sky,  and  to  the  deeps  retum*d : 
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While  the  loud  thunder  nttUng  from  hk  huid. 
Auspicious,  shook  opponent  Gailis's  shore. 

"  Of  this  encounter  glad,  my  way  to  land 
I  quick  pursued^  that  from  the  smiling  sea 
Recdv'd  me  joyous.     Loud  acclaims  were  heaid ; 
And  music,  more  than  mortsl,  warbling,  fill'd 
With  pleas*d  astonishment  the  labouring  hind. 
Who  for  awhile  the  ttnfinish*d  furrow  left, 
And  let  Ihe  listening  steer  forget  his  toiL 
Unseen  by  grosser  eye,  Britannia  breath'd, 
And  her  a^al  train,  these  sounds  of  joy, 
Full  of  old  time,  since  first  the  rushing  flood, 
Urg'd  by  Almighty  Power,  this  isTour'd  isle 
Tum'd  flashing  from  the  continent  aside, 
Indented  shore  to  shore  responsire  still. 
Its  guardian  she— the  goddess,  whose  staid  eye 
Beuns  the  dark  axure  of  the  doubtful  dawn. 
Her  tresses,  like  a  flood  of  soften'd  light, 
Tlirou^  clouds  imbrown'd,  in  waring  circles  play. 
Warm  on  her  dieek  sits  beauty's  brightest  rose : 
Of  high  demeanour,  stately,  shedding  grace 
With  evesy  motion.     Full  her  rising  chest ; 
And  new  ideas,  from  her  fintsh'd  shape, 
Charm'd  Sculpture  taking  mi^it  improve  her  art. 
Sudi  the  fair  guardian  of  an  isle  that  boasts. 
Profuse  as  remal  blooms,  tfie  fiurest  dames. 
High  shining  on  the  promontory's  brow. 
Awaiting  me,  she  stood  ;  with  hope  inflam'd. 
By  my  mixt  spirit  burning  in  her  sons, 
To  firm,  to  polish,  and  ezak  the  state. 

**  The  native  Genii,  round  her,  radiant  smil'd. 
Courage,  of  soft  deportment,  aspect  calm, 
Unboasting,  suffering  long,  and,  till  provok'd. 
As  mild  and  harmless  as  the  sporting  chUd ; 
But,  on  just  reason,  once  his  fury  rous'd. 
No  lion  springs  more  eager  to  his  prey  : 
Blood  is  a  pastime;  and  his  heart,  eiate. 
Knows  no  depressing  fear.     That  Virtue  known 
By  the  relenting  look,  whose  equal  heart 
For  others  feels,  as  for  another  self: 
Of  various  name,  as  various  objects  wake. 
Warm  into  action,  the  kind  sense  within ; 
Whether  the  blameless  poor,  the  nobly  maim'd. 
The  lost  to  reason,  the  declin'd  in  life. 
The  helpless  young  that  kiss  no  mother's  hand, 
And  the  grey  second  infancy  of  age, 
She  gives  in  public' fiEunilies  to  live, 
A  sight  to  gladden  Heaven  !  whether  she  stands 
Fair  beckoning  at  the  hospitable  gate. 
And  bids  the  stranger  take  repose  and  joy  ; 
Whether,  to  solace  honest  labour,  she 
Rejoices  those  that  make  the  land  rejoice ; 
Or  whether  to  philosophy,  and  arts, 
(At  once  the  basis  and  the  finish'd  pride 
Of  government  and  life,)  Ae  spreads  her  hand ; 
Nor  knows  her  gift  proAise,  nor  seems  to  know. 
Doubling  her  bounty,  that  she  gives  at  alL 
Justice  to  these  her  aweftil  presence  join'd. 
The  mother  of  the  state !  No  low  revenge. 
No  turbid  passions  in  her  breast  ferment : 
Tender,  serene,  compassionate  of  vice. 
As  the  last  woe  that  can  afflict  mankind. 
She  pumshment  awards ;  yet  of  the  good 
More  piteous  still,  and  of  the  suffering  whole, 
Awards  it  firm.     So  fair  her  just  decree. 
That,  in  his  judging  peers,  each  on  himself 
Pronounces  his  own  doom.     O,  happy  land ! 
Wheie  reigns  alone  this  justice  of  the  free ! 
•Mid  the  bright  groupc  Sincerity  his  front. 
Diffusive,  rear'd ;  liis  pure  untroubled  eye 


Tliefbantoftratfa.     The  tlMMglitfii)  Bower,  apatt, 
Now,  peniEfc^  CMt  on  Earai  his  wx  d  regard, 
Now,  tottch'd  edestia],  hmdi'd  it  on  the  sky. 
The  Genins  he  wfaenoe  Britain  shines  wuprautf 
The  land  of  light,  and  rectitude  of  mind. 
He  too  the  liie  of  frncy  feeds  intense, 
With  all  the  train  of  paaskms  thence  deiiv'd: 
Not  kindling  quick,  a  noisy  transient  blaae^ 
But  gradual,  alent,  lasting,  and  ptofiwuA 
Near  him  Redrement,  pointing  to  the  shades 
And  Independence  stood :  the  generous  pair, 
That  simple  life,  the  quiet-whispering  grove^ 
And  the  still  raptures  of  the  free4wm  sool 
To  cates  prefer,  by  virtue  bou^it,  not  eam'dt 
Proudly  prefer  them  to  the  servile  poops, 
And  to  the  heazt-embitter'd  jojra  of  alav«& 
Or  should  the  latter,  to  the  public  scene 
Demanded,  quit  his  sylvan  friend  awhile ; 
Nought  can  his  firmness  shake,  nothing  sednee 
His  seal,  still  active  for  the  oonunon-weal ; 
Nor  stormy  tyrants,  nor  corruption's  tools, 
Foul  ministers,  dark-working  by  the  force 
Of  secret-s^tping  gold.     All  tbeir  vile  art^ 
Their  sham^ul  honours,  their  perfidioas  pht, 
He  greatly  scorns ;  and,  if  he  must  beliigr 
His  plunder'd  country,  or  his  power  resigBy 
A  moment's  pariey  were  eternal  shame : 
Illustrious  into  private  lifie  again, 
Fhim  dirty  levees  he  unstsin'd  aaoends. 
And  firm  in  senates  stands  the  patriot's  groond^ 
Or  draws  new  vigour  in  the  peaceful  shade; 
Aloof  the  bashful  Virtue  hover'd  coy. 
Proving  by  sweet  distrust  distrusted  woe& 
Rough  Labour  dos'd  the  train ;  and  in  his  band, 
Rude,  callous,  sinew-swell'd,  and  black  with  tail. 
Came  manly  Indignation.     Sour  be  seems. 
And  more  tlnn  seems,  by  lawful  pride  asnfl'd; 
Yet  kind  at  heart,  and  just,  and  generous,  thcR 
No  vengeance  lurks,  no  pale  insidious  gall : 
Ev'n  in  the  very  luxury  of  raoe. 
He  softening  can  forgive  a  gallant  foe ; 
The  nerve,  support,  and  glory  of  the  land ! 
Nor  be  Religion,  rational  and  free^ 
Here  pass'd  in  sUence ;  whose  cnraptur'd  cye^ 
Sees  Heaven  with  Earth  connected,  human  tldap 
Link'd  to  divine :  who  not  from  servile  fiear, 
By  rites  for  some  weak  tyrant  incense  fit. 
The  god  of  Love  adores,  but  from  a  heart 
Effusing  gladness,  into  pleasing  afwe 
That  now  astonish*d  swells,  now  in  a  calm 
Of  fearless  confidence  that  smiles  serene ; 
ITiat  lives  devotion,  one  continual  hymn,        [oflrt 
And  then  most  grateful,  when  Heaven's  bouaty 
Is  right  enjoy'd.     Tlris  ever-cheerful  power 
O'er  the  rais'd  circle  ray!d  superior  day. 

"  I  joy'd  to  join  the  Virtues  whence  my  reign 
0*er  Albion  was  to  rise.     Each  cheering  cacis 
And,  b'ke  the  circling  planets  from  the  Sun, 
All  borrowing  beams  from  me,  a  heigfatcn'd  seal 
!  Impatient  fir'd  us  to  commence  our  toils, 
'  Or  pleasures  rather.     Long  the  pungent  time 
Pass'd  not  in  mutual  hails ;  but,  thrmigh  the  land 
Darting  our  light,  we  shone  the  fogs  away. 

**  The  Virtues  conquer  with  a  single  looL 
Such  grace,  sudi  beauty,  sudi  victorious  light, 
Live  in  their  presence,  stream  in  every  glance, 
That  the  soul  won,  enamour'd,  and  refin'd, 
Grows  their  own  image,  pure  ethereal  Baxs». 
Hence  the  foul  demons,  that  oppose  our  reign, 
Would  still  from  us  deluded  mortab  wrap : 
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Or  in  grow  shades  they  drown  the  irfstial  ray. 
Or  by  the  fogs  of  prejudice,  where  mix 
FaiWhood  and  truth  confounded,  Ibil  the  sense 
With  vain  reftactcd  images  of  blis^ 
But  chief  around  the  court  of  ilatterM  kings 
They  roll  the  dusky  rsmpart,  wall  o'er  wall 
Of  darkness  pile,  and  with  their  thickest  shade 
Secure  tiie  throneb     No  samge  Alp,  the  den 
Of  wolves^  and  bean,  and  monstrous  things  obscene. 
That  vex  the  swain,  and  waste  the  country  round, 
Protected  lies  beneath  a  deeper  cloud. 
Yet  there  we  sometimes  send  a  searching  ray. 
As,  aft  the  aacred  opening  of  the  mom, 
The  prowling  race  retire ;  so,  pierc'd  severe, 
Belore  our  potent  blase  these  demons  fly, 
And  all  their  works  dissolve.  — -  The  whisper'd  tale, 
Tliat,  like  the  fabling  Nile,  no  fountain  knows ; 
Fair.fac*d  deceit,  whose  wily  conscious  eye 
Ne'er  looks  direct.    The  tongue  that  licks  the  dust. 
But,  when  it  safely  dares,  as  prompt  to  sting : 
Smooth  crocodile  destruction,  whose  feU  tears 
Eosnarv.    The  Janus  lace  of  courtly  pride ; 
One  to  superiors  heaves  submissive  eyes. 
On  haplcsB  worth  the  other  scowb  disdaia 
Checka  that  for  some  weak  tenderness,  alone^ 
Some  virtuous  slip,  can  wear  a  blush.    The  lau^ 
Phiphane,  when  midnight  bowls  diKcloae  the  heart. 
At  starving  virtue,  and  at  virtue's  fools. 
Determln'd  to  be  broke,  the  plighted  Iklth : 
Nay  more,  the  godless  oath  that  knows  no  ties. 
Soft-bussing  slander ;  silky  moths,  that  eat 
An  hcmest  name.    The  hiupy  hand,  and  maw^ 
Of  avaricious  Luxury ;  who  makes 
The  throne  his  shelter,  venal  laws  his  fort,  ' 
And,  by  his  service,  who  betrays  his  king. 

**  Now  turn  your  view,  and  mark  from  Celtic  * 
night 
To  present  grandeur  how  my  Britain  rose. 

**  Bold  were  those  Britons,  who,  the  cardesa-sons 
Of  Nature,  roam'd  the  forest-bounds,  at  once 
Their  verdant  city,  high-embowering  fane, 
And  the  gay  circle  of  their  woodland  wars : 
For  by  the  Druid  f  taught,  that  death  but  shifts 
The  vital  scene,  they  that  prime  fear  despis'd ; 
And,  prone  to  rush  on  steel,  disdain'd  to  spare 
An  ill-sav'd  life  that  must  again  return. 
Erect  ftom  Nature's  hand,  by  tyrant  force. 
And  still  naore  tyrant  custom,  unsubdued, 
Man  knows  no  master  save  creatine  Heaven, 
Or  such  as  choice  or  common  good  ordain. 
Hits  general  sense,  with  which  the  nations  I 
Phmiiscuous  fire,  in  Britons  bum'd  Intense, 
Of  future  times  prophetic.     Witness,  Rome^ 
Who  saw'st  thy  Caesar,  from  the  naked  land. 
Whose  only  forts  was  British  hearts,  repell'd. 
To  seek  Fharsaiian  wreaths.    Witness,  the  toil. 
The  blood  of  ages,  bootless  to  secure, 
Beneath  an  empire's  {  yoke,  a  stubborn  isle, 
Disputed  hard,  and  never  quite  subdued,    [acom'd 
The  North  J  remain'd  untouch'd,  where  those  who 

*  Great  Britain  was  peopled  by  the  Celtae,  or 
Gauls. 

•f*  The  Druids,  among  the  ancient  Gauls  and 
Bntons,  had  the  care  and  direction  of  all  religious 


\  The  Roman  empire. 

J  Caledonia,  inhabited  by  the  Scots  and  Ficts; 
whither  a  great  many  Britons,  who  would  not  sub- 
mit to  the  Romans,  retired. 


To  stoop,  reflr*d;  arid  to  tlirir  keen  effbrt 
Yielding  at  last,  recoil'd  the  Roman  power. 
In  vain,  unable  to  sustain  the  sluxdc. 
From  sea  to  sea  desponding  lemons  rab'd 
The  wall  *  immense ;  and  yet,  on  Summer's  eve. 
While  sport  his  lambkins  round,  the  shepherd's  gate. 
Continual  o'er  it  burst  the  nortliem  storm  f. 
As  often,  chcck'd^  receded ;  threatening  luiarse 
A  swift  return.     But  the  devouring  flood 
No  more  endur'd  control,  when,  to  support 
The  last  remains  of  empire  i,  was  recall'd 
The  weary  Roman,  and  the  Briton  lay 
Unnerv'd,  exhausted,  spiritless,  and  sunk. 
Great  proof!  how  men  enfeeble  into  slaves. 
The  sword  bdnnd  him  flash'd ;  before  him  roar'd. 
Deaf  to  his  woes,  the  deep.  $     Forlorn,  around 
He  roird  his  eye,  not  sparkling  ardent  fhune. 
As  when  Caractacus  flto  battle  led 
Silurian  swains,  and  Boadicea^  taught 
Her  raging  troops  the  miseries  of  slaves.         [hears 
•«Then,  (sad  relief!)  from  the  bleak  coast  that 
The  German  ocean  roar,  deep-blooming,  strong. 
And  yellow-hair'd,  the  blue-ey'd  Saxon  came. 
He  came  implor'd,  but  cnme  with  other  aim 
Than  to  protect     For  conquest  and  defence 
Suffices  die  same  arm.     With  the  fierce  race 
Pouf  M  in  a  fresh  invigorating  stream  ; 
Blood,  where  unquell'd  a  mighty  spirit  glow'd. 
Rash  war,  and  perilous  battle  tlieir  delight ; 
And  immature,  and  red  with  glorious  wounds, 
Unpeaccfbl  death  their  choice  **;  deriving  tlienctf 

*  The  wall  of  Severus,  built  upon  Adrian's  ram- 
part, which  ran  tor  eighty  miles  quite  across  the 
country,  from  the  mouth  of  the  TVne  to  Solwavv 
Frith.  /• 

f  Irruptions  of  the  Scots  and  Ficts. 

(  The  Roman  empire  being  miserably  torn  by 
the  northern  nations,  Britain  was  for  ever  aban- 
doned by  the  Romans  in  the  year  426  or  427. 

§  The  Britons  applying  to  JEtiun,  the  Roman 
general,  for  assistance,  thus  expressed  their  miserable 
condition :— "  We  know  not  which  way  to  turn  u«> 
The  barbarians  drive  us  to  sea,  and  tlie  sea  forces  u* 
back  to  the  bsriwrians;  between  which  we  Imse 
only  the  choice  of  two  deaths,  either  to  be  swallownl 
up  by  the  waves,  or  butchered  by  the  swonL" 

|l  King  of  tlie  Silures,  famous  for  his  great  ex- 
ploits,  and  accounted  the  best  general  Great  Britain 
had  ever  produced.  Tho  Silures  were  esteemed 
the  bravest  and  most  powerful  of  all  the  Britons  i 
they  inhabited  Hercfordsliire,  Radnorshire,  Breck- 
nockshire,  Monmouthshire,  and  Glamoiganshirei 

^  Queen  of  the  Iceni :  her  story  is  well  known. 

**  It  is  certain,  that  an  opinion  was  fixed  and 
general  among  them  (the  Godis)  that  death  was  but 
the  entrance  into  another  life;  that  all  men  who 
lived  lazy  and  inactive  lives,  and  died  natural 
deaths,  by  sickness  or  by  age,  went  into  vast  caves 
under  ground,  all  dark  and  miry,  full  of  noisome 
creatures  usual  to  such  places,  and  there  for  ever 
grovelled  In  endless  stench  and  misery.  On  the 
contrsry,  all  who  gave  themselves  to  warlike  actions 
and  enterprises,  to  the  conquest  of  their  neigliboun 
and  the  slaughter  of  their  enemies,  and  died  in 
battle,  or  of  violent  deaths  upon  bold  adventures  or 
resolutions,  went  immediately  to  the  vast  hall  or 
palace  of  Odin,  their  god  of  war,  who  eternally  kept 
open  house  for  all  such  guests,  where  they  were 
entertained  at  infinite  tables,  in  perpetual  feaato  and 
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A  right  to  teastf  and  dnln  immartil  bowls 

In  Odin's  hall;  whote  biasing  roof  resounds 

The  genial  uproar  of  those  shades,  who  &I1 

In  desperate  fight,  or  by  some  brave  attempt ; 

And  though  more  polished  times  the  martial  creed 

Disown,  yet  still  the  fearless  habit  lives. 

Nor  were  the  surly  gifb  of  war  their  alL 

Wisdom  was  likewise  theirs,  indulgent  laws, 

The  calm  gradations  of  art-nuising  peaces 

And  matchless  orders,  the  deep  basis  still 

On  which  ascends  my  British  reign.     Untam'd 

To  the  refining  subtleties  of  slaves, 

Hiey  brought  an  happy  government  along, 

Form*d  by  that  freedom,  wliich,  with  secret  voice. 

Impartial  Nature  teaches  all  her  sons. 

And  which  of  old  through  the  whole  Scythian  masi 

I  strong  inspir*d.    Monarchical  their  state. 

But  prudently  confin'd,  and  mingled  wise 

Of  each  harmonious  power :  only,  too  much 

Imperious  war  into  their  rule  infus*d, 

IVevaird  their  general-king,  and  chieftain-thanes. 

«  In  many  a  field,  by  dvil  fury  stain'd, 
Bled  the  discordant  heptarchy  **;  and  long 
(Educing  good  from  iU)  the  battle  graan*d ; 
Ere,  bloo£oemented,  Anglo-Saxons  saw 
Egbert  f  and  Peace  on  one  united  throne. 

"  No  sooner  dawn*d  the  fair  disclosing  calm 
Of  brighter  days,  when,  lo !  tlie  North  anew, 
With  stormy  nations  black,  on  England  pour'd 
Woes  the  severest  e*er  a  people  felt. 
The  Danish  raven  ^,  lur'd  by  annual  prey, 
Hung  o'er  the  land  incessant.     Fleet  on  fleet 
Of  barbarous  pirates  unremitting  tore 
The  miserable  coasL     Before  them  sta&'d, 
Far-seen,  the  demon  of  devouring  flame ; 
Rapine,  and  murder,  all  with  blood  besmear'd. 
Without  or  ear,  or  eye,  or  feeling  heart; 
While  close  behind  Uiem  march'd  the  sallow  power 
Of  desolating  famine,  who  delights 
In  grass-grown  cities,  and  in  desert  fields ; 
And  purple-spotted  pestilence,  by  whom 
Ev*n  friendship  scar'd,  in  sickening  horrour  sinks 
Eadi  social  sense  and  tenderness  dT  life. 
Fixing  at  last,  the  sanguinary  rsce 
Spread,  from  the  Humber*s  loud-resounding  shore. 
To  where  the  Tliames  devolves  his  gentle  maie^ 
And  witii  superior  arm  the  Saxon  aw*d. 
But  superstition  first,  and  monkish  dreams, 
And  monk-directed  cloister-seeking  kings. 
Had  ate  away  his  vigour,  ate  away 
Hb  edge  of  courage,  and  depress'd  the  soul 
Of  conquering  feeedom,  which  he  once  respir'd. 


mirth,  carousing  in  bowls  made  of  the  skulls  of  their 
enemies  they  had  slain ;  according  to  the  number  of 
whom,  every  one  in  these  mansions  of  pleasure  was 
the  tnaai  honoured  and  best  entertained. 

Sir  WiUiam  TempU*s  Estajf  on  Heroic  Virtue. 
*  The  seven  kingdoms  of  the  Anglo-Saxons,  con- 
Mdered  as  being  united  into  one  common  govern- 
ment, under  a  general  in  chief,  <»*  monardi,  and  by 
the  means  of  an  assembly  general,  or  WittenagemoL 

J-  Egbert,  king  of  Wessex,  who,  afler  liaving 
uced  all  the  other  kingdoms  of  the  heptarchy 
under  his  dominion,  was  the  first  king  of  England. 
\  A  famous  Danish  standard,  caUed  ret^an^  or 
ration.  Tlie  Danes  imagined  that,  before  a  battle, 
the  raven  wrought  upon  this  standard  clapt  its  wings 
or  hung  down  \U  head,  in  token  of  victory  or  defeat 


Thua  cruel  mgm  pMs'd ;  and  fare  appetf 'il 
Mrhitfr4nant]ed  Peace,  exulting  o*er  tlie  vale, 
As  when  with  Alfred  *,  from  the  wilds  die  caaie 
To  polic'd  cities  and  protected  plains. 
Hius  by  degrees  the  Saxon  empire  sunk. 
Then  set  entire  in  Hastings'!  bloody  fiekL 

"  Compendious  war !  (on  Britain's  gloty  hat^ 
So  Fate  ordain'd)  in  that  decisive  day. 
The  haughty  Norman  seix'd  at  once  an  isle, 
From  which,  through  many  a  century,  in  vsin. 
Hie  Roman,  Saxon,  Dane^  had  toil'd  and  bled. 
Of  Gothic  nations  this  the  final  burst ; 
And,  mix'd  with  the  genius  oi  these  people  all, 
Hiese  virtues  mix'd  in  one  exalted  stitam, 
Here  the  rich  tide  of  English  blood  grew  fiiU. 

"  Awhile  my  ^irit  slept ;  tlie  land  awhile^ 
Affrighted,  droop'd  beneath  despotic  fage. 
Instead  of  Edward's  |  equal  gentle  laws. 
The  furious  victor's  partial  will  prevaird. 
All  prostrate  lay ;  and,  in  the  secret  shade. 
Deep-stun^  but  fearful.  Indignation  gnash'd 
His  teeth.     Of  freedom,  property,  dcqwil'd, 
And  of  their  bulwaric,  arms;  with  castks  cnsh'd, 
With  rufiSans  quarter *d  o'er  the  bridled  land; 
The  shivering  wretches,  at  tlic  curfew  sound  § 
Dejected  shrunk  into  their  sordid  beds, 
And,  through  the  mournful  gloom,  vS  andcnttinMi 
Mus'd  sad,  or  dreamt  of  better.     Ev'n  to  fieed 
A  tyrant's  idle  sport  the  peasant  starv'd : 
To  the  wild  herd,  the  pasture  of  the  tsmc, 
Hie  cheerful  hamlet,  spiry  town,  was  given, 
And  the  brown  forest  y  roughen  *d  wide  aroaad. 

**  But  this  so  dead,  so  vile  submission,  long 
Endur'd  noC     Grathering  force^  my  grsdual  ftnr 
Shook  off  the  mountain  of  tyrannic  sway. 
Unus'd  to  bend,  impatient  of  control, 
T^rrants  themselves  the  common  tyrant  cfaeck'd 
The  church,  by  kings  intractable  and  fierce, 
Deny'd  her  portion  of  the  plunder'd  states 
Or  tempted,  by  the  timorous  and  weak. 
To  gain  new  ground,  first  taught  their  rapine  ls». 
The  barons  next  a  nobler  league  began. 
Both  those  of  English  and  of  Norman  racc^ 
In  one  fraternal  nation  blended  now. 
The  nation  of  the  free !  \  press'd  by  a  bsnd 
Of  patriots,  ardent  as  the  Summer's  noon 
That  looks  delighted  on,  tlie  tyrant  see ! 
Mark  !  how  with  feign'd  alacrity  he  bears 
His  strong  reluctance  down,  his  dark  revengi^ 

*  Alfred  the  Great,  renowned  in  war,  and  no  1«« 
fiunous  in  peara  for  his  many  excellent  institatioo% 
particularly  that  of  juries. 

t  The  battle  of  Hastings,  in  which  Harold  II., 
the  last  of  the  Saxon  kings,  was  slain,  and  Wiliiasi 
the  Conqueror  made  himselif  master  of  England. 

I  Edward  III.  the  Confessor,  who  reduced  the 
West-Saxon,  Mercian,  and  Danish  lam^  into  ooe 
body,  which  from  that  time  became  common  to  ail 
England,  under  the  name  of  the  I^ws  of  Edwsrd. 

§  The  curfew  bell  (from  the  French  cowirtftu), 
which  was  rung  every  night  at  eight  of  the  clock,  lo 
warn  the  English  to  put  out  their  fires  and  orndlcs, 
under  the  penalty  of  a  severe  fine. 

I  Hie  New  Forest,  in  Hampsliirc,  to  nuke 
which  the  country  for  above  thirty  miles  iu  compat^ 
was  laid  waste. 

Y  On  tlie  5th  of  June,  1215,  Kiu^  Jiihn,  md  iiv 
the  barons  on  Runnemcde,  Mgnt:d  tlie  ga-iU  ch.irlti 
of  liberties,  or  Magna  Charta. 
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And  giTtt  the  chartiisr,  by  which  life  indeed 
Become*  of  price,  a  glory  to  be  man. 

"  'Hmuigh  this  and  through  succeeding  reigns 
aifinn*d 
These  long-contested  rights,  the  wholesome  winds 
Of  opposition  *  hence  began  to  blow, 
A^d  often  since  have  tent  the  country  life. 
Before  their  breatli  corruption's  insect  blights, 
The  daricening  clouds  of  evil  counsel,  fly ; 
Or,  should  they  sounding  swell,  a  putrid  court, 
A  pestilential  ministry,  they  purge. 
And  \'entilated  states  renew  their  bloom. 

**  Though  with  the  temper*d  roonardiy  here  niiz*d 
Anstocratic  sway,  the  people  still, 
Flstter*d  by  this  or  that,  as  interest  lean*d. 
No  full  perfectiort  knew.     For  me  reserved. 
And  fur  my  commons,  was  that  glorious  turn. 
They  crownM  my  first  attempt  f ,  iii  senates  rose, 
llie  fort  of  freedom !  slow  till  then,  alone, 
Hsd  work*d  that  general  liberty,  that  soul,        [left 
Hliich  generous  nature  breatiies,  and  which,  when 
By  me  to  bondage  was  corrupted  Rome^ 
1  through  the  northern  nations  wide  difTus'd. 
Hence  many  a  people,  fierce  with  freedom,  rush*d 
From  die  rude  iron  regions  of  the  Nort2i| 
To  Libyan  deserts,  swarm  protruding  swarm. 
And  pour'd  new  «pirit  through  a  slavish  world. 
Yet,  o'er  these  Gothic  states,  the  king  and  chiefs    . 
Retained  the  high  pren^tive  of  war, 
And  with  enormous  property  engross*d 
'llie  mingled  power.     But  on  Britannia's  shore 
Now  present,  I  to  raise  my  reign  began 
By  raising  the  democracy,  tlie  third  disdoe'd 
And  broadest  bulwark  of  the  guarded  state. 
Tlten  was  the  fiill,  the  perfect  plan  disclos'd 
Of  Britain's  matchless  constitution,  mixt 
Of  mutual  checking  and  supporting  powers. 
King,  lords,  and  commons ;  nor  tlie  name  c£  free 
IXemrving,  while  the  vassal-many  droop'd : 
For  lince  the  moment  of  the  whole  tliey  form, 
So,  as  depressM  or  rais'd,  tlie  balance  they 
Of  public  welfare  and  of  glory  cast. 
Mark  from  tliis  period  tlie  continual  proof. 

"  When  kings  of  narrow  genius,  minion  rid, 
Neglfcting  faithful  worth  for  fawning  slaves ; 
l^dly  regardle»  of  their  people's  plaintSi 
And  poorly  passive  of  insulting  foes ; 
Double,  not  prudent,  obstinate,  not  firm. 
Their  merry  fear,  necessity  their  faith ; 
Instead  of  generous  fire,  presumptuous,  hot, 
Rssh  to  resolve,  and  slothful  to  perform  ; 
Tynmts  at  once,  ^d  slaves,  imperious,  mean. 
To  want  rapactdus  joining  shameful  waste ; 

*  llie  league  formed  by  tlie  barons,  during  the 
reign  of  Jolin,  in  the  year  li^lS,  was  the  first  confe- 
deracy  made  in  England  in  defence  of  the  nation's 
interest  against  the  king. 

t  llie  Commons  are  generally  thought  to  have  been 
fim  represented  in  parliament  towards  the  end  of 
Henry  tlie  Third's  reign.  To  a  parliament  called 
in  tliv  Tear  1264,  each  county  was  ordered  to  send 
four  knigliLs  as  representatives  of  their  respective 
ftlnrm ;  and  to  a  parliament  called  in  the  year  fol- 
lowing, each  county  was  ordered  to  send,  as  their 
rtprLiicntatives,  two  knights,  and  each  city  and 
burou|;h  as  many  citizens  and  burgesses.  Till  then, 
liintwy  makes  no  mention  of  them ;  whence  a  very 
strong  argument  may  be  drawn,  to  fii  the  original 
of  the  House  of  Commons  to  that  era. 


By  counsels  weak  and  ^^'icked,  easy  rotisM 
To  paltry  schemes  of  absolute  command, 
To  seek  their  splendour  in  their  sure  disgrace, 
And  in  a  broken  ruin'd  people  wealtti : 
When  such  o'ercast  tlie  state,  no  bond  of  love. 
No  heart,  no  soul,  no  unity,  no  nerve, 
Combin'd  the  lfx>se  disjointed  public,  lost 
To  fame  abroad,  to  happiness  at  home. 

**  But  when  an  Edwa^^and  an  Henry  *  breath*  d 
Tlirough  the  cliarm'd  whole  one  all-exerting  soul : 
Drawn  sympathetic  from  his  dark  retreat. 
When  wide-attracted  merit  round  them  glow'd  : 
^Vhen  counsels  just,  extensive,  generous,  firm. 
Amid  the  maze  of  state,  determin'd  kept 
Some  ruling  point  in  view :  when,  on  the  stock 
Of  public  good  and  glory  grafted,  spread 
llieir  palms,  their  laurels ;  or,  if  thence  tliey  stray*d« 
Swift  to  return,  and  pati(»it  of  restraint : 
When  legal  state,  pre-eminence  of  place. 
They  scorn'd  to  deem  pre-eminence  of  ease. 
To  be  luxurious  drones,  tliat  only  rob 
The  busy  hive ;  as  in  distinction,  power. 
Indulgence,  honour,  and  advantage,  first ; 
When  they  too  claim'd  in  virtue,  danger,  toil, 
Superior  rank ;  witli  equal  hand,  preper'd 
To  guard  the  subject,  and  to  quell  the  fbe : 
When  such  with  me  their  vital  influence  shed. 
No  mutter'd  grievance,  hopeless  sigh,  was  heard  ; 
No  foul  distrust  through  wary  senates  ran, 
Confin'd  their  bounty,  and  tlielr  ardour  quench'd : 
On  aid,  unquestion'd,  liberal  aid  was  given : 
Safe  in  tlieir  conduct,  by  their  valour  fir'd. 
Fond  where' they  led  victorious  annies  nish'd  ; 
And  Cressy,  Poitiers,  Agincourt  f  proclaim 
What  kings  supported  by  almighty  love, 
And  people  fir'd  witli  liberty,  can  do. 

**  Be  veil'd  the  savage  reigns  f ,  when  kindred  rage 
The  numerous  once  Plantagenets  devour'd, 
A  race  to  vengeance  vow'd !  and  when,  oppress'd 
By  private  feuds,  almost  extinguish 'd  lay 
My  quivering  flame.     But,  in  the  next,  behold ! 
A  cnutious  tyrant  §  lent  it  oil  anew. 

**  Proud,  dark,  suspicious,  brooding  o'ef  his  gold. 
As  how  to  fix  liis  throne  he  jealous  cast       < 
His  crafty  views  around ;  pierc'd  with  a  ray, 
Which  on  his  timid  mind  I  darted  full. 
He  mitfk'd  the  barons  of  excessive  sway, 
At  pleasure  making  and  unmaking  kings  || ; 
And  hence,  to  crusli  these  petty  tyrants,  plann'd 
A  law^ ,  tluit  let  tliem,  by  the  silent  waste 
Of  luxury,  their  landed  wealtli  diffuse, 
And  witli  that  wealth  their  implicated  power. 
By  sofl  degrees  a  mighty  diange  ensued, 
Ev'n  working  to  tliis  day.     With  streams,  deduc'd 
Fmm  these  diministi'd  floods,  tlie  country  smil'd. 
As  when  impetuous  from  the  snuw-heap'd  Alps, 
To  vernal  suns  relenting,  pours  the  Uliinc ; 
While  undivided,  oft,  witli  wasteful  sweep. 
He  foams  alon^ ;  but,  tlirough  Batavian  meads, 

•  Edward  III.  and  Henry  V. 

f  lluree  famous  battles,  gained  by  tlie  Englisli 
over  the  Frendk 

\  During  the  civil  wars  betwixt  the  families  of 
York  and  Lancaster. 

§  Henry  VII. 

II  llie  famous  Earl  of  Warwick,  during  the 
reigns  of  Hcmy  VI.  and  Edward  iV.,  was  cuiicil 
tiic  King-maker. 

^  Permitting  tlie  barons  to  alienate  tlu.ir  lards.  , 
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Braodi'd  into  fair  canals,  indulgent  flows  ; 
Waters  a  thousand  fields ;  and  culture,  trade^ 
Towns,  meadows,  gliding  ships,  and  villas  miz*d, 
A  rich,  a  wondrous  landscape  rises  round. 

*'  His  furious  son*  the  soul-enslaving  cfaaivf , 
Which  nuuiy  a  doating  venerable  age 
Had  link  by  link  strong-twisted  round  ^  land, 
Sliook  off*.     No  longer  could  be  borne  a  power. 
From  Heaven  pretended,  to  deceive,  to  void 
Each  solemn  tic,  to  plunder  without  bounds. 
To  curb  the  generous  soul,  to  fool  mankind ; 
And,  wild  at  last,  to  plunge  into  a  sea 
Of  blood,  and  horrour.     The  returning  light. 
That  first  through  Wickliff^  streak'd  die  priestly 

glqom. 
Now  burst  in  open  day.     Bar*d  to  the  blaze, , 
Forth  from  the  haunts  of  superstition  $  crawl  d 
Her  motley  sons,  fantastic  figures  all ; 
And,  wideudlspersM  tfaiur  useless  fetid  wealth 
In  graceful  labour  bloom'd,  and  fruits  of  peac& 

'*  Trade,  join*d  to  tliese,  on  every  sea  display 'd 
A  daring  canvass,  pour'd  with  every  tide 
A  golden  flood.     From  other  worlds  d  were  roird 
The  guilty  glittei  ing  stores,  whose  fatal  chaiins. 
By  the  plain  Indian  tiappily  despis'd. 
Yet  work'd  his  woe ;  and  to  the  blissful  groves, 
Wliere  Nature  liv*d  herself  among  her  sons, 
And  innocence  and  joy  for  ever  dwelt. 
Drew  rage  unknown  to  Pagan  dimes  before, 
llie  worst  the  seal  inflam*d  barbarian  drew. 
Be  no  such  horrid  conunerce,  Britain,  thine ! 
But  want  for  want,  with  mutual  aid  supply. 

"  The  commons  dius  enrichM,  and   powerfbl 
grown. 
Against  the  barons  weigh*d.     Eliia  then, 
Amid  these  doubtful  motions,  steady,  gaw 
The  beam  to  fix.     She!  like  the  secret  eye 
That  never  closes  on  a  guarded  worid. 
So  sought,  so  mark*d,  so  seis*d  the  public  good. 
That  self-supported,  without  one  ally. 
She  aw*d  her  inward,  quell'd  her  drcliog  foes. 
Inspir*d  by  me,  beneadi  her  sheltering  arm. 
In  spite  of  ragipg  unwenal  tway  5, 
And  raging  seas  repress*d,  the  Belgic  states^ 
My  bulwark  on  the  .Continent,  arose. 
Matchless  in  all  the  spirit  of  her  days ! 
With  confidence,  unbounded,  fearless  love 
Elate^  her  fervent  people  waited  gay. 
Cheerful  demanded  the  long.threaten*d  fleet**. 
And  daah*d  the  pride  of  Spain  around  their  isle. 
Nor  oeas*d  the  British  thunder  here  to  rage: 
The  deep,  reclaim*d,  obeyed  its  aweftxl  call ; 
In  fire  and  smoke  Iberian  ports  involv*d. 
The  trembling  foe  ev*n  to  the  centre  diook 
Of  their  new-conquer*d  world,  and  skulking  stole 
By  veering  winds  tlieir  Indian  treasure  home. 

•  Henry  VIII.  f  Of  papd  dommion. 

\  John  Wicklifi*,  doctor  of  divinity,  who,  towards 
the  close  of  the  fourteenth  century,  publiflhed  doc- 
trines very  contrary  to  those  of  the  church  of  Rome, 
and  particularly  denying  the  papal  authcnity.  His 
followers  grew  very  numerous,  and  were  called 
LoUards. 

5  Suppression  of  monasteries. 

li  The  Spanish  West  Indies. 

5  The  dominion  of  the  House  of  Austria. 

^*  The  Spanish  Armada.  Bapin  says,  that  after 
proper  measures  had  been  taken,  the  enemy  was 
expected  with  uncommon  alacrity. 


Meantime,  peace^  plenty,  jiMtice^ 
With  softer  laurels  cn»wn*d  her  happy 

"  As  yet  uncircumsciib'd  the  r^al  power. 
And  wild  and  vague  prerogative  renain*d, 
A  wide  voracious  gulph,  where  iwidlow'd  eft 
The  helpless  subject  lay.     Thia  to  ledooe 
To  the  just  limit  was  my  great  eflbrt. 

'*  By  meam  that  evil  seem  to  narrow  man, 
Superior  beings  work  tfadr  mystic  wiU : 
From  storm  and  trouble  thus  a  settled  calm. 
At  last,  effulgent,  o*er  Britannia  amii'd.        [< 

"  The  gathering  tempest,  HcAveo-oomnuHioa' 
Came  in  the  prince  %  wbo^  drunk  wkh  flattv 

dreamt. 
His  vain  pacific  ouunsda  rul'd  the  world  ; 
Though  8com*d  abroad,  bewildcr'd  in  a  maaa 
Of  fruitless  treaties ;  while  at  hone  cnslav'd. 
And  by  a  worthlesa  crew  insatiate  drain'd. 
He  lost  his  people's  confidence  and  love ; 
Irreparable  loss !  whence  crowns  become 
An  anxious  burden.     Years  inglorious  paas'd : 
Triumphant  Spain  the  vengeful  diwif^  ^^Vf^  * 
Abandoned  Fiederickf  pin'd,  and  R«lcigfa  bled. 
But  nothing  that  to  these  internal  brails, 
That  rancour,  he  began ;  wlifle  hnrii 
He,  with  his  slavish  docton,  try*d  to  rear 
On  metaphysic,  on  enchanted  ground  |, 
And  all  the  maiy  quibbles  of  the  acfaools : 
As  if  for  one,  and  sometimes  for  the  wont. 
Heaven  had  mankind  in  vengeance  only 
Vain  the  pretence !  not  so  the  diro  effect. 
Hie  fierce,  the  foolish  discord  tfaence  dcriv'd), 
That  tears  the  country  still,  by  par^-nge 
And  ministerial  clamour  kept  aJive. 
In  action  weak,  and  for  the  wordy  war 
Best  fitted,  faint  thia  prince  pursu'd  fab  daim  t 
Content  to  teach  the  sutject  herd,  how  grcaty 
How  sacred  he !  <how  despicable  they ! 

*'  But  his  unyielding  son  |  theae  doctrioaadink. 
With  all  a  bigot's  rage  (who  never  dampa 
By  reasoning  his  fire) ;  and  what  they  taugbt 
Warm  and  tenacious,  into  practire  puab'd. 
Senates,  in  vain,  their  kind  restraint,  apply'd  i 
The  more  tiiey  struggled  to  support  the  laws^ 
His  justice-dreading  ministers  the  more         [ctec^ 
Drove  him  beyond  their  bounds.     Tff *d  with  the 
Of  fidthfiil  love^  and  with  the  flattery  pkas'd 
Of  fidse  designing  guilt,  the  fountain  be 
Of  public  wudom  uid  of  justice  shut.  5 
Wide  moum'd  the  land.     Straight  to  the  voted  aid 
F^«e,  cordial,  larger  of  never-failing  source^ 
Ih'  ill^  imposition  foUow'dhar*, 
With  execration  given,  or  ruthless  pquees'd 
FVom  an  insulted  people,  by  a  band 
Of  the  worst  ruflians,  those  of  tyrant  posrcr. 
Oppressbn  walk'd  at  large,  and  pour'd  abrand 

*  James  I. 

f  Elector  Palatine,  and  who  had  been  chosen 
King  of  Bohemia,  but  was  stript  of  all  his  domi- 
nions and  dignities  by  tlie  Emperor  Ferdinand, 
while  James  the  First,  his  father-in-law,  being 
amused  from  time  to  time,  endeavoured  to  mediate 
a.  peace. 

\  Hie  monstrous^  and  till  then  unheard-of  doc* 
trines  of  divine  indefeasible  hereditary  ri^t, 
obedience,  &c. 

§  The  parties  of  ¥^  and  Tofy. 

I   Charles  I. 

'  ^Vrliamcnti^ 
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Her  unrelenting  tnin  :  informera,  sfnvt, 

Dlood-hounds,  that  sturdy  frc!edom  to  the  grove 

Pursue ;  projectors  of  aggrieving  sdiemes 

Commeroe  to  load  for  unprotected  seas  *, 

To  sell  the  starving  many  to  the  few  f , 

And  drain  a  thousand  ways  th'  exhausted  land. 

£v*D  fironi  that  healing  place,  whence  peace  should 

flow. 
And  gospel  trudif  inhuman  bigots  shed 
Their  poison  round  \  ;  and  on  the  venal  bench, 
Instead  of  justice,  party  held  the  scale, 
And  violence  the  sword.     A£Sicted  years. 
Too  patient,  felt  at  last  their  vengeance  ftjU. 

**  Mid  the  low  muimun  of  submissive  fear  ^ 
And  mingled  rage,  my  Hampden  rais'd  his  voice, 
And  to  the  laws  appeal'd ;  the  lavrs  no  more 
In  judgment  sate  behoved  some  other  ear. 
When  instant  tram  the  keen  resentive  North, 
By  kmg  oppression  by  religion  rous'd. 
The  gtwidian  army  came.     Beneath  its  wing 
Was  called,  though  meant  to  furnish  hostile  aid, 
The  more  than  Roman  senate.     There  a  flame 
Broke   ou^  that  clear'd,  oonsum'd,  renew*d  the 

land. 
In  deep  emotion  huri'd,  nor  Greece,  nor  Rome, 
Indignsmt  bursting  ftom  a  tyrant's  chain, 
Mliile,  full  of  me,  each  agitated  soul 
Strung  every  nerve,  and  flam'd  in  every  eye, 
Had  e'er  beheld  such  light  and  heat  combin*d  \ 
Such  heada  and  hearts !  such  dreadful  seal,  led  on 
By  calm  majestic  wisdom,  taught  its  course 
What  nuisance  to  devour;  such  wisdom  fir*d 
With  unabating  seal,  and  aim*d  sincere 
To  clear  the  weedy  state,  restore  the  laws, 
And  for  the  future  to  secure  their  sway. 

**  This  then  the  purpose  of  my  mildest  sons. 
But  man  is  blind.     A  nation  once  ini!am*d 
f  Chiel^  shcmld  the  breath  of  foctious  fury  blow. 
With  die  wild  rsge  of  mad  enthusiast  swell'd) 
Not  easy  cools  again.     From  breast  to  breast, 
From  eye  to  eye,  the  kindling  passions  mix 
In  heigliten*d  blase ;  and,  ever  wise  and  just. 
High  Heaven  to  gracious  ends  directs  the  storm. 
Thus,  in  one  conflagration  Britain  wrapt. 
And  by  conftision's  hwless  sons  despoird,  [ground. 
King,    lords,    and   commons,  thundering  to   the 
SacceaaiYe,  rush'd  —  Lo !  from  their  ashes  rose, 
Gay.beaming  radiant  youth,  the  pbeenix^tate.  § 

**  The  grievous  yoke  of  vassalage,  the  yoke 
Of  priTate  life,  lay  by  those  flames  dissoiv'd ; 
And,  from  the  wasteful,  the  luxurious  king  ||, 
Was  puichas*d  that  which  taught  the  young  to 

bend.  ^ 
Stronger  restor'd,  the  commons  tax'd  the  whole. 
And  built  on  thai  eternal  rock  their  power. 
The  crown,  of  its  hereditary  wealth 
Despoird,  on  senates  more  dependent  grew, 
And  they  more  frequent,  more  assur*d.     Yet  liv'd. 
And  in  ftill  vigour  spread  that  bitter  root, 
Tlie  passive  d^trines,  by  their  patrons  first 


*  Ship-money. 

f  MoBopolies. 

I  The  raging  higb-churdi  sermons  of  these 
times,  in^inng  at  once  a  spirit  of  slavi  >h  submis- 
Hon  to  tfie  court,  and  of  bitter  persecution  against 
tboM  whom  they  call  Church  and  State  Puritans 

5  At  the  Restoration. 

II  Charles  II. 

5  Court  of  wards. 


Oppo8*d  ferodous»  when  they  touch  thcmsclre^ 

This  wild  delusive  cant ;  the  nub  cabal 

Of  hungry  courtiers,  ravenous  for  prey ; 

The  bigot,  restless  in  a  double  chain 

To  bind  anew  the  land;  the  constant  need  , 

Of  finding  faithless  means,  of  shifting  forms, 

And  flattering  senates,  to  supply  his  waste ; 

These  tore  some  moments  from  the  careless  prince^ 

And  in  his  bresKt  awak'd  t^e  kindred  plan. 

By  dangerous  sofhiess  long  he  min*d  his  way ; 

By  subtle  arts,  dissimulation  deep  ; 

By  sliaring  what  corruption  showered,  profuse ; 

By  breathing  wide  tlie  gay  licentious  plague^ 

And  pleasing  manners,  fitted  to  deceive. 

"  At  last  Kulisided  the  delirious  joy. 
On  whose  high  billow,  from  the  saintly  reign 
The  nation  drove  too  far.     A  pensioned  king. 
Against  his  country  brib*d  by  Gallic  gold ; 
I'he  port  *  pernicious  sold,  the  Scylla  since. 
And  fell  Charybdis  of  the  British  seas ; 
Freedom  attack 'd  abroad  f,  vrith  surer  blow 
To  cut  it  off  at  home ;  the  saviour  league  | 
Of  Europe  broke ;  the  progress  ev*n  advanc*d 
Of  universal  sway  $,  which  to  reduce 
Such  sea^  of  blood  and  treasure  Britain  cost ; 
Tlie  millions,  by  a  generous  people  given. 
Or  squander'd  vile,  or  to  corrupt,  disgrace, 
And  awe  the  land  with  forces  not  their  own  J, 
Employ  *d ;  the  darling  church  herself  betray  *d ; 
All  thne,  broad-glaring,  op*d  the  general  eye, 
And  wak*d  my  spirit,  the  resisting  soul. 

«  Mild  was,  at  first,  and  half  asham'd,  the  check 
Of  senates,  shook  from  the  fantastic  dreaim 
Of  absolute  submission,  tenets  vile !  [rednc'd 

Which  slaves  would  blush  to  own,    and  whirh. 
To  practice,  always  honest  Nature  shock. 
Not  ev*n  the  mask  remov'd,  and  the  fierce  front 
Of  tyranny  disclos*d ;  nor  trampled  laws ; 
Nor  seix*d  each  badge   of   freeidom  through    tlie 

land^; 
For  Sidney  bleeding  for  the  unpublish'd  page; 
Nor  on  the  bench  avow*d  corruption  plac'd. 
And  murderous  rage  itself,  in  JefTeries'  form ; 
Nor  endless  act4  of  arbitrary  power, 
Cruel,  and  false,  could  raise  the  public  arm. 
Distrustful,  scatter*d,  of  combining  chiefs 
Devoid,  and  dreading  blind  rapacious  war. 
The  patient  public  turns  not,  till  impelled 
To  the  near  verge  of  ruin.     Hence  I  rous*d 
The  bigot  king  **,  and  hurried  fated  on 
His  measures  immature.     But  chief  his  seal, 
Out>flaming  Rome  herself  portentous  scar'd 
The  troubled  nation :  Mary's  horrid  days 
To  fancy  bleeding  rose,  and  the  dire  glare 
Of  Smithfield  ligbten*d  in  his  eyes  anew. 
Yet  silence  reign'd.    Each  on  another  scowl'd 
Rueful  amazement,  pressing  down  his  rage : 
As,  mustering  vengeance,  the  deep  thunder  fhnm% 
Avrefully  still,  waiting  the  high  command 
To  spring.  Straight  from  his  country  Europe  sav'd, 

•  Dunkirk. 

f  The  virar,  in  conjunction  with  FrancCi  against 
the  Dutch. 

\  Hie  triple  alliance. 

§  Under  Lewis  XIV. 

I  A  standing  army,  raised  vrithout  the  consent 
of  parliament 

5  The  charten  of  corpoiatioiMk 

••  James  II. 
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To  save  Britannia,  lo !  my  darling  son, 
Hian  hero  more,  the  patriot  of  mankind  ! 
Immortal  Nassau  came.     I  hushM  tlic  deep, 
By  demons  rous'd^  and  bade  tlie  listed  winds  *, 
Still  shifting  os  behoY*d,  with  various  breatli, 
Waft  the  deliverer  to  the  longing  shore. 
See !  wide  alive,  the  foaming  Channel  f  bright 
With  swelling  sails,  and  all  the  pride  of  war, 
Delightful  view !  when  Justice  draws  the  sword  : 
And,  mark !  diffusng  ardent  soul  around, 
And  sweet  contempt  of  death,  my  streaming  flag.  \ 
£v*n  advene  navies  §  bless'd  the  binding  gale, 
Kept  down  the  glad  acclaim,  and  silent  joy'd. 
Arriv*d,  the  pomp,  and  not  the  waste  of  arms 
Hb  progress  marked.     The  faint  opposing  host  || 
For  once,  in  yielding,  their  best  victory  found. 
And  by  desertion  prov*d  exalted  faith  ; 
While  his  the  bloodless  conquest  of  the  heart, 
Shouts  without  groan,  and  triumph  without  war. 
*'  Then  dawn*d  the  period  destin*d  to  confine 
Hie  surge  of  wild  prerogative,  to  raise 
A  mound  restraining  its  imperious  rage. 
And  bid  the  raving  deep  no  farther  flow. 
Nor  were,  without  that  fence,  tlie  swallow*d  state 
Better  than  Belgian  plains  without  their  dykes, 
Sustaining  weighty  seas.      This,  often  sav*d 
By  more  than  human  hand,  the  public  saw,    [yield 
And  seiz*d  tlie  white- wing*d  moment.     Pleas'd  to 
Destructive  power  ^,  a  wise  heroic  prince  *  * 
£v*n  lent  his  aid.— >Thrice  happy !  did  they  know 
Their  happiness,  Britannia's  bounded  kings. 
What  though  not  theirs  the  boast,    in  dungeon 

glooms 
To  plunge  bold  freedom ;  or,  to  cheerless  wilds, 
To  drive  him  from  the  cordial  face  of  friend ; 
Or  fierce  to  strike  him  at  the  midnight  hour, 
By  mandate  blind,  not  justice,  that  delights 
To  dare  the  keenest  eye  of  open  day. 
What  though  no  glory  to  control  the  laws, 
And  make  injurious  will  tlieir  only  rule, 
Tliey  deem  it !  what  though,  tools  of  wanton  power, 
Ptetiferous  armies  swarm  not  at  their  call ! 

*  The  Prince  of  Orange,  in  his  passage  to  Eng- 
land, though  his  fleet  had  been  at  first  dispersed  by 
a  storm,  was  afterwards  extremely  favoured  by  se- 
veral changes  of  wind. 

f  Rapin,  in  his  History  of  England.  —  **  The 
3d  of  November  the  fleet  entcr^  the  Channel, 
and  lay  between  Calais  and  Dover,  to  stay  for  the 
ships  that  were  behind.  Here  the  Prince  called  a 
council  of  war.  It  is  not  easy  to  imagine  what  a 
glorious  show  the  fleet  made.  Five  or  six  hundred 
ships  in  so  narrow  a  channel,  and  both  the  English 
and  French  shores  covered  with  numberless  qiecta- 
ton,  are  no  common  ught  For  my  part,  who 
was  then  on  board  the  fleet,  I  own  it  struck  me 
extremely." 

f  The  Piince  placed  himself  in  the  main  body, 
carrying  a  flag  with  English  colours,  and  their 
highnesses*  arms  surrounded  with  Uiis  motto: 
"  The  Protestant  Religion  and  the  Liberties  of 
England  ;**  and  underneath  the  motto  of  the  House 
of  Nassau,  Je  MainHendraiy  I  will  maintain.  — 
Rapin. 

§  The  English  fleet 

I  The  king's  army. 

^  By  the  bill  of  rights,  and  the  act  of  fuooea- 
sion. 

••   William  III. 


What  though  diey  give  not  a  tefentlcat  nvw 
Of  civil  furies,  proud  oppmsion*!  fangn ! 
To  tear  at  pleasure  the  dejected  land. 
With  starving  labour  pampering  idle  waste. 
To  clothe  the  naked,  feed  the  hungry,  wipe 
Hie  guihless  tear  from  lone  affliction'*  e)'e ; 
To  raise  hid  merit,  set  tfa'  alluring  li^ 
Of  virtue  high  to  view ;  to  nourish  arts, 
Direct  the  thunder  of  an  injur'd  state. 
Make  a  whole  glorious  people  sing  for  jor,    [(k)** 
Bless  human  kind,   and  through   the  dowawar. 
Of  future  times  to  spread  that  better  sun 
Which  lights  up  Briti&h  soul :  lor  deeds  Ukc  thv. 
The  dazxling  fair  career  unbounded  lies ; 
While  f  still  superior  bliss !)  the  dark  abnipt 
Is  kindly  barr'd,  the  precipice  of  ilL 
Oh,  luxury  divine !  O,  poor  to  this. 
Ye  giddy  glories  of  dcspiDtic  tlironcs! 
By  this,  by  this  indeed,  is  imag'd  Heaven, 
By  boundless  good,  without  tlie  power  of  iO. 

"  And  now  behold !  exalted  as  the  cope 
That  swells  immense  o'er  many-peopled  esnh. 
And  like  it  free,  my  fobric  stands  complete. 
The  Palace  of  the  I^ws.     To  the  four  Heatro- 
Four  gates  impartial  thrown,  unceasing  ctdhiIn 
With  kings  themselves  the  hearty  peasant  mix  d 
Pour  urgent  in.     And  though  to  diflTenrnt  noks 
Responsive  place  belongs  y^  equal  q>reacl« 
The  sheltering  roof  o'er  all ;  while  plenty  flows 
And  glad  contentment  echoes  round  the  wlnle. 
Ye  floods,  descend!  ye  winds,  confirming,  bli>«  ' 
Nor  outward  tempest,  nor  corrosive  time. 
Nought  but  the  felon  undermining  hand 
Of  dark  corruption,  can  its  frame  dissolve, 
And  lay  the  toil  of  ages  in  the  dusL" 


THE  PROSPECT: 

aUKO  THK  FITTH  TKWT  OF 

LIBERTY, 
A  roKM. 

The  Contents  cf  Part  V, 

The  author  addresses  the  goddess  of  Liberty,  irri- 
ing  the  happiness  and  grandeur  of  Great  Briuir. 
as  arising  from  her  influence.  She  resumes  Kr 
discourse,  and  points  out  tlie  chief  virtues  «hidi 
are  necessary  to  maintain  her  establishment  thin- 
Reconomends,  as  its  last  ornament  and  finishir.;, 
sciences,  fine  arts,  and  public  works.  Tbee> 
couragement  of  these  urged  from  the  exixnp!^-  ti 
France;  though  under  a  deqwtic  govrrnDunu 
"Die  whole  concludes  with  a  prospect  of  futurs 
times,  given  by  the  goddess  of  Liberty :  thi^  ^ 
scribed  by  the  author,  as  it  passes  in  vision  bekte 
him. 

Hxas  interposing,  as  the  goddess  paus'd  !— 
**  Oh,  blest  Britannia !  in  thy  presence  blest, 
Thou  guardian  of  mankind !  whence  spring,  ahv^i 
All  hunuin  grandeur,  happiness,  and  fame: 
For  toil,  by  thee  protected,  feels  no  pain ; 
The  poor  man's  lot  with  niilk  and  honey  flows ; 
And,  gilded  with  thy  rays,  ev'n  death  looks  gsy. 
Let  other  lands  the  potent  blessings  boast 
Of  more  exalting  suns.     Let  Asia's  woods, 
Untended,  yield  the  vegetable  fleece : 
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And  let  the  little  iiuocUartist  foraiy 

On  higher  life  intent,  its  silken  tomb. 

Let  wondering  rocks,  in  radiant  birth,  disclose 

The  ▼aiious-tinctur'd  children  of  the  Sun. 

From  the  prone  beam  let  more  delicious  fruits 

A  flaTCNir  drink,  that  in  one  piercing  taste 

Bids  each  combine.     Let  Gallic  vineyards  bunt 

With  floods  of  jojr ;  with  mild  balsamic  juice 

The  T^iacan  olive.     Let  Arabia  breathe 

Her  spicy  gales,  her  vital  gums  distil. 

Turbid  with  gold  let  soutlKm  rivers  flow : 

And  orient  floods  draw  soft,  o*eT  pearls,  their  maie. 

Let  Afric  vaunt  her  treasures  ;  let  Pbni 

Deep  in  her  bowels  her  own  ruin  breed, 

The  yellow  traitor  that  her  bliss  betray'd,  — 

UnequmU*d  bliss !  ^and  to  unequallM  rage  ] 

Tet  mn-  the  gorgeous  East,  nor  golden  South, 

Nor,  in  full  prime,  that  new-diacover'd  world, 

Where  flames  the  falling  day,  in  wealth  and  praise, 

Shall  with  Britannia  vie,  while,  goddess,  slie 

Derives  her  praise  from  thee,  her  matchless  charms, 

Her  hearty  fruits  the  hand  of  freedom  own. 

And,  w«nn  with  culture,  her  thick-clustering  fields 

^olific  teem.     Eternal  verdure  crowns 

Her  meads ;  her  gardens  smile  eternal  spring. 

She  gives  the  hunter-horse,  unquellM  by  toil, 

Ardent,  to  rush  into  the  rapid  chase : 

She,  whitening  o'er  her  downs,  diffusive,  poun 

Unnumber'd  flocks :  she  weaves  the  fleecy  robe, 

Tliat  wraps  the  nations :  she  to  lusty  droves. 

The  richnt  pasture  spreads ;  and,  hers,  deep-wave 

Atttttmnal  seas  of  pleasing  plenty  round. 

These  her  delights :  and  by  no  baneful  herb, 

No  darting  tiger,  no  grim  lion's  glare. 

No  fierce-dcacending  wolf,  no  serpent  roll'd 

In  spires  immense  progressive  o*er  the  land, 

Distiarb'd.     Enlivening  these,  add  cities,  full 

Of  wealth,  of  trade,  of  cheerfiil  toiling  crowds ; 

Add  thriving  towns ;  add  villages  and  farms, 

Innumcrous  sow'd  along  the  lively  vale, 

Where  bold  unrivall'd  peasants  happy  dwell : 

Add  ancient  seats,  with  venerable  oaks 

Embosom'd  high,  while  kindred  floods  below 

Wind  through  the  mead ;  and  those  of'  modem 

hand,        i 
More  pompous,  add,  that  splendid  shine  afar. 
Need  I  her  limpid  lakes,  her  rivers  name. 
Where  swarm  the  finny  race?     Thee,  chief,  O 

Thames! 
On  whose  each  tide,  glad  with  returning  sails, 
Flows  in  the  mingled  harvest  of  mankind  ? 
And  thee,  thou  Severn,  whose  prodigious  swell, 
And  waves,  resounding,  imitate  the  main  ? 
Whj  need  I  name  her  deep  capacious  ports. 
That  point  around  the  world  ?  and  why  her  seas  ? 
All  ocean  is  her  own,  and  every  land 
To  whom  her  ruling  thunder  ocean  bears. 
She  too  the  mineral  feeds :  th*  obedient  lead. 
The  warlike  iron,  nor  the  peaceful  less, 
Forming  of  life  art-dviliz'd  the  bond ; 
And  what  the  Tyrian  merchant  sought  of  old  *, 
Not  dreaming  then  of  Britain's  brighter  fame. 
She  rears  to  freedom  an  undaunted  race : 
Compatriot,  sealous,  hospitable,  kind, 
Hera  the  warm  Cambrian  :  hers  the  lofty  Scot, 
To  hardship  tam'd,  active  in  arts  and  aims, 
Fir'd  with  a  restless,  an  impatient  flame, 
Hiat  leads  htm  raptur'd  where  ambition  evils : 

•  Tin. 


And  English  merit  hers;  where  nieet,  combin'd, 
Whate'er  high  fancy,  sound  judicious  thought. 
An  ample  generous  heart,  undrooping  soul, 
And  firm  tenacious  valour  can  bestow. 
Great  nurse  of  fruits,  of  fiocka(  of  commerce,  she ! 
Great  nurse  of  men !     By  thee,  O  goddess,  tau|^f» 
Her  old  renown  I  trace,  disclose  her  source 
Of  wealth,  of  grandeur,  and  to  Britons  sing 
A  strain  the  Muses  never  touch'd  before. 

'<  But  how  shall  this  thy  mighty  kingdom  stand  7 
On  what  unyielding  base  ?  how  finish'd  shine  ?** 

At  this  her  eye,  collecting  all  its  fire, 
Beam'd  more  than  human ;  and  her  aweful  vdci^ 
Majestic,  thus  she  rais'd  —  **  To  Britons  bear 
lliis  closing  strain,  and  with  intenser  note 
Loud  let  it  sound  in  their  awaken 'd  ear. 

**  On  virtue  can  alone  my  kingdom  stand. 
On  public  virtue,  every  virtue  join'd. 
For,  lost  thb  social  cement  of  mankind. 
The  greatest  empires,  by  scarce  felt  degrees. 
Will  moulder  soft  away,  till,  tottering  loose, 
Tliey  prone  at  last  to  total  ruin  rush. 
Unblest  by  virtue,  government  a  league 
Becomes,  a  circling  junto  of  the  great. 
To  rob  by  law  ;  religion  mild  a  yoke 
To  tame  the  stooping  soul,  a  trick  of  state 
To  mask  their  rapine,  and  to  share  the  prey. 
What  are  .without  it  senates,  save  a  face 
Of  consultation  deep  and  reason  free. 
While  the  determin'd  voice  and  heart  are  sold  ? 
What  boasted  freedom,  save  a  sounding  name  ? 
And  what  election,  but  a  market  vile 
Of  slaves  self-barter'd  r     Virtue  !  witliout  tlice. 
There  is  no  ruling  eye,  no  nerve,  in  states ; 
War  has  no  vigour,  and  no  safety  peace : 
Ev'n  justice  warps  to  party,  laws  oppress. 
Wide  through  the  land  their  weak  protection  fails, 
First  broke  the  balance,  Hud  then  scorn'd  the  sword* 
Thus  nations  sink,  society  dissolves ; 
Rapine  and  guile  and  violence  break  loofe, 
Everting  life,  and  turning  love  to  gall ; 
Man  hates  the  face  of  man,  and  Indian  woods 
And  Libya's  hissing  sands  to  him  are  tame. 

"  By  those  three  virtues  be  the  frame  sustained 
Of  British  Freedom :  independent  life ; 
Integrity  in  office ;  and,  o'er  all 
Supreme,  a  passion  for  the  common-weal.         [gift, 

"  Hail !  Independence,  hail !  Heaven's  next  beat 
To  that  of  life  and  an  immortal  soul ! 
The  life  of  life !  that  to  the  banquet  high 
And  sober  meal  gives  taste ;  to  the  bow'd  roof 
Fair-dream'd  repose,  and  to  the  cottage  charm& 
Of  public  freedom,  hail,  thou  secret  source ! 
Whose  streams,  from  every  quarter  confluent,  form 
My  better  Nile,  that  nurses  human  life. 
By  rills  firom  thee  deduc'd,  irriguous,  fed. 
The  private  field  looks  gay,  with  Nature's  wealth 
Abtmdant  flows,  and  blooms  with  each  delight 
That  Nature  craves.     Its  happy  master  there. 
The  only  freeman,  walks  his  pleasing  round : 
Sweet-featur'd  Peace  attending ;  fearless  Truth ; 
Firm  Rcaolution  ;  Goodness,  blessing  all 
That  can  rejoice ;  Contentment,  surest  friend ; 
And,  still  fresh  stores  from  Nature's  book  deriv*d, 
Philosophy,  companion  ever  new. 
These  cheer  his  rural,  and  sustain  or  fire. 
When  into  action  call'd,  his  busy  hours. 
Meantime  true  judging  moderate  desires. 
Economy  and  taste,  combin'd,  direct 
His  clear  affairs,  and  from  debauching  fiends 
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Secure  bis  little  kmgiinm.     Nor 
Whom  fortune  heepa^  without  theee  irirtue%  readi 
That  truce  with  pain,  diet  eniineffd  eaie^ 
That  self-enjoynient  <q"inging  from  witUn ; 
lYiat  Indepoideacc^  mddm,  or  retired. 
Which  make  the  foundest  Uise  of  man  below : 
But,  lost  beneath  the  nibfaiah  of  their  means. 
And  drein*d  by  wants  to  nature  all  unknown, 
A  wandering,  tasteteasy  gaily  wretched  train. 
Though  rich,  are  beggars,  and  though  noble,  fdaves. 
«  Lo !   damn*d  to  wealth,  at  what  a  gross  ex- 


They  purchase  disappointment,  pain,  and  shame^, 

Instead  of  hearty  hospitable  cheer. 

See !  bow  the  hall  with  brutal  liot  flows; 

While  in  the  foaming  flood,  fermenting,  steep'd. 

The  country  maddens  into  party-rage. 

Mark  >  those  diagraceful  pfles  of  wood  and  stone ; 

Those  parks  and  gardens,  where,  his  haunts  be- 

trimm'd. 
And  Nature  by  presunqituous  ait  oppress'd. 
The  woodland  genius  mourns     See!  tteftiU  board 
TlMt  streama  diagust,  and  boiHs  that  give  no  joy : 
No  truth  invited  thane,  to  feed  the  mind ; 
Nor  wit,  the  wine  rgoidng  reaaon  quafik 
Hark  f  how  the  dome  with  inaolenoe  reaound% 
With  those  retain'd  by  vanity  to  acare 
Repose  and  friends.     To  tyrant  fiHhion  mark 
The  costly  worship  paid,  to  the  broad  gase 
Of  foohk     From  still  delusive  day  to  day, 
l«d  an  eternal  round  of  lying  hope. 
See !  self-abandon'd,  how  th^  roam  adrif^ 
Daah*d  o*cr  the  town,  a  miserable  wreck ! 
Then  to  adorn  some  warbling  eunuch  tum*d. 
With  Midas*  ears  they  crowd ;  or  to  the  bun 
Of  masquerade  unblushing  ;  or,  to  show 
Tbdr  scorn  of  Nature,  at  the  tragic  scene 
They  mirthful  sit,  or  prove  the  comic  true. 
But,  chief,  behold !  around  the  rattling  board, 
The  civil  robbers  rang*d ;  and  ev'n  the  &ir. 
The  tender  fiur,  each  sweetness  laid  aside* 
As  fierce  for  plunder  as  all-licens'd  troops 
In  some  sack*d  dty.     Thus  di88olv*d  their  wealth. 
Without  one  generous  luxury  dissolv'd, 
Or  quarter'd  on  it  many  a  needless  want,  ^ 

At  ttie  throng*d  levee  bends  the  veiud  tribe : 
With  fair  but  faithless  smiles  each  varnished  o*er. 
Each  smooth  as  those  that  mutually  deceive, 
And  for  their  falsehood  each  despising  each  ; 
Till  shook  their  patron  by  the  wintery  winds, 
Wide  flies  the  wither*d  shower,  and  leaves  him  bare. 
O,  &r  superior  AfHc's  sable  sons. 
By  merchant  pilfer'd,  to  tliese  willing  slaves ! 
And,  rich,  as  unsquees'd  favourite,  lo  tlieui, 
Is  he  wlio  can  his  virtue  boast  alone ! 

**  Britons !  be  firm  !— nor  let  corruption  sly 
Twine  round  your  heart  indissoluble  chains  ! 
Tlie  steel  of  Brutus  burst  the  grosser  bonds 
By  Caesar  cast  o'er  Rome ;  but  still  remain'd 
Tlie  soft  enchanting'  fetters  of  the  mind. 
And  other  Caesars  rose.     Determined,  hold 
Your  independence  !  for,  that  once  destroy'd, 
Unfounded,  freedom  is  a  morning  dream. 
That  flits  aerial  from  the  spreading  eye. 

*'  Forbid  it.  Heaven !  that  ever  I  need  urge 
Integrity  in  oflice  on  my  sons ! 
InculGate  common  h<mour  —  not  to  rob  •— 
And  whom  ?  —  The  gracious,  the  confiding  hand, 
'Xliat  lavishly  rewards ;  tlie  toiling  poor. 
Whose  cup  with  many  a  bitter  drop  is  mixt : 


The  guardian  public ;  cvttyftcelhey 
And  every  fnoid ;  mqr,  in  eflect. 
As  in  ftimliar  life,  the  villain's  fel 
Admits  no  cure ;  so,  vrhcn  a 
At  this  arrivo,  I  the  devoted 
Indignant  apum,  and  hopslaai 

**  But,  ah,  too  Uttie  known  to  modem 
Be  not  the  nobleat  paaaion  post  unsung ; 
That  ray  peculiar  firam  unbounded  love 
Effus'd,  which  kindlea  tte  heroic  aool  s 
Devotion  to  the  public.     Glorious  flame ! 
Celeatial  ardour !  in  what  unknown  wotUs, 
IVofuaely  acattcr'd  throu|^  the  blue  imnifw, 
Hast  thou  been  Ueasing  myriads,  since  in  BfWf^ 
Old  virtuous  Rome,  so  many  AatliUsi  names 
FVom  thee  their  lustre  drew  ?  since,  tmufjbt  by  dM^ 
Their  poverty  put  splendour  to  the  bluab, 
I^in  grew  luxurious,  and  ev'n  death  delight? 
O,  wilt  thou  ne'er,  in  thy  long  period,  look. 
With  blaae  direct,  on  thu  my  last  retreat  ? 

"  'Tis  not  enough,  from  self  right  nndei stood 
Reflected,  that  thy  rays  inflame  the  heart : 
Though  Virtue  not  disdains  appeals  to  aeU^ 
Dreads  not  the  trial :  all  her  joys  are  true. 
Nor  is  there  any  real  joy  save  hers. 
Far  less  the  tepid,  the  declaiming  race. 
Foes  to  corrupticHi,  to  its  wages  fiiends, 
Or  those  whom  private  passions  for  awhile^ 
Beneath  my  standard  list,  can  they  suflfee 
To  raise  and  fix  the  glory  of  my  reign  ? 

**  An  active  flood  of  universal  love 
Must  swell  the  breasL     First,  in  eflTuaoa  wid^ 
The  restless  spirit  roves  creaticm  round. 
And  seises  every  being :  stronger  then 
It  tends  to  life,  whate'er  the  kindred  aeaRli 
Of  bliss  allies :  then,  more  collected  still. 
It  urges  human-kind  :  a  passion  grown. 
At  last,  the  central  parent-public  calls 
lu  umiost  efibrt  forth,  awsikes  each  aenae. 
The  comely,  grand,  and  tender.     Without  Ab% 
This  awef 111  pant,  ahook  from  sublimcr  powen 
Than  those  of  self,  this  heavcn-inlus'd  ddigfa^ 
llus  moral  gravitation,  ruslnng  prone 
To  press  the  public  good,  my  system  aooa^ 
Traverse,  to  several  selfish  centres  drawiiy 
Will  reel  to  ruin :   while  for  ever  shut 
Stand  the  bright  portaJs  of  desponding  Fmnau 

"  From  sordid  self  shoot  up  no  shining  dead% 
None  of  those  ancient  lights,  that  gladden  Eai^ 
Give  grace  to  being,  and  arouse  the  brave 
To  jubt  ambition,  virtue's  quidccning  fire ! 
Life  tedious  grows,  an  idly-bustling  rooai^ 
FiU'd  up  vnth  actions  animal  and  mean, 
A  dull  gaaette !  Hi'  impatient  read 
Tlie  poor  historic  page  ;  till  kindly 
Oblivion,  and  nsdeems  a  people's 
Not  so  tlie  tiroes,  when  emi 
Greece  slione  in  genius,  science,  and  in 
And  Rome  in  virtues  dreadful  to  be  told ! 
To  live  was  glory  then !  and  charm'd  mankind 
Through  the  deep  periods  of  devolving  timc^ 
Those,  raptur'd,  copy !  these,  astonish'd,  read. 

"  True,  a  corrupted  state, 
And  every  wm»n«MWM  foul,  Uus 
Who  can,  unshock'd,  bdiold  the  crud  eye? 
The  pale  inveigling  smile  ?  the  ruffian  firont  ? 
The  wretdi  abandmi'd  to  relentkaa  self. 
Equally  vile  if  miser  or  profuse  ? 
Powera  not  of  God,  aaaiduous  to  anrupt  ? 
The  fell  deputed  ^Tant,  who  devonra 
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Iw  poor  oDd  wowy  sk  dmincc  Aoni  ndfon  ?^ 
)elinoi»  laction  beilowiog  loud  my  naine? 
lie  fahe  fair  iWHiHiiig  patriot's  boUow  boost? 
L  race  KsolVd  on  bondage,  fierce  for  chaiiii^ 
f  y  sacred  rights  a  mcrcfaandise  alone 
^steenaing^  tatd  to  work  their  feeder's  will 
\j  dteds,  a  faoiroiir  to  mankind,  prepar'd, 
Ls  were  the  dr^gs  of  Romulus  of  old  ? 
?bo  these  indeed  can  undetesting  lee !  -^ 
iut  who  unpitying  ?  To  the  generous  eye 
yisxrem  is  nrtoe !  and,  though  self-betray'd, 
i  people  struggling  with  their  fate  must  rouse 
.Iw  hero's  throb.     Nor  can  a  land,  at  once, 
\e  lost  to  virtue  quite.     How  glorious  then ! 
It  luxury  for  gods !  to  save  tiK  good, 
'nicect  the  feeble*  dash  bold  .vice  aside, 
depress  the  wicked,  and  restore  the  fraiL 
baterity,  besides,  the  young  are  pure, 
.nd  ions  nwy  tinge  their  faSber's  cheek  with  shame. 
**  Should  then  the  times  anriYe  (which  Heaven 

avert!) 
hat  Britons  bold  unncrv'd,  not  by  the  force 
farms,  more  generous,  and  more  manly,  quell'd, 
'ut  by  cofTupdon's  soul-dejecting  arts. 
Its  impudent !  and  gross !  by  their  own  gold, 
n  pert  bestow'd,  to  bribe  them  to  give  alL 
Hth  party  raging,  or  immers'd  in  sloth, 
bould  tfa^  Britannia's  well-fought  laurels  yield 
b  slUy-pCooquering  Gaul ;  ev'n  from  her  brow 
et  her  own  naval  oak  be  basely  torn, 
7  such  as  tremble  at  the  stiffening  gsle, 
nd  nerveless  sink  while  others  sing  rejoic'd. 
r  (darker  prospect !  scarce  one  gleam  behind 
isclosing)  should  the  broad  ooiruptive  plague 
reatfae  firom  the  dty  to  the  farthest  hut, 
hat  sits  serene  within  the  forest  shade ; 
be  faver'd  people  fire,  inflame  thdr  wants, 
nd  their  luxurious  thirst,  so  gathering  rage, 
bat,  were  a  buyer  found,  they  stand  prepar'd 

0  sell  their  birthright  for  a  cooling  draught, 
lould  shameless  pens  for  plain  corruption  plead; 
be  hir'd  niisaaiins  of  the  commonweal ! 

leem'd  the  declaiming  rant  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
iKNild  public  virtue  grow  the  public  scoff*, 
ill  private*  failiug>  •^A®"  through  the  land : 
111  round  the  city  loose  mechanic  want, 
•ire-prowling  nightly,  makes  the  cheerful  haunts 
f  men  more  hideous  than  Numidian  wilds, 
or  from  its  fury  sleeps  the  vale  in  peace ; 
nd  murders,  horrours,  perjuries  abound : 
ay,  till  to  lowest  deeds  the  highest  stoop ; 
be  rich,  like  starving  wretches,  thirst  for  gold ; 
nd  those,  on  whom  the  vernal  showers  of  Heaven 
11-bounteous  fall,  and  that  prime  lot  bestow, 
power  to  live  to  Nature  and  themselves, 

1  sick  attendance  wear  their  anxious  days, 
1th  fortune,  joyless,  and  with  honours,  mean, 
ieantime,  perfaapi^  profosion  flows  around, 

he  waste  of  war,  without  the  works  of  peace  ; 
0  mark  of  millions,  in  the  gulph  sbsorpt 
f  uncreating  vice*  none  but  the  rsge 
r  nms'd  corruption  still  demanding  more. 
Mt  very  portion,  which  (by  fiuthful  skill 

*  Lord  Moleswortfa,  in  his  account  of  Denmark, 
yn:  ^**  It  is  observed,  that  in  limited  monarchies 
d  commonwealths,  a  neighbourhood  to  the  seat  of 
e  government  is  advantageous  to  the  sulgectsj 
lile  the  distant  provincea  are  less  thriving,  and 
ore  liable  to  eppnfirioa" 


Employ'd)  might  mtke  the  smiling  public  rear 
Her  ornamented  head,  drill'd  through  the  hands 
Of  mercenary  tools,  serves  but  to  nurse 
A  locust  band  witldn,  and  in  the  bud 
Leaves  starv'd  each  work  of  dignity  and  use. 

"  I  paint  the  worst.     But  should  these  times 
arrive. 
If  any  nobler  passion  yet  remain. 
Let  all  my  sons  all  parties  fling  aside. 
Despise  their  nonsense,  and  together  join ; 
Let  worth  and  virtue,  scorning  low  despair. 
Exerted  foil,  ftom  every  quiver  shine, 
Commix'd  in  heigbten'd  bhoe.     Light  flash'd  ti 

light. 
Moral,  or  intellectual,  more  intense 
By  giring  glows.     As  on  pure  Winter's  eve. 
Gradual,  the  stars  efiUlge ;  fiunter,  at  first. 
They,  straggling,  rise ;  but  when  the  radiant  host, 
In  thick  profusion  pour'd,  shine  out  immense, 
Each  casting  vivid  influence  on  each. 
From  pole  to  pole  a  glittering  deluge  plays. 
And  worlds  above  rejoice,  and  men  below. 

**  But  why  to  Britons  this  superfluous  strain  ?  — 
Grood^nature,  lionest  truth  ev'n  somewhat  blunt. 
Of  crooked  baseness  an  indignant  scorn, 
A  seal  unyielding  in  their  country's  cause. 
And  ready  bounty,  wont  to  dwell  with  them  — 
Nor  only  wont— Wide  o'er  the  land  diffus'd. 
In  many  a  blest  redreroent  still  they  dwell. 

*'  To  softer  prospect  turn  we  now  the  view. 
To  Uurel'd  science,  arts,  and  public  works. 
That  lehd  my  finish'd  fabric  comely  pride, 
Grandeur,  and  grace.     Of  sullen  genius  be ! 
Cun'd  by  the  Muses !  by  the  Grsces  loath'd ! 
Who  deems  beneath  the  public's  high  regard 
These  last  enlivening  touches  of  my  reign. 
However  puff*  d  with  power,  and  gorg'd  with  wealtl^ 
A  nation  be ;  let  trade  enormous  rise. 
Let  East  and  Soudi  their  mingled  treasure  pour, 
TUl,  swell'd  impetuous,  the  corrupting  flood 
Burst  o'er  the  dty,  and  devour  the  land : 
Yet  these  neglected,  these  recording  arts, 
Wealth  rots,  a  nuisance ;  and,  oblivious  sunk. 
That  nation  must  another  Carthage  lie. 
If  not  by  them,  on  monumental  brass. 
On  sculptur'd  marble,  on  the  deathless  page. 
Imprest,  renown  had  left  no  trace  behind : 
In  vain,  to  foture  timea,  the  sage  had  thought. 
The  le^^ator  plann'd,  the  hero  found 
A  beauteous  death,  the  patriot  toil'd  in  vain. 
Th'  awarden  they  of  Fame's  hnmortal  wreath, 
They  rouse  ambition,  they  the  mind  exalt, 
Give  great  ideas,  lovely  forms  infose, 
Delight  the  general  eye^  and,  drest  by  tfaem« 
The  moral  Venus  glows  with  double  charmsb 

"  Sdcnce,  my  dose  assonate,  stall  attends 
Where'er  I  go.     Sometimes,  in  simple  guise, 
She  walks  &  furrow  with  the  consul  swain, 
Whi^iering  unletter'd  wisdom  to  the  heart. 
Direct ;  or,  sometimes,  in  the  pompous  robe 
Of  fancy  drest,  she  duums  Athenian  wits, 
And  a  whole  sapient  dty  round  her  burns. 
Then  o'er  her  brow  Minerva's  terrours  nod; 
¥^th  Xenophon,  sometimes,  in  dire  extremes, 
She  breathes  deliberate  soul,  and  makes  retreetf 
Unequall'd  glory ;  with  die  Tlieban  sage* 
Epaminondas,  first  and  best  of  men  ! 

f  Hie  fiunous  retreat  of  the  Ten  Ibouaand  ww 
chiefly  conducted  by  Xenophon. 
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Somedmes  die  bids  the  deq>-«iiil»ttled  hotty 
Above  the  \ulgar  reach,  resBtleas  fonn'd, 
March  to  sure  conquest  —  never  gain'd  before  !* 
Nor  on  tte  treacherous  seas  of  giddy  state 
Unskilful  she ;  when  the  triumphant  tide 
Of  high-swoln  empire  wears  one  boumlless  smtle^ 
And  the  gale  tempts  to  new  pursuits  of  fame, 
Sometimes  with  Scipio^  she  collects  her  sail. 
And  seeks  the  blissful  shcne  of  rural  ease. 
Where,  but  th*  Aonian  maids,  no  sjrens  sing  ; 
Or  should  the  deep-brew*d  tempest  muttering  ris^ 
•While  rocks  and  shoals  perfidious  lurk  around. 
With  TuUy  she  her  wide  reviving  light 
To  senates  holds,  a  Catiline  confounds. 
And  saves  awhile  from  Ciesar  sinking  Rome. 
Such  the  kind  power,  whose  piercing  eye  dissolves 
Each  mental  fetter,  and  sets  reason  free ; 
For  me  inspiring  an  enlighten'd  teal, 
*rbe  more  tenacious  as  the  more  convinced 
How  happy  freemen,  and  how  wretched  slaves. 
To  Britons  not  unknovm,  to  Britons  full 
Tlie  goddess  spreads  her  stores,  the  secret  soul 
That  quickens  trade,  the  breath  unseen  that  wafts 
To  ihcm  the  treasures  of  a  ba]anc*d  world. 
But  finer  aits  (save  what  the  Muse  has  sung 
In  daring  flight,  above  all  modem  wing) 
Neglected  droop  the  head ;  and  public  works, 
Broke  by  corruption  into  private  gain. 
Not  ornament,  disgrace ;  not  serve,  destroy. 

"  Shall  Britons,  by  their  own  joint  wisdom  rul*d 
Beneath  one  royal  head,  whose  vital  power 
Connects,  enlivens,  and  exerts  the  whole ; 
In  finer  arts,  and  public  works,  shall  they 
To  Gallia  yield  ?  yield  to  a  land  that  bends, 
Deprest,  and  broke,  beneath  the  vrill  of  one  ? 
Of  one  who,  should  th*  unkingly  thirst  of  gold, 
Of  tyrant  passions,  or  ambition,  prompt. 
Calls  locust  armies  o*er  the  blasted  land : 
Drains  from  its  tliirsty  bounds  the  springs  of  wealth. 
His  own  insatiate  reservoir  to  fill : 
To  the  lone  desert  patriot  merit  frowns. 
Or  into  dungeons  arts,  wlien  they,  their  chains, 
Indignant,  bursting,  for  their  nobler  works 
All  other  licence  scorn  but  Troth's  and  mine. 
Oh,  shame  to  think  !  shall  Britons,  in  die  field 
Unconquer*d  still,  the  better  laurel  lose  ? 
£v*n  in  that  monarch's  f  reign,  who  vainly  dreamt, 
By  giddy  power,  betray*d,  and  flatter*d  fmde. 
To  gmsp  unbounded  sway;  while,  swarming  round, 
His  armies  dar*d  all  Europe  to  the  field ; 
To  hostile  hands  while  treasure  flow'd  proftise. 
And,  that  great  souree  of  treasure,  subjects*  blood, 
Inhuman  squander'd,  sicken*d  every  land ; 
FVom  Britain,  chief,  while  my  superior  sons, 
In  vengeance  rushing,  dash*d  his  idle  hopes, 
And  bade  his  agonizing  heart  be  low : 
£v*n  then,  as  in  the  golden  calm  of  peace ! 
What  public  worits  at  home !  what  arts  arose ! 
What  various  science  shone  !  what  genius  glow*d ! 

*'  *Tls  not  for  me  to  paint,  difiTusive  shot 
O'er  fiur  extents  of  land,  the  ahtntng  road ; 

*  Epaminondas,  after  having  beat  the  Lacede- 
monians and  their  allies,  in  the  batde  of  Leuctra, 
made  an  incursion  at  the  head  of  a  powerful  army 
into  Laconia.  It  was  now  six  hundred  years  since 
the  Dorians  had  possessed  this  country,  and  in  all 
that  time  the  face  of  an  enemy  had  not  been  seen 
within  their  territories.  —  Plutareh  in  AgcsiUus. 
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The  flood.eompellfaig  aftli ;  the  long  canal  *• 
Through  mountains  piercing,  and  uniting  sens 
The  dome  resounding  sweet  with  infant  joy  f  * 
From  fimiine  sav'd,  or  cruel-handed  sfaaoie. 
And  that  where  valour  counts  his  noble  sens; 
The  land  where  social  pleasure  loves  to  dwell. 
Of  the  fierce  demon,  Gotiuc  duel,  fheed  ; 
The  robber  fVom  his  fiutfaest  forest  cfaas*d ; 
The  tuibid  dty  dear'd,  and,  by  degrees, 
Into  sure  peace  the  best  police  refin'd. 
Magnificence,  and  grace,  and  decent  joy. 
Let  Gallic  bards  record,  how  honour'd  arts,    * 
And  science,  by  despotic  bounty  Uess'dl, 
At  distance  flourish*d  from  my  parcnt-cy«v 
Restoring  ancient  taste,  how  Boilean  raae^ 
How  the  big  Roman  soul  shook,  in  ComecUe, 
The  trembling  stage.     In  elegant  Rafdne, 
How  the  more  powerful,  though  morelianible 
Of  nature-painting  Greece,  recistleaa,  breaiL'd 
The  whole  awaken'd  heart.     How  Molicre's 
Chastis*d  and  regular,  with  well.judg*d  wit. 
Not  scatter*d  wild,  and  natire  humour,  grec'd, 
W|tf  life  itself.     To  public  honours  rus'd. 
How  learning  in  warm  seminaries  tpread  \  ; 
And,  more  for  glory  than  the  small  reward. 
How  emulation  strove.     How  their  pure  tm^ne 
Almost  obtain*d  what  vras  deny*d  their  ann& 
Firom  Rome,  awhile,  how  Faindng,  oomted  loi^ 
With  Poussin  came :  ancient  design,  that  lifts 
A  fiurer  front,  and  lock*  another  soul. 
How  the  kind  art  §,  that,  of  unvalued  price. 
Hie  fam*d  and  only  picture,  easy,  gives, 
Refin*d  her  touch,  and,  through  die  shadow*d  piece, 
All  the  live  spirit  of  the  painter  pour*d. 
Coyest  of  arts,  how  Sculpture  northvrard  de^*d 
A  look,  and  bade  her  Girardon  arise. 
How  lavish  grandeur  blas*d ;  the  barren 
Astonish'd,  saw  the  sudden  palace  svrell. 
And  fountains  spout  amid  its  arid  ahades. 
For  leagues,  bright  vistas  opening  to  the 
How  forests  in  majesdc  gardens  smil'd. 
How  menial  arts,  by  their  gay  sisters  tau^it. 
Wove  the  deep  flow'r,  the  blooming  foliage  tiaia'd 
In  joyous  figures  o'er  the  silky  lawn. 
The  palace  cheer'd,  illum*d  the  slory*d  wall. 
And  widi  the  pencil  vy*d  the  glowing  loom.} 

"  These  laurels,  Louis,  by  the  droppings  fat»*d 
Of  thy  profusion,  its  dishonour*d  shade,        [farov ; 
And,  green  through  future  times,  shall  bind  ifay 
While  the  vain  honours  of  perfidious 
Wither  abhorr*d,  or  in  oblivion  lost. 
With  what  prevailing  vigour  had  they 
And  stole  a  deeper  root,  by  the  full  ^de 
Of  war-sunk  millions  fed?     Superior  stiD, 
How  had  they  branched  luxuriant  to  the  skic% 
In  Britain  planted,  by  the  potent  juice 
Of  freedom  swell'd?  Fore*d  is  the  bloom  ofartK 
A  false  uncertain  spring,  when  bounty  giv«% 
Weak  without  me,  a  transitory  gleam. 
Fair  shine  the  slippery  days,  enddng  skies 
Of  favour  smile,  and  oourdy  brccKS  bkvw  ; 
Till  arts,  betny^d,  trust  to  the  flattering  air 
Their  tender  blossom :  then  malignant  rise 

*  The  canal  of  Langpedoc 
f  The  hospitals  for  foundlings  and  ioTalidik 
Z  The  academics  of  Sdence,  of  the  Belles  Lrttra, 
and  of  Painting. 
$  Engraving. 
I  Hw  t^wstry  of  the  Gobdin^ 
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Ik  bHgliii  of  cnvj,  of  tiiOM  ioMct-clouda, 
iMt,  blMwHng  merit,  often  ooTer  courtt : 
Isj,  should,  pwdMince,  some  kind  Macenas  aid 
rbe  doubtful  beuning*  of  hb  printers  soul, 
lb  wavering  ardour  fix,  and  unconfin'd 
>iffuae  his  warm  beneficence  around; 
ret  death,  at  last,  and  wintery  tyrants  oome^ 
Sacfa  ^rig  of  genius  killing  at  the  root 
lut  when  witfi  me  imperial  bounty  joins, 
¥ide  o'er  the  public  blows  eternal  Spring': 
¥fai]e  mingled  Autumn  eveiy  harvest  pours 
>f  every  land ;  whate*er  invention,  art, 
>eBting  toil  and  Nature  can  produce.-*' 

Here  ceas'd  the  goddess ;  and  her  ardent  wings, 
!)ipt  in  the  colours,  of  Uie  heavenly  bow, 
kood  waving  radiance  round,  for  sudden  flight 
'^vpar'd,  when  thus,  impatient,  burst  my  prayer. 
'  Oh,  Ibnning  light  of  life !   O,  better  Sun! 
iun  of  mankind !  by  whom  the  cloudy  north, 
bUixn'd,  not  enries  fjanguedocian  skies, 
[liat,  unstain*d  ether  all,  diffiisdve  smUe : 
fken  tkatt  we  call  thete  ancient  iaurelt  ours  f 
imt  token  thy  work  complete?**     Straight  with  her 

bestial  red,  die  toudi'd  my  darken'd  eyes. 
Ls  at  the  touch  of  di^  the  shades  dissolve, 
o  quick,  methought,  the  misty  circle  clear*d, 
lat  dims  the  dawn  of  being  here  below : 
Iw  future  shone  disdos'd,  and,  in  long  riew, 
Iright  rising  eras  instant  rush'd  to  light.       .[hold ! 

**  They  come!  great  Goddess !    I  the  times  be- 
lie times  our  &thers,  in  the  bloody  field, 
lave  e«m'd  so  dear,  and,  not  wi&  less  renown, 
n  the  warm  struggles  of  the  Senate  fight, 
rhe  times  I  see !  whose  glory  to  fupply, 
^or  toiling  ages,  commerce  round  the  world 
las  wing*d  unnumber'd  sails,  and  from  each  land 
laterials  bcap'd,  that,  well-employ'd,  with  Rome 
light  vie  our  grandeur,  and  with  Greece  our  art. 

"  Lo !  princes  I  bdiold  !  contriring  still, 
Lnd  still  oonducting  firm  some  brave  design ; 
Ungs !  that  the  narrow  joyless  circle  scorn, 
fatfst  the  blockade  of  fidse  designing  men, 
K  treacherous  smiles,  of  adulation  fell, 
knd  of  the  blinding  clouds  a^und  them  thrown: 
[lietr  court  rejoicing  millions ;  worth  alone, 
Lnd  virtue  dear  to  them ;  their  best  delight, 
n  just  proportion,  to  give  general  joy : 
lieir  jeakms  care  thy  kingdom  to  maintain ; 
fhe  public  glory  thdrs ;  unsparing  love 
Fbetr  endlesB  tressure ;  and  their  deeds  their  praise. 
Vitfa  tfaee  they  work.  Nought  can  resist  your  force : 
iie  leeb  it  quickening  in  her  dark  retreats ; 
Itroog  qanead  the  blooms  of  genius,  science,  art ; 
lis  baahftil  bounds  disclosing  merit  breaks ; 
Ind,  big  with  fruits  of  glory,  virtue  blows 
Szpanaive  o*er  the  land.     Another  race 
)f  generous  youth,  of  patriot-sires,  I  ste ! 
fot  tboae  vain  insects  fluttering  in  the  blitte 
yt  court,  and  ball,  and  play  ;  those  venal  sOuls, 
>)iTuption*s  veteran  unrelenting  bands, 
tliat,  to  their  rices  slaves,  can  ne'er  be  free. 

**  I  see  the  fountain's  purg-d ;  whence  life  derives 
k  clear  or  turbid  flow ;  see  the  young  mind 
^ot  fed  impure  by  chance,  by  flattery  fool'd. 
>r  by  flcholaadc  jargon  bloated  proud, 
Sut  fiU'd  and  nourish'd  by  the  light  of  truth. 
nien,  beam'd  through  (ancy  the  refining  ray, 
Vnd  pouring  on  the  heart,  the  passions  feel 
it  once  ihfbnning  light  and  moving  flame ; 


Till  moral,  public^  gneeful  adion  cfowaa 

Tlw  whole.     Behold !  the  fiur  contention  glows, 

In  all  that  mind  or  body  can  adorn. 

And  form  to  life.     Instead  of  barren  heads^ 

Barbarian  pedants,  wrangling  sons  of  pride^ 

And  truth-perplexing  metaphysic  wits. 

Men,  patriots,  chiefs,  and  dtisens  are  form'd. 

'*  Lo !  Justice,  like  the  liberal  light  of  Heaven, 
Unpurchas'd  shines  on  all,  and  from  her  beam, 
Appalling  guilt,  retire  the  savage  crew. 
That  prowl  amid  the  darkness  they  tharoaelves 
Have  thrown  around  the  laws.  Oppression  grievea : 
See !  how  her  legal  fbries  bite  the  lip, 
While  Yorks  and  Talbots  their  deep  snares  detect, 
And.seiie  swift  justice  through  the  clouds  they  raise. 

«  See !  social  Labour  lifts  his  guarded  head. 
And  men  not  yield  to  government  in  vain. 
Fkom  the  sure  land  is  rooted  ruflian  forces 
And,  the  lewd  nurse  of  villains,  idle  waste ;  [bowl, 
Lo !  rax'd  their  haunts,  down  daah'd  their  maddening 
A  nation's  poison  !  beauteous  order  reigns! 
Manly  submission,  unimposing  tcul, 
IVade  without  guile,  civility  that  marks 
From  the  foul  herd  of  brutal  slaves  thy  sons. 
And  fearless  peacew     Or  should  affionting  war 
To  slow  but  dreadful  vengeance  rouse  the  just. 
Unfailing  fields  of  freemen  I  behold! 
Tliat  know,  with  their  own  proper  arm,  to  guard 
Their  own  blest  isle  against  a  leaguing  world. 
Despairing  Gaul  her  boiling  youth  restrains, 
Bissolv'd  her  dream  of  universal  sway : 
The  winds  and  seas  are  Britain's  wide  domain ; 
And  not  a  sail,  but  by  perminion,  spreads. 

*'  Lo !  swarming  southvirard  on  rejoicing  sons, 
Gay  colonies  extend ;  the  calm  retreat 
Of  undeserv'd  distrns,  the  better  home 
Of  those  whom  bigots  chase  from  foreign  laiid% 
Not  built  on  rapine,  senritude,  and  woe. 
And 'in  their  turn  some  petty  tyrant's  prey; 
But,  bound  by  social  f^peedom,  firm  they  rise ; 
Such  as,  of  late,  an  Oglethorpe  has  form'd. 
And,  crowding  round,  the  charm'd  Savannah  seeik 

"  Horrid  with  want  and  misery,  no  more 
Our  streets  the  tender  passenger  afilict. 
Nor  shivering  age,  nor  sickness  without  friend. 
Or  home,  or  bed  to  bear  his  burning  load, 
Nor  agoniring  infimt,  that  ne'er  eam'd 
Its  gi^tless  pangs,  I-  dee !  The  stores,  pnrfuse. 
Which  Britidi  bounty  has  to  these  asdgn'd, 
No  more  the  sacrilegious  riot  swell 
Of  cannibal  devoorers !   Right  apply'd. 
No  starring  wretoh  the'land  of  freedom  stains: 
If  poor,  employment  finds ;  if  old,  demands  ; 
If  sick,  if  maim'd,  his  miserable  due ; 
And  will,  if  young,  repay  the  fondest  care. 
Sweet  sets  the  sun  of  stormy  life,  and  sweet 
The  morning  shines,  in  mercy's  dews  array'd. 
Lo !  how  they  rise  !  these  families  of  Heaven !  • 
That !  *  chief,  (but  why — ye  bigots !— why  so  late ?) 
Where  bloomp  and  warbles  glad  a  rising  age : 
What  smiles  of  praise !  and  while  their  song  asoend% 
The  listening  soaph  lays  his  lute  aside. 

«  Hark !  the  gay  Muses  raise  a  nobler  strain, 
With  active  nature,  warm  impassion'd  truth, 
Engaging  fable,  lucid  order,  notes 
Of  various  string,  and  heart-felt  image  fill'd. 
j  Behold  !  I  see  the  dread  delightful  school 
Of  temper'd  pas^ons,  and  of  polish'd  life, 

*  An  hospital  for  foundlings. 
K  k 
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Re8tor*d :  behoU  j  the  irtH-diMeuiUlcid  «cen« 
Gills  from  embelliflh'd  eyes  the  lorely  tear. 
Or  lights  up  mirth  in  modest  cheeks  again. 
Lo !  Taniah'd  monster-land,     Lo !  driTeii  away 
Tliose  that  Apollo's  sacred  walls  prafiuie : 
Tlieir  wild  creation  scattered,  where  a  world 
Unknown  to  Nature,  chaos  more  confus'd, 
0*.cr  the  brute  scene  its  ouran-ontangs  *  pours ; 
Betested  fonns !  that,  on  the  mind  imprest, 
Corrupt,  confound,  and  barbariae  an  agew 

"  Behold !  all  thine  again  the  sister-arts^ 
Thy  graces  they,  knit  in  harmonious  dancer 
Kurs*d  by  the  treasure  from  a  natioa  drain*d 
Tlieir  works  to  purchase,  they  to  nobler  rouse 
Tlieir  untam*d  genius,  their  unfettered  thought ; 
Of  ponqious  tyrants,  and  of  dreaming  monks, 
The  gaudy  tools,  and  prisoners,  no  more. 

"  Lo  !  numerous  domes  a  Burlington  oonfeM : 
For  kings  and  senates  fit,  the  palace  see ! 
The  temple  breathing  a  religious  awe ; 
Et'u  fram'd  with  elegance  the  plain  retreat. 
The  private  dwelling.     Certain  in  his  aim, 
Tute,  never  idly  working  saves  expence. 

«  See !  Sylvan  scenes,  where  Ar^  alone^  pretends 
To  dress  her  mistress,  and  disdoae  her  channs : 
Sudi  as  a  Pope  in  miniature  has  shown ; 
A  Batfaurst  o'er  the  widening  forestf  spreads ; 
And  such  as  form  a  Richmond,  Chiswidc,  Stowe. 

«  August,  around,  what  public  works  I  see ! 
Lo!  stately  streets,   lo!    squares  that  court  the 

breese^ 
In  spite  of  those  to  whom  pertains  the  care, 
Ingulphing  more  than  founded  Roman  waySi 
Lo !  ray'd  from  cities  o'er  the  brighten'd  land. 
Connecting  sea  to  sea,  the  solid  road. 
Lo !  the  proud  arch  (no  vile  exactor's  stand) 
With  easy  sweep  bestrides  the  chafing  flood. 
See !  long  canals,  and  deepen'd  rivers,  join 
Each  part  with  each,  and  with  the  circling  main 
Tlie  whole  enliven'd  isle.     Lo !  ports  expand, 
Fkee  as  the  winds  and  waves,  their  sheltering  arms. 
Lo !  streaming  comforto'er  the  troubled  deep. 
On  every  pointed  coast  the  light4iouse  towers;        i 
And,  by  the  broad  imperious  mole  repell'd. 
Hark !  how  the  bafiled  storm  indignant  roars. 

As  thick  to  view  these  varied  wonders  rose, 
Shook  all  my  soul  with  transport,  unassur'd, 
Tlie  vision  broke ;  and,  on  my  waking  eye, 
Rush'd  the  still  ruins  of  dejected  Rome. 
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Tkix.  me,  thou  soul  of  her  I  love^ 
Ah !  tell  me,  whither  art  thou  fled ; 

To  what  delightful  world  above, 
Appointed  for  the  happy  dead  ? 

Or  dost  thou,  free,  at  pleasure,  roam. 
And  sometimes  share  thy  lover's  woe ; 

Where,  void  of  thee,  his  cheerless  home 
Can  now,  alas !  no  comfort  know  ? 

*  A  creature  which,  of  all  brutes,  most  resem- 
bles  man.  — See  Dr.  Ty9im*u   treatise   on    this 


Oh !  if  tfaou  hoivci^st  spimd  oj  wilk. 
While  under  every  welUknown  tree^ 

I  to  thy  fanqr'd  shadow  talk. 
And  every  tear  is  full  of  thee  ; 

Should  then  the  weary  eye  of  grie^ 
Beside  some  sympadietic  stream. 

In  slumber  find  a  short  relief, 
O  visit  thou  my  soothing  dream ! 


THE  HAPPY  MAN. 

Hx  *s  hot  die  Happy  Man,  to  whom  is  given 
A  plenteous  fortune  by  indulgent  Heaven ; 
Whose  gilded  roofs  on  shining  columns  risc^ 
And  painted  walls  enchant  the  gazer's  eyes ; 
Whose  table  flows  with  hospitable  cheer. 
And  all  the  various  bounty  of  the  year  ;     [S^n^ 
Whose  valleys  smiley  whose  jjardens    breads  dw 
Whose  carved  mountains  bleat,  and  forests  sii^; 
For  whom  the  cooling  shade  in  Summer  twines. 
While  his  full  cellars  give  their  generous  wines ; 
F^rom  whose  wide  fields  unbounded  Autumn  poun 
A  golden  tide  into  his  swelling  stores: 
Whose  Winter  laughs ;  for  whom  the  libersl  gala 
Stretch  the  big  sheet,  and  toiling  commerce  auk ; 
When  yielding  crowds  attend,  wad  pleasure  serves; 
While  youth,  and  health,  and  vigour  string  his 

nerves. 
Ev'n  not  all  these,  in  one  rich  lot  combin'd. 
Can  make  the  Happy  Man,  without  the  mind; 
Where  Judgment  sits  dear-sifted,  and  surveys 
The  chain  of  Reason  with  unerring  gaxe  ; 
Where  Fancy  lives,  and  to  the  bri^itening  eyes, 
His  fiurer  scenes,  and  bolder  figures  rise  ; 
Where  social  Love  exerts  her  soft  command. 
And  plays  the  passions  with  a  tender  handt 
Whence  every  virtue  flows,  in  rival  si 
And  all  the  moral  harmony  of  life. 


SONG. 


Haed  is  the  fiite  of  him  who  loves. 
Yet  dares  not  tell  his  trembling  pain. 

But  to  the  sympathetic  groves^ 
But  to  the  lonely  li«tonmg  plain. 

Oh !  when  she  blesses  next  your  shades 
Oh !  when  her  footsteps  next  are 

In  flowery  tracts  along  die  mead. 
In  fresher  mazes  o'er  the  green» 

Ye  gentle  spirits  of  the  vale. 

To  whom  the  tears  of  love  are  d9m» 

From  dying  lillies  waft  a  gale. 
And  sigh  my  sorrows  in  her 


Okely  woods,  near  Giiencester. 


1 


O,  tell  her  what  she  cannot  blarney 
Though  fear  my  tongue  must 

O,  tell  her  that  my  virtuous  flame 
Is  as  her  spotless  soul  refin'd. 

Not  her  own  guardian  angd  eyes 
With  chaster  tenderness  his  caic^ 

Not  purer  her  own  wishes  rise. 
Not  holier  her  own  sighs  in  praytr. 


bind; 
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But  if,  ift  flnl»  her  nrgio  ftar 

Should  Mnt  at  love'i  nupected  Dtmcy 
With  tfait  of  fiicndflhip  soothe  her  ear — 

TVue  lofe  and  fineodship  are  the  nme. 


SONG. 


Fob  cftr.  Fortune,  wilt  thou  prove 
An  nnrelenting  foe  to  love, 
And  when  we  meet  a  mutual  heart. 
Come  in  between,  and  bid  us  part  ? 

Bid  us  ligh  on  from  day  to  day. 
And  wish,  and  wish  the  soul  away ; 
mi  youth  and  genial  years  are  flown. 
And  all  the  life  of  life  is  gone  ? 

But  httsy,  busy,  still  art  thou, 
To  bind  the  loveless  joyless  tow. 
The  heart  fitim  pleasure  to  delude^ 
To  join  the  gentle  to  the  rude. 

For  once^  O  Fortune,  hear  my  prayer. 
And  I  absolve  thy  future  care ; 
All  other  blcsangs  I  resign, 
ICske  but  the  dear  Amanda  mine. 


ODE. 


0  NioanxoALB,  best  poet  of  the  grove, 

Tbst  plaintive  strun  can  ne*er  belong  to  thee, 
Blest  in  the  foil  possession  of  thy  love ; 

0  knd  that  stcain,  sweet  nightingale^  tome ! 

'Tb  minc^  alas !  to  mourn  my  wretched  late  : 

1  love  a  maid  who  all  my  bosom  charms, 
Tct  lose  my  days  without  this  lovely  mate ; 

Inhnman  Fostnne  keepa  her  from  my  arms. 

Too,  happy  birds !  by  Nature's  simple  laws 
Lead  your  soft  lives,  sustain'd  by  Nature's  fare; 

Tou  dwdl  wbeiwver  rovinr  fancy  drawee 
And  love  and  soog  b  all  your  pleasmg  care : 

ftitwe^  vain  slaves  of  interest  and  of  pride, 
Dsre  not  be  Uest  lest  envious  tongues  should 
blame: 

And  henoe^  m  ^ain  I  languish  for  my  bride ; 
O  BMNtm  with  me^  eweet  biid,  my  hapless  flame. 


HTMN  ON  SOLITUDE. 

Hah,  nOdly  pleasing  Solitude, 
Companton  of  tibe  wise  and  good. 
But,  from  whose  holy,  pierong  eye^ 
The  hevd  of  &ob  and  vJllaliis  fly. 


Oh !  how  I  love  with  thee  to  vrall^ 
And  listen  to  thy  whisper'd  talk. 
Which  innocence  and  truth  imparts, 
And  melts  the  most  obdurate  hearts. 

A  thousand  shapes  you  wear  with 
And  still  in  every  shape  you  please. 
Now  wrapt  in  some  mysterious  dream, 
A  lone  philosopher  you  seem ; 
Now  quidc  from  hill  to  vale  you  fly. 
And  now  you  sweep  the  vaulted  sky 
A  shepherd  neit,  you  haunt  the  pUi 
And  warble  forth  your  oaten  strajf^ 
A  lover  now,  with  all  the  grace 
Of  that  sweet  passion  in  your  Hi^; 
Then,  calm'd  to  friendship,  you  assume 
The  gentle-looking  Hartford's  bloom. 
As,  with  her  Musidors,  she 
(Her  Musidora  fond  of  thee) 
Amid  the  long  withdrawing  vale^ 
Awakes  the  rivall'd  nightingale. 

Thine  is  the  balmy  breath  of  mom. 
Just  as  the  dew-bent  rose  is  bom ; 
And  while  meridian  fervours  beat. 
Thine  is  the  woodland  dumb  retreat ; 
But  chief,  when  evening  scenes  decay^ 
And  the  ftint  landscape  swims  away. 
Thine  is  the  doubtful  soft  decline^ 
And  that  best  hour  of  musing  thine. 

Descending  angels  bless  thy  trsin. 
The  virtues  m  the  sage,  and  swain; 
Plain  Innocence,  in  white  anray'd. 
Before  thee  lifts  her  fearless  hcsul : 
Religion's  beams  around  thee  shine, 
And  cheer  thy  glooms  with  light  divine : 
About  thee  sports  svreet  Libcaty ; 
And  rapt  Urania  sings  to  thee. 

Oh,  let  me  pierce  Siy  secret  ceU ! 
And  in  thy  dc«p  recesses  dwell ; 
Feriiaps  from  Norwood's  oak-clad  hill. 
When  Meditation  has  her  fill, 
I  just  may  cast  my  careless  eyes 
where  London's  spiiy  turrets  rise^ 
Think  of  its  crimes,  its  caresy  its  pain, 
Then  diield  me  in  the  woods  again. 


TO  ras 


REV.  MR.  MURDOCH, 

aicioa  or  sTEAnmsBAix,  in  surrDUc,  1738. 

Thus  safely  low,  my  friend,  thou  canst  not  fall  : 
Here  reigns  a  deep  tranquillity  o'er  all ; 
No  noise,  no  care,  no  nmity,  no  strife ; 
Men,  woods,  and  fields,  all  breathe  untroubled  lile. 
Then  keep  eich  passion  down,  however  dear ; 
Trast  me  the  tender  are  tlie  most  severe. 
Guard,  while  'tis  thhie,  thy  philosophic  esse, 
And  ask  no  joy  but  that  of  rirtnous  peace; 
Thai  bids  defiance  to  the  stomis  of  Fatc^ 
High  bliai  is  only  for  a  higher  state. 
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AMBROSE  PHILIPS. 


pHiun,  a  poet  and  miscellaneous 
writer,  was  bom  in  1671,  claiming  his  descent  from 
an  ancient  Leicestenhire  fiunily.  He  receiyed  his 
education  at  St  John's  College,  Cambridge ;  and, 
attMhing  himself  to  the  Whig  party,  he  published, 
in  1700^  an  epitoooe  of  Hacket*s  life  of  Archbishop 
Williams,  by  which  he  obtained  an  introduction  to 
Addison  and  Steele.  Soon  after,  he  made  an  at- 
tempt in  pastoral  poetry,  which,  for  a  time,  brou^t 
turn  into  celebrity.  In  1709,  being  then  at  Copen- 
hagen, he  addressed  to  the  Earl  of  Dorset  some 
verses,  descriptive  of  that  capital,  which  are  re- 
garded as  hu  best  performance ;  and  these,  together 
wi^  two  translations  from  Sappho*s  writings, 
stand  pre-eminent  in  his  works  of  this  dass.  In 
1712  be  made  his  appearance  as  a  dramatic  writer, 
in  the  tragedy  of  «  The  Distrest  Mother,"  acted  at 
Drury-lane  with  great  applause,  and  still  con- 
as  a  stock  play.     It  cannot,  indeed,  claim 


the  merit  of  <»riguiali^,  being  closely  copied  fitxm 
Racine's  «  Andromacque  ;**  but  it  is  wdl  written, 
and  skilfiilly  adapted  to  the  English  stage. 

A  storm  now  fell  upon  him  relatiTely  to  his 
pastorsls,  owing  to  an  exsggerated  compliment 
from  Tickell,  who,  in  a  paper  of  the  Guardian,  had 
made  the  true  pastoral  pipe  descend  in  succession 
from  Theocritus  to  Viigil,  Spenser,  and  I%ilips. 
Pope,  who  found  his  own  juvenile  pastorals  under- 


valued, sent  to  the  same  paper  a  comparisoD  bs. 
tween  his  and  those  of  FliilipB,  in  whidi  he 
ironicslly  gave  the  preference  to  tiw  latter.  The 
irony  was  not  detected  tiU  it  encounftered  tfat  cri- 
tical eye  of  Addison;  and  the 
that  it  ruined  the  reputation  of  Qiilipa 
poser  of  pastoral. 

When  the  accession  of  George  L  bronghi  die 
Whigs  again  into  power,  Philips  was  made  a  Wcsu 
minster  justice,  and,  soon  after,  a  coaunisaoiMr  fv 
the  lottery.  In  1718,  he  was  the  editor  of  a  ps- 
riodical  paper,  called  « The  FVeetlnnker."  In 
1724,  he  accompanied  to  Ireland  his  friend 
Dr.  Boulter,  created  archbishop  of  Aimagfa,  to 
whom  he  acted  as  secretary.  He  afterwards  i»> 
presented  the  county  of  Armaf^  in  pailianieDt; 
and  the  places  of  secretary  to  the  Lord  Cbsncelkr. 
and  Judge  of  the  Prerogative  Coart,  were  siso 
conferred  upon  him.  He  returned  to  Eogbad  ia 
1748,  and  died  in  the  following  y^v,  at  tfe  ^  of 
sevens-eight. 

The  verses  which  he  composed,  not  only  ti 
young  ladies  in  the  nursery,  but  to  Walpok  vha 
Minister  of  State,  and  whidi  became  known  by  tke 
ludicrous  appellation  of  namJby'panfbyf 
sprightly,  but  with  a  kind  of  infimtile  air, 
fixed  upon  them  the  above  name. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  DORSET. 

Copenhagen,  March  9.  1709. 

.OM  fi««D  cUm«,  «>d  eodlcs  tnea  of  mow. 
From  streams  whidi  northern  winds  forbid  to  flow. 
What  present  shall  the  Muse  to  Dorset  bring. 
Or  how,  so  near  the  Pole,  attempt  to  sing? 
Hie  hoary  winter  here  conceals  from  sight 
All  pleasing  objects  whldi  to  verse  invite. 
The  hills  and  dalea^  and  the  delightful  woods, 
Tlie  flowery  plains,  and  silver-streaming  floods, 
By  snow  disguis'd,  in  bright  confusion  lie^ 
And  with  one  dashing  waste  fatigue  the  eye. 

No  gentle  breathing  breese  prepares  the  springs 
No  tards  within  the  doert  region  sing. 
Tlw  ships,  unmov'd,  the  boisterous  winds  defy. 
While  rattling  chariots  o'er  the  ocean  fly. 
The  vast  Leviathan  wants  room  to  play. 
And  spout  hb  waters  in  the  fiu»  of  day. 


Hie  starving  wolves  along  the  main  sea  praw]. 
And  to  the  Moon  in  icy  valleys  howl. 
O'er  many  a  shining  league  die  level  msia 
Here  ^roids  itself  into  a  glassy  plain : 
There  solid  billows  of  enormous  size, 
Alps  of  green  ice,  in  wild  disorder  rise. 

And  yet  but  lately  have  I  seen,  ev'n  facre^ 
Hie  winter  in  a  lovely  dress  appear. 
Ere  yet  the  clouds  let  fidl  the  treasor'd  snow* 
Or  winds  began  through  hazy  skies  to  blowy 
At  evening  a  keen  eastern  breeze  arose^ 
And  the  descending  rain  unsullied  froae. 
Soon  as  the  silent  shades  of  night  withdrew. 
The  ruddy  mom  diados'd  at  once  to  view 
Tlie  face  of  Nature  in  a  rich  disguise, 
And  brighten  *d  every  object  to  my  eyes : 
For  every  shrub,  and  every  blade  of  grassy 
And  every  pointed  thorn,  seem'd  wrought  in  glasi; 
In  pearls  and  rubies  rich  the  hawthorns  show, 
WUile  through  the  ice  the  crimson  berries  glow. 
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TIk  thicL^pniog  nedsy  wUcfa  watery  manhes  yield, 

Seein*d  poluh*d  knoes  in  a  hostile  field. 

Hie  stig»  in  Umpid  currents,  with  surprise^ 

Sees  crystal  branches  on  his  fordbead  rise. 

The  spreading  oak,  the  beech,  and  towering  pine^ 

Glas'd  ovo',  in  the  freezing  ether  shine. 

The  fnghted  birds  the  rattBng 'branches  shun, 

Which  ware  and  glitter  in  the  distant  sun. 

When,  if  a  sudden  gust  of  wind  arise, 

The  brittle  forest  into  atoms  flies, 

The  oackling  wood  beneath  the  tempest  benda*, 

And  in  a  spangled  shower  the  prospect  ends : 

Or,  if  a  south^  gale  the  region  warm, 

Aod  by  degrees  unbind  the  wintery  charm, 

The  tretdlor  a  miry  country  sees, 

And  journeys  sad  beneath  the  dropping  trees : 

Like  some  deluded  peasant.  Merlin  leads  [meads : 

Through  fragrant  bowers,  and  through  delicious 

While  hereL  enchanted  gardens  to  him  rise. 

And  airy  ftbrics  there  attract  his  eyes, 

His  wandering  feet  the  magic  paths  pursue, 

And,  while  he  thinks  the  fiur  illusion  true^ 

The  trackless  scenes  disperse  in  fluid  air. 

And  woods,  and  wilds,  and  thorny  wajrs  appear. 

A  tedious  road  the  weary  wretch  returns, 

And,  as  be  goes,  the  transient  vision  mourns. 


A  HYMN  TO  VENU% 
raoK  THE  oauK  of  sArrHO. 

0  Vbvos,  beauty  of  the  skies. 
To  whom  a  thousand  temples  rise. 
Gaily  fidse  in  gentle  smiles. 

Full  of  lore-perplexing  wiles, 

O,  goddesa  !  fitim  my  heart  remove 

The  wasting  cares  and  pains  of  love. 

If  ever  thou  hast  kindly  heard 
A  song  in  soft  distress  preferr'd, 
Propitious  to  my  tunefiil  vow, 
0,  gentle  goddess,  hear  me  now. 
Descend,  thou  bright  immortal  guest, 
In  all  thy  radiant  charms  confest 

Thou  once  didst  leave  almighty  Jove, 
And  all  the  golden  roofs  above : 
The  car  thy  wanton  sparrows  drew ; 
Hovering  in  air  th^  lightly  flew ; 
As  to  my  bower  they  wing*d  their  way, 

1  Bw  their  q[uivering  pinions  play. 


The  birds,  dismia'd,  (while  you  ramain,) 
Bore  back  their  empty  car  again : 
Then  you,  with  looks  divinely  mild. 
In  every  heavenly  feature  snul'd. 
And  ask*d,  what  new  complaints  I  made^ 
And  why  I  call'd  you  to  my  aid  ? 

What  phreniy  in  my  boaom  FBg*d, 
And  by  what  care  to  be  as8uag*d  ? 
What  gentle  youth  I  would  aUure^ 
Whom  in  my  artful  toils  secure  ? 
Who  does  thy  tender  heart  subdue, 
Tell  me^  my  Sappho,  tell  me  who  ? 


Tlxiugh  now  he  shuns  thy  longing 

He  soon  shall  court  thy  slighted  charms ; 

Hiough  now  thy  offerings  he  despise^ 

He  soon  to  thee  shall  sacrifice ; 

Though  now  he  freeae,  he  soon  shaU.buni, 

And  be  thy  victim  in  hu  turn. 

Celestial  visitant,  once  more 
Thy  needful  presence  I  implore ! 
In  pity  come  and  ease  my  grie^ 
Bring  my  distemper'd  soul  relief : 
Favour  thy  suppliant's  hidden  firea^ 
And  give  me  all  my  heart  desires. 


A  FRAGMENT  OF  SAPPHO. 

Blir  as  the  immortal  gods  is  hc^ 
The  youth  who  fondly  sits  by  thee. 
And  hears  and  sees  thee  all  the  while 
Softly  speak,  and  sweetly  smile. 

*Twas  this  deprived  my  soul  of  rest. 
And  rais'd  such  tumults  in  my  breast ; 
For  while  I  gas*d,  in  transport  tost. 
My  breath  was  gone,  my  voice  was  lost 

My  bosom  glow*d;  the  subde  flame 
Ran  quick  through  all  my  vital  ftame ; 
O'er  my  dim  eyes  a  daritness  hung. 
My  ears  with  hollow  murmurs  rung. 

In  dewy  damps  my  limbs  vrere  diiU'd, 
My  blood  vrith  gentle  homnirs  thrill'd ; 
My  feeble  pulse  forgot  to  pky, 
I  fainted,  sunk,  and  died  away. 
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WILLIAM  COLLINa 


i^nxiAX  CoLum,  a  dladiiguiahed  modem  poet, 
WW  bora  at  Chidiester,  in  1790  or  1721,  where  his 
ftther  cxerdaed  the  tnde  of  a  hatter.  He  reoeiTed 
hisedttcation  at  Winchester  College,  whence  he  en^ 
terad  as  a  oonunooer  of  Qqeen's  College,  Oxford. 
In  1741,  he  procured  his  election  into  Magdalen 
college  as  a  demyi  and  it  was  here  that  he  wrote 
his  poetical  "  Epistle  to  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,*' 
and  his  <<  Oriental  Eclogues;"  of  both  which 
pieces  the  soooesB  was  but  moderate.  In  1744,  he 
came  to  London  as  a  litersiy  adTenturer,  and  va- 
lious  were  the  projects  which  he  formed  in  this 
capadtj.  In  1746,  however,  he  ventured  to  lay 
before  the  public  a  volume  of  "  Odes,  Descriptive 
and  Allegorical  ;*'  but  so  callous  was  the  national 
taste  at  this  time,  that  their  sale  did  not  pay  for  the 
printing.  Collins,  whose  spirit  was  high,  returned 
to  the  bookseller  his  copy-money,  burnt  all  the  un- 
sold  copies,  and  as  soon  as  it  lay  in  his  power,  in- 
demnified him  for  his  soudl  loss ;  yet  among  these 
odes,  were  many  pieces  which  now  rank  among  the 
finest  lyric  compositions  in  the  language.  After 
this  mortification,  he  obtained  finom  Uie  booksellers 
a  small  sum  for  an  intended  translation  of  Aristotle's 
Poetics,  and  paid  a  visit  to  an  uncle.  Lieutenant- 
colonel  Maitm,  then  with  the  army  in  Germany. 
The  Colonel  dying  soon  after,  left  Collins  a  legacy 
of  2000L,  a  sum  which  rsiaed  him  to  temporsry 
opulence;  but  he  now  soon  became  incapable  of 
every  mental  exertion.  Dreadful  depression  of 
spirits  was  an  occasional  attendant  on  liis  malady, 
for  which  he  had  no  remedy  but  the  bottle.  It  was 
about  this  time,  that  it  was  thought  proper  to  con- 
fine him  in  a  receptacle  of  lunatics.  Dr.  Johnson 
paid  him  a  visit  at  Islington,  when  there  was  nothing 


of  disorder  in  his  mind,  pcRcplible  to  any  but 

self.     He  was  reading  the  NewTt 

have  but  one  book,'*  said  he^  «  but  it 

He  was  finally  consigned  to  die  care  of  Ida 

whose  arms  he  finished  his  short  and  mdancbol j 

course,  in  the  year  1756. 

It  is  fiom  his  Odes,  that  Collins  demcn  his  dacf 
poetical  &me ;  and  in  comppniitkm  fisr  tlie  ncj^eei 
with  which  they  were  treated  at  tfior  fimt  epp^v- 
ance,  they  are  now  ahnoat  nnivenallj  le^aided  ss 
the  first  productions  of  the  kind  in  oar  langnsgr 
with  reelect  to  vigour  of  oonoeptioay  linMnws  sad 
variety  of  personificadon,  and  genuine  vmtfh  of 
feeling.     They  are  well  characterised  in  an  csay 
prefixed  to  his  works  in  an  ornamented  cdlitianpob> 
lished  by  Cadell  and  Davies,  with  irfaich  we  ifasU 
conclude  this  article.     "  He  will  be 
(says  the  author)  to  poascas  imaginsfinn, 
bold  and  figurative  language.      His  numbers  dwell 
on  the  ear,  and  easily  fix  themselves  in  the  memoy- 
His  vein  of  sentiment  is  by  turns  tender  and  loftj, 
always  tinged  with  a  degree  of  mdandM^y,  bot  not 
possessing  any  claim  to  originality.     Hi*  origiaali^ 
consists  in  Ins  manner,  in  the  highly  figuratiTe  gaib 
in  which  he  clothes  abstract  ideas,  in  the  feladty  of 
his  expressions,  and  his  skill  in  embodying  ideal 
creations.     He  had  much  of  the  mystidam  of  poetry, 
and  sometimes  became  obscure  by  aiming  at  im- 
pressions stronger  than  he  had  ckar  and  wdUdcfiiied 
ideas  to  support.     Had  his  life  bem  prolonged,  and 
with  life  had  he  enjoyed  that  ease* which  is  munwy 
for  the  undisturbed  exercise  of  the  faculties,  Ik 
would  probably  have  risen  finr  above  most  of  las 
oootsmixMMfies« 


ODE  TO  PITY. 

\J  THOU,  the  friend  of  man  assign*d, 
Widi  balmy  hands  his  wounds  to  bind, 

And  charm  his  fiwitic  woe : 
VJhen,  first  Distress,  with  dagger  keen. 
Broke  forth  to  waste  his  destm*d  scene. 

His  vrild  imaated  foe ! 

By  Pdla's  bard,  a  magic  name. 

By  all  the  griefs  his  tlwught  could  frame^ 

Receive  my  humble  rite : 
Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  sky-wom  robes  of  tenderest  blue, 

And  eyes  of  dewy  light ! 


But  wlierefore  need  I  wandnr  wide 
To  old  nissus'  distant  side. 

Deserted  stream,  and  mute  ? 
Wild  Aran  *  too  has  heard  thy 
And  Echo,  *midst  my  native 

Been  sooth*d  by  Pity's  \vlvL 

There  first  the  wren  thy  myrtles  tfied 
On  gentlest  Otway*s  in&nt  head. 

To  him  thy  cell  was  shown ; 
And  while  he  sung  the  female  heart. 
With  youth's  soft  notes  unspoil'd  by  ar^ 

Hiy  turtles  mix*d  their  own. 

*  A  river  in  Sussex. 
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Come,  Fity,  oome,  by  Fancy's  aid, 
£*en  now  my  thoughts,  relenting  maid. 

Thy  temple*8  pride  design : 
III  southern  site,  its  truth  complete^ 
Shall  raise  a  wild  enthusiast  heat 

In  all  who  view  the  shrine. 

/ 
TlMre  Picture's  toil  shall  well  relate. 
How  Chance,  or  hard  iuTolving  Fate, 

0*er  mortal  bliss  prerail : 
The  buskin*d  Mus^  shall  near  her  stand, 
And,  sighing,  prompt  her  tender  hand 

With  each  disastrous  tale. 

There  let  me  oft,  retii^d  by  day. 
In  dreams  of  passion  melt  away, 

Allow*d  with  thee  to  dwell : 
There  waste  the  mournful  lamp  of  night. 
Till,  Virgin,  thou  again  delight 

To  hear  a  British  shell ! 


'. 


ODE  TO  FEAR. 

THoCy  to  whom  the  world  unknown 
With  all  its  shadowy  shapes  is  shown ; 
Who  aeest  appalUd  th'  unreal  scene, 
While  Fancy  lifts  the  veil  between : 

Ah,  Fear!  ah,  frantic  Fear! 

I  see,  I  see  thee  near. 
I  know  thy  hurried  step,  thy  haggard  eye  I 
Like  thee  I  start,  like  thee  disorder'd  fly. 
For,  lo^  what  monsters  in  thy  train  appear ! 
D)>Ag«r»  whose  limbs  of  giant  mould 
What  mortal  eye  can  fizt  behold  ? 
Vibo  stalks  his  round,  a  hideous  form, 
Howling  amidst  the  midnight  storm. 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  steep 
Of  some  loose  hanging  rock  to  sleep : 
And  with  him  thousand  phantomA  join'd. 
Who  prompt  to  deeds  accurs'd  the  mind : 
And  those,  the  fiends,  who,  near  allied, 
O'er  Nature's  wounds  and  wrecks  preside ; 
Uliile  Vengeance,  in  the  lurid  air, 
lifts  her  red  arm,  ezpos'd  and  bare : 
On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  Fate, 
Wlio  lap  the  blood  of  Sorrow,  wait ; 
Who,  Fear,  this  ghastly  train  can  see. 
And  look  not  madly  wild,  like  thee? 

mroDJL 

In  earliest  Greece,  to  thee,  with  partial  choice, 
The  grief-ftiU  Muse  address'd  her  infant  tongue ; 

The  maids  and  matrons,  on  her  aweftil  voice. 
Silent  and  pale,  in  wild  amasement  hung. 

Yet  he,  the  baid  *  who  first  invok'd  thy  name, 
Disdain*d  in  Marathon  its  power  to  feel : 

For  not  alone  he  nurs'd  the  poet's  flame, 

But  reach*d  from  Virtue's  hand  the  patriot's  steeL 

But  who  is  be,  whom  later  garlands  grace. 
Who  left  awhile  o'er  Hybla's  dews  to  rove, 

With  trembling  eyes  thy  dreary  steps  to  trace, 
When  thou  and  furies  &har'd  the  baleful  grove  ? 

*■  ^scbylus 


Wrapt  in  thy  cloudy  veil  th'  incestuous  queen  f , 
Sigfa'd  the  sad  call  her  son  and  husband  beara. 

When  once  alone  it  broke  the  silent  scene^ 
And  he  the  wretch  of  lliebes  no  more  appear'd. 

O  Fear !  I  know  thee  by  my  throbbing  heart. 
Thy  withering  power  in^ir'd  each  mournful  line ; 

Tliough  gentle  Pity  claim  her  mingled  part, 
Yet  all  the  thunden  of  the  scene  are  thine. 

▲MTuraorax. 

Thou  who  such  weary  lengths  hast  past^ 
Where  wilt  thou  rest,  mad  nymph,  at  last? 
Say,  wilt  thou  shroud  in  haunted  cell. 
Where  gloomy  Rape  and  Murder  dwell  ? 
Or  in  some  hollow'd  seat, 
'Crainst  which  the  big  waves  beaty 
Hear  drowning  seamen's  cries  in  tempests  brought ! 
Dark    power,   with  shuddering  meek    submitted 

thought, 
Be  mine^  to  rrad  the  visions  old, 
Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told. 

And,  lest  thou  meet  my  blasted  view. 
Hold  each  strange  tale  devoutly  true ; 
Ne'er  be  I  found,  by  thee  o'er^w'd. 
In  that  thrxoe-hallow'd  eve  abroad. 
When  ghosts,  as  cottsge-maids  believe^ 
Their  pebbled  beds  permitted  leave, 
And  goblins  haunt  from  fire,  or  fen. 
Or  mine,  or  flood,  the  walks  of  men ! 

O  thou,  whose  spirit  most  poasest 
The  sacred  seat  of  Shakspeara's  breast  f 
By  all  that  from  thy  prophet  broke, 
In  thy  divine  emotions  spoke ! 
Hither  again  thy  fury  deal. 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel : 
His  cypress  wreath  my  meed  decree. 
And  I,  O  Fear,  wiU  dweU  with  thee ! 


ODE. 

WKITTEM    IN    TBZ  TXAE  1746- 

How  sleep  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest. 
By  all  their  country's  wishes  blest ! 
When  Spring,  with  dewy  fingen  cold, 
Returns  to  deck  theur  hallow'd  mould, 
She  there  shall  dress  a  sweeter  sod, 
Than  Fancy's  feet  have  ever  trod. 

By  Fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung, 
By  forms  unseen  theur  diige  is  sung ; 
Their  Honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  gray. 
To  bless  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay, 
And  F^-eedom  shall  awhile  repair. 
To  dwell  a  weepmg  hermit  then ! 


I  Jocasta. 
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ODE,  TO  A  LADY, 

Oir  TBS  DKATH  OF   OOL.  CRAEUtS  K088,   IK  THE 
ACTION   AT    FONTJINOT. 

Written  May,  1745. 

While,  lost  to  all  his  fonner  mirth, 
Britannia's  genius  bends  to  earth. 

And  mourns  the  fatal  day : 
While  stain'd  with  blood  he  strives  to  tear 
Unseemly  from  his  sea-green  hair 

The  wreaths  of  cheerful  May: 

The  thoughts  which  musing  Pity  paya^ 
And  fond  Remembrance  loves  to  raise, 

Your  faithful  hours  attend : 
Still  Fancy,  to  herself  unkind, 
Awakes  to  grief  the  soften'd  mind. 

And  points  the  bleeding  friend. 

By  rapid  Scheld's  descending  wave 
His  country's  vows  shall  bless  the  grave, 

Where'er  the  youth  is  laid : 
That  sacred  spot  the  village  hind 
Widi  every  sweetest  turf  shall  bind, 

And  -Peace  protect  the  shade. 

O'er  him,  whose  doom  thy  virtues  grieve, 
Aerial  forms  shall  sit  at  eve. 

And  bend  the  pensive  head ; 
And,  fall'n  to  save  his  injur'd  land, 
Imperial  Honour's  aweful  hand 

Shall  point  his  lonely  bed ! 

Hie  warlike  dead  of  every  age, 
Who  fill  the  har  recording  pag^ 

Shall  leave  their  sainted  rest : 
And,  half->reclining  on  his  spear,        ' 
Each  wondering  chief  by  turns  appear 

To  hail  the  blooming  guest 

Old  Edward's  sons,  unknown  to  yield. 
Shall  crowd  from  Cressy's  laurel'd  field, 

And  gaze  with  fix'd  delight : 
Again  for  Britain's  wrongs  tliey  feel, 
Again  they  snatch  the  gleamy  steel. 

And  wish  th*  avenging  fight 

But,  lo !  where,  sunk  in  deep  despair, 
Her  garments  torn,  lier  bosom  bare, 

Impatient  Freedom  lies ! 
Her  matted  tresses  madly  spread. 
To  every  sod  which  wraps  the  dead. 

She  turns  her  joyless  eyes. 

Ne'er  diall  she  leave  that  lowly  ground. 
Till  notes  of  triumph  bursting  round 

Proclaim  her  reign  restor'd : 
Till  William  seek  the  sad  retreat. 
And,  bleeding  at  her  sacred  feet. 

Present  the  sated  sword. 

If,  weak  to  soothe  so  soft  an  heart, 
These  pictured  glories  nought  imp«u% 

To  dry  thy  constant  tear : 
If  yet,  in  Sorrow's  distant  eye, 
Expos'd  and  pale  thou  see*6t  him  Uc^ 

Wild  war  insulting  near : 


Wh6re*er  from  time  tliou  coortf tt  nfid^ 
The  Miise  shall  still,  with  social  grici^ 

Her  gentlest  promise  keep : 
E'en  humble  Harting's  cottag'd  vale 
Shall  learn  the  sad  repeated  tale. 
And  bid  her  shepherds  weep. 


'     ODE  TO  EVENINa 

Ip  aught  of  oaten  stop,  or  pastoral  song^ 
May  hope,  chaste  Eve,  to  soothe  thy 

like  thy  own  solemn  firings, 

Hiy  firings,  and  dying  galea ; 

O  nymph  reaerv'd,  vrfaile  now  the  brighuhair'd  Saa 
Sits  in  yon  western  tent,  whose  ckmdy  skirti^ 

With  brede  ethereal  vrove^ 

O'erhang  his  wavy  bed : 


weak^dbst, 


Now  air  is  hush'd,  aave  where  ihe 
With  short  shrill  shriek  flits  by  on 
Or  where  the  beetle  winds 
His  small  but  sullen  horn, 


As  oft  he  rises  'midst  the  twilight  path. 
Against  the  pilgrim  borne  in  heedless  hum: 

Now  teadi  me,  maid  compoa'd. 

To  breatfae'some  soften'd  stnin, 

Wbosenumbers,  stealing  through  thy  daikcnii^vd^ 
May  not  unseemly  vrith  its  stiUneas  suit| 

As,  musing  slow,  I  hail 

Tl^  genial  lov'd  return ! 


For  when  thy  folding-star  arising  showa 
His  paly  cirdet,  at  his  vraming  ump 

Tlie  fragrant  hours,  and  eivea 

Who  slept  in  buds  the  day, 

And  many  a  nyn^  who  wreadiea  her  fatows 

sedge. 
And  sheds  the  freshening  dew,  and  lovelier  stifl, 

Tli^  pensive  pleasures  sweet 

Prepare  thy  shadowy  car. 


Then  let  me  rove  some  vrild  and  heathy 
Or  find  some  ruin  *inldst  its  dreary  deU^ 

Whose  walls  more  aweful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams. 


Or  if  chill  blustering  winds,  or  driving  raiI^ 
Prevent  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  hut. 
That  from  the  mountain's  side 
Views  wilds  and  swelling  floods 

And  hamlets  brown,  and  dim-disoover*d  spires. 
And  htiars  their  simple  beU,  and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  dusky  veil. 


While  Spring  shall  pour  his  showers^  as 

And  bathe  tt^  breathing  treasesi  meekest  Eve ! 

While  Summer  loves  to  sport 

Beneath  tiiy  lingering  light : 

While  saUowfills  Autumn  thy  lap  with  leaver 
Or  l^nter,  ydling  through  the  tnmbloiia  ar, 

Affiif^ts  thy  shrinking  train, 

\iid  rudely  rends  thy  robes : 
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So  lofif^  regaidful  of  thy  quiet  rule. 
Shall  FaOfy,  FHendship,  Sdenoe,  sniling 
Tfajr  gendest  influence  own, 
And  love  thy  fiiTourite  name ! 


ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 


■raoPBSi 


Who  shall  awake  the  Spartan  fife^ 

And  call  in  solemn  sounds  to  life, 
TIk  youths,  whose  locks  diyinely  spreading, 

LSl»  vernal  hyacinths  in  sullen  hue, 
At  once  the  bteath  of  fear  and  virtue  diedding, 

AppUuding  iVeedom  lov'd  of  old  to  view  ? 
What  new  Alceus,  fancy-blest. 
Shall  sing  the  sword,  in  myrtles  drest, 
At  Wisdom's  shrine  awhile  its  flame  concealing, 
(What  place  so  fit  to  seal  a  deed  renown'd?) 

nil  she  her  brightest  ligfatninas  round  revealing, 
It  leap'd  in  glory  forth,  and  dealt  her  prompt^ 
wound! 
O  goddess,  in  that  feeling  hour. 

When  most  its  sounds  would  court  thy  ears, 
Let  not  my  sheU's  misguided  power 

E'er  draw  diy  sad,  thy  nundfiil  tears. 
No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell. 
How  Rome,  before  thy  face, 
With  heaviest  sound,  a  giant.«tatue,  fell, 
Push'd  by  a  wild  and  artless  race^ 
From  off  its  wide  ambitious  base, . 
When  lime  his  northem  sons  of  spoQ  awoke^ 

And  all  the  blended  work  of  strengdi  and  grace 

With  many  a  rude  repeated  stroke,  [broke. 

And  many  a  barbarous  yell,  to  thousand  firagments 

IFODB. 

Tec,  e'en  where'er  the  least  appear'd 
Til*  n^mhing  world  thy  hand  rever'd ; 
Still,  'midst  the  scatter'd  states  around. 
Some  remnants  of  her  strength  were  found ; 
Tliey  saw,  by  what  escap'd  tibe  storm. 
How  wondrous  rose  her  perfect  form ; 
How  in  the  great,  the  labour'd  whole. 
Each  mighty  master  pour'd  his  soul ; 
For  sunny  Florence,  seat  of  Art, 
Beneath  her  vines  preserv'd  a  part. 
Till  they,  whom  Science  lov'd  to  name, 
(O,  who  could  fear  it !)  quenched  her  flame. 
AjmI,  Io,  an  humbler  relic  laid 
In  jealous  Pisa's  olive  shade ! 
See  small  Biaiino  joins  the  theme, 
Though  least,  not  last  in  thy  esteem ; 
Strike,  louder  strike  th*  ennobling  strings 
To  thoac^  whose  merchants  sons  were  kings; 
To  him,  who^  deck'd  with  pearly  pridc^ 
In  Adiia  weds  his  greea.hair'd  bride : 
Hail,  port  of  glory,  vrcalth,  and  pleasure^ 
Ne'er  let  me  change  this  Lydian  measure: 
Nor  e*er  her  former  pride  relate 
To  sad  Liguria's  bleeding  state. 
All,  no !  more  pleas'd  thy  haunts  I  seek. 
On  wQd  Helvetia's  mountains  Ueak : 
(Where,  vrben  the  &vour'd  of  thy  choice^ 
Tlie  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice; 
Forth  from  his  eyrie  rous'd  in  dreaid. 
Hie  fsfcntflg  eagle  northwaid  fled.) 


Or  dwell  In  wUlowM  meads  more  near. 
With  those  to  whom  the  stoik  •  is  dear: 
Those  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd. 
Whose  crown  a  British  queen  refus'd  I 
The  magic  works,  thou  feel'st  the  strain^ 
One  holier  name  alone  remains ; 
The  perfect  spell  shall  then  availf 
Hail,  nymph,  ador'd  by  Britain,  hail! 


Beyond  the  measure  vast  of  thought. 
Hie  works,  the  witard  Time  has  wrought  J 

The  Gaul,  't  is  held  of  antique  story, 
Saw  Britain  link'd  to  his  now  adverse  strand  f  , 

No  sea  between,  nor  cliff  sublime  and  hoary. 
He  pess'd  with  imwet  feet  through  all  our  land. 
To  the  blown  Baltic  then,  diey  say. 
The  wild  waves  found  another  way. 
Where  Orcas  howls,  his  wolfish  mountains  rounding 

Till  all  the  banded  west  at  once  'gan  rise, 
A  wide  wild  storm  e'en  Nature's  self  confounding. 

Withering  her  giant  sons  vrith  strange  uncouth 
surprise. 

Hiis  pillar'd  earth  so  firm  and  vride. 
By  winds  and  inward  labours  torOf 

.In  thunders  dread  was  push'd  aside; 

And  down  the  shouldering  billows  bonMb 
And  see,  like  gems,  her  laughing  train, 

Tbe  little  isles  on  every  side, 
Mona  f ,  once  hid  firom  those  who  seardi  the  mai% 

Where  thousand  elfin  shapes  abide, 
And  Wight,  who  checks  the  westering  tide. 

For  thee  consenting  Heaven  has  each  bestow'dj, 
A  fair  attendant  on  her  sovereign  pride : 

To  thee  this  blest  divorce  she  ow'd. 
For  thou  hast  made  her  vales  thy  lov'd,  thy  last  abode! 

BICOIfD  Kpom. 

Then  too^  't  is  said,  an  hoary  pQe, 
'Midst  the  green  navel  of  our  isle, 

*  Hie  Dutch,  amongst  vrhom  there  are  very 
severe  penalties  for  those  who  are  convicted  of 
killing  this  bird.  They  are  kept  tame  in  almost  all 
their  towns,  and  particularly  at  the  Hague,  of  the 
arms  of  which  they  make  a  part.  The  commoo 
people  of  Holland  are  said  to  entertain  a  super- 
stitious sentiment,  that  if  the  whole  species  of  them 
should  become  extinct,  they  should  lose  their 
liberties. 

f  This  tradition  is  mentioned  by  several  of  our 
old  historians.  Some  naturalists,  too,  have  endea- 
voured to  support  the  pnibatMUty  of  the  fact,  by  argu- 
ments  drawn  from  the  correspondent  disposition  of 
the  two  opponte  coasts.  I  do  not  remember*that 
any  poetical  use  has  been  hitherto  made  of  it 

I  There  is  a  tradition  in  the  Isle  of  Man,  that  ■ 
mermaid,  becoming  enamoured  of  a  young  man  of 
extraordinary  beauty,  took  an  opportunity  of  meet- 
ing him  one  day  as  he  walked  on  the  shore,  and 
opened  her  passion  to  him,  but  was  received  with  a 
coldness,  occasioned  by  Us  borrour  and  surprise  at 
her  appearance.  This,  however,  vraa  so  miscoD- 
strued  by  the  sea-lady,  that,  in  revenge  for  hb 
treatment  of  her,  she  punished  the  whole  island,  by 
covering  it  with  a  mist,  so  that  all  who  attempted  to 
carry  on  any  commerce  with  it,  either  never  arrived 
at  it,  but  wandered  up  and  down  the  Bea»  or  were 
on  a  sodden  wrecked  upon  its  difis. 
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Tliy  sfarine  in  tonw  luipoiis  woodf 
O  aoul-«iiforciiig  goddesi,  stood ! 
There  oft  the  pidiited  native*!  feet 
Were  wont  thy  form  celestial  meet : 
Though  nofw  with  hopeless  toil  we  trace 
Time's  backward  rolls,  to  find  its  place ; 
Whether  the  fiety^tressed  Dane, 
Or  Roman's  self  o'ertum'd  the  fiuae^ 
Or  in  what  heaven-left  age  it  feil, 
*T  were  hard  for  modem  aoog  to  tell. 
Yet  still,  if  truth  those  beams  infuse^ 
Which  guide  at  once,  and  charm  the  Muse, 
Beyond  yon  braided  clouds  that  lie. 
Bating  die  light  embroider*d  sky : 
Amidst  the  bri^t  pavilion'd  plains, 
The  beauteous  model  still  remains. 
There  happier  than  in  islands  blest. 
Or  bowers  by  ^ring  or  Hebe  drest. 
The  chiefs  who  fill  our  Albion's  story, 
In  warlike  weeds,  retir'd  in  glory. 
Hear  their  consorted  Druids  sing 
Their  triumphs  to  th*  immortal  stringi 

How  may  the  poet  now  unfold. 
What  never  tongue  or  numbers  told  ? 
How  learn  delighted,  and  amax'd. 
What  hands  unknown  that  fabric  rais'd  ? 
£'en  now,  before  his  Csvour'd  eyes. 
In  Gothic  pride  it  seems  to  rise ! 
Yet  Grecians  graceful  orders  join. 
Majestic,  through  the  mix'd  design ; 
Ihe  secret  builder  knew  to  chuse. 
Each  sphere-found  gem  of  richest  hues : 
Whate*er  Heaven's  purer  mould  contains* 
When  nearer  suns  emblaxe  its  veins ; 
There  on  the  walls  the  patriot's  sight 
May  ever  hang  with  frcah  delight. 
And,  'grav'd  with  some  prophetic  rage, 
Bead  Albion's  iGune  through  every  age 

Ye  forms  divine,  ye  laureate  band. 
That  near  her  inmost  altar  stand ! 
Now  soothe  her,  to  her  blissful  train 
Blithe  Concord's  social  form  to  gain : 
Concord,  whose  myrtle  wand  can  steep 
E'en  Anger's  bloocUshot  eyes  in  sleep  : 
Before  whose  breathing  bosom's  bahn, 
Rage  drops  his  steel,  ud  storms  grow  calm ; 
Her  let  our  sires  and  matrons  hoar 
Welcome  to  Britain's  ravag'd  sfaor^ 
Our  youdn,  enamour'd  of  the  lair. 
Play  with  the  tangles  of  her  hair. 
Till,  in  one  loud  i^iplauding  sound, 
Hie  nations  shout  to  her  around, 
**  O,  how  supremely  art  thou  blest, 
Thou,  lady,  thou  shalt  rule  the  West!" 
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Air  OOB  FOB.  MUSIC. 


Whix  Music,  heavenly  maid,  was  young, 
While  yet  in  early  Greece  she  sung, 
The  IVssions  oft,  to  hear  her  shell, 
Tfarong'd  around  her  magic  cell. 
Exulting,  trembling,  raging,  fainting, 
Possest  beyond  the  Muse's  painting ; 
By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  mind 
Distuifo'd,  delighted,  rsis'd,  refln'd; 
Till  once,  't  is  said,  when  all  were  tir'd, 
Kll'd  with  fiuy,  rapt»  inspir'd, 


FVom  the  snpparting  myrdei  rouiM 
They  anatch'd  her  instnuneots  of  aooiidy 
And,  asdiey  oft  had  heard  apart 
Sweet  lessons  of  her  farcefol  art, 
Each,  for  madness  rul'd  the  hour. 
Would  prove  his  own  expressive  powcb 

Pint  Fear  his  hand,  its  skill  to  tij. 
Amid  the  diotds  bcwilder'd  laii^ 

And  back  reooil'd,  he  knew  not  why. 
E'en  at  the  sound  Wnwrif  had  F***d^T 

Next  Anger  rush'd,  his  eyes  on  fire, 
In  lightninim  own'd  his  secret  stings* 

In  one  rude  clash  he  struck  the  lyre. 

And  swept  with  hurried  hand  the  strings 

With  woeful  measures  wan  Despair  — 
Low  sullen  sounds  his  grief  befrnil'da 

A  solemn,  strange,  and  mingled  air, 
'T  was  sad  by  fits,  by  starts  't  was  wild 


But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  so  fiur. 
What  was  thy  delighted  measure  ? 
Still  it  whisper'd  promis'd  pleasure. 

And  bade  the  lovely  scenes  at  distance  faafl ! 
Still  would  her  toudi  the  strain  prolong 

And  from  the  rod^s,  the  woods,  the  vak^ 
She  call'd  on  Echo  stfll  through  all  the  song; 
And  where  her  sweetest  theme  she  diose, 
A  soft  responsive  voice  was  heard  at  every  dos^ 
And  Hope  enchanted  smil'd,  and  wav'd  her  goMoi 

hair. 
And  longer  had  she  sung — hu^  with  a  frown, 

Revenge  impatient  rose. 
He  dvew  his  blood-stain'd  sword  in  thunder  dovs, 
And,  with  a  withering  look, 
Ihe  war-denouncing  trumpet  took. 
And  blew  a  blast  so  loud  and  dreaid. 
Were  ne'er  prophetic  sound  so  frill  of  woe. 
And  ever  and  anon  he  beat, 
Tlie  doubling  drum  with  fruious  heat;  [twecD« 
And  though  sometimes,  each  dreary  pause  bc- 
Dgected  Pity  at  his  side 
Her  soul-subduing  voice  implied. 
Yet  sdll  he  kept  his  wild  unaltcr'd  mien, 
Whfle  each  stnin'd  baU  oOight  seem'd  burmag 
from  his  head. 

Thy  numbers.  Jealousy,  to  nought  were  fix'd, 

Sad  proof  of  thy  distressfril  state. 
Of  differing  themes  the  veering  song  vras  mii'd. 

And  now  it  courted  Love,  now  raving  call'd  on 
^  Hate. 

With  eyes  np-rsis'd,  as  one  inqnr'd, 

Pkle  Melancholy  sat  retir'd. 

And  fitim  her  wild  sequester'd  seat. 

In  notes  by  distance  made  more  sweet, 

Pour'd  through  the  mellow  horn  her  pensive  soul : 
And  dashing  soft  fit»n  rodss  around. 
Bubbling  runnels  join'd  the  sound ;  [*ek. 

Through  ^adcs  and  glooms  the  mingled  DcafOB 
Or  o'er  some  haunted  streams  with  fond  ddsy, 
Round  an  holy  cahn  difiusing. 
Love  of  peace^  and  lonely  maain|^ 
In  hollow  mnrmurs  died  away. 
)  But,^  O,  how  altcr'd  was  its  sprif^itUcr  tonel 

When  Cheexfulnes^  a  nymph  of  healthiest  hoe, 
Her  bow  across  her  shoulder  flung. 
Her  buskins  gemm'd  with  morning  dew. 

Blew  an  inspiring  air,  that  dale  and  dnckct  nttfr 
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Tilt  bimttr^t  cdl  to  Mm  and  DrytA  known ; 
Hie  oak-crown'd  m^ben,  and  thdr  darte-cy'd 

Satjn  and  sylvan  boji  were  fMn^ 
Peeping  from  forth  their  aUeys  green ; 
Brown  Ezerdae  rejoic'd  to  hear. 

And  Sport  Impt  up,  and  icis*d  his  beechen  spear. 
LasI  came  Joy's  ecstatic  trial, 
He,  with  Tiny  crown  adTandng^ 

First  to  the  lirdy  pipe  his  hand  addrest, 
But  soon  he  saw  the  bnsk^wakening  yiol, 
Wboae  sweet  entnmcing  voice  he  lov*d  the  best 
They  would  have  thought,  who  heard  the  stnin, 
They  saw  in  Tempi's  vale  her  native  maids. 
Amidst  the  festal  sounding  shades, 
To  some  unwearied  minstrel  duidng, 
While,  as  his  flying  fingers  kiss'd  the  strings, 
Love  frsm'd  with  Mirdi  a  gay  fantastic  round. 
Loose  were  her  tresses  seen,  her  sone  unbound. 
And  he,  amidst  his  frolic  play, 
As  if  he  would  ibe  charming  air  repay. 
Shook  rhcwisand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings. 


O  Music,  sphere^escendcd  maid, 
friend  of  pleasure,  vrisdom's  aid. 
Why,  goddess,  why  to  us  denied, 
Lay'st  thou  iby  ancient  lyre  aside? 
As  in  that  lov'd  Athenian  bower, 
Tou  Icam'd  an  all-commanding  power. 
Thy  munic  soul,  O  nymph  endear'd. 
Can  well  recall  what  then  it  heard. 
Where  is  thy  native  simple  heart, 
Devote  to  virtue,  fancy,  art  ? 
Aiise^  as  in  that  elder  time, 
Warm,  anergic,  chaste,  sublime  1 
Thy  wonders,  in  that  god-like  age, 
Fill  thy  recording  sister's  page  — 
'T  is  wid,  and  I  believe  the  tale^ 
Thy  humblest  reed  could  more  prevaO, 
Had  more  of  strength,  diriner  rsge. 
Than  all  which  charais  this  laggard  age, 
£*en  ail  at  once  together  found 
CKcilia's  mingled  world  of  sound  •» 
O,  bid  our  vain  endeavours  cease. 
Revive  the  just  dengns  of  Greece^ 
BcCum  in  all  thy  simple  state ! 
Confiim  the  tales  her  sons  relate ! 


"> 


DIRGE  IN  CYMBELINE. 

toiitf  ar  oQinx&us  and  AafvuAoas  ovkb  rioxLB, 

BUTfOSlD  TO   BB  DBAU. 

To  finr  Fldde's  gnnsy  tomb 

Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  shall  bring 
Each  opening  sweet,  of  earliest  bloomy 

And  rifle  sll  the  breathing  Spring. 

No  vrailing  ghost  shall  dare  appear 
To  veif  with  shrieks  this  quiet  grove, 

But  shepherd  lads  assemble  here, 
Aad  mdting  virgins  own  their  love. 

Ho  wither'd  witch  shall  here  be  seen. 

No  goblins  lead  their  ^'  '  * 
Hw  female  fitys  shall  ^ 

And  dress  thy  gra^ 


Hw  rad-bnMt  oft  at  evmlng  hoars 
ShaU  kindly  lend  his  little  aid, 

With  hoaiy  moss,  and  gndier'd  flowen, 
To  deck  tiie  ground  where  thou  art 
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When  howlmg  winds,  and  beatmg  ram. 
In  tenqiests  shake  thy  sylvan  cell ; 

Or  'midst  the  chase  on  every  plain, 
Hm  tender  thought  on  thee  shall  dwelL 

Each  lonely  scene  shall  thee  restore, 
For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed; 

Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more ; 
And  moum'd,  till  Pity's  self  be  dead 


AN  ODE 

OK  THB 

POPULAR  SUPERSTITIONS  OF  THE 
HIGHLANDS  OF  SCOTLAND; 

CONSIOBEin  AS 

TSM  SUBJECT  OF  POETRY. 

nrscBiUD  TO  mb.  johk  bomb. 

HoMB,  thdu  retum'st  from  Thames,  whose  Naiads 
long 

Have  seen  thee  lingering  vrith  a  fond  delay,  [day 

Mid  those  soft  fiiends,  whose  hearts  some  fiiture 
Shall  melt,  perhaps,  to  hear  thy  tragic  song.  • 
Go,  not  unmindftil  of  that  coridial  youth  f      [aide ; 

Whom,  long  endear'd,  thou  leav'st  by  Lavant'a 
Together  let  us  wish  him  lasting  truth 

And  joy  untsinted  with  his  destin'd  bride. 
Go !  nor  regardless,  while  these  numbers  boast 

My  short-liv'd  bUss,  forget  my  social  name ; 
But  think,  far  off,  how,  on  the  Southern  coast, 

I  met  thy  friendship  with  an  equal  flame ! 
Fresh  to  tlwt  sofl  thou  tum'st,  where  every  vale 

Shall  prompt  the  poet,  and  his  song  demand : 
To  thee  thy  copious  subjects  ne'er  shall  fiul ; 

Thau  need'st  but  take  thy  pencil  to  thy  hand. 
And  paint  what  all  believe,  who  own  thy  genial  J^nA^ 

There  must  thou  wake  perforce  thy  Doric  quill; 

'Tis  Fancy's  land  to  which  thou  sett'st  thy  feet; 

Where  still,  't  is  said,  the  fairy  people  meet. 
Beneath  each  birken  shade,  on  maul  or  hill. 
There  each  trim  lass,  that  skims  the  milky  store 

To  the  swart  tribn,  their  creamy  bowls  alots; 
By  night  they  sip  it  round  the  cottage-door. 

While  airy  minstrels  warble  jocund  notes. 
There,  every  herd,  by  sad  experience,  knows 

How,  wing'd  with  fate,  theur  elf-shot  aiiows  fly# 
When  the  sick  ewe  her  summer  food  forgoes^ 

Or,  stretch'd  on  earth,  the  heart-smit  heifen  Hew 
Such  airy  beings  awe  th'  untutor'd  swain :  [neglect ; 

Nor  thou,   tho'  leam'd,  his  homelier  thMgfals 
Let  thy  sweet  Muse  the  runl  frith  sustain ; 

These  are  the  themes  of  simple,  sure  efifect, 
Hut  add  new  conquests  to  her  boundless  reign, 
And  401  with  double  force  her  beart-ooauuttiding 
strain. 

•  How  truly  did  Collins  predict  Home' 
powers! 

t  A  gentleman  of  the  iisn»e  of  ' 
introduced  Home  to  Collins 
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E'en  yet  preicfi>*dl»  how  often  mayst  tfaou  heu^ 
When  to  the  Pole  the  Boreal  moiintaina  run, 
Tuagfat  by  the  fiither,  to  his  Uatening  son ; 

Strange  lays,  whose  power  had  chann'd  a  Spenser's 


At  every  pauses  before  tiiy  mind  posacst^ 

Old  Rqnic  bards  shall  seon  to  rise  around. 
With  uncouth  lyres,  in  naany-colour'd  vest. 

Their  mattedhair  with  boudbs  fantastic  crown'd : 
Whether  thou  bidd'st  the  wefi-taught  hind  repeat 

TTie  dKind  dirge  that  mourns  some  chieftain  brave, 
When  every  shrieking  maid  her  bosom  beat, 

And  strew'd  with  choicest  herbs  his  scented  grave ; 
Or,  whether  sitting  in  the  shepherd's  shiel, 

Thou  hear*st  some  sounding  tale  of  war's  alarms ; 
When  at  the  bugle's  call,  with  fire  and  steel. 

The   sturdy   clans   pour'd   forth   their  brawny 
swarms. 
And  hostile  brothers  met,  to  prove  each  other's  arms. 

*T  is  dune  to  sing,  how,  framing  hideous  spells^ 

In  Sky's  lone  isle,  tlie  gifted  wisard-seer, 

Lodg'd  in  the  wintery  cave  with  Fate's  fell  spear. 
Or  in  the  depth  of  Uist's  dark  forest  dwells : 
How  they,  whose  siglit  such  dreary  dreams  engross. 

With  their  own  vision  oft  astonish'd  droop ; 
When,  o'er  the  watery  strath,  or  quafgy  moss, 

Th^  see  the  gliding  ghosts  unboflied  troop. 
Or,  if  in  sports,  or  on  the  festive  green. 

Their  destin'd  glance  some  fatni  youth  desoy, 
Who  now,  perhaps,  in  lusty  vigour  seen. 

And  rosy  health,  shall  soon  lamented  die. 
For  them  die  viewless  forms  of  air  obey ; 

Their  bidding  Iieed,  and  at  their  beck  repaiK 
They  know  what  spirit  brews  the  stormful  day. 

And  heartless,  oft  like  moody  madness,  stare 
To  see  the  phantom  train  their  secret  work  prepare. 

To  monarcfas  dear,  some  hundred  miles  astray. 

Oft  have  I  seen  Fate  give  the  fatal  blow ! 

The  seer,  in  .Sky,  shriek 'd  as  the  blood  did  flow, 
When  headless  CSurles  warm  on  the  scaffold  lay  J 
As  Boreas  direw  his  young  Aurora  *  forth. 

In  the  first  year  of  the  first  George's  reign. 
And  battles  nig'd  in  welkin  of  the  North, 

They  mouin'd  in  air,  fell,  fell  Rebellion  slain ! 
And  as,  of  late,  they  joy'd  in  Preston's  fight, 

Saw  at  sail  Falkirk  all  their  hopes  near  crown'd ! 
They  rav'd  !  divining  thro*  their  second  sight  f, 

l^e,  red  Culloden,    where  these  hopes  were 
drawn'd ! 
Illustrious  William !  \  Britain's  guardian  name ! 

One  William  sav'd  us  ftom  a  tyrant's  stroke; 
He,  for  a  sceptre,  gain'd  heroic  fame. 

But  tbou,  more  glorious,   Slavery's  chain  hast 
broke, 
lb  reign  a  private  man,  and  bow  to  Freedom's 
yoke! 

*  By  young  Aurora,  Collins  undoubtedly  meant 
Ihe  first  appearance  of  the  northern  lights,  which 
happened  about  the  year  1715;  at  leasts  it  is  most 
higlily  probable^  from  this  peculiar  drcumstanc^ 
that  no  ancient  writer  whatever  has  taken  any  no- 
tice of  them,  nor  even  any  one  modem,  previous  to 
the  above  period. 

f  Second  si^  is  the  term  that  is  used  for  the 
divmationofthe  Highlanders. 

I  The  late  Duke  of  Cumberlaw),  who  defeated 
«ha  Fkwmdcr  at  the  batUe  of  Cullodeo. 


Tliese,  too^  dwa  It  sang !  Ibr  well  Ifay  nagie  Mac 

Can  to  the  topoaost  heaven  of  gnndeor  sosr ; 

Or  stoop  to  vrail  the  swain  diat  b  no  more! 
Ah,  homely  iwains!  your  homeward  tteps  ne'e 

loae; 
Let  not  dank  Will$  mislead  yon  to  the  hesth : 

Dancing  in  mirky  night,  o'er  fen  and  Iske, 
He  glovfs,  to  draw  you  downward  to  your  death, 

In  his  bewitch'd,  low,  marshy,  vrillow  brake ! 
What  though  hr  off,  fivm  some  dark  dell  espied, 

His  glimmering  maxes  cheer  di*  excurave  a^^ 
Tet  turn,  ye  wan&rers,  turn  your  steps  aside. 

Nor  trust  the  guidance  of  diat  fiittdeas  light; 
For  watchful,  lurking,  'mid  di'  unrusding  reed, 

At  those  n^ik  houn  the  wily  monster  liea, 
And  listens  oft  to  hear  the  passing  steed. 

And  frequent  round  him  rolls  his  sullra  eye^ 
If  chance  his  savage  wrath  may  some  weak  wmdi 
surprise. 

Ah,  luckless  swain,  o'er  all  unblcst,  indeed! 

Whom  late  bewilder*d  in-the  dank,  dark  icii, 

Far  firom  his  flocks,  and  smoking  hamlet,  tfao! 
To  that  sad  spot  where  hums  the  sedgy  weed: 
On  him,  enrag'd,  the  fiend,  in  angry  mood, 

Shall  never  look  with  pity's  kind  concern, 
But  instant,  furious,  raise  the  whelming  flood 

O'er  its  drown'd  banks,  forbidding  all  reCam ! 
Or,  if  he  meditate  his  wish'd  escape. 

To  some  dim  hill  that  seems  uprising  near. 
To  his  faint  eye,  the  grim  and  grisly  shape, 

In  all  its  terrours  clad,  shall  wild  appear. 
Meantime  the  watery  sui^  shall  round  him  rise, 

Pour'd  sudden  forth  tnm  every  swelling  tonite! 
What  now  remains  but  tean  and  hopeless  sighs? 

Hu    fear-shook   limbs  have  lost  their  youdilT 
force. 
And  down  the  waves  he  floats,  a  pale  and  bresddea 
corse! 

For  him  in  vain  his  anxious  wife  shall  wait, 

Or  wander  forth  to  meet  him  on  has  way; 

For  him  in  vain,  at  to-fall  of  the  d^. 
His  babes  shall  linger  at  th'  undosing  gale: 
Ah,  ne'er  shall  he  return !  Alone,  if  night 

Her  travell'd  limbs  in  broken  slumbers  ste^ 
With  drooping  willows  drest  his  mournful  iprite 

Shall  visit  nd,  perchance,  her  silent  sleep: 
Then  he,  perliaps,  vrith  moist  and  vratery  hsod, 

Shall  fondly  seem  to  press  her  dmddoring  che^ 
And  vrith  his  blue-swoln  face  before  her  stsod. 

And,  shivering  cold,  these  piteous  accents  sgak : 
**  Pursue,  dear  wife,  thy  daily  toil%  pursue. 

At  dawn  or  dusk,  industrious  as  before ; 
Nor  e'er  of  me  one  helpless  thought  renew. 

While  I  lie  weltering  on  the  osier'd  shores 
Drown'd  by  die  Kelpie's  ||  wndi,  nor  e'er  shell  ad 
thee  more!" 


Unbounded  is  thy  range;  vrith  varied  skill 
Thy  Muse  may,  like  those  feathery  tribes  which 

sganng 
From  their  rude  rocks,  extend  her  skirting  via^ 
Round   the   moist   marge  of  each  oold  Hdaw 
isle^ 


§  A  fiery  meteor,  called  by  various  names,  sodi 
as  Will  widi  die  Wup,  Jack  vrith  the  Lantern,  &c 
It  horen  in  the  air  over  marshy  and  fenny  plsc» 

I  The  water-ficnd. 
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To  thai  hov  pila*  wfaidi  Mill  itt  ruin  dwws: 

In  wbote  small  iwilts  a  Flgmy-folk  U  foundy 
Whose  bones  the  delter  with  his  spade  upthrows, 

And  culls  them,   wond*ring,  from  the  hallow'd 
ground! 
Or  thitherf ,  where  beneath  the  sfaow'ry  west 

Tbs  mighty  kingsof  three  fair  realms  are  kid: 
Once  files,  perlmps  together  now  they  rest, 

No  slaves  revere  them,  and  no  wan  invade : 
Tet  finequent  now,  at  midnight  solemn  hour, 

Tlie  rifted  mounds  their  yavrning  cells  unfidd. 
And  fimh  the  mooarehs  stalk  with  sovereign  power, 

In  pageant  robes,  and  wreath'd  with  sheeny  gold. 
And  on  their  twilight  tombs  aerial  ooundl  hold. 

But,  oh,  o*er  all,  forget  not  Kilda*s  race,       [tides, 

C>n  whose,  bleak  rocks,  which  bnve  the  wasting 

Fair  Nature's  daughter.  Virtue,  yet  abides. 
Go !  just,  as  they,  their  blameless  manners  trace ! 
Hien  to  my  ear  trsnsmit  some  gentle  song. 

Of  those  whose  lives  are  yet  sincere  and  plain, 
Hwir  bounded  walks  the  rugged  cliffk  along. 

And  all  their  prospect  but  the  wintery  main. 
With  sparing  temperance  at  the  needful  time 

They  drain  the  scented  spring ;  or,  hunger-prest, 
Along  tfa*  Atlantic  rock,  undrcading,  climb. 

And  of  its  ef^ga  despoil  the  solan's  \  nest. 
Thus  blest  in  primal  innocence  they  live, 

Suffic'd  and  happy  with  that  fruj^  fare 
Which  tasteful  teAl  and  hourly  danger  give. 

Hard  is  their  shallow  soil,  and  bleak  and  bare ; 
Nor  ever  vernal  bee  was  heard  to  murmur  there ! 

Nor  need'st  thou  blush  that  such  false  themes  en- 
gage 
Thy  gentle  mind,  of  fairer  stores  possest ; 

For  not  alone  they  touch  the  village  breast, 
But  fiird  in  elder  time  th*  historic  page. 
There,  Sbakspeare's  self,  with  ev'ry  garland  crown*d. 

Flew  to  those  fairy  climes  his  fancy  sheen. 
In  musing  hour ;  his  wayward  sisters  found. 

And  with  their  terrours  dress'd  the  magic  scene. 
From  them  he  sung,  when,  *mid  his  bold  design. 

Before  the  Scot,  afflicted,  and  aghast ! 
The  shadowy  kings  of  Banquo's  fated  line 

Through  the  dark  cave  in  gleamy  pageant  pass'd. 
Fkticeed !  nor  quit  the  tales  which,  simply  told. 

Could  once  so  well  my  answering  bosom  pierce ; 
Proceed,  in  forceful  sounds,  and  colour  bold. 

The  native  legends  of  thy  land  rehearse; 
To  such  adapt  thy  lyre,  and  suit  thy  powerAil  verse. 


In  scenes  like  these,  which,  daring  to  depart 
From  sober  truth,  are  still  to  Nature  true, 
And  call  forth  fresh  delight  to  Fancy's  view. 

Til*  heroic  Muse  employ'd  her  Tasso's  art. 

How  have  I  trembled,  when,  at  Tancred's  stroke. 
Its  gushing  blood  the  gaping  cypress  pour'd ! 

When  each  live  plant  with  mortal  accents  spoke. 
And  the  wild  blast  upheav'd  the  vanish'd  sword ! 

•  One  of  the  Hebrides  is  called  the  Isle  of  Pig- 
mies; where  it  is  reported  that  several  miniature 
bones  of  the  human  species  have  been  dug  up  m 
the  ruins  of  a  chapel  thiere. 

f  IcolmkiU,  one  of  the  Hebrides,  where  near 
sixty  of  the  ancient  Scottish,  Irish,  and  Norwegian 
kings  are  interred. 

I  An  aquatic  bird  like  a  goose,  on  the  eggs  of 
which  tlw  inhabitanu  of  St  Kilda,  another  of  the 
Hdirida^  chiefly  subsist. 


How  have  I  sat,  i(hfUk  pip*d  the  pensive  wind. 

To  hear  his  harp  by  British  Fairfax  strung! 
IVevailingpoet!  whose  undoubting  mind 

Believ'd  the  magic  wonders  whidi  he  sung! 
Hence,  at  each  sound,  imagination  glows ! 

Hence,  at  each  picture,  vivid  life  starts  here ! 
Hence  his  warm  lay  vrith  softest  sweetness  flows  I 

Melting  it  flows,  pure,  murmuring,  stniAg,  and 
dear, 
And  filb  th*  empaasion'd  heart,  and  wins  th*  har- 
monious ear! 

All  hail,  ye  scenes  that  o'er  my  soul  prevail ! 

Te  splendid  friths  and  lakes,  which,  fiur  away, 

Are  by  smooth  Anan  fill'd,  or  past'ral  Tay, 
Or  Don's  *  romantic  springs,  at  distance,  hail ! 
Hie  time  shall  come,  when  I,  perhaps,  may  tread 

Your  lowly  glens  f  o'eifaung   whh   spreading 
broom; 
Or  o'er  your  stretching  heaths,  by  Fancy  led  | 

Or  o'er  your  mountains  creep,  in  aweful  gloom  ! 
Hien  will  I  dress  once  more  the  faded  bower, 

Where  Jonson  sat  in  Drummond's  classic  shade  \ ; 
Or  crop,  from  Tiviotdale,  each  lyric  flower,    [laid ! 

And  mourn,  on  Yarrow's  banks,  where  Willy's 
Meantime,  ye  powers,  that  on  the  plains  which  bora 

The  cordial  youth,  on  Lothian's  plains  §  attend ! 
Where'er  Home  dwells,  on  hill  or  lowly  moor. 

To  him  I  lose,  your  kind  protection  lend. 
And,  touch'd  with  love  like  mine,  preserve  my  ab- 
sent fiiend! 


ODE 


OK 


THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  THOMSON. 

TBI  SCKirX  OP  THE  FOLLOVnWO  STANSAS  IS  SUPVOSin 
TO   LIS   ON   THK  THAMES,    XXAa   aiCHMOirn. 

In  yonder  grave  a  Druid  lies 
Where  slowly  vrinds  the  stealing  wave : 

Tlie  year's  best  sweets  shall  duteous  rise. 
To  deck  its  poet's  sylvan  grave. 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  vriiispering  reeds 
His  airy  harp  |  shall  now  be  laid. 

That  he,  whose  heart  in  sorrow  bleeds, 
May  love  through  life  the  soothing  shade. 

Tlien  maids  and  youths  shall  linger  here. 
And,  while  its  sounds  at  distance  swell. 

Shall  sadly  seem  in  Pity's  ear 
To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knelL 

Remembrance  oft  shall  hCunt  the  shore 
When  Tliames  in  summer  wreaths  is  drest, 

And  oft  suspend  the  dashing  oar 
To  bid  his  gentle  q>irit  rest ! 

•  Three  rivers  in  Scotland.         f  VaUeys. 

I  Ben  Jonson  paid  a  visit  on  foot,  in  1619,  to 
the  Scotch  poet,  Drummond,  at  his  seat  of  Haw- 
thomden,  vrithin  four  miles  of  Edinbur^ 

§  Barrow,  it  seems,  was  at  the  Edinburgh  Uni. 
•versity,  which  is  in  the  county  of  Lothian* 

II  'Die  harp  of  .Solus,  of  which  see  a  dMcnption 
in  the  CatfOe  of  Indolenoe. 
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And  oft  as  Ea§e  and  HeaUti  m&r^ 
To  breeiy  lawn,  or  forest  deep, 

Tlie  friend  shall  Tiew  yon  whitening  ^ire  *, 
And  'mid  the  Taried  landscape  weep. 

But  thooy  who  own'st  that  earthly  bed. 
Ah !  idiat  will  every  dirge  avail  ? 

Or  tears  which  Lore  and  Pity  shed. 
That  mourn  beneath  the  gtiding  sail ! 


Yet  lives  there  one,  whose  heedless  eye 
Shall  scorn  thy  pale  shrine  glimmering 

Wifli  him,  sweet  bard,  may  Fancy  die, 
And  Joy  desert  the  blooming  year. 


But  thou,  lorn  stream,  whose  sullen  tide 
No  sedge-crown*d  sisters  now  attend. 

Now  waft,  me  from  the  green  hill's  side 
V^iose  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend ! 

*  Mr.  Thomson  was  buried  in  Ridimond  church. 


And  see^  the  finiy  vaUcgra  fidc^ 

Dun  Night  1ms  veil'd  tiie 
Tet  once  again,  dear  parted 
.  Bfteek. Nature's  chiUJ,  again 


Hie  genial  meadsf  Mogn'd  to  blc 
Thy  life^  shall  mourn  thy  early 

Their  hinds  and  sfaepheni-giria  shall  di«M 
With  simple  hands  thy  nml 


Long,  long,  thy  stone,  and  pomtfd  day 
Shall  mdt  the  musing  Briton'a  eyes, 
''O!  vales,  and  wild  woodsy"  sfaaU  bessf. 
In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies!" 


c« 


f  Mr.  Hiomson  resided^  in  die 
Richmond  some  dme  befon  faia 
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JOHN  DYER. 


Jomr  DrBEy  an  agreeable  poet,  was  the  son  of 
a  solicitor  at  Aberglasney,  in  Carmarthenshire, 
where  be  was  bom  in  1700.  He  was  brought  up 
at  Westminster-school,  and  was  designed  by  his 
&iher  for  his  own  profession ;  but  being  at  liberty, 
in  consequence  of  his  father's  death,  to  follow  his 
own  inclination,  he  indulged  what  he  took  for  a 
natural  taste  in  painting,  and  entered  as  pupil  to 
Mr.  Richardson.  After  wandering  for  some  time 
about  South  Wales  and  the  adjacent  counties  as  an 
itinersnt  artist,  he  appeared  convinced  that  he  should 
not  attain  to  eminence  in  that  profession.  In  1727, 
he  first  made  himself  known  as  a  poet,  by  tfaepubli- 
cadon  of  his  "  Grongar  HiU,"  descriptiTe  of  a 
tcene  aflfbrdcd  by  his  native  country,  which  became 
one  of  the  most  popular  pieces  of  its  class,  and  has 
been  admitted  into  numerous  collections.  Dyer 
then  travelled  to  Italy,  still  in  pursuit  of  profes- 
sional  improvement;  and  if  he  did  not  acquire  this 
in  any  considerable  degree,  he  improved  his  poeti- 
cal tute,  and  laid  in  a  stf»«  of  new  images.  These 
he  displayed  in  a  poem  of  some  length,  published 
in  1740,  which  he  entitled  <*The  Ruins  of  Rome,"' 
that  capital  having  been  the  principal  object  of  his 
joomeyings.  Of  this  work  it  may  be  said,  that  it 
oootsins  many  passages  of  real  poetry,  and  that  the 
rtnin  of  moral  and  political  reflection  denotes  a  be- 
nevolent arid  cnhgfatened  mind. 


His  health  being  now  in  a  deHcate  state,  he  was 
advised  by  his  friends  to  take  orders ;  and  he  waa 
accordingly  ordained  by  Dr.  Hiomas,  Bishop  of 
Lincoln  ;  and,  entering  into  the  married  state,  he 
sat  down  on  a  small  living  in  Leicestershire.  Tliis 
he  exchanged  for  one  in  Lincolnshire;  but  the 
fenny  country  in  which  he  was  placed  did  not 
agree  with  his  health,  and  he  complained  of  the 
want  of  books  and  company.  In  1757,  he  pub- 
lished his  Uugest  work,  «  Hie  Fleece,"  a  didactic 
poem,  in  four  books,  of  which  the  first  part  is  pas- 
toral, the  second  mechanical,  the  third  and  fourth 
historical  and  geographical.  This  poem  has  never 
been  very  popular,  many  of  its  topics  not  being 
well  adapted  to  poetiy ;  yet  the  opinions  of  critics 
have  varied  concerning  it  It  is  certain  diat  there 
are  many  pleasing,  and  some  grand  and  impressive 
passages  in  the  work ;  but,  upcm  the  whole,  the  g^ 
neral  feeling  is,  that  the  length  of  iie  performance 
necessarily  imposed  upon  it  a  degree  of  tedious* 

Dyer- did  not  long  survive  the  completion  of  hb 
book.  He  died  of  a  gradual  decline  in  1758,  leav- 
ing behind  him,  besims  the  reputation  of  an  ing^ 
nious  poet,  the  character  of  an  honest,  humane,  and 
worthy  peiaoiia 


ORONOAR  HILL. 

donrr  nymph,  with  curious  eye ! 
Who,  the  purple  evening,  lie 
On  the  mountain's  kmely  van, 
Beyond  the  noise  of  busy  man ; 
Bunting  fair  the  form  of  things, 
While  the  yellow  linnet  sings ; 
Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 
Charms  the  forest  with  her  tale;  — 
Come,  widi  all  thy  various  dues, 
Come  and  aid  thy  sister  Muse ; 
Kow,  vrhile  Fbo^nis  riding  high. 
Gives  lustre  to  the  land  and  sky ! 
Grongar  Hill  invites  my  song, 
Draw  the  land8Ciq>e  bright  and  strong; 
Grongar,  in  whose  mossy  cells 
Sweedy  musing  Qniet  dwells ; 
Gnmgar,  Jn  whose  silent  shade^ 
For  the  modot  Moses  made, 


So  oft  t  have,  die  evening  still, 

At  the  fountain  of  a  rill. 

Sate  upon  a  flowery  bed. 

With  my  hand  beneath  my  head ; 

While  stray'd  my  eyes  o'er  Towy's  flood. 

Over  mead  and  over  wood. 

From  house  to  houses  from  hill  to  hill, 

Till  Contemplation  had  her  fill. 

About  his  chequer'd  sides  I  wind. 
And  leave  his  brooks  and  meads  behind. 
And  groves,  and  grottoes  where  I  lay. 
And  vistas  shooting  beams  of  day : 
Wide  and  wider  spreads  the  vale» 
As  circles  on  a  smooth  canal : 
Hie  mountains  round,  unhappy  fate! 
Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height^ 
Withdraw  their  summits  from  the  skiei^ 
And  lessen  as  the  others  rise : 
Stin  the  prospect  wider  spreads. 
Adds  a  thousand  woods  and  mends; 
StiU  it  widens,  widens  atiU, 
And  sinks  the  newly-risen  faOL 
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Now,  I  gain  the  mountiin'i  brovr, 
VnmX  a  landscape  lies  below ! 
No  douds,  no  Tapoun  intervene ; 
But  the  gay,  the  open  scene 
Does  the  face  of  Nature  show. 
In  all  the  hues  of  Heaven's  bow ! 
And,  swelling  to  embrace  the  lights 
Spveads  around  beneath  the  sigfadL 

Old  castles  on  the  difis  arise, 
Proudly  towering  in  tfie  skies! 
Rushing  from  the  woods,  the  i^ires 
Seem  from  hence  ascending  fires ! 
Half  his  beams  Apollo  sheds 
On  the  yellow  mountain-heads ! 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks, 
And  glitters  on  the  broken  rocks ! 

Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rise, 
Beautiful  in  Tarious  dyes : 
The  gloomy  pine,  the  poplar  blue^ 
The  yellow  beech,  the  sable  yew. 
Hie  slender  fir  that  t^ier  grows, 
Tlie  sturdy  oak  with  broad-spread  bou^iSi 
And  beyond  the  purple  grove. 
Haunt  of  Phyllis,  queen  of  lore ! 
Gaudy  as  the  opening  dawn, 
lies  a  long  and  level  lawn. 
On  which  a  dark  hill,  steep  and  high, 
Holds  and  charms  the  wandering  eye ! 
Deep  are  his  feet  in  Towy's  flood. 
His  sides  are  cloth'd  with  waving  wood. 
And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow, 
Hiat  cast  an  aweful  look  below ; 
Whose  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps, 
And  with  her  arms  from  fsdling  keeps  • 
So  both  a  safety  from  the  wind 
On  mutual  dependence  find. 
*T  is  now  th*  raven's  bleak  abode; 
'T  is  now  the  apartment  of  the  toad ; 
And  there  the  fox  securely  feeds ; 
And  there  the  poisonous  adder  breeds, 
Conceal'd  in  ruins,  moss,  and  weeds ; 
While,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  moulder'd  wallSi 
Tet  Time  has  seen,  that  lifrs  the  low. 
And  level  lays  the  lofry  brow, 
Has  seen  this  broken  pile  complete^ 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  state ; 
But  transient  is  the  smile  of  Fate ! 
A  little  rule,  a  little  sway, 
A  sun-beam  in  a  winter's  day. 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  ^ve 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

And  see  the  rivers  how  they  run, 
Tlirough  woods  and  meads,  in  shade  and  sun. 
Sometimes  swift,  sometimes  slow. 
Wave  succeeding  wave,  they  go 
A  various  joum^  to  the  dwp, 
Like  human  life,  to  endless  deep ! 
Thus  is  Nature's  vesture  wrought, 
To  instruct  our  wandering  thought; 
Thus  she  dresses  green  and  gay. 
To  diqierse  our  cares  away. 

Ever  charming,  ever  new, 
When  will  the  landscape  tire  the  view ! 
The  fountain's  fidl,  the  river's  flow. 
Hie  woody  valleys,  warm  and  low ; 
The  windy  summit,  wild  and  high, 
BougUy  rushing  on  the  sky ! 
The  plttsant  seat,  the  ruin'd  tower, 
The  naked  lock,  the  shady  bower; 


Tlw  town  and  viUagi^  dome  aad 
Eadi  give  each  a  double  charm. 
As  pearis  upon  an  Ethiop's  arm. 

See  on  the  mountain's  sootfaem 
Where  the  prospect  opens  inde^ 
Where  the  evening  gilds  the  tide ; 
How  dose  and  small  the  hedges  £• ! 
What  streaks  of  meadows  croas  the  Cfe! 
A  step  methinks  may  pass  the 
So  Utde  distant  dangers  seem ; 
So  we  mistake  the  Fkiture's  fiui^ 
Ey'd  through  Hope's  deluding 
As  yon  summits  soft  and  fiur. 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air. 
Which  to  those  who  journey 
Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear ; 
Stall  we  tread  the  same  coarse  way. 
The  present 's  still  a  doudy  day. 

O  may  I  with  myself  agree. 
And  never  covet  what  I  see ; 
Content  me  with  an, humble  shad^ 
My  passions  tam'd,  my  wishes  laid  ; 
For,  while  our  wishes  wildly  roll. 
We  banish  quiet  from  the  soul : 
'T  is  thus  the  busy  beat  the  air. 
And  misers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  hi^b. 
As  on  the  mountain-turf  I  lie ; 
While  the  wanton  Zephyr  sing% 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings  ; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deep ; 
While  the  shepherd  diarms  his  sheep  ; 
While  the  birds  unbounded  fly. 
And  with  music  fill  the  sky. 
Now,  e'en  now,  my  joys  run  high. 

Be  full,  ye  courts-^  be  great  who  will; 
Search  for  Peace  with  all  your  skill: 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door. 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor. 
In  vain  you  search,  die  is  not  there ; 
In  vain  ye  search  the  domes  of  Care  * 
Grass  and  flowers  Quiet  treads, 
On  the  meads,  and  mountain-heads^ 
Along  with  Pleasure,  dose  ally'd, 
Ever  by  each  other's  side : 
And  often,  by  the  murmuring  rill. 
Hears  the  thrush,  while  all  is  still. 
Within  the  groves  of  Grangar  HiU. 


THE  RUINS  OF  ROME. 

Aspice  murorum  moles,  prseniptaque  aaxa, 
Obrutaque  honenti  vesta  tfaeatra  aitn  : 

Hiec  sunt  Roma.     Viden'vehitipsai 
Uibis  adhuc  qiirettt  imperioea  mines? 

Jawus  VrrAUs. 

Ekougr  of  Grotkgar,  and  the  shady  dales 
Of  winding  Towy  :  Merlin's  fabled  haunt 
I  sing  inglorious.     Now  the  love  of  arts, 
And  what  in  metal  or  in  stone  remains 
Of  proud  antiquity,  through  various  realms 
And  various  limguages  and  ages  fian'd. 
Bears  me  remote,  o'er  Gallia's  woody  bounds, 
O'er  the  cloud-piercing  Alps  remote ;  beyond 
The  vale  of  Amo  purpled  with  the  vine. 
Beyond  the  Umbnan  and  Etruscan  hills, 
To  Latium's  wide  diampain,  forioni  and  wastcb 
Where  yellow  Tiber  hb  neglected  wave 
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MoumfbUy  ralb.     Tct  once  again,  my  Mute, 
Ycc  ooce  again,  and  toar  a  \af&r  flight ; 
Lo  the  rciistlea  theme,  imperial  Rome. 

FaJl'n,  fidi'n,  a  aUent  heap ;  her  heroes  all 
Soak  in  their  urns ;  behold  the  pride  of  pomp, 
llie  tfaione  of  nations  fairn ;  obscnr*d  in  dust; 
£*en  yet  majestical :  the  solemn  scene 
Elates  the  soul,  while  now  the  rising  Sun 
Flames  on  the  ruins  in  the  purer  air 
Towering  aloft,  upon  the  glittering  plain, 
like  broken  rocks,  a  vast  circumference : 
Rent  palaces,  cnish*d  columns,  rifled  moles. 
Fanes  roll*d  on  fanes,  and  tombs  on  buried  tombs. 

Deep  Hes  in  dust  the  Theban  obelisk 
Immense  along  the  waste ;  minuter  art, 
OUooaian  forms,  or  Fhidian  subtly  fair, 
O'erwhelming ;  as  th'  immense  Leviathan 
Hie  finny  brood,  when  near  Ieme*s  shore 
Outstretch*d,  unwieldy,  his  island-length  appears 
Above  the  foamy  flood.     Globose  and  huge, 
Gray  mouldering  temples  swell,  and  wide  overcast 
The  solitary  landscape,  hills  and  woods. 
And  boundless  wilds ;  while  the  vine-mantled  brows 
The  pendent  goats  unveil,  regardless  they 
Of  hourly  penl,  though  the  clefled  domes 
Tremble  to  every  wind.     The  pilgrim  oft 
At  dead  of  night,  *mid  his  orison  hears 
Aghast  the  voice  of  Time,  disparting  towers. 
Tumbling  all  precipitate  down.dash*d, 
Rattling  around,  loud  thundering  to  the  Moon ;  * 
While  raunnurs  soothe  each  awful  interval 
Of  ever-falling  vraters;  shrouded  Nile, 
Eridanus,  and  Tiber  with  his  twins. 
And  palmy  Euphrates  * ;  they  vrith  drooping  locks 
Hang  o'er  their  urns,  and  mournfully  among 
The  plaintive^echoing  ruins  pour  their  streama 

Yet  here^  adventurous  in  the  sacred  search 
Of  ancient  arts,  the  delicate  of  mind, 
Curious  and  modest,  from  all  climes  resorL 
Grateful  society !  with  these  I  raise 
The  toflsome  step  up  the  proud  Palatin, 
Through  spiry  cypress  groves,  and  towering  pine^ 
Waving  aloft  o*er  the  big  ruin's  brows. 
On  numerous  arches  rear*d :  and*  frequent  stopp'd, 
Tlie  sunk  ground  stardes  me  with  drndful  chaan. 
Breathing  forth  darkness  from  the  vast  profound 
Of  aisles  and  halls,  within  the  mountain's  womb. 
Nor  these  the  nether  works ;  all  these  beneath. 
And  all  beneath  the  vales  and  hills  around, 
Extend  the  cavem'd  sewers,  massy,  firm, 
As  the  Sibylline  grot  beside  the  dead 
Lake  of  Avemux ;  such  the  sewers  huge, 
Whittwr  the  great  Tarquinian  genius  dooms 
Each  wave  impure ;  and  proud  with  added  rains, 
Hark  how  the  migh^  billows  lash  their  vaults. 
And  thunder  ;  how  they  heave  their  rocks  in  vain  ! 
Though  now  incessant  time  has  roll'd  around 
A  thousand  winters  o*eT  the  changeful  world, 
Ai»d  yet  a-thousand  since,  th'  indignant  floods 
Roar  loud  in  their  firm  bounds,  and  dash  and  swell, 
In  vain ;  oonvey'd  to  Tiber's  lowest  wave. 

Hefice  over  airy  plains,  by  crystal  founts. 
That  weave  their  gUttering  waves  with  tuneful  lapse. 
Among  the  sleeky  pebbles,  agate  clear. 
Cerulean  ophite,  and  the  flowery  vein 
Of  orient  jasper,  pleas'd  I  move  along. 
And  vaacs  boas'd,  and  huge  inscriptive  stones. 


*    Fonntainfl  at  Rome  adorned  with  the  statues 
€€  thorn  fmn» 


And  intermingling  vines;  and  flgurM  nymphs, 
Flonu  and  Chloes  of  delicious  mould, 
Cheering  the  darkness  ;  and  deep  empty  tombs. 
And  dells,  and  mouldering  shrines,  with  old  decay 
Rustic  and  green,  and  wide-embowering  shades. 
Shot  from  the  crooked  defb  of  nodding  towers. 
A  solemn  wilderness !  with  errour  sweet, 
I  wind  the  lingering  step,  where'er  the  path 
Mazy  conducts  me,  which  the  vulgar  foot 
O'er  sculptures  maim'd  has  made^  Anubis,  Sphinx, 
Idols  of  antique  guise,  and  homed  Fkn, 
Terrific,  monstrous  shapes  !  preposterous  gc^ 
Of  Fear  and  Ignorance,  by  tfie  sculptor's  hand 
Hewn  into  form,  and  worahipp'd ;  as  e'en  now 
Blindly  they  worship  at  their  breathless  mouths  f 
In  varied  appellations  :  men  to  these 
(From  depth  to  depth  in  darkening  errour  fall'n) 
At  length  ascrib'd  th*  inapplicable  name. 

How  doth  it  please  and  fill  the  memory 
^^th  deeds  of  brave  renown,  while  on  each  hand 
Historic  urns  and  breathing  statues  rise. 
And  speaking  busts  !     Sweet  Sdpio,  Marius  stem, 
Pompey  superb,  the  spirit-stirring  form 
Of  Caesar  raptur'd  with  the  charm  of  rule 
And  boundless  fame  ;  impatient  for  exploiti^ 
His  eager  eyes  upcast,  he  soars  in  thought 
Above  aU  height :  and  his  own  Bmtus  see. 
Desponding  Bmtus,  dubious  of  the  right, 
In  evil  days,  of  faith,  of  public  weal, 
Solicitous  and  sad.     Tliy  next  regard 
Be  Tully's  graceful  attitude ;  unprsis'd, 
His  outstretch'd  arm  he  waves,  in  act  to  speak 
Before  the  silent  masters  of  the  world. 
And  Eloquence  arrays  him.     There  bdioldy 
Prepar'd  for  combat  in  the  front  of  war. 
The  pious  brothers ;  jealous  Alba  stands 
In  fcauful  expectation  of  the  strife, 
And  youthful  Rome  intent :  the  kindred  foes 
Fall  on  each  other's  neck  in  silent  tears ; 
In  sorrowf ui  benevolence  embrace  — 
Howe'er,  they  soon  unsheath  the  flashing  sword. 
Their  country  calls  to  arms ;  —  now  all  m  vain 
The  mother  clasps  the  knee,  and  e'en  the  fair 
Now  weeps  in  vain ;  their  country  calls  to  arms. 
Such  virtue  Clelia,  Codes,  Manlius,  rous'd : 
Such  were  the  Fabii,  Dedi ;  so  inspir'd. 
The  Sdpios  battled,  and  the  Gracchi  spoke : 
So  rose  the  Roman  state*     Me  now,  of  these 
Deep  musing,  high  ambitious  thoughts  inflame 
Greatly  to  serve  my  country,  distant  land. 
And  build  me  virtuous  fame ;  nor  shall  the  dust 
Of  these  fall'n  piles  with  show  of  sad  decay 
Avert  the  good  resolve,  mean  argument. 
The  fate  alone  of  matter.  —  Now  the  brow 
We  gain  enraptur'd ;  beauteously  distinct  \ 
The  numerous  porticoes  and  domes  upswell. 
With  obelisks  and  columns  interpos'd. 
And  pine,  and  fir,  and  oak :  so  fidr  a  scene 
Sees  not  the  dervise  from  the  spiral  tomb 
Of  ancient  Chammos,  while  his  eye  beholds 
IVoud  Memphis*  reliques  o'er  th'  Egyptian  plain : 
Nor  hoary  hermit  from  Hymettus'  brow. 
Though  graceful  Athens  in  the  vale  beneath. 
Along  the  windings  of  the  Muse's  stream, 
Ludd  Illyssus  weeps  her  silent  schools, 

f  Several  statues  of  the  Pagan  gods  have  been 
converted  into  images  of  saints. 

^  From  the  Palatin  hill  one  sees  most  of  the  re- 
markable antiquities. 
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And  grower,  nnYUtid  bf  hud  or  nge. 

Amid  the  towery  niim^  buge,  supreme^ 
Th*  enoriDOus  amphitbntre  bdiold. 
Mountainous  pile !  o'er  whose  capacious  womb 
Pours  tlie  broad  firmament  its  varied  light ; 
While  from  the  central  floor  the  seats  ascoid 
Round  above  round,  slow-widening  to  Uie  verge 
A  circuit  vast  and  high ;  nor  less  had  held 
Imjieriai  Rome,  and  her  attendant  realms, 
When  drunk  with  rule  she  will*d  the  fierce  deligb^ 
And  op*d  the  gloomy  caverns,  whence  out-rush'd 
Before  th*  innumerable  shouting  crowd 
The  fiery,  madded,  tyrants  of  the  wilds, 
lions  and  tygers,  wolves  and  elephants, 
And  desperate  men,  more  fell.     Abhorr*d  intent ! 
By  frequent  converse  widi  familiar  death. 
To  kindle  brutal  daring  apt  for  war ; 
To  lock  the  breast,  and  steel  th'  obdurate  heart 
Amid  the  piercing  cries  of  sore  distress 
Impenetrable.  — •  But  away  thine  eye ; 
Behold  yon  steepy  cliff;  the  modem  pile 
Perchance  may  now  delight,  while  that  *,  rever'd 
In  ancient  days,  the  page  alone  declares. 
Or  narrow  coin  through  dim  cerulean  rust 
The  fane  was  Jove's,  its  spacious  golden  roof. 
O'er  thick-surrounding  temples  beaming  wide, 
Appear'd,  as  when  above  the  morning  liiUs 
Half  the  round  Sun  ascends ;  and  tower'd  aloft, 
Sustain'd  by  columns  huge,  innumerous 
As  cedars  proud  on  Canaan's  verdant  heights 
Darkening  their  idols,  when  Astarte  lur'd 
Too-prosperous  Israel  frtmi  his  living  strength. 

And  next  r^^aid  yon  venerable  dome. 
Which  virtuous  Latium,  with  erroneous  aim, 
Rais'd  to  her  various  deities,  and  nam'd 
Pantheon  ;  plain  and  round ;  of  this  our  world 
Majestic  emblem ;  with  peculiar  grace 
Before  its  ample  orb,  projected  stands 
The  many-pillar'd  portal :  noblest  work 
Of  human  skill :  here,  curious  architect. 
If  thou  essay 'st,  ambitious,  to  surpass 
Pislladius,  Angelus,  or  British  Jones, 
On  these  fair  walls  extend  the  certain  scale,  ^ 
And  turn  tli'  instructive  compass :  careful  mark 
How  far  in  hidden  art,  the  noble  plain 
Extends,  and  where  the  lovely  forms  commence 
Of  flowing  sculpture :  nor  neglect  to  note 
How  range  the  taper  columns,  and  what  weight 
Their  leafy  brows  sustain :  fair  Corinth  first 
Boasted  their  order,  which  Callimachus 
(Reclining  studious  on  Asopus'  banks 
Beneadi  an  urn  of  some  lamented  nymph) 
Haply  compos'd  ;  the  urn  with  foliage  curl'd 
Hiinly  conceal'd,  the  chapiter  infomi'd. 

See  the  tall  obelisks  from  Memphis  old. 
One  stone  enormous  each,  or  Thebes  convey'd ; 
Like  Albion's  spires  they  rush  into  the  skies. 
And  there  the  temple  f ,  where  the  summon  *d  state 
In  deep  of  night  conven'd :  e'en  yet  methinks 
The  vehement  orator  in  rent  attire 
Persuasion  pours.  Ambition  sinks  her  crest; 
And  1o  the  villain,  like  a  troubled  sea. 
That  tosses  up  her  mire !  Ever  diaguis'd. 
Shall  Treason  walk  ?    Shall  proud  Oppression  yoke 
The  neck  of  Virtue  ?     Lo  the  wretch,  abash'd, 
Self-betray'd  CatiUne !     O  liberty, 

♦  The  Capitol. 

f  The  Temple  of  Goncoirdy  where  the  senate  met 
on  CatitineN  conspiraqr* 


Raciit  of  Happiiiea,  crtwHiUbora ; 
When  the  first  man  bwame  a  liviqg  wtmik. 
His'  sacred  genius  thoa ;  ^be  Brain's 
With  her,  secure,  prolmig  thy  lofv'd  retzcat ; 
Tlienoe  bless  mankind ;  while  yet  amoi^  bcr 
E'en  yet  there  aze^  to  diield  tfame  equal  laiii^ 
Whose  bosoms  kindle  at  the  aacred  names 
Of  Cedl,  Raldgh,  Walsingfaam,  and  Dnke. 
May  others  more  delimit  in  tuneAil  airs  ; 
In  masque  and  dance  excel ;  to  aculptur'd 
Give  with  superior  skill  the  living  look ; 
More  pompous  piles  erect,  or  pencil  soft 
With  warmer  touch  the  visionary  board : 
But  thou,  thy  nobler  Britons  teadi  to  mle  ; 
To  check  the  ravage  of  tyrannic  sway  ; 
To  quell  the  proud ;  to  spread  the  joji 
And  varicHis  blessings  of  ingemoos  trade. 
Be  these  our  arts ;  and  ever  may  we  guaidy 
Ever  defend  thee  vritb  inidaontwl  heart  i 
Inestimable  good !  who  giv'st  us  Truth, 
Wliose  hand  opleada  to  li^  divinest  IVudi, 
Array'd  in  every  chmrm :  whose  hand  benign 
Teaches  unwearied  Toil  to  clothe  die  field% 
And  on  his  various  fruits  inscr&ws  the  name 
Of  Property:   O  nobly  hail'd  of  old 
By  thy  majestic  daughters,  Judah  &ir. 
And  Tynis  and  Sidonia,  lovely  nym^ia, 
And  Libya  bright,  and  all-enchanting  Greece, 
Whose  numerous  towns  and  isles,  ana  peopled 
Rejpic'd  around  her  lyre ;  th'  heroic  note 
(Smit  with  sublime  delight]  Ausonia  caught. 
And  plann'd  imperial  Rome.     Tliy  hand 
Rear'd  up  her  towery  bfttlements  in  strength ; 
Bent  her  wide  bridges  o'er  the  swdlix^g  stream 
Of  Tuscan  Tiber ;  thine  those  solemn  demies 
Devoted  to  the  voice  of  humbler  prayer ! 
And  thine  those  piles  f  undeck'd,  capadoas,  v»t. 
In  days  of  dearth  where  tender  Charity 
Dispens'd  her  timely  succours  to  the  poor. 
Thine  too  those  musically  fiedling  founts. 
To  slake  the  clammy  lip ;  adown  they  ikll. 
Musical  ever ;  while  frcKn  yon  blue  hilla, 
Dim  in  the  clouds,  the  radiant  aqueducts 
Turn  their  innumerable  arches  o'er 
The  spacious  desert,  bri^tening  in  the  Sun, 
Pk-oqd  and  more  proud  in  their  august  approach: 
High  o'er  irriguous  vales  and  woods  and  town^ 
Glide  the  soft  whispering  waters  in  the  wind. 
And  here  united  pour  their  silver  streams 
Among  the  figur'd  rocks,  in  murmuring  ftlla. 
Musical  ever.     These  thy  beauteous  works: 
And  what  beside  felicity  could  tell 
Of  human  benefit :  more  late  the  rest ; 
At  various  times  their  turrets  chanc'd  to  nse,* 
When  impious  Tyranny  vouchsaf 'd  to  smile. 

Behold  by  Tiber's  flood,  where  modern  Romcf 
Couches  beneath  the  ruins :  there  of  old 
With  arms  and  troplues  gleam'd  the  field  of  Bfars: 
There  to  their  daily  sports  the  noble  youth 
Rush'd  emulous ;  to  fling  the  p«pnted  lance ; 
To  vault  the  steed ;  or  with  thelindling  wheel 
In  dusty  whirlwinds  sweep  the  trembling  goal ; 
Or,  wrestling,  cope  with  advene  swelling  breaala» 
Strong  gn^^pling  arms,  close  beads,  and  distant  fret; 
Or  clash  the  lifted  gauntlets :  there  they  fonn'd 
Tlieir  ardent  virtues :  in  the  bossy  pUes, 

\  The  public  granaries. 
§  Modem  Rome  stands  chiefly  on  the  old 
pus  Martins. 


RUINS  OF  ROME. 


rAj 


The  proud  (riumphdJ  arches ;  all  thenr  wars» 
Their  conquests,  honours,  in  the  sculptures  lire. 
And  see  fiom  every  gate  those  ancient  roads, 
With  tombs  high  verg*d,  the  solemn  paths  of  Fame : 
Deserve  they  not  re^rd  ?     0*cr  whose  broad  flints 
Such  crowds  hare  roU'd,  so  many  storms  of  war ; 
So  many  pomps ;  so  many  wonderine  realms : 
Yet  still  through  mountains  pierc'd,  o*er  valleys 

rais*d. 
In  even  state,  to  distant  seas  around,  [Peace  *, 

They  stretch  their  pavements.      Lo,  the  fiuie  of 
Built  by  that  prince,  who  to  the  trust  of  power 
Was  honest,  the  delight  of  human-kind. 
Three  nodding  aisles  remain  ;  the  rest  a  heap 
Of  sand  and  weeds ;  her  shrines,  her  radiant  roofs, 
And  columns  proud,  that  from  her  t^cious  floor, 
As  from  a  shining  sea,  majestic  rose 
A  hundred  foot  aloft,  like  stately  beech 
Around  the  brim  of  Dion's  glassy  lake, 
Charming  the  mimic  painter :  on  the  walls 
Hung  Salem*s  sacred  spoils ;  the  golden  board. 
And  golden  trumpets,  now  concealed,  entomb*d 
By  the  sunk  roof.  —  O'er  which  in  distant  view 
Th'  Etruscan  mountains  swell,  with  ruins  crown*d 
Of  ancient  towns ;  and  blue  Soractc  spires. 
Wrapping  Ms  sides  in  tempests.     Eastward  hence, 
Nigh  where  the  Ccslian  pyramid  f  divides 
The  mouldering  wall,  beyond  yon  fabric  huge. 
Whose  dust  the  solemn  antiquarian  turns. 
And  thence,  in  broken  sculptures  cast  abroad. 
Like  SibyPs  leaves,  collects  tlie  builder's  name 
Rejoic'd,  and  the  green  medals  frequent  found 
Doom  Caracalla  to  perpetual  fame  : 
Hie  stately  pines,  that  spread  their  branches  wide 
In  the  dun  ruins  of  its  ample  halls  |, 
Appear  but  tufts ;  as  may  whate*er  is  high 
Sink  in  comparison,  minute  and  vile. 

These,  and  unnumber'd,  yet  their  brows  uplift. 
Rent  of  their  graces ;  as  Britannia's  oaks 
On  Merlin's  mount,  or  Snowdon's  rugged  sides. 
Stand  in  the  clouds,  their  branches  scatter'd  round. 
After  the  tempest ;  Mausoleums,  Cirques, 
Naumachios,  Fonims ;  Trajan's  column  tall. 
From  whose  low  base  the  sculptures  wind  aloft, 
And  lead  tlirough  various  toils,  up  the  rough  steep, 
Its  hero  to  the  skic>s :  and  his  dark  tower  § 
MTbose  execrable  hand  the  city  fir'd, 
And  while  the  dreadful  conflagration  blaz'd, 
Flay'd  to  the  flames  ;  and  Pha>bus*  Ictter'd  dome  J ; 
'And  the  rough  reliques  of  Carina's  street, 
Wliere  now  the  shepherd  to  his  nibbling  sheep 
Sits  piping  with  his  oaten  reed  ;  as  orst 
There  pip'd  the  shepherd  to  his  nibbling  sheep, 
When  th'  humble  roof  Anchiscs'  son  explor'd 
Of  good  Evander,  wealth-despising  king. 
Amid  the  thickets :  so  revolves  tlic  scene ; 
So  Thne  ordains,  who  rolls  the  things  of  pride 
From  dust  again  to  dust.     Behold  that  heap 
Of  mouldering  urns  (their  ashes  blown  away, 
Dust  of  the  mighty)  die  same  story  tell ; 
And  at  its  base,  from  whence  the  serpent  glides 
Down  the  green  desert  street,  yon  hoary  monk 
Laments  the  same,  tlie  vision  as  he  views. 
The  solitary,  silent,  solemn  scene, 

*  Begun  by  Vespasian,  and  finished  by  Titus. 
f  The  tomb  of  Cestius,  partly  within  and  partly 
widxmt  the  walla. 
I  The  bathi  of  Camcalla,  a  vast  ruiiu 
§  Nero'i.  I     The  PaUUin  library. 


Where  Cssars,  heroes,  peasants,  hermits  lie. 

Blended  in  dust  together ;  where  the  slave 

Rests  from  his  labours ;  where  th*  insulting  proud 

Resigns  his  power ;  the  miser  drops  his  hoard ; 

Where  human  folly  sleeps.  —  Tliere  is  a  mood, 

(I  sing  not  to  the  vacant  and  the  young,) 

There  is  a  kindly  mood  of  melancholy, 

That  wings  the  soul,  and  points  her  to  the  skies ; 

When  tribulation  clothes  (he  child  of  man. 

When  age  descends  witli  sorrow  to  the  grave, 

'T  is  sweetly-soothing  sympathy  to  pain, 

A  gently-wakening  call  to  health  and  ease. 

How  musical !  when  all-devouring  Time, 

Here  sitting  on  his  throne  of  ruins  hoar, 

While  winds  and  tempests  sweep  his  various  lyre, 

How  sweet  thy  diapason,  IMelancholy  ! 

Cool  evening  comes  ;  the  setting  Sun  displays 

His  visible  great  round  between  yon  towers. 

As  through  two  shady  clifls ;  away,  my  Muse, 

Though  yet  the  prospect  pleases,  ever  new 

In  vast  variety,  and  yet  delight 

Hie  many-figur'd  sculptures  of  the  path 

Half  beauteous,  half  eflac'd ;  the  traveller 

Such  antique  marbles  to  his  native  land 

Oft  hence  conveys ;  and  every  realm  and  state 

With  Rome's  august  remains,  licroes  and  gods. 

Deck  their  long  galleries  and  winding  groves ; 

Yet  miss  we  not  th'  innumerable  thefts. 

Yet  still  profuse  of  graces  teems  the  waste. 

Suffice  it  now  th'  Esquilian  mount  to  reach 
With  weary  wing,  and  seek  the  sacred  rests 
Of  Maro's  humble  tenement ;  a  low 
Plain  wall  remains ;  a  little  sun-gilt  heap, 
Grotesque  and  wild ;  tlie  gourd  and  olive  brown 
Weave  the  light  roof:  the  gourd  and  olive  fan 
Their  amorous  foliage,  mingling  with  the  vine^ 
Who  drops  her  purple  clusters  through  tlie  green. 
Here  let  me  lie,  with  pleasing  fancy  sooth'd : 
Here  flow'd  his  fountain ;  here  liis  laurels  grew ; 
Here  oft  the  meek  good  man,  tlie  lofty  bard 
Fram'd  the  celestial  song,  or  social  walk'd 
With  Horace  and  the  ruler  of  the  world  : 
Happy  Augustus !  who,  so  well  inspir'd, 
Couldst  throw  thy  pomps  and  royalties  asid^ 
Attentive  to  the  wise,  the  great  of  soul. 
And  dignify  thy  mind.     Tliricc  glorious  daya. 
Auspicious  to  the  Muses  !  then  rever'd. 
Then  hallow'd  was  the  fount,  or  secret  shades 
Or  open  mountain,  or  wliatever  scene 
The  poet  chose,  to  tune  th'  ennobling  rhyme 
Melodious ;  e'en  tlie  rugged  sons  of  war. 
E'en  the  rude  hinds  rever'd  the  poet's  name: 
But  now  —  another  age,  alas !  is  ours  — 
Yet  will  the  Muse  a  little  longer  soar, 
Unless  the  clouds  of  care  weigh  down  her  wing^ 
Since  Nature's  stores  are  shut  with  cruel  hand. 
And  each  aggrieves  his  brother ;  since  in  vain 
The  thirsty  pilgrim  at  the  fountain  asks      [dain.  -^ 
Th'  o'erflowing  wave  —  Enough  —  tlie  plaint  dis- 

See'st  thou  yon  fane  ?  *  e'en  now  incessant  time 
Sweeps  her  low  mouldering  marbles  to  the  dust ; 
And  Phcebus*  temple,  nodding  with  its  woods, 
Threatens  huge  ruin  o'er  the  small  rotund. 
'T  was  there  beneath  a  flg-tree's  umbrage  broad, 
Th'  astonish'd  swains  with  reverend  awe  beheld 
Thee,  O  Quirinus,  and  thy  brother-twin, 
Ph»»ing  the  teat  within  a  monster's  grasp 

*  The  temple  of  Romulus  and  Remus  under 
Mount  Palatin. 
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%KstiTe;  while  oft  the  gaunt  and  rugged  wolf 
Tlini'd  her  stretch*d  neck  and  form?  your  tender 

limbs; 
So  taught  of  Jore  e*en  the  fell  savage  fed 
Your  sacred  infancies,  your  vi^ea,  toils, 
The  conquests,  glories,  of  th*  Ausonian  state, 
Wiapp'd  in  Uieir  secret  seeds.     Each  kindred  soul. 
Robust  and  stout,  ye  grap*t>le  to  your  hearts. 
And  little  Rome  appears.     Her  cots  luise, 
Green  twigs  of  osier  weave  the  slender  walls. 
Green  rushes  spread  the  rook ;  and  here  and  there 
Opens  beneath  the  rock  the  gloomy  cave. 
Elate  with  joy  Etruscan  Tiber  views 
Her  spreading  scenes  enamelling  his  waves, 
Her  huts  and  hollow  dells,  and  flocks  and  herds. 
And  gathering  swains ;  and  rolls  his  yellow  car 
To  Neptune's  court  with  more  majestic  train. 

Her  speedy  growth  alarm'd  the  states  around. 
Jealous ;  yet  soon,  by  wondrous  virtue  won. 
They  sink  into  her  bosom.     From  the  plough 
Rose  her  dictators ;  fought,  o'ercame,  return  *d, 
Yes,  to  the  plough  returned,  and  hail'd  their  peers ; 
For  then  no  private  pomp,  no  household  state, 
The  public  only  swell*d  the  generous  breasL 
Who  has  not  heard  the  Fabian  heroes  sung  ? 
Dentatus*  scars,  or  Mutius*  flaming  hand  ? 
How  Manlius  sav*d  the  Ci^itol  ?  the  choice 
Of  steady  Regulus  ?     As  yet  they  stood, 
Simple  of  life ;  as  yet  seducing  wealth 
Was  unexplor'd,  and  shame  of  poverty 
Yet  unimagin'd.  -i-  Sliine  not  aJl  the  fields 
With  various  fhiitage?  murmur  not  the  brooks 
Along  the  flowery  valleys  ?     They,  content. 
Feasted  at  Nature's  hand,  indelicate, 
Blithe,  in  their  easy  taste ;  and  only  sought 
To  know  their  dutiel ;  that  their  only  strife. 
Their  generous  strife,  and  greatly  to  perform. 
Tliey  through  all  shapes  of  peril  and  of  pain, 
Intent  on  honour,  dur*d  in  thickest  death 
To  snatch  the  glorious  deed.     Nor  Trebia  queird. 
Nor  Thrasymene,  nor  Cannae's  bloody  field. 
Their  dauntless  courage ;  storming  Hannibal 
In  vain  the  thunder  of  tlie  battle  roll*d, 
The  thunder  of  the  battle  they  returned 
Back  on  liis  Punic  shores ;  till  Carthage  fell. 
And  danger  fled  afar.     The  dty  gleam'd 
With  precious  spoils :  alas,  prosperity  ! 
Ah,  baneful  state !  yet  ebb*d  not  all  their  strength 
In  soft  luxurious  pleasures ;  proud  desire 
Of  boundless  sway,  and  feverish  thirst  of  gold, 
Rous*d  them  again  to  battle.     Beauteous  Greece, 
Torn  from  her  joys,  in  vain  with  languid  arm 
Half  rais'd  her  rusty  shield ;  nor  could  avail 
The  sword  of  Dacia,  nor  the  Parthian  dart ; 
Nor  yet  the  car  of  that  fam*d  British  chief, 
Whidi  seven  brave  years,  beneath  the  doubtful  wing 
Of  Victory,  dreadful  roll'd  its  griding  wheels 
Over  the  bloody  war :  the  Roman  arms 
Triumph'd,  till  Fame  was  silent  to  their  foes. 

And  now  the  world  unrivall'd  they  enjoy'd 
In  proud  security :  the  crested  helm. 
The  plated  grcave  and  corslet  hung  unbrac*d ; 
Nor  clank*d  their  arms,  the  spear  and  sounding  shield. 
But  on  the  glittering  trophy  to  the  wind. 

Dissolv*d  in  ease  and  soft  delights  they  lie, 
"nil  every  sun  annoys,  and  every  wind 
Has  chilling  force,  and  every  rain  offends : 
For  now  the  frame  no  more  is  girt  widi  strength 
Masculine,  nor  in  lustiness  of  heart 
laughs  at  the  winter  storm,  and  summer-beam, 
Superior  to  their  ngc  :  enfeebling  vice 


Witfaera  0adi  nerv^  and  opoDS  CfCfy  potv 
To  painful  feeling :  flowery  bowers  they 
(As  ether  prompts,  as  the  sick  sense  approves) 
Or  cool  Nymphean  grots  ;  or  tepid  hads 
(Taught  by  the  soft  lonians)  ;  they,  along 
Tlie  lawny  vale^  of  every  beauteous  stonc^ 
File  in  the  roseat  air  with  fond  expense : 
Through  silver  channels  glide  the  vagrant 
And  ffdl  on  silver  beds  crystalline  down. 
Melodious  murmuring  ;  while  Luxury 
Over  their  naked  limbs  vnth  vranttm  iMnd 
Sheds  roses,  odours,  sheds  unheeded  bane. 

Swift  is  Uie  flight  of  wealth ;  unnumbered 
Brood  of  voluptuousness,  cry  out  aloud 
Necessity,  and  seek  the  splendid  bribe. 
The  citron  board,  the  bowl  emixns'd  with 
And  tender  foliage  vrfldly  wreath'd 
Of  seeming  ivy,  by  that  artful  hand, 
Corinthian  Thericles ;  whate*er  is  known 
Of  rarest  acquisition ;  Tyrian  gartis, 
Neptunian  Albion's  high  testaceous  food. 
And  flavour'd  Chian  wines  with  incense  ium*d 
To  slake  patrician  thirst ;  for  these,  their  rights 
In  the  vile  streets  they  prostitute  to  sale. 
Their  ancient  rights,  their  Higniriwi^  tbcir  ]aw% 
Their  native  glorious  freedom.     Is  there  oone^ 
Is  there  no  villain,  that  will  bind  the  neck 
Stretch*d  to  the  yoke  ?  they  come ;  the  mariceC  tfarongk 
But  who  has  most  by  fraud  or  force  amaas'd  ? 
Who  most  can  charm  corruption  with  his  doles? 
He  be  the  monarch  of  the  state ;  and  lo ! 
Didius  *,  vile  usurer,  throu^  the  crowd  he  nKiuitt^ 
Beneath  his  feet  the  Roman  eagle  covrers. 
And  the  red  arrows  fill  his  grasp  uncoutlL 
O  Britons,  O  my  countrymen,  beware ; 
Gird,  gird  your  hearts ;  the  Romans  once  were  htt. 
Were  brave,  were  virtuous.  —  Tyranny,  howe'er, 
Deign*d  to  walk  forth  awhile  in  pageant  states 
And  with  licentious  pleasures  fed  the  rout. 
The  thoughtless  many :  to  the  wanton  sound 
Of  fifes  and  drums  they  danc*d,  or  in  the 
Sung  Caesar,  great  and  terrible  in  war. 
Immortal  Cenar !    Lo,  a  god,  a  god. 
He  cleaves  the  yielding  skies  !     Cesar 
Gathers  the  ocean  pebbles ;  or  the  gnat 
£mag*d  pursues ;  or  at  his  lonely  meal 
Starves  a  wide  province ;  tastes,  dislikes,  and  tSaop 
To  dogi  and  sycophants.     A  god,  a  god ! 
The  flowery  shades  and  shrines  obscene  return. 

But  see  along  the  north  the  tempests  swell 
O'er  the  rough  Alps,  and  darken  all  their  snows  ? 
Sudden  the  Goth  and  Vandal,  dreaded  names 
Rush  as  the  breach  of  waters,  whelming  all 
Their  domes,  their  villas ;  down  the  festive  pilcs^ 
Down  fall  their  Parian  porches,  gilded  baths. 
And  roll  before  the  storm  in  clouds  of  dust. 

Vain  end  of  human  strength,  of  human  skUl, 
Conquest,  and  triumph,  and  domain,  and  voaipt 
And  ease,  and  luxury !     O  Luxury, 
Bane  of  elated  life,  oC  affluent  states. 
What  dreary  change,  what  ruin  is  not  thine  ? 
How  doth  thy  bowl  intoxicate  the  mind ! 
To  the  soft  entrance  of  thy  rosy  cave 
How  dost  thou  lure  the  fortunate  and  great ! 
Dreadful  attraction !  while  behind  thee  gapes 
Th*  unfathomable  gulph  where  Asber  lies 
0*erwhelm*d,  forgotten ;  and  high-boasting  Chan ; 
And  Elam*s  haughty  pomp ;  and  beauteous  Greeot ; 
And  the  great  queen  of  Euth,  imperial  Rome. 

*  Didius  Julianua,  who  bought  the  anpoe. 
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W  uxiAM  Shxnctoiii,  ft  popiiltT  «id  agreeable 
poeC,  was  bom  at  Hales-Owen,  Shropshire,  in  1714. 
Hia  fiitber  was  an  uneducated  gentleman  fiumer, 
wiko  cultiTated  an  estate  of  his  own,  called  the  Lc&- 
•owea.  William,  after  passing  through  other  in- 
stnictiaQ,  was  removed  to  that  of  a  clergyman  at 
Strfihull,  from  whom  he  acquired  a  fund  of  classical 
literature,  together  with  a  taste  for  the  best  English 
writers.  In  1738  he  was  entered  of  Pembroke 
College,  Oxford,  where  he  formed  one  of  a  set  of 
young  men  who  met  in  the  evenings  at  one  another's 
chambers,  and  read  English  works  in  polite  liter». 
ture.  He  also  began  to  exercise  his  poetical  talent 
upon  some  light  topics ;  but  coining  to  the  posses- 
sioo  of  his  patemal  proper^,  with  some  augment- 
atioD,  be  indulged  himself  in  rural  retirement,  and 
forgetting  his  calls  to  college  residence,  he  took  up 
his  ^Mde  at  a  house  of  his  own,  and  commenced 
gentleman.  In  1737  he  printed  anonymously  a 
snail  volume  "of  juvenile  poems,  which  was  little 
noticed.  His  first  vint  to  London,  in  1740,  intro- 
duced him  to  the  acquaintance  of  Dodsley,  who 
printed  his  **  Judgment  of  Hercules,**  dedicated  to 
lus  Hagley  neighbour,  Mr.  (afterwards  Lord)  Little- 
ton. It  was  followed  by  a  work  written  before  it, 
*'  The  School-mistress,**  a  piece  in  Spenser's  style 
Bnxa,  the  heroine  of  which  was  a  village 
supposed  to  have  given  him  his  first  instruc- 
Hk  vein  of  benevolence  and  good  sense,  and 
the  touches  of  the  pathetic,  by  which  this  perform- 
ia  diaracterised,  render  it  extrembly  pleasing, 
perhaps  place  it  at  the  head  of  his  compositions. 
AAcr  amusing  himself  with  a  few  rambles  to 
of  public  resort,  Shenstone  now  sat  do^  to 


the  life  which  he  invariably  pursued,  and  wfaidi 
conskted  in  improving  the  picturesque  beauties  of 
the  Leasowes,  exercising  his  pen  in  casual  effusions 
of  verse  and  prose,  and  cultivating  such  society  as 
lay  within  his  reach.  The  fame  of  the  Leasowes 
was  widely  spread  by  an  elaborate  description  of 
Dodsley  *s,  which  drew  multitudes  of  visitors  to  the 
place ;  and  the  house  being  originally  only  a  farm, 
became  inadequate  to  his  grounds,  and  required  en- 
largement. Hence  he  lay  continually  under  the 
pressure  of  narrow  circumstances,  which  pr^ed 
upon  his  spirits,  and  rendered  him  by  no  means  a 
happy  inhabitant  of  the  little  Eden  he  had  created. 
Gray,  from  the  perusal  of  his  letters,  deduces  the 
following,  perhaps  too  satirical,  account  "  Poor 
man !  he  was  always  wishing  for  money,  for  fiune^ 
and  other  distinctions;  and  his  whole  philosophy 
consisted  in  living  against  his  will  in  retirement, 
and  in  a  place  which  his  taste  had  adorned,  but 
which  he  only  enjoyed  when  people  of  note  came  to 
see  and  commend  it.** 

Shenstone  died  of  a  fever  in  February,  1763,  in 
his  fiftieth  year,  and  was  interred  in  the  church- 
yard of  Hales- Owen.  Monuments  to  his  memory 
were  erected  by  several  persons  who  loved  the  man, 
and  esteemed  his  poetry.  Of  the  latter,  the  general 
opinion  is  now  nearly  uniform.  It  is  regarded  as 
commonly  correct,  el^ant,  melodious,  and  tender 
in  sentiment,  and  often  pleasing  and  natural  in  de- 
scription, but  verging  to  the  languid  and  feeble. 
His  prose  writings,  published  in  a  separate  volume, 
display  good  sense  and  cultivated  taste,  and  some- 
times contain  new  and  acute  observations  on  man- 
kind. 


THE  SCHOOI^MISTRESS. 

IM   IMriATlOM   or    SPIKSKB. 

Audits  voces,  vagitus  et  ingens, 
Infimtumque  animse  flcntes  in  limine  primo.  Viao. 

Advertuement.   . 

"What  particulars  in  Spenser  were  imagined  most 
proper  for  the  author's  imitation  on  this  occasion, 
are  his  language,  his  simplicity,  his  manner  of 
description,  and  a  peculiar  tenderness  of  senti. 
ment  remarkable  throughout  his  works. 

/\  B  me !  full  sorely  is  my  heart  forlorn, 
To  think  how  modest  Worth  neglected  lies 
While  partial  Fame  doth  with  her  blasts  adorn 
Such  deeds  alone,  as  pride  and  pomp  disguise ; 
Deeds  of  ill  sort,  and  mischievous  emprise; 


Lend  me  thy  clarion,  goddess !  let  me  tiy 
To  sound  the  praise  of  Merit,  ere  it  dies. 
Such  as  I  oft  have  chaunced  to  espy. 
Lost  in  the  dreary  shades  of  dull  Obscurity. 

In  every  village  uiark'd  with  little  spirc^ 
Embower'd  in  trees,  and  hardly  known  to  Fame, 
lliere  dwells  in  lowly  shed,  and  mean  attire, 
A  matron  old,  whom  we  School-mistress  name  ; 
Who  boasts  unruly  brats  with  birch  to  tame ; 
Tliey  grieven  sore,  in  piteous  durance  pent, 
Aw'd  by  the  power  of  this  relentless  dame; 
And  oft-times,  on  vagaries  idly  bent. 
For  unkempt  hair,  or  tau  unconn'd.  are  sorely  dienti 

And  all  in  sight  doth  rise  a  birchen  tree, 
Which  Learning  near  her  little  dome  did  stowe ; 
Whilom  a  twig  of  small  regard  to  see, 
Though  now  to  wide  its  waving  brancfaea  flow  ; 
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And  work  the  simple  vassars  mickle  woe ; 
For  not  a  wind  might  curl  the  leaves  that  blew, 
But  their  limbs  shudder'd,  and  their  pulse  b«it 

low; 
And  as  they  look*d  they  found  their  horrour  grew. 
And  shap'd  it  into  rods,  and  tingled  at  the  view. 

So  have  I  seen  (who  bsts  not,  may  conceive) 

A  lifeless  phantom  near  a  garden  plac'd ; 

So  dotli  it  wanton  birds  of  peace  bereave, 

Of  sport,  of  song,  of  pleasure,  of  repast ; 

Tliey  start,  they  stare,   they   wheel,   they  look 

^^hast; 
Sad  servitude !  such  comfortless  annoy 
May  no  bold  Briton*s  riper  age  c*er  taste ! 
Ne  superstition  clog  his  dance  of  joy, 
No  vision  empty,  vain,  his  native  bliss  destroy. 

Near  to  tliis  dome  is  found  a  patch  ao  green. 
On  wliich  tlie  tribe  their  gambols  do  display  ; 
And  at  the  door  imprisoning-board  is  seen. 
Lest  weakly  wights  of  smaller  size  should  stray ; 
Eager,  pcrdie,  to  bask  in  sunny  day  ! 
The  noises  intermixed,  which  dience  resound, 
Do  Learning's  little  tenement  betray ; 
Wliere  sits  the  dame,  disguis'd  in  look  profound. 
And  eyes  her  fairy  throng,  and  turns  her  wheel 
around. 

Ilcr  cap,  far  whiter  than  the  driven  snow. 
Emblem  right  meet  of  decency  does  yield ; 
Her  apron  dy*d  in  grain,  as  blue,  I  trowe, 
As  b  the  hare-bell  that  adorns  the  field : 
I  And  in  her  hand,  for  sceptre,  she  does  wield 
I  Tway  birchen  sprays ;  wiUi  anxious  fear  entwin'd, 
With  dark  distrust,  and  sad  repentance  fill'd ; 
And  stedfast  hate,  and  sharp  affliction  join'd. 
And  fury  uncontrouPd,  and  chastisement  unkind. 

Few  but  have  ken'd,  in  semblance  meet  pour- 

tray'd. 
The  childish  faces  of  old  EoPs  train ; 
Libs,  Notus,  Auster :  these  in  frowns  array'd, 
How  then  would  fare  or  Earth,  or  Sky,  or  Main, 
Were  the  stern  god  to  give  his  slaves  the  rein  ? 

'    And  were  not  she  rebellious  breasts  to  quell, 
And  were  not  she  her  statutes  to  maintain. 
The  cot  no  more,   I  ween,  were  deem*d  the  cell. 

Where  comely  peace  of  mind,  and  decent  order  dwell. 

A  russet  btole  was  o*er  her  shoulders  thrown  ; 
A  russet  kirtle  fenc'd  the  nipping  air ; 
*T  was  simple  russet,  but  it  was  her  own ; 
*T  was  her  own  country  bred  the  flock  so  fair ! 
'T  was  her  own  labour  did  the  fleece  prepare ; 
And,  sooth  to  say,  her  pupils,  ranged  around, 
Hirough  pious  awe,  did  term  it  passing  rare; 
For  they  in  gaping  wonderment  abound, 
And  think,  no  doubt,  she  been  the  greatest  wight  on 
ground. 

Albeit  nc  flattery  did  corrupt  her  truth, 
Ne  pompous  title  did  debaudi  her  car ; 
Goody,  good-woman,  gossip,  n'aunt,  forsooth, 
Or  diune,  the  sole  additions  she  did  hear; 
Yet  these  she  cltalleng'd,  these  she  held  right  dear : 
Ne  would  esteem  him  act  as  mought  behove. 
Who  should  not  honour*d  eld  with  these  revere : 
For  never  title  yet  so  mean  could  prove, 
But  there  was  eke  a  mind  which  did  that  title  lov& 


One  ancient  ben  she  took  ddi^  to  IM, 
llie  plodding  pattern  of  the  bofy  dame ; 
Whidi,  ever  and  anon,  impeU'd  by  need. 
Into  her  school,  b^irt  with  diidcens,  came ! 
Such  favour  did  her  past  deportment  dahn  : 
And,  if  Neglect  had  lavish*d  on  the  groand 
Fragment  of  bread,  slie  would  collect  tbe 
For  well  she  knew,  and  quaintly  could  expound. 
What  sin  it  were  to  waste  the  smallest  crumb  she 
found. 

Herbs  too  she  knew,  and  well  of  each  could  speak 
That  in  her  garden  sipp'd  the  silvery  dew ; 
Mrliere  no  vain  flower  disclos'd  a  gaudy 
But  herbs  for  use,  and  physic,  not  a  few. 
Of  grey  renown,  within  those  bordoa  grew : 
The  tufted  basil,  pun-provuking  thyme. 
Fresh  baum,  and  marygold  of  cheerful  hue ; 
The  lowly  gill,  that  never  dares  to  climb ; 
And  more  I  £un  would  sing,  disdaining  here  to 
rhyme. 

Yet  euphrasy  may  not  be  left  unsun|^ 
That  gives  dim  eyes  to  wander  leagues  around ; 
And  pungent  radish,  biting  infants*  tongue ; 
And  plantain  ribb'd,  that  heals  the  reaper's  woond; 
And  maijoram  sweet,  in  shepherd's  posie  found ; 
And  lavender,  whose  spikes  of  azure  bloom 
Shall  be,  ere- while,  in  arid  bundles  bound. 
To  lurk  amidst  the  labours  of  her  loom. 
And  crown  her  kerchiefs  clean,  with  mickle  rare  per- 
fume. 

And  here  trim  rosemarine,  that  whilcxn  crown'd 
Tlie  daintiest  garden  of  the  proudest  peer ; 
Ere,  driven  from  its  envied  site,  it  found 
A  sacred  shelter  for  its  branches  here ; 
Where  edg'd  with  gold  its  glittering  skirts  appev, 
Oh  wassel  days !   O  customs  meet  and  well ! 
Ere  this  was  banish'd  from  its  lofty  qihere: 
Simplicity  tlien  sought  this  humble  oell,    [dwdL 
Nor  ever  would  she  more  with  thane  and  lordling 

Here  oft  the  dame,  on  Sabbath's  decent  eve. 
Hymned  such  psalms  as  Stemhold  forth  did  mett^ 
If  winter  't  were,  she  to  her  hearth  did  cleave^ 
But  in  her  garden  found  a  summer-aeat : 
Sweet  melody !  to  hear  her  then  repeat 
How  Israel's  sons,  beneath  a  foreign  kin^ 
While  taunting  foe-men  did  a  song  entreat, 
AH,  for  the  nonce,  untuning  every  string, 
Uphung  tlicir  useless  lyres  —  small  heart  bad  tfaey 
to  sing. 

For  she  was  just,  and  friend  to  virtuous  loR, 
And  pass'd  much  time  in  truly  virtuous  deed  ; 
And  in  those  elfins'  ears,  would  oft  depl<we 
The  times,  when  Truth  by  Popish  rage  did  bleed ; 
And  tortious  death  was  true  Devotion's  meed ; 
And  simple  Futh  in  iron  chains  did  mourn. 
That  nould  on  wooden  image  place  her  creed ; 
And  lawny  saints  in  snuxildering  flames  did  bora : 
Ah !  dearest  Lord,  forefend,  thilk  days  diould  e'er 
return. 

In  elbow-chair,  like  that  of  Scottish  stem 
By  the  sharp  tooth  of  cankering  eld  defiic'd, 
In  which,  when  he  receives  his  diadem. 
Our  sovereign  prince  and  liefest  liege  is  plac'd^ 
Hie  matron  sate ;  and  some  with  nmk  she  grac'd. 
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(The  loince  of  diildren't  and  of  eouitiera*  pride !) 
Redrc9a*d  affixmt^  for  vile  afihmts  there  peaM ; 
And  wam*d  dwm  not  the  fretful  to  deride, 
But  love  each  other  dev ,  whatever  them  betide. 

Right  wflU  ahe  knew  each  temper  to  deicfy; 
To  Awart  the  proud,  and  the  submias  to  rataa; 
Some  with  vile  copper-prise  exalt  on  high. 
And  aome  entice  with  pittance  amall  of  pndae. 
And  other  lome  with  baleAal  qirig  ahe  *nmys : 
£*en  abaent,  she  the  reins  of  power  doth  hold. 
While  with  quaint  arts  the  giddy  crowd  she  sways : 
Fotewam'd,  if  little  bird  their  pranks  behold, 
'Twill  whisper  in  bar  ear,  and  all  the  scene  unfokL 

Lo  now  with  state  she  utters  the  command ! 
Eftaoons  the  urchins  to  their  tasks  repair ; 
llienr  books  of  stature  small  they  take  in  band. 
Which  with  pellucid  horn  secured  are, 
To  save  from  finger  wet  the  letters  fair: 
The  work  so  gay  that  on  thehr  back  is  seen, 
St.  George's  high  achierements  does  declare ; 
On  wfaidb  thilk  wight  that  has  y-gasing  been, 
Kenathe  forth-eomingrod,  unpleasing  sight,  I  ween ! 

Ah  Juckless  he,  and  bom  beneath  the  beam 
Of  evil  star !  it  irks  me  whilst  I  write : 
As  erst  the  bard  *  by  Mulla's  silver  stream. 
Oft,  as  he  told  of  deadly  dolorous  plight, 
Sgh*d  as  he  sung,  and  did  in  tears  indite. 
For  brandishing  the  rod,  she  doth  begin 
To  loose  the  bn^es,  the  stripling's  late  delight ! 
And  down  they  drop ;  appears  his  dainty  skin. 
Fair  as  the  furry-coat  of  whitest  ermilin. 

O  rutfafbl  aoene !  when  from  a  nook  obscure^ 
His  little  sister  doth  his  peril  see  : 
All  playful  as  she  sate,  she  grows  demure ; 
She  finds  full  aoon  her  wonted  spirits  flee ; 
She  meditatea  a  prayer  to  set  him  free :  ^ 
Nor  gentle  pardon  could  this  dame  deny 
(If  gentle  pardon  could  with  dames  agree) 
To  her  sad  grief  that  swells  in  either  eye. 
And  wings  her  so  that  all  for  pity  she  could  dye. 

No  longer  can  she  now  her  shrieks  command; 
And  hardly  she  forbears,  tlirough  awful  fear, 
To  ruahen  forth,  and,  with  presumptuous  hand, 
To  stay  faanh  Justice  in  its  mid  career. 
On  thee  she  calls,  on  thee  her  parent  dear! 
(Ah!  too  remote  to  ward  the  sliameful  blow !) 
She  sees  no  kind  domestic  Tisage  near. 
And  soon  a  fiood  of  tears  begins  to  flow ; 
And  gives  a  looac  at  last  to  unaTailing  woe. 

Bat  ah !  what  pen  his  piteous  plight  may  trace  ? 
Or  vriiat  device  his  loud  laments  explain? 
Hie  form  nnoouth  of  his  disguised  fiice  ? 
The  pallid  hue  that  dyes  his  looks  amain  ? 
The  plenteous  shower  that  does  his  cheek  distain? 
When  he,  in  alject  wise,  implores  the  dame, 
Nc  hopeth  aught  of  sweet  reprieve  to  gain ; 
Or  when  from  high  she  levels  well  her  aim. 
And,  dmmgh  the  thatch,  his  cries  each  falling 
stroke  prodaim. 

The  other  tribe,  a^iaat,  with  sore  dismay. 
Attend,  and  conn  their  leaks  with  mickle  cse: 


By  tarns,  astony*d,  every  twig  survey, 
And,  from  their  fellows*  hatefbl  wounds,  beware ; 
Knowing,  I  wist,  how  each  the  same  may  share ; 
Till  fear  has  taught  them  a  perfbraumce  meet, 
And  to  the  wellHmown  chest  the  dame  repair ; 
Whence  oft  with  sugar'dcates  shedodi  them  greet. 
And  ginger-bread  yi>rare ;  now  certeii  doubly  sweet! 

See  to  their  seats  they  hye  with«aierry  glee, 
And  in  beseemly  order  sitten  th»e ; 
All  but  the  wight  of  bum  y-galled,  he 
Abhorreth  bench,  and  stool,  and  fourm,  and  chair; 
(This  hand  in  mouth  y-fix*d,  that  rends  his  hair ;) 
And  tke  with  snubs  profound,  and  heaving  breast. 
Convulsions  intermitting !  does  declare 
His  grievous  wrong ;  his  dame's  unjust  behest ; 
And  scorns  her  ofTer'd  love  and  shuns  to  be  cares'd. 


His  hce  besprent  with  liquid  crystal  shines. 
His  blooming  fiux  that  seems  a  purple  flower, 
Which  low  to  earth  its  drooping  head  declines, 
All  smear*d  and  sullied  by  a  venial  shower. 
O  the  hard  bosoms  of  despotic  power ! 
All,  all,  but  she,  the  author  of  his  shame. 
All,  all,  but  she,  regret  this  mournful  hour : 
Yet  hence  the  youth,  and  hence  the  flower  shall 
claim. 
If  so  I  deem  aright,  transcending  worth  and  fame. 

Behind  some  door,  in  melancholy  thought. 
Mindless  of  food,  he,  dreary  caitiff !  pines, 
Ne  for  his  fellows*  joyaunce  careth  aught. 
But  to  Uie  vrind  all  merriment  resigns ; 
And  deems  it  shame,  if  he  to  peace  inclines : 
And  many  a  sullen  look  sscance  is  sent. 
Which  for  bis  dame*s  annoyance  he  designs ; 
And  still  the  more  to  pleasure  him  she's  bent. 
The  more  doth  he,  perverse,  herhaviour  past  reaant. 


Ah  me !  how  much  I  fear  leat  pride  it  be ! 
But  if  that  pride  it  be,  which  tfius  inspires, 
Beware,  ye  dames,  with  nice  discernment  see. 
Ye  quench  not  too  the  sparks  of  nobler  fires : 
Ah  !  better  far  than  all  the  Muses'  lyres, 
All  coward  arts,  is  Valour's  generous  heat; 
The  firm  fixt  breast  which  fit  and  right  requires, 
Like  Vernon's  patriot  soul !  more  justly  great 
Than  Craft  that  pimps  for  ill,  or  flowery  fiUse  Deceit. 

Yet  nurs'd  with  skill,  what  danling  fruits  appear ! 
E'en  now  sagacious  Foresight  points  to  show 
A  little  bench  of  heedless  bishops  here, 
And  tfiere  a  chancellor  in  embryo^ 
Or  bard  sublime,  if  bard  may  e'er  be  so^ 
As  BfOton,  Sfaak^eare,  names  that  ne'erahall  die! 
Though  now  he  crawl  along  the  ground  so  low. 
Nor  weeting  how  the  Muae  should  soar  on  high, 
Wiaheth,  poor  starveling  elf!  his  paper  kite  may  fly. 

And  this  perhaps,  who,  censuring  the  design. 
Low  lays  the  bouse  which  that  of  carda  doth 

build. 
Shall  Dennis  be !  if  rigid  Fate  incline^ 
And  many  an  exac  to  Us  rage  shall  yield ; 
And  many  a  poet  quit  th*  Aonian  field ; 
And,  sour'd  by  age,  profound  he  shall  appear, 
As  be  who  now  with  'sdainful  fury  thrill'd 
Surveys  mine  work  ;  and  levela  manv  a  sneer. 
And  fbrk  his  wrinkly  front,  and  cnes,  **  What 
stuff  is  herer 
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But  now  Dan  Riflriras  galas  the  middle  skie. 
And  Liberty  unben  her  prison-door ; 
And  like  a  rushing  torrent  out  they  flyt 
And  now  the  grassy  cirque  had  covered  o*er 
With  boisterous  revel-rout  and  wild  uproar ; 
A  thousand  ways  in  wanton  rings  they  run, 
HeaYcn  shield  their  sbort-llT*d  pastimes,  I 

plore! 
For  well  may  Freedom  erst  so  dearly  won. 
Appear  to  British  elf  more  gladsome  than  the  Sun. 

Enjoy,  poor  imps !  enjoy  your  sportive  trsde^ 
And  chase  gay  flies,  and  cull  the  fairest  flowers ; 
For  when  my  bones  in  grass-green  sods  are  laid. 
For  never  may  ye  taste  more  careless  hours 
In  knightly  castles,  or  in  ladles*  bowers. 
O  vain  to  seek  delight  in  earthly  thing ! 
But  most  in  courts  where  proud  Ambition  towers ; 
Deluded  wight !  who  weens  fair  Peace  can  spring 
Beneath  the  pompous  dome  of  kesar  or  of  king. 

See  in  each  sprite  some  various  bent  appear ! 
These  rudely  carol  most  incondite  lay ; 
Those  sauntering  on  the  green,  with  jocund  leer 
Salute  the  stranger  passing  on  hi^way ; 
Some  builden  fragile  tenements  of  cky ; 
Some  to  the  standing  lake  their  courses  bend, 
M^th  pebbles  smooth  at  duck  and  drake  to  play ; 
Thilk  to  the  huxter's  savory  cottage  tend. 
In  pastry  kings  and  queens  th'  aUotted  mite  to 
spend. 

Here,  as  each  season  yields  a  different  store. 
Each  season's  stores  in  order  ranged  been ; 
Apples  with  cabbage-net  y-cover*d  o*er, 
Galling  full  sore  th*  unmoney*d  wight,  are  seen ; 
And  goo8e>b*rie  clad  in  liveiy  red  or  green ; 
And  here  of  lovely  dye,  the  Catharine  pear, 
Fine  pear !  as  lovely  for  thy  juice,  I  ween : 
O  may  no  wight  e*er  pennyless  come  there. 
Lest  smit  with  ardent  love  he  pine  with  hopden 


.\  cherries  here,  ere  cherries  yet  abound. 
With  thread  so  wUte  in  tempting  posies  ty*d. 
Scattering  like  blooming  maid  their  glances  round. 
With  pamper'd  look  draw  little  eyes  aside ; 
And  must  be  bought,  though  penury  betide.. 
The  plum  all  azure  and  the  nut  all  brown, 
And  here  each  season  do  those  cakes  abide. 
Whose  honour*d  names  ^  th*  inventive  city  own. 
Rendering  through  Britain's  isle  Salopia's  praises 
known; 

Admir*d  Salopia  !  that  with  venial  pride 
Kyes  her  bright  form  in  Severn's  ambient  wave, 
Fam'd  for  her  loyal  cares  in  perils  try'd, 
Her  daughters  lovely,  and  her  striplings  brave : 
Ah !  midst  the  rest,  may  flowers  adorn  his  grave 
Whose  heart  did  first  these  dulcet  cates  display  ! 
A  motive  fair  to  Learning's  imps  he  gave. 
Who  checriess  o*er  her  darkling  region  stray ; 
Till  Reason's  mom  arise,  and  light  them  on  their 
way. 

*  Shrewsbury  cakes. 
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Why  mourns  my  friend?  wbj 
eye. 

That  eye  where  mirth,  wfaeie  fluicy  na*d  to 
Thy  cheeiful  meads  reprove  that  swellii^  s%h ; 

S^ng  ne'er  enameU'd  fiyrer  meads  tian 


Art  thou  not  lodg'd  in  Fortune's 
Wert  thou  not  fonn'd  by  Nature's 

Blest  in  thy  song,  and  blest  in  every  _ 
Tliat  wins  the  fiioid,  or  that  enchants 
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^  Damon,"  said  he,  "  thy  partial  praise 
Not  Damon's  friendship  can  my  peace 

Alas !  his  very  praise  awakes  my  pain. 
And  my  poor  wounded  bosom  bleeds  fht 


**  For  oh !  that  Nature  on  my  birth  had  frown*^ 
Or  Fortune  fix'd  me  to  some  lowly  cell ; 

Then  had  my  bosom  *scap'd  this  fatal  wound. 
Nor  had  I  bid  these  vmal  sweets  fivewcIL 


**  But  led  by  Fortune's  hand,  her  darling  ddd, 
My  youth  her  vain  licentious  biiss  admired ; 

In  Fortune's  train  the  syren  Flattery  smil'd. 
And  rashly  hallow'd  all  her  queen  umpt^iL 


« 


Of  folly  studious,  e'en  of  vices  vain. 
Ah  vices !  gilded  by  the  rich  and  gay ! 
I  chas'd  the  guileless  daught^  of  the  plain, 
Nor  dropp'd  the  chase,  till  Jessy  was  my  pny. 


**  Poor  artless  maid !  to  stain  thy 

Expense,  and  art,  and  toil,  united  strofc ; 
To  lure  a  breast  that  felt  the  purest  fbme^ 

SustBin*d  by  virtue^  but  betny'd  by  loveb 


**  Scbool'd  in  the  science  of  love*s  masy 
I  doth'd  each  feature  with  affected 

I  spoke  of  jealous  doubts,  and  fidcle 

And,  feigning,  left  her  anxious  and  forioni. 

"  Then,  while  the  fancy'd  rage  a]arm*d  her  cMi^ 
Warm  to  deny,  and  zealous  to  disprove ; 

I  bode  my  words  their  wonted  sofbiess  wear. 
And  seiz*d  d^  minute  of  returning  love. 


**  To  thee,  my  Damon,  dare  I  point  the 
Will  yet  thy  love  a  candid  ear  incline? 

Assur*d  that  virtue,  by  misfortune  prest. 
Feels  not  the  shupness  of  a  pong  like 


**  Nine  envious  moons  matur'd  her  growing 
Ere-while  to  flaunt  it  in  the  face  of  day ; 

When,  scom'd  of  virtue,  stigmatix'd  by  finnc^ 
Low  at  my  feet  desponding  Jessy  lay. 

«  •  Henry,'  she  said,  •  by  thy  dear  form  wabAa'd, 
See  the  sad  reliques  of  a  nymph  undone ! 

I  find,  I  find  this  rising  sob  renew'd : 
I  sigh  in  shades,  and  sicken  at  the  Sun. 

"  *  Amid  the  dreary  gloom  of  night,  I  ciy. 
When  will  the  mom*s  once  pleasing  scenes  renin ' 

Yet  what  can  mom*5  returning  ray  supply, 
But  foes  that  triumph,  or  but  friend?*  that  mount ! 


** '  AIm  !  BO  mac  that  jogfoiia  morn  appcan 
Tliat  kd  the  tnnquO  houn  of  tpodem  ftme ; 

For  I  hKWB  fliecp'd  a  ftlher'i  couch  in  tean, 

And  ting'd  a  mother's  glowing  cheek  with  ifaaiiie. 

*■' Hie  vocal  hirds  that  niM  theirniatin  stiain, 
The  ipoitiTe  lamhs,  increase  my  pensive  moan; 

All  seem  to  chase  me  from  the  che^ftil  plain. 
And  talk  of  truth  and  innocence  alone. 

**  *  If  throu|^  the  garden's  flowery  tribes  I  stray. 
Where  bloom  the  jasmines  that  could  once  allui^ 

Hope  not  to  find  delight  in  us,  they  say. 
For  we  are  spotless,  Jessy ;  we  are  pure. 

^ '  Te  flowers!  that  well  reproach  a  nymph  so  frail ; 

Say,  could  ye  with  my  Tiigin  fame  compare  ? 
Hie  brightest  bud  that  scents  the  remal  gale 

Was  not  so  fragrant,  and  was  not  so  lair. 

**  *  Now  the  grave  old  alarm  the  gentler  young ; 

And  all  my  fame's  abhorr'd  contagion  flee : 
TVembles  each  lip,  and  fiuilters  every  tongue. 

That  bids  the  mom  propitious  smile  on  me. 

<* '  Thus  for  your  sake  I  shun  each  human  eye ; 

I  bid  the  sweets  of  blooming  youth  adieu ; 
To  die  I  languish,  but  I  dread  to  die,. 

Lest  my  sad  fate  should  nourish  pangs  for  you* 

**  *  Raise  me  from  earth;  the  pains  of  want  remove^ 
And  let  me  silent  seek  some  friendly  shore : 

TTwre  only,  banish*d  from  the  form  I  love. 
My  weeping  virtue  shall  relapse  no  more. 

**  '  Be  but  my  friend ;  I  ask  no  dearer  name ; 

Be  such  the  meed  of  some  more  artful  fiur ; 
Nor  could  it  heal  my  peace,  or  chase  my  shame^ 

That  ptty  gave,  what  love  refus'd  to  share. 

**  <  Force  not  my  tongue  to  ask  its  scanty  bread ; 

Nor  hurl  thy  Jessy  to  the  vulgar  crew ; 
Not  such  the  parent's  board  at  which  I  fed ! 

Not  such  the  precept  from  his  lips  I  drew ! 

**  *  Haply,  when  Age  has  sflver'd  o'er  my  hair. 
Malice  may  learn  to  scorn  so  mean  a  spoil ; 

Envy  may  slight  a  face  no  longer  fair ; 
And  pity,  welcome,  to  my  native  scHl.* 

**  She  spoke  —  nor  was  I  bom  of  savage  race ; 

Nor  could  these  hands  a  niggard  boon  assign  ; 
Grateful  she  dasp'd  me  in  a  liuit  embrace. 

And  vow'd  to  waste  her  life  in  preyers  for  mine. 

**  I  saw  her  foot  the  lofty  bark  ascend ; 

I  saw  her  breast  with  every  passion  heave ; 
I  left  her «~  torn  from  every  earthly  friend ; 

Oh !  my  hard  bosom,  which  could  bear  to  1 
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let  me  be;  the  fiUal  storm  arose ; 
The  billows  lag'd,  the  pilot's  art  was  vain ; 
O'er  the  tall  mast  the  dreling  surges  dose; 
My  Jessy— *  floats  upon  the  watery  plain! 

**  And  see  my  youth's  impetuous  fires  deoqr ; 

StA  not  to  stop  Reflection's  Intter  tear ; 
But  warn  the  fhilic,  and  instruct  the  gay,     . 

From  Jessy  floating  on  her  watery  bien  I** 
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I.  ABSENCE. 

Tk  shepherds  so  cheerful  and  gay. 

Whose  flocks  never  carelessly  roam  ; 
Should  Corydon's  happen  to  stngr^ 

Ob  !  call  the  poor  wanderers  home. 
Allow  me  to  muse  and  to  sigh. 

Nor  talk  of  the  change  that  ye  flnd ; 
None  once  was  so  watchful  as  I ; 

I  have  left  my  dear  Phyllis  bdund. 

Now  I  know  what  it  is,  to  have  strove 

With  the  torture  of  doubt  and  desire  ; 
What  it  is  to  admire  and  to  love. 

And  to  leave  her  we  love  and  admira 
Ah !  lead  forth  my  flock  in  the  mom. 

And  the  damps  of>»ch  evening  repel ; 
Alas>!  I  am  faint  and  forlorn : 

—I  have  bade  my  dear  Phyllis  farewelL 

Since  Phyllis  vouchsaTd  me  a  look, 

I  never  once  dreamt  of  my  vine : 
May  I  lose  both  my  pipe  and  my  crook. 

If  I  knew  of  a  kid  that  was  mine ! 
I  pris'd  ev'ry  hour  that  went  by. 

Beyond  all  that  had  pleas'd  me  befbra  $ 
But  now  they  are  past,  and  I  sigh ; 

And  I  grieve  that  I  prix'd  than  i 
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But  why  do  I  languish  in  vain; 

Why  wander  thus  pensively  here? 
Oh!  why  did  I  come  from  the  plain. 

Where  I  fed  on  the  smiles  of  my  dear? 
They  tell  me,  my  favourite  maid. 

The  pride  of  that  valley,  is  flown ; 
Alas !  where  with  her  I  have  stny'^ 

1  could  wander  with  pleasure,  alooa. 

When  fore'd  the  fiur  nymph  to  forego^ 

What  anguish  I  felt  at  my  heart ! 
Yet  I  thou^t— but  it  mi|^  not  be  ao— 

*T  was  with  pain  that  she  saw  me  departi 
She  gas'd,  as  I  slowly  withdrew ; 

My  padi  I  could  hardly  discern ; 
So  sweetly  she  bade  me  adieu, 

I  thought  that  she  bade  me  return. 

The  pilgrim  duit  journeys  all  day 
To  visit  some  fiir  distant  shrine^ 

If  he  bear  but  a  reUque  away. 
Is  happy,  nor  heaid  to  repine. 

Tbis  vridely  remov'd  ham  the  fidr. 
Where  my  vows,  my  devotion,  Iow(^ 

Soft  Hope  is  the  relique  I  bear, 

•    And  my  solace  wherever  I  go. 

II.  HOPE. 

Mr  banks  they  are  fumish'd  with  beaa. 

Whose  murmur  invites  one  to  sleep ; 
My  grottoes  are  shaded  with  trees,' 

And  my  hills  are  whita  over  witii  sheep 
I  sddom  have  met  with  a  loas, 

Socfa  health  do  my  fbuntatns  bcatow : 
My  finintains  all  boider'd  with  moss. 

Where  the  harc-belli  and  violeta  grow. 


692 


SHENSrrOKE. 


Not  a  pine  in  toy  grove  if  lliere  aeeii, 

But  with  tendrils  of  woodbine  is  bound : 
Not  a  beech*s  more  beautiful  green. 

But  a  fiweet-brier  entwines  it  around. 
Not  my  fields,  in  the  prime  of  the  year. 

More  charms  than  my  cattle  unfold; 
Not  a  brook  that  is  limpid  and  clear, 

But  it  glitters  with  fishes  of  gold. 

One  would  think  she  might  like  to  retire 
To  the  bower  I  have  labour*d  to  rear; 

Not  a  shrub  that  I  heard  her  admire. 
But  I  hasted  and  planted  it  there. 

0  how  sudden  the  jessamine  strove 
With  the  lilac  to  render  it  gay ! 

Already  it  calls  for  my  love. 
To  prune  the  wild  branches  away. 

From,  tiie  plains,  from  the  woodlands  and  graves, 

What  strains  of  wild  melody  flow ! 
How  the  nightingales  waible  their  loves 

FVom  thidcets  of  roses  that  blow ! 
And  when  her  bright  form  shall  appear, 

Each  bird  shall  harmoniously  join 
In  a  concert  so  soft  and  so  clear. 

As — she  may  not  be  fond  to  resign. 

1  have  found  out  a  gift  for  my  fair ; 

I  have  found  where  the  wood-pigeons  breed : 
But  let  me  that  plunder  forbear. 

She  will  say  't  was  a  barbarous  deed. 
For  he  ne*er  could  be  true,  she  averr'd. 

Who  would  rob  a  poor  bird  of  its  young : 
And  I  lov*d  her  the  more  when  I  hc«rd 

Such  tenderness  fiUl  from  her  tongue. 

I  have  heard  her  with  sweetness  unfold 
,    How  that  pity  was  due  to — a  dove: 
Tliat  it  ever  attended  the  bold ; 

And  she  call'd  it  die  sister  of  love. 
But  her  words  such  a  pleasure  convey, 

So  much  I  her  accents  adore. 
Let  her  speak,  and  whatever  she  say, 

Methinks  I  should  love  her  the  more. 

Can  a  bosom  so  gentle  remain 

UnmoT*d  when  her  Corydon  si(^  ? 
Will  a  n3nnph  that  is  fond  of  the  plain. 

These  plains  and  this  valley  demise  ? 
Dear  regions  of  silence  and  shade ! 

Soft  scenes  of  contentment  and  ease  ? 
Where  I  could  have  pleasingly  stray*d. 

If  aught,  in  her  absence,  could  please. 

But  where  does  my  Fhyllida  stray  ? 

And  where  are  her  grots  and  her  bowen? 
Are  the  groves  and  the  valleys  as  gay. 

And  the  shepherds  as  genUe  as  ours? 
Hie  groves  may  perhaps  be  as  fair. 

And  the  hee  of  the  valleys  as  fine ; 
Hie  svrsins  may  in  manners  oompaie^ 

But  (heir  love  is  not  equal  to  mine. 


III.  SOLICirUDB. 

War  will  you  wf  paanott  repMNre? 

Why  turn  it  a  fblly  to  grieve  ? 
Ere  IshowyouthechanttBof  mflofe^ 

She  '»  ftiier  than  yoa  oni  beUem 


With  ber  mien  die  enamours  flie  fanve ; 

With  her  vrit  she  engages  the  free ; 
With  hef  modesty  pleases  the  grave ; 

She  is  every  way  pleasing  to  me. 

0  you  that  have  been  of  her  trsin. 
Come  and  join  in  my  amorous  lays  ; 

1  could  lay  down  my  life  for  die  swain. 
That  will  sing  but  a  song  in  her  praise. 

When  he  angs,  may  the  nymphs  of  the 
Cotaie  trooping,  and  listen  the  while  ; 

Nay  on  him  let  not  Fhyllida  frown  ; 
«-  But  I  cannot  allow  her  to  smile. 

For  when  Faiidel  tries  in  the  danoe 

Any  favour  with  FbylUs  to  find, 
O  how,  with  one  trivial  glance. 

Might  she  ruin  the  peace  o€  my  mind ! 
In  ringlets  he  dresses  his  hair, 

And  his  crook  is  bestudded  arcmnd  ; 
And  his  pipe  —  oh  my  Phyllis,  beware 

Of  a  magic  there  is  in  die  sound. 

'T  is  his  with  mock  passion  to  glow, 

*T  is  his  in  smooth  tales  to  unfold^ 
How  her  fiioe  is  as  bright  as  the  snow. 

And  her  bosom,  be  sure,  is  as  cold. 
How  the  nightin^es  labour  the  strain^ 

With  th^  notes  of  his  charmer  to  vie  ; 
How  they  vary  their  accents  in  vun. 

Repine  at  her  triumphs,  and  die. 

To  the  grove  or  the  garden  he  stiay% 

And  pillages  every  sweet ; 
Then,  suiting  the  wreath  to  his  layi^ 

He  throws  it  at  Fhyllis's  feeL 
"  O  FhyUis,'*  he  wfaispersy  "  more  6ir, 

More  sweet  than  the  jessamine's  flower! 
What  are  pinks  in  a  morn  to  compare? 

What  is  eglantine  after  a  shower  ? 

**  Then  the  Kly  no  longer  is  white ; 

The  rose  is  depriVd  of  its  bloom  ; 
Then  the  violets  die  with  despite. 

And  the  woodbines  give  up  thdr  peifumfc 
Thus  slide  the  soft  numbers  along, 

And  he  fancies  no  shepherd  hb  peer ; 
^  Yet  I  never  should  envy  die  song. 

Were  not  Phyllis  to  lend  it  an 


Let  hb  crook  be  with  hyadndis  bound. 

So  Phyllis  the  trophy  despise: 
Let  his  forehead  with  laurels  be  crown'd, 

So  tfaey  shine  not  in  Fhyllis's  eyes. 
Hie  language  that  flovrs  from  the  heart, 

Is  a  stranger  to  Paridel's  tongue  ; 
^  Yet  may  she  beware  of  his  art, 

Or  sure  I  must  envy  the  song. 


IV.  DISJPPOINTMSNT. 

Yk  shepherds,  give  ear  to  my  lay. 

And  take  no  mora  heed  of  my  sheep; 
They  haye  nothing  to  do  but  to  stny ; 

I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  weep. 
Yet  do  not  my  folly  reprove ; 

She  was ftir^and my  passion  begun ; 
She  smilM — and  I  could  not  but  love ; 

She  is  fiuthlesa— iand  I  am  undone 
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I  was  Tosd  of  all  thought : 

Pdliaps  it  was  plain  to  foresee, 
Tliat  a  nymph  so  complete  would  be  sought 

By  a  swain  more  engaging  than  me. 
Ah  !  love  every  hope  can  inspire  ; 

It  banishes  wisdom  the  while ; 
And  the  lip  of  the  nym|A  we  admire 

Seems  for  ever  adom'd  with  a  smile. 

She  is  faithless,  and  I  am  undone ;   • 

Te  that  witness  the  woes  I  endure^ 
Let  reason  instruct  you  to  shun 

What  it  cannot  instruct  you  to  cure. 
Beware  bow  you  loiter  in  vain 

Amid  nymphs  of  a  higher  degree : 
It  »  not  for  me  to  explain 

How  fair,  and  how  fickle  diey  be. 

Alas !  ftom  the  day  that  we  met. 

What  hope  of  an  end  to  my  woes  ? 
When  I  cannot  endure  to  forget 

The  glance  that  undid  my  repose. 
Tec  time  may  diminish  the  pain : 

The  flower,  and  the  shrub,  and  the  tree^ 
Which  I  rear*d  for  her  pleasure  in  vain, 

In  time  may  have  comfort  for  me. 

The  sweets  of  a  dew-sprinUed  rose, 

Tlie  sound  of  a  murmuring  stream. 
The  peace  which  from  solitude  flows, 

Henceforth  shall  be  Corydon*s  theme; 
High  transports  are  shown  to  the  sight. 

But  we  *re  not  to  find  them  our  own ; 
Fate  never  bestow'd  such  delight, 

As  I  with  my  Phyllis  had  known. 

0  ye  woods,  spread  your  branches  apace ; 
To  foar  deepest  recesses  I  fly ; 

1  would  hide  with  the  beasts  of  the  chase ; 

I  would  vanish  from  every  eye. 
Yet  my  reed  shall  resound  through  the  grove 

With  the  same  sad  complaint  it  begun ; 
How  she  smird  —and  I  could  not  but  love ; 

Was  faithless  —  and  I  am  undone  i 


THE  DYING  KID. 

Opdma  quaque  dies  mtseris  mortaHbus  «vi 

fugit  ViRO. 


A  Tbak  bedews  my  Delia's  eye, 
To  think  yon  playful  kid  must  die ; 
From  crystal  spring,  and  flowery  mead, 
Ma<4,  in  his  prime  of  life,  recede ! 


Erewhile,  in  apoftive  drelcs  round 
She  saw  him  wheel,  and  frisk,  and  bound ; 
From  rock  to  rock  pursue  his  way. 
And  on  the  fearful  margin  play. 

Fleas'd  on  his  rarious  fineaks  to  dwdl. 
She  saw  him  climb  my  rustic  cell ; 
Thence  eye  my  lawns  with  verdure  bright, 
And  seem  all  ravish'd  at  the  sight. 

She  tells  with  what  delight  he  stood 
To  trace  his  features  in  the  flood ; 
Then  skipp*d  aloof  with  quafait  amaae, 
And  then  drew  near  again  to  gase. 

She  tells  me  how  with  eager  speed 
He  flew  to  hear  my  vocal  reed ; 
And  how  with  critic  &ce  profound. 
And  stedfast  ear,  devour*d  the  sound. 

His  every  frolic,  light  as  air. 
Deserves  the  gentle  Delia's  care ; 
And  tears  bedew  her  tender  eye. 
To  think  the  playful  kid  must  die.  ^ 

But  knows  my  Delia,  timely  wise^ 
How  soon  this  blameless  era  flies  ? 
While  riolence  and  craft  succeed  ; 
Unfiur  design,  and  ruthless  deed ! 

Sopn  would  the  vine  his  wounds  d^lore, 
And  yield  her  purple  gifb  no  more  j 
Ah  \  soon,  eras*d  from  every  grove 
Were  DeUa*s  name,  and  Str^bon*a  love. 

No  more  those  bowers  might  Strephon 
Where  first  he  fondly  gaz*d  on  tbea ; 
No  more  those  beds  of  flowerets  find. 
Which  for  thy  charming  brows  he  twin*di 

Each  wajrward  passion  soon  would  tear 
His  bosom,  now  so  void  of  care ; 
And,  when  they  left  his  ebbing  vein» 
What,  but  insipid  age,  remain? 

Then  mourn  not  the  decrees  of  Fate, 
That  gave  his  life  so  short  a  date ; 
And  I  will  join  thy  tenderest  sighs. 
To  think  that  youth  so  swiftly  flies ! 


su 


The  Rev.  CHARLES  CHURCHILL. 


JL  m  Ret.  Cra&lis  Cruechill,  a  poet,  once  of 
great  repute,  was  the  eon  of  a  cunte  of  St  John's 
Westminster,  in  which  parish  he  was  bom  in  17S1. 
He  receiTed  his  early  education  at  the  celebrated 
public  school  in  the  vicinity,  whence  he  was  sent  to 
Oxford ;  but  to  this  university  he  was  refused  ad- 
mission on  account  of  deficient  classical  knowledge. 
Returning  to  school,  he  soon  closed  his  further 
education  by  an  early  and  imprudent  marriage. 
ReceiTing  holy  orders  from  the  indulgence  of 
Dr.  SherlodL,  he  went  down  to  a  curacy  in  Wales, 
where  he  attempted  to  remedy  the  scantiness  of  his 
income,  by  die  sale  o(  cyder ;  but  this  expedient 
only  plunged  him  deeper  in  debt  Returning  to 
London,  he  was  chosen,  on  his  father's  death,  to 
succeed  him  as  curate  and  lecturer  of  St  John's. 
His  finances  still  fidling  short,  he  took  various 
methods  to  improve  them ;  at  the  same  time  he  dis- 
played an  immoderste  fondness  for  theatrical  ex- 
hifaitiona.  This  latter  passion  caused  him  to  think 
of  exercisiug  those  talents  which  he  was  conscious 
of  possessing;  and  in  March,  1761,  he  published, 
though  anonymously,  a  view  of  the  excellencies  and 
defects  of  the  actors  in  both  houses,  which  he  en- 
titled **  Hie  Rosciad."  It  was  much  admired, 
and  a  second  edition  iqipcared  with  the  author^s 


Churdiill  was  now  at 
obscurity  to  eminence ;  and  the  Rosciad,  which  «c 
have  selected  as  hb  best  worit,  is,  in  fiict,  the  ooi; 
one  of  his  numerous  publications  on  which  l» 
bestowed  due  labour.  The  delineations  are  draws 
with  equal  energy  and  vivacity ;  the  language  sod 
versification,  though  not  without  inequalities,  sre 
superior  to  the  ordinary  strain  of 
and  many  of  the  observations 
sound  judgment  and  correct  taste. 

The  remainder  of  his  life,  thou^  mucuiiiag 
with  the  period  of  his  principal  fiune,  is  little  wmh^ 
of  notice.  He  became  a  party  writer,  joining  wiik 
Wilkes  and  other  oppositionists,  and  employed  )m 
pen  assiduously  in  their  cause.  With  tins  wm 
joined  a  lamentable  defect  of  moral  felin^  ex- 
hibited by  loose  and  irregular  manners.  Tfarowmg 
off  bis  black  suit,  he  decorated  his  large  and  chnn^ 
person  with  gold  Lace ;  and  ditmissing  his  wife,  ke 
debauched  from  her  parents  the  daughter  of  s 
tradesman  in  Westminster.  His  writings  at  len^A 
became  mere  rhapsodies ;  and  taking  a  jourMy  is 
FVance  for  the  purpose  of  visiting  Mr.  Wilke^ 
then  an  exile  in  that  country,  he  vras  aeisad  witb  s 
fever,  which  put  a  period  to  his  life  on  Kovembcr^ 
1764,  at  the  age  of  34. 


THE  ROSCIAD. 

XVoscins  deceas'd,  each  high  aqpiiing  play'^ 
Push'd  all  his  int'rest  for  the  vacant  chair. 
The  buskin'd  heroes  of  the  mimic  stage 
No  longer  whine  in  love,  and  rant  in  rsge ; 
The  monarch  quits  his  throne,  and  condescends 
Humbly  to  court  the  favour  of  his  friends ; 
For  pity's  sake  tells  undeserv'd  mishaps. 
And,  their  applause  to  gain,  recounts  his  daps. 
Tlius  the  victorious  chidfs  of  ancient  Rome, 
To  win  the  mob,  a  suppliant's  form  assume. 
In  pompous  strain  fight  o'er  th*  extinguish'd  war. 
And  show  where  honour  bled  in  ev'ry  kcar. 

But  though  bare  merit  mif^t  in  Rome  appear 
The  strongest  plea  for  favour,  'tis  not  here ; 
We  form  our  judgment  in  another  way ; 
And  they  will  best  succeed,  who  best  can  pay : 
Tliose,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  British  tribes. 
Must  add  to  force  St  merit,  force  of  bribes. 

What  can  an  actor  give  ?     In  ev'ry  age 
Cash  hath  been  rudely  banish'd  from  the  stage; 
Monarchs  themselves,  to  grief  of  ev'ry  play'r. 
Appear  as  oAen  as  their  usage  there : 


Hiey  can't,  like  candidate  fbr  otlHr 
Pour  seas  of  wine,  and  mounteins  raise  of  i 
Wine !  they  could  bribe  you  with  the  vroridas 
And  of  roast  beef,  they  only  know  the  tune: 
But  what  they  have  they  give ;  could  Olive  do 
Though  for  each  million  he  had  brought  home  far? 

Shuter  keeps  open  house  at  Sonthwark  &ir. 
And  hopes  the  frwnds  of  humour  will  be  dien; 
In  Smithfield,  Yates  prepares  the  rival  treat 
For  those  who  laughter  love,  instead  of  meat ; 
Foote,  at  Old  Houses  fbr  even  Foote  vrill  bt^ 
In  self-conceit,  an  actor,  bribes  with  tea  ; 
Which  Wilkinson  at  second-hand  receives^ 
And  at  the  New,  pours  water  on  the  leaver 

The  town  divided,  each  runs  sev'ral  ways. 
As  passion,  humour,  int'rest,  party  sways. 
Tilings  of  no  moment,  colour  of  the  hair. 
Shape  of  a  leg,  complexion  brown  or  fair, 
A  dress  well  chosen,  or  a  patch  misplac'd, 
Conciliate  favour,  or  create  distaste. 

F^om  galleries  loud  peals  of  laughter  rally 
And  thunder  Shuter's  praises  ^  he  's  so  dnB» 
Embot*dt  the  ladies  must  have  something 
Fkbner!  Oh!  Fakner  tops  the  janty  part 
Seated  in  pit,  the  dwar^  with  acUngeycs, 
Looks  up^  and  vows  that  Barry's  out  of  sin 


THE  ROSCIAD. 
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VhSkt  to  Bz  ftcttfie  vig'roiii  stripling  gfown, 
)eclares  that  Ganick  is  another  Coan.  * 

When  place  of  judgment  is  bj  whim  supply'd, 
knd  our  opinions  haire  dieir  rise  in  pride ; 
Vbcn,  in  diaoouning  on  each  mimic  elf» 
%'e  praise  and  censure  with  an  eye  to  self; 
kU  must  meet  friends,  and  Ackman  bids  as  fair 
n  such  a  court,  as  Garrick,  for  the  chair. 

At  length  agreed,  all  squabbles  to  decide, 
)y  some  one  judge  the  cause  was  to  be  try'd ; 
)ut  this  their  squabbles  did  afresh  renew, 
^lio  should  be  judge  in  such  a  trial :  —  Who  ? 

For  Johnson  some,  but  Johnson,  it  was  fear'dy 
¥ould  be  too  grave ;  and  Sterne  too  gay  appear'd: 
>thers  for  Francklin  TOted ;  but 't  was  known, 
le  sicken*d  at  all  triumphs  but  his  own : 
^or  Colman  many,  but  the  peerish  tongue 
>f  prudent  Age  found  out  that  he  was  young : 
•"or  Murphy  some  few  pilf*rmg  wits  declar'd, 
Vhilst  Folly  clapp*d  her  hands,  and  Wisdom  starU 

To  mischief  train*d,  e'en  from  bis  mother's  womb^ 
m>wn  old  in  fraud,  though  yet  in  manhood's  bloom, 
Adopting  arts,  by  which  gay  rillains  rise, 
Lnd  reach  the  heighti  wliich  honest  men  deqpise ; 
dute  at  the  bar,  and  in  the  senate  loud, 
lull  *mongst  the  dullest,  proudest  of  the  proud ; 
I  pert,  prim,  prater  of  the  northern  race, 
yuilt  in  his  hesrt,  and  famine  in  his  fiice, 
icood  forth  r  —  and  thrice  he  wav'd  his  lily  hand  — 
ind  thrice  he  twirl'd  his  tye  —  thrice  sdnok*d  his 
band~  [aim 

«'  At  Friendship's  call,"  (thus  oft  wiUi  trait'rous 
»Ien,  void  of  faith,  usurp  Faith's  sscred  name) 
'  At  Friendship's  call  I  come,  by  Murphy  sent, 
¥ho  thus  by  me  devetope*  his  intent. 
)ut  lest,  trantfuid,  the  spirit  should  be  lost, 
rhat  spirit  which  in  storms  ofrhtt'ric  tost, 
loonccs  about,  and  flies  like  bottled  beer,' 
n  his  own  words  his  own  intentions  hear,      [bom, 

"  Thanks  to  my  friends.  —  But  to  vile  fortunes 
'io  robes  of  fur  these  shoulders  must  adorn. 
iain  your  applause,  no  aid  from  thence  I  dnw ; 
/ain  all  my  wit,  for  what  is  wit  in  law  ? 
Twice  (curs'd  remembrance !)  tirice  I  strove  to  gain 
Admittance  'mongst  the  law-instructed  train, 
^'ho,  in  the  Temple  and  Gray's  Inn,  prepare 
""or  clients'  wretched  feet  the  legal  snare ; 
Dead  to  those  arts,  which  polish  and  refine^ 
[)caf  to  all  worth,  because  that  worth  was  mine, 
Twice  did  those  blockheads  startle  at  my  name^ 
\nd,  foul  reiection,  gave  me  up  to  shame. 
To  laws  and  lawyers  then  I  bad  adieu, 
\nd  plans  of  (ar  more  lib'ral  note  pursue. 
i^Im  will  may  be  a  judge  — -  my  kindling  breast 
Sums  for  that  chair  which  Roscius  once  possess'd. 
Here  give  your  voles,  your  int'rest  here  exert, 
%nd  let  success  for  once  attend  desert." 

"^th  sledc  appearance,  and  with  ambling  pace, 
ind,  type  of  vacant  head,  with  vacant  face, 
riie  Proteus  Hill  put  in  his  nwdett  plea,  — - 
"  Let  Favour  speak  for  others,  Worth  for  me."  •* 
For  who,  like  htm,  his  various  powers  could  call 
[nto  so  many  shapes,  and  shine  in  all  ? 
Who  could  so  nobly  grace  the  motley  list, 
^ctor,  intpedor,  doctor,  botmuat  f 
Knows  any  one  so  well  —sure  no  one  knowi, •-• 
ia  aoet  ta  plajf,  prtteribe^  compoumd,  compote  f 


Who  can  —  But  Wotdwaid  eme,  — HiU  ilmp'd 


*  JofanGotnfttdwaH;wl»dMdinl764.    C. 


Melting  like  g^ioM%  bMbre  the  rising  day. 

f  With  that  low  cunning,  which  in  IboU  suppliesy 
And  amply  too,  the  place  of  being  wise. 
Which  Nature,  kind,  indulgent  parent,  gave 
To  qualify  the  blockhead  for  a  knave ;        [charms, 
With  that    tmooth    falsehood,  whose    appearance 
And  reason  of  each  wholesome  doubt  disarms. 
Which  to  the  lowest  depths  of  guile  d<*sfends, 
By  vilest  means  pursues  the  vilest  ends. 
Wean  Friendship's  mask  for  purposes  of  spits^ 
Fawns  in  the  day,  and  butchers  in  the  night; 
With  that  maligniant  envy,  which  turns  pale, 
And  sickens,  even  if  a  friend  prevail. 
Which  merit  and  success  pursues  with  hat^ 
And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate ; 
With  the  cold  caution  of  a  coward's  spleen, 
Which  fears  not  guilt,  but  always  seeks  a  skicti^ 
Which  keeps  this  maxim  ever  in  her  riew  — 
What 's  6aje/y  done,  should  be  done  s^^.too ; 
With  that  duU,  rooted,  callout  impudence, 
Wliich,  dead  to  shame,  and  ev'ry  nicer  sense. 
Ne'er  blush'd,  unless,  in  spreading  Vice's  snarc% 
She  blunder'd  on  some  virtue  unawaretg 
With  all  these  blessings,  which  we  seldom  find 
Lavish'd  by  Nature  on  one  happy  mind, 
A  motley  figure,  of  the  Fribble  tribe. 
Which  heart  can  scarce  conceive,  or  pen  describe^ 
Came  nmp*ring  on ;  to  ascertain  whose  sex 
Twelve  sage,  impaneiTd  matrons  would  perplex. 
Nor  male,  nor  female  ;  neither,  and  yet  both  ; 
Of  neuter  gender,  though  of  Irish  growth ; 
A  six-foot  suckling,  mincing  in  iu  gait ; 
Affected,  peevish,  prim,  and  delicate ; 
Fearful  ii  seem'd,  though  of  athletic  make, 
Lest  brutal  breexes  should  too  roughly  shake 
Its  tender  form,  and  savage  motion  spread. 
O'er  its  pale  cheeks,  the  bonid  manly  red. 

Much  did  ii  talk,  in  its  own  pretty  phrase^ 
Of  genius  and  of  taste,  of  play  *rs  and  plays ; 
Much  too  of  writings,  which  itself  had  wmbtp 
Of  special  merit,  tlxmgh  of  little  note ; 
For  Fate,  in  a  strange  humour,  had  decreed 
That  what  it  wrote,  none  but  ifsfj^ should  rend; 
Much  too  it  chatter'd  ot  dramatic  laws, 
Misjudging  critics,  and  misplac'd  applause  ; 
Then,  with  a  self-complacent  jutting  air, 
It  smsTd,  it  smirked,  it  wriggled  to  the  chair  ; 
And,  with  an  awkward  briskness  not  its  own. 
Looking  around,  and  perking  on  the  throne. 
Triumphant  seem'd,  when  thst  strange  savage  damc^ 
Known  but  to  few,  or  only  known  by  name, 
Plain  Common-Soise  appear'd,  by  Nature  there 
Appointed,  with  plain  Truth,  to  guard  the  chair. 
The  pageant  saw,  and  blasted  with  her  fixiwn. 
To  ttt  first  state  of  nothing  melted  down. 

Nor  shall  the  Muse  (for  even  there  the  pride 
Of  this  i»tn  nothing  shall  be  mortified) 
Nor  shall  the  Muse  (should  Fate  ordain  her  rfaymaa 
Fond,  pleasing  thought !  to  live  in  after-times) 
With  such  a  trifler's  name  her  pages  blot ; 
Known  be  the  character,  the  tMng  foigot ; 


f  This  severe  character  was  intended  for  Mr. 
Fltspatiick,  a  person  who  had  rendered  litmaelf  !•• 
markable  by^ Ids  activity  in  the  playfaouae'rioiB  of 
1763,  relative  to  the  taking  half  prices.  He 
the  hero  of  Garrick'i  Fribbkriad.    £* 
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Ut  t^,  to  dnqipote  CMh  Hunt  akn, 

JJpoe  trithoui  «er,  anddie  without  a  name  I 
Cold-blooded  critki,  by  memlat  btbb 
Scarce  faanunei^d  out,  when  Nature's  feeble  files 
GUmmer'd  tbeir  hurt;  whose  sluggish  blood,  half 

fhne, 
Creeps  lab'ring  through  ^m  ▼cms;   whose  heart 

ne'er  glows 
With  fancy-kindled  heat ;— <•  servile  race, 
Who  in  mere  want  of  fault,  all  merit  phnse ; 
Who  blind  obedience  pay  to  ancient  schools, 
Bigots  to  Greece,  and  slaves  to  musty  rules ; 
With  solemn  consequence  declar'd  that  none 
Could  judge  that  cause  but  Sophocles  alone. 
Dupes  to  their  fancied  excellence,  the  crowd. 
Obsequious  to  the  sacred  dictate,  bow'd. 

When,  from  amidst  the  throng,  a  youth  stood  forth, 
Unknown  hb  person,  not  unknown  his  worth ; 
His  look  be^)oke  applause ;  alone  he  stood. 
Alone  he  stemm'd  the  mif^ity  critic  flood. 
He  talk'd  of  andents,  as  the  n)an  became 
Who  pris'd  our  own,  but  envied  not  their  fame ; 
With  noble  lev'rence  spoke  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
Apd  scom*d  to  tear  the  laurel  from  the  tomb. 

'<  But  more  than  just  to  other  countries  grown, 
Must  we  turn  base  apostates  to  our  own  ? 
Where  do  these  words  of  Greece  and  Rome  excel, 
That  England  may  not  please  the  ear  as  well  ? 
What  mighty  magic 's  in  the  place  or  air, 
Ihat  alt  perfection  needs  must  centre  there  ? 
In  states,  let  strangers  blindly  be  preferr'd; 
In  state  of  letters,  merit  should  be  heard. 
Genius  is  of  no  country,  her  pure  ray 
Spreads  all  abroad,  as  gen'ral  as  the  day ; 
Foe  to  restraint,  firom  place  to  place  she  flies, 
And  may  hereaJfWr  e'en  in  Holland  rise. 
May  not  (to  give  a  pleasing  fancy  scope. 
And  cheer  a  patriot  heart  with  patriot  hope) 
May  not  some  great  extensive  genius  raise 
The  name  of  Britain  'hove  Athmian  praise ; 
And,  whilst  brave  thirst  of  fame  his  bosom  warms^ 
Make  England  great  in  lettm  as  in  arms  ? 
There  may — tbere  hath  ■.  and  Shakspeare's  Muse 


Beyond  the  reach  of  Greece :  with  natives  fiies 
Mounting  alofV,  he  wings  his  daring  flight. 
Whilst   Sophocles  below  stands  trembling  at  his 
heighL 

«  Why  should  we  then  abroad  for  judges  roam. 
When  abler  judges  we  may  find  at  hone? 
Happy  in  tragic  and  in  comic  pow'rs, 
Have  we  not  Shakspesre  ?  —  Is  not  Jonson  ours? 
For  them,  your  nat'nil  judges,  Britons,  vote ; 
They  '11  judge  like  Britons,  who  like  Britons  wrote." 

He  said,  and  oonquer*d—  Sense  resum'd  hersway. 
And  dissppointed  pedants  stalk'd  away. 
Shakspeareand  Jonson,  with  deserv'd  applause^ 
JoinUjudges  were  ordain'd  to  try  the  cause. 
Meantime  the  stranger  ev'ry  voice  employ'd, 
To  adc  or  tell  his  name  — Who  is  it  ? — Umfd> 

Thus,  when  tfie  aged  friends  of  Job  stood  mmc^ 
And,  taioady  ptudent,  gave  up  the  dispute, 
Elihu,  with  the  deeent  waimlli  of  youtiv 
Boldly  stood  forth  the  advocate  of  Triith  ; 
CoBfiited  BUseteod,  and  disabled  Prid^ 
WhOai  faffed  Age  stobd  sBflriing  at  his  sUiu 

Tlwiday^  of  trial  'aifac'd,  norany  Umt 
last  day  of  trial  sbasld  b»  pat  off  fatten 
Causes  but  seldom  Jbr-deby  xaa  catt 
In  oooits  where  fbmn  are  ftw,  flees  none  at  alL 


Hie  moRimg  came,  nor  find  T  that  the  Sun, 
As  he  on  odier  great  events  hath  don^ 
Put  on  a  brighter  robe  than  what  he  wore 
To  go  his  journey  in  the  day  before. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  a  spacious  plain. 
On  plan  entirely  new,  whoe  nothing  vain. 
Nothing  magnificent  appear'd,  but  Art 
With  decent  modesty  pcarfbrm'd  her  part^ 
Rose  a  tribunal :  fVom  no  other  court 
It  borrow'd  ornament,  or  sou^t  support : 
No  juries  here,  were  pack'd  to  kill  or  dear. 
No  bribes  were  taken,  nor  oaths  broken  here ; 
No  gownmen,  partial  to  a  client's  cause. 
To  their  own  purpose  tun'd  the  pliant  law^ 
Each  judge  was  true  and  steady  to  his  trust. 
As  Mansfidd  wise,  and  as  old  Foster  *  jus^ 

In  the  first  seat,  in  robe  of  various  dyes, 
A  noble  wildncss  flashing  from  his  eyes. 
Sat  Shakspeare.  —  In  one  hand  a  wand  he  boR^ 
For  mig^i^  wonders  fam'd  in  days  of  yore  ; 
The  other  held  a  globe,  which  to  his  vnll 
Obedient  tum'd,  and  own'd  die  master's  akin : 
Things  of  the  noblest  kind  his  genius  drew. 
And  look'd  through  Nature  at  a  single  view : 
A  loose  he  gave  to  his  unbounded  soul. 
And  taught  new  lands  to  rise,  new  seas  to  roll ; 
Call'd  into  being  scenes  unknown  before. 
And,  passing  Nature's  bounds,  was  somedung  more 

Next  Jonson  sat,  in  ancient  learning  trained. 
His  rigid  judgment  Fancy's  flints  restrain'd. 
Correctly  prun'd  each  wild  luxuriant  tbou^it, 
Mark'd  out  her  course,  nor  spar'd  a  glorious  fank 
The  book  of  man  he  read  with  nicest  art. 
And  ransack'd  all  the  secrets  of  the  heart; 
Exerted  penetration's  utmost  force. 
And  trac'd  each  passion  to  its  proper  source ; 
Ihen  strongly  mark'd,  in  liveliest  colours  drvw. 
And  brou|^t  each  foible  fortii  to  public  view. 
The  coxcomb  felt  a  lash  in  ev'iy  word. 
And  fools,  hung  out,  their  brother  fools  deterr'd. 
His  comic  humour  kept  the  world  in  awe^ 
And  Laughter  fHghten'd  Folly  more  than  Law. 

But,  hark  !— The  trumpet  sounds,  the  crowd  givei 


And  the  procession  comes  in  just  array. 

Now  ^uld  I,  in  some  sweet  poetic  Itne^ 
Offer  up  incense  at  Apollo's  shrine ; 
Invoke  the  Muse  to  quit  her  calm  abode, 
And  waken  mem'ry  with  a  sleeping  ode. 
For  how  alKmld  mortal  man,  in  mortal  verse. 
Their  titles,  merits,  or  their  nsmes  rehearse  ? 
But  give,  kind  Dullness,  memory  and  rhyme, 
We  il  put  oiT  Genius  till  another  time. 

First,  Order  came,— with  solemn  step,  and  dov, 
In  measur'd  time  his  feet  were  taught  to  goL 
Behind,  from  time  to  time,  he  cast  his  eye. 
Lest  this  should  quit  his  place^  that  sttep  vwvj, 
Appearsnces  to  save  his  only  care ; 
So  things  seem  rjght,  no  matter  what  tibey  mt^ 
In  him  his  parents  saw  themsdves  renewed. 
Begotten  by  or  Critic  on  saint  Flnide. 

HwB  came  dhcin,  trumpet,  hautboy,  JMle,Jhte: 
Next  snuffer,  sweeper,  sh^er,  soUHer,  mute  .• 
Legions  of  angfte  all  in  white  advance  ; 
Furies,  •iljire,  come  forward  in  a  dance ; 
xaBtoBnBM  figiDea  than* are  broofpit  to  view, 
Fools  bwd  in  band  with  foels  gotwofaytwa 


•  Sr 
King's  Bench. 
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^ext  came  tbe  tmsuvir  of  either  hottie; 
>ne  with  full  pune,  t*  olher  with  not  a  sou^ 
khind,  a  group  of  figures  awe  create, 
»et  off  with  all  th*  impcrtmence  of  state ; 
{y  lace  and  fieather  consecrate  to  fiune» 
ixpittise  Icings  and  queens  without  a  name. 

Here  Hawd,  all  serene,  in  the  same  strains, 
..oves,  hates,  and  rages,  triumphs,  and  complains ; 
lis  easy  vacant  face  proclaimed  a  heart 
^Thtch  could  not  feel  emotions,  nor  impart 
W\xh  him  caipe  mighty  Davies.     On  my  life^ 
rhat  Davies  hath  a  very  pretty  wife  :— 
Iratesman  all  over  !«»In  plots  famous  grown  !— 
le  mouths  a  sentence,  as  cuib  mouth  a  bone. 

Next  Holland  came.— >With  truly  tragic  stalk, 
le  creeps,  he  |lies.-»A  hero  should  not  walk. 
Ls  if  with  Heav'n  he  waiT'd,  his  eager  eyes 
Hantcd  their  batteries  against  the  skies ; 
Lttitude,  action,  air,  pause,  start,  sigh,  groan, 
le  bus  row  *d,  and  made  use  of  as  his  own. 
ly  fortune  thrown  on  any  other  stage, 
le  migfat,  perkapij  have  pleas'd  an  easy  age ; 
\nX  now  appears  a  copy,  and  no  more, 
H  something  better  we  have  seen  before, 
lie  actor  who  would  build  a  solid  fame, 
fust  Imitation's  servile  arts  disclaim ; 
let  from  himself,  on  his  own  bottom  stand  \ 
hate  e*en  Garrick  thus  at  second-hand. 

Bdiind  came  King.— Bred  up  in  modest  lore, 
tashful  and  young  he  sought  Hiberoia*s  shore ; 
libemia,  fam'd,  *bove  ev*ry  other  grace, 
<*or  matchless  intrepidity  of  face, 
^rom  her  his  features  caught  the  gen*rous  flame, 
Lnd  bid  defiance  to  all  sense  of  shame. 
^Ittor'd  by  her  all  rivals  to  surpass, 
lloagst  Dniry*s  sons  he  comes,  and  shines  in  Brassy 

Lo  Yates  '—Without  the  least  finesse  of  art 
le  gets  applause — I  wish  he  *d  get  his  part. 
Vhok  boi  Impatience  is  in  full  career, 
low  vilely  <«  Hark'e !  Hark*e !"  grates  the  ear. 
Fhen  active  Fancy  fWmk  the  brain  is  sent, 
Lnd  stands  on  tip-toe  for  some  wish*d  event, 

hate  those  careless  blunders  which  recall 
luafiended  sense,  and  prove  it  fiction  all. 

In  characters  of  low  and  vulgar  mould, 
Vliere  Nature's  coarsest  features  we  behold, 
Hiere,  destitute  of  ev*ry  decent  grace, 
Jmnanner'd  jests  are  blurted  in  your  face, 
rhere  Yates  with  justice  strict  attention  draws, 
Lets  truly  from  himself,  and  gains  applause. 
lut  when  to  please  himself,  or  charm  his  wife, 
le  aims  at  something  in  politer  life, 
Vlien,  blindly  thwarting  Nature's  stubborn  plan, 
le  treads  the  stage,  by  way  of  gentleman, 
lie  down,  who  no  one  touch  of  breeding  knows, 
^ooks  like  Tom  Errand  dress'd  in  Clincher's  clothes. 
*ood  of  his  dress,  fond  of  his  person  grown, 
isngfa'd  at  by  all,  and  to  himself  unknown, 
hma  aide  to  side  he  struts,  he  smiles,  he  prates, 
Lnd  seems  to  wonder  what  *s  become  of  Yates. 

Woodward,  endow'd  with  various  tricks  of  fiice, 
}rcat  master  in  the  science  of  grimace, 
Yam  Ireland  ventures,  fiiv'rite  of  the  town^ 
^ur'd  by  the  pleasing  proqwct  of  renown ; 
k.  speaking  Harlequm,  made  up  of  whim, 
ie  twists,  he  twines,  be  tortures  ev'ry  limb, 
lays  to  the  eye  with  a  mere  monkey's  art, 
Uid  leaves  to  sense  the  conquest  of  the  heart. 
Ve  laugh  indeed,  but  on  reflection's  birth, 
Ve  wowlcr  at  uuiselyes,  and  cune  our  mirth. 
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walk  of  ptfts  be  fii«%  misplac'd, 
And  inclination  fondly  took  for  taste ; 
Hence  hath  tbe  town  so  oftan  seen  display'd 
Beau  in  burlesque,  high  life  in  masquerade. 

But  when  bold  wits,  not  such  as  patch  upplay% 
Cold  and  correct,  in  diese  insipid  days, 
Some  comic  character,  strong  featured,  urge 
To  probability's  extremest  verge^ 
Where  modest  Judgment  her  decree  suspends, 
And  for  a  time,  nor  censures,  nor  commends. 
Where  critics  can't  determine  on  the  spot 
Whether  it  is  in  Nature  found  or  not, 
There  Woodward  safely  shall  bis  pow'n  ezer^ 
Nor  fail  of  fiivour  where  he  shows  desert 
Hence  he  in  Bobadil  such  praises  bore. 
Such  worthy  prsises,  Kitely  scarce  had  more. 

By  turns  transform'd  into  all  kind  of  sIm^m^ 
Constant  to  none^  Foote  laughs,  cries,  stmti^  and 

scrapes: 
Now  in  the  centre,  now  in  van  or  rear. 
The  Proteus  shifts,  bavodf  parton,  auctioneer. 
His  strokes  of  humour,  and  his  bunts  of  sport. 
Are  all  contain'd  in  this  one  word.  Distort. 

Doth  a  man  stutter,  look  a-squint,  or  halt? 
Mimics  draw  humour  out  of  Nature's  ftult. 
With  personal  defects  their  mirth  adorn. 
And  hang  misfortunes  out  to  public  scorn. 
E'en  I,  whom  Nature  cast  in  liideous  mould. 
Whom,  having  made,  she  trembled  to  befaol<^ 
BeneaUi  the  load  ot  mimicry  may  groan. 
And  find  that  Nature's  errours  are  my  own. 

Shadows  behind  of  Foote  and  Woodward  came  ; 
Wilkinson  this,  Obrien  was  that  name. 
Strange  to  relate,  but  wonderfully  true, 
Hiat  even  shadows  have  their  shadows  too  \ 
With  not  a  single  comic  pow'r  endu'd, 
The  first  a  mere  mere  mimic's  mimic  stood  ; 
Tbe  last  by  Nature  form'd  to  please,  who  shows, 
In  Jonson'tf  Stephen,  which  way  Genius  grows ; 
Self  quite  put  off,  afftcts,  with  too  much  art. 
To  put  on  Woodward  in  each  mangled  part ; 
Adopts  his  shrug,  his  wink,  his  stare ;  nay,  more^ 
His  voice,  and  croaks;  for  Woodward  croaL'd  be« 

fore. 
When  a  dull  copier  simple  grace  neglect^ 
And  rests  his  imitation  in  defects. 
We  readily  forgive ;  but  such  vile  arts 
Are  double  guilt  in  men  of  real  parts. 

By  Nature  form'd  in  her  perversest  mood, 
With  no  one  requisite  of  art  endu'd. 
Next  Jackson  came.— Observe  that  settled  glare. 
Which  better  speaks  a  puppet  than  a  player : 
List  to  that  voice  —  did  ever  Discord  hear 
Sounds  so  well  fitted  to  her  untun'd  ear  ? 
When,  to  enforce  some  very  tender  part. 
The  right-hand  sleeps  by  instinct  on  the  heart;, 
His  soul,  of  every  other  thought  bereft. 
Is  anxious  only  where  to  place  the  left ; 
He  sobs  and  pants  to  soothe  his  weeping  spous^ 
To  soothe  hb  weeping  mother,  turns  and  bowa. 
Awkward,  embarrsss'd,  stiff,  without  tbe  skill 
Of  moving  gfacefblly,  or  standing.  stjU, 
One  leg,  as  if  suspidoos  of  his  brother. 
Desirous  seems  to  run  away  tatm  t'  otfaer« 

Some  errours,  handed  down  ftom  age  to  ag^ 
Plead  custom's  force,  andstiU  possess  the  stiM. 
That 's  vile— .Should  we  a  parent's  iaulls  ad0i%4 
And  err,  beoausa  our  fathos  ecr'd  baface : 
If,  inattentive  to  the  author's  miod^ . 
Soma  acton  made  the  jast  they  oould  not  find  ; 
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If  hf  loir  tricks  they  Duar'd  tur  Nature's  mien, 

And  bhiir*d  the  giaoes  of  the  am|de  toene; " 

Shall  we^  if  roMon  rigfaUy  is  emploj'dy 

Not  see  their  fiinltB,  or  seefaqg  not  avoid? 

When  Falstaff  stands  detected  in  a  He^ 

Why,  without  meaning,  rolls  Lore's  glassy  eye? 

Why  ?—  There  *s  no  cause— at  least  no  cause  wa 

know-i— 
It  was  the  &shion  twenty  years  ago. 
Fashion,  a  word  which  knayes  and  fools  may  use 
Their  knavery  and  folly  to  excuse. 
To  copy  beauties,  f<Hrfeits  all  pretence 
To  fame  — to  copy  fiiults^  is  want  of  sensei 

Tet  (though  in  some  pitrticulars  he  faOs, 
Some  few  particulars,  where  mode  prevaik) 
If  in  these  hallow'd  times,  when  sober,  sad. 
All  gentlemen  are  melancholy  mad, 
When  *tis  not  deem'd  so  great  a  cxkas  by  half 
To  viobte  a  vestal,  as  to  laugh. 
Rude  Mirth  may  hope  presumptuous  to  engage 
An  act  of  toleration  for  the  stage. 
And  courtiers  will,  like  reason2ble  creatures, 
Suspend  vain  fashion,  and  unscrew  their  features. 
Old  Falstaff,  play'd  by  Love,  shall  please  once  more, 
And  humour  set  the  audience  in  a  roar. 

Actors  I  've  seen,  and  of  no  vulgar  name. 
Who,  being  from  one  part  posses8*d  of  fame. 
Whether  they  are  to  laugh,  cry,  whine,  or  bawl. 
Still  introduce  that  fav*rite  part  in  all. 
Here,  Love,  be  cautious— ne'ei' be  thou  betnqr'd 
To  call  in  that  wag  Falstaff 's  dangerous  aid ; 
Like  Godxs  of  old,  howe'er  he  seems  a  friend. 
He  *11  seise  that  throne,  you  wish  him  to  defend. 
In  a  peculiar  mould  by  Humour  cast, 
For  Falstaff  frBm*d—  Himself,  the  Erst  and  last,— 
He  stands  aloof  from  all— maintains  hb  state, 
And  scorns,  like  Scottment  to  assimilate. 
Vain  all  disguise — too  plain  we  see  the  trick, 
lliougfa  the  Knight  wears  the  weeds  of  Dominic 
And  B<Hiiface^  di^rac'd,  betrays  the  smack. 
In  Anno  Domini,  of  Falstaff 's  sack. 

Arms  cross'd,  brows  bent,  eyes  fix*d,  feet  march- 
ing slow, 
A  band  of  malecontents  with  spleen  o*erflow ; 
Wrapt  in  Conceit's  impenetrable  fog, 
Which  Pride,  like  Phoebus,  draws  fixmi  ev*ry  bog, 
Hiey  curse  the  numagers,  and  curse  the  town, 
Whose  partial  fiivour  keeps  such  merit  down. 

But  if  some  man,  more  hardy  than  the  rest. 
Should  dare  attack  these  gnaUingt  in  their  nest ; 
At  once  they  rise  with  impotence  of  rage. 
Whet  their  small  stings,  and  buzz  about  die  stage. 
"  'Us  breach  of  privilege !  — Shall  any  dare 
To  arm  satiric  truth  against  a  player? 
Fkescriptive  rights  we  plead  time  out  of  mind ; 
Actors,  unlash'd  themselves,  may  lash  mankind." 

What !  shall  Opinion  then,  of  nature  free 
And  13>'ral  as  tiie  vagrant  air,  agree 
To  rust  in  chains  like  these,  impos'd  by  things 
Which,  less  than  nothing,  ape  the  pride  of  kings? 
No — though  half-poets  with  half-players  join 
To  curse  the  freedom  of  each  honest  line ; 
Tliou^  rage  and  malice  dim  their  faded  cheek ; 
What  the  Muse  freely  thinks,  she  'U  freely  speaL 
With  just  disdain  of  ev'ry  paltry  sneer, 
Strsnger  alike  to  flattery  and  fear. 
In  purpose  fix'd,  and  to  herself  a  rule, 
^'Wic  contempt  shall  wait  the  public  fooL 

Austin  would  always  glisten  in  French  «lks^ 
kknum  would  Norris  be,  and  F^ker  WOks. 


For  who^  like  Ackman,  can  with  faumour 
Who  can,  like  Packer,  charm  with  spiightly 
Higher  than  all  the  rest,  see  Brsnsby  stmt: 
A  mighty  GuUiver  in  Lilliput! 
Ludicrous  Nature !  which  at  once  coold 
A  man  so  very  high,  so  vciy  low. 

If  I  forget  thee,  Blakes,  or  if  I  say 
Aught  hurtful,  may  I  never  see  thee  plaj^ 
Let  critics,  with  a  supercilious  air. 
Decry  thy  various  merit,  and  declare 
Frenchman  is  still  at  top  ;  — *  but  scotn  Aat  ngt 
Which,  in  attacking  tfaeis,  attadcs  the  age. 
FWndi  follies^  universally  cmbrac'd. 
At  cmce  provdce  our  mirth,  and  form  our 

Long,  from  a  nation  ever  hardly  us'd. 
At  random  censur'd,  wantonly  abus'd. 
Have  Britons  drawn  their  qwrt,  with  partial 
Form'd  gen'ral  notions  from  the  raacal  few  ; 
Condemn'd  a  people,  as  for  vices  known. 
Which,  from  their  country  baniali'd,  seek  oar 
At  length,  howe'er,  the  slavish  chain  is  brak^ 
And  Sense,  awaken'd,  sooms  her  andcnt  yoke : 
Taught  by  thee,  Moody,  we  now  learn  to  raise 
Mirth  from  their  foibln;  from  tfieir  virtues. 

Next  came  the  legion,  which  our  Summer  Bmjm, 
FVom  alleys,  here  and  ther^  oontriv'd  to  raise. 
Flushed  with  vast  hopes,  and  certain  to  soccecd 
^th  wits  who  cannot  write,  and  scarce  can  read 
Vet'rans  no  more  support  the  rotten  cauae. 
No  more  from  Elliot's  worth  they  reap  tt'***—  ; 
£lach  on  himself  determines  to  rdy, 
Be.Yates  disbanded,  and  let  Elliot  fly. 
Never  did  play'rs  so  well  an  author  fit. 
To  Nature  dead,  and  foes  declar'd  to  WH. 
So  loud  each  tongue,  so  cmp^  was  eadi 
So  much  they  talk'd,  so  very  uttle  said. 
So  wondrous  dull,  and  yet  so  wondrous 
At  once  so  willing,  and  unfit  to  reign, 
Hiat  Reason  swore,  nor  would.the  oadi  recall, 
Tlieir  mi^ity  master's  soul  inform'd  them  alL 

As  one  with  various  dia^ipointments  sai^ 
¥^m  Dullness  only  kept  from  being  mad. 
Apart  from  all  the  rest  great  Murphy  came— 
Common  to  fools  and  wits,  the  rage  of  finne. 
What  though  the  sons  of  Nonsense  hail  him  sn,^ 
Auntroa,  authob,  mavaoem,  and  sqdiek. 
His  restless  soul's  ambition  stops  not  there. 
To  make  his  triumphs  perfect,  dub  him 

In  person  tall,  a  figure  form'd  to  plea 
If  symmetry  could  charm,  depriv'd  of 
When  motionless  he  stands,  we  all  approve; 
What  pity  'tis  the  thing  was  made  to  move. 

His  voice,  in  one  dull,  deep,  unvaried  sound. 
Seems  to  break  forth  fivnn  ctftems  under  ground. 
From  hollow  chest  the  low  sepulchral  note 
Unwilling  heaves,  and  struggles  in  his  throat. 

Could  authors  butcber'd  give  an  actor  graces 
All  must  to  him  resign  the  foremost  place. 
When  he  attempts,  in  some  one  fav'rite  pert. 
To  ape  the  feelings  of  a  manly  heart. 
His  honest  features  the  disguise  defy, 
And  his  face  loudly  gives  his  tongue  Ibe  lie. 

Still  in  extremes,  he  knows  no  happy  mean, 
Or  raving  mad,  or  stupidly  serene. 
In  cold-wrought  scenes  the  lifeless  actor  flsgi^ 
In  passion,  tears  the  passion  into  rags. 
Can  none  remember  ?-^  Yea  ^  I  know  all  must  — 
When  in  tiie  Moor  he  ground  his  teeth  to  dust, 
When  o'er  the  stage  he  Folly's  standard  bore, 
Whilst  Gommon-Sense  stood  trembling  at  the  door. 
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How  ftw  ton  feund  win  rau  .ttwnts  bini'df 
Fewer  with  Nature's  gilb  contented  rest 
Vf en  from  bis  sphere  eccentric  starts  astraj ; 
\1I  hunt  for  hme ;  but  most  mistake  the  way. 
3red  at  St.  Omer's  to  the  shuffling  trade, 
rhe  hopeful  jouth  a  Jesuit  might  have  made, 
iVith  various  readings  stor'd  his  empty  skull, 
Leam*d  without  sense,  and  venerably  dull ; 
Jr,  at  some  banker's  desk,  like  many  more, 
?ontent  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  four, 
\li%  name  had  stood  in  city  ankals  fiur, 
\nd  jirudent  Didlneas  mark'd  him  for  a  mayor. 

What  then  could  tempt  thee,  in  a  critic  age, 
kich  blooming  hopes  to  forfeit  on  a  stage  ? 
3ouId  it  be  worth  thy  wondrous  waste  of  pains 
To  publish  to  the  world  thy  lack  of  brains  ? 
>r  mi^t  not  Reason  e'en  to  thee  have  shown 
Phy  greatest  praise  had  been  to  live  unknown  f 
fet  let  not  vanity,  like  thine,  despair : 
•''ovtune  makes  Folly  her  peculiar  care. 

A  vacant  throne  high  plac'd  in  Smithfield  view. 
To  sacred  Dullness  and  her  first-bom  due, 
Luther  with  haste  in  happy  oour  repair, 
liy  birthright  claim,  nor  fear  a  rival  there, 
huter  himself  shall  own  thy  juster  claim, 
knd  venal  Ledgers  puff  their  Murphy's  name, 
I'hilst  Vaughan  *  or  Dapper,  call  him  which  you 

will, 
hftU  blow  the  trumpet,  and  give  out  the  bilL 

There  rule  secure,  from  critics  and  from  senses 
tor  once  shall  Genius  rise  to  give  offence ; 
Itcmal  peace  shall  bless  the  happy  shore, 
ind  littlie  factions  break  thy  rest  no  more, 
rom  Covent  Garden  crowds  promiscuous  go, 
^'hom  the  Muse  knows  not,  nor  desires  to  know. 
'et*rans  they  seem'd,  but  knew  of  arms  no  more 
liAH  if,  till  that  time,  arms  they  never  bore : 
ike  Westminster  militia  train'd  to  fight, 
he  J  scarcely  knew  the  left  hand  from  the  right, 
sliam'd  among  such  troops  to  show  the  head, 
heir  chiefs  were  scatter'd,  and  their  heroes  fled* 

Sparks  at  his  glass  sat  comfortably  down 
o  sep'rate  frown  from  smile,  and  smile  from  frown ; 
mith,  the  genteel,  the  airy,  and  the  smart, 
tnith  was  just  gone  to  school  to  say  his  part ; 
.!>«(  (a  misfortune  which  we  often  meet) 
TuH  fast  asleep  at  dear  Statira's  feet ; 
tatira,  with  her  hero  to  a^ve, 
rcKxl  on  her  feet  as  fiust  asleep  as  he ; 
Facklin,  Vho  largely  deals  in  half-form'd  sounds, 
Tho  wantonly  transgresses  Nature's  bounds, 
rho^  acting  's  hard,  affected,  and  constrain'd, 
•'hose  features,  as  each  other  they  disdain'd, 
t  variance  set,  inflexible  and  coarse, 
'e'er  know  the  workings  of  united  force, 
'e'er  kindly  soften  to  each  other's  aid, 
>or  show  the  mingled  pow'rs  of  li|^t  and  shade, 
fo  longer  for  a  thankless  stage  concem'd, 
o  worthier  thoughts  his  mighty  genius  turil'd, 
[arangu'd,  gave  lectures,  made  each  simple  elf 
Imost  as  good  a  speaker  as  himself; 
Thilst  the  whole  town,  mad  with  mistaken  seal, 
n  awkward  rage  for  elocution  feel ; 
^ull  cits  and  grave  divines  his  praise  proclaim, 
nd  jmn  with  Sheridan's  their  Macklin's  name ; 
luter,  who  never  csr'd  a  sngle  pin 
'bether  he  left  out  nonsense,  or  put  in, 

*    A  gentleman  who  published,  at  this  juncture,  a 
tern  entitled  The  Retort. 


Who  ahn'd  at  wit,  though,  kvett'd  in  the  dark, . 
The  random  arrow  seldcnn  hit  the  mark. 
At  Islington,  all  by  the  placid  stream 
Wha«  dty  swains  in  lap  of  Dullness  drewn. 
Where,  quiet  as  her  strains  their  strains  do  flow. 
That  all  the  patron  by  the  bards  may  know. 
Secret  as  night,  with  Rolt's  experienc'd  aid. 
Hie  plan  of  future  operations  kid, 
Fh>jected  schemes  the  summer  months  to  cheer, 
And  spin  out  happy  folly  through  the  year. 

fiut  think  not,  though  these  dastard  chiefs  are  fled. 
That  Covent  Garden  troops  shall  want  a  head : 
Harlequin  comes  their  chief!  —See  from  afiu-i 
The  hero  seated  in  fantastic  car ! 
Wedded  to  Noveltv,  his  only  arms 
Are  wooden  swonu,  wands,  talismans,  and  charma  j 
On  one  side  Folly  sits,  by  some  call'd  Fun, 
And  on  the  other,  his  arch-patron,  Lun. 
Behind,  for  liberty  a^tliirst  in  vain. 
Sense,  helpless  captive,  drags  the  galling  chain. 
Six  rude  mi»>shapen  beasts  the  chariot  draw. 
Whom  Reason  loaths,  and  Nature  never  saw ; 
Monsters,  with  tails  of  ice,  and  heads  of  fire ; 
Gorgons,  and  Hydrss,  and  Chimeras  dire. 
Each  was  bestrode  by  full  as  monstrous  wight. 
Giant,  Dwarf,  Genius,  Elf,  Hermaphrodite. 
Hie  town,  as  usual,  met  him  in  full  cry ; 
The  town,  as  usual,  knew  no  resson  why. 
But  Fashion  so  directs,  and  modems  raise 
On  Fashion's  mouldering  base  their  transient  praise. 

Next,  to  the  field  a  band  of  females  draw 
Their  force ;  for  Britain  owns  no  Salique  law : 
Just  to  their  worth,  we  female  righu  admit. 
Nor  bar  their  claim  to  empire  or  to  wit 

First,  giggling,  plotting  chamber-maids  arrive^ 
Hoydens  and  romps,  led  on  by  gen'nd  Clive. 
In  spite  of  outward  blemishes,  dhe  shone 
For  humour  fam'd,  and  humour  all  her  own. 
Easy,  as  if  at  home,  the  stage  she  trod. 
Nor  sought  the  critic's  praise,  nor  fear'd  his  rod. 
Original  in  spirit  and  in  ease. 
She  pleas'd  by  Iiiding  all  attempU  to  please. 
No  comic  actress  ever  yet  could  rsise. 
On  Humour's  base,  more  merit  or  more  praise. 

With  all  the  native  vigour  of  sixteen, 
Among  the  merry  troop  conspicuous  seen. 
See  lively  Pope  advance  in  jig  and  h^/, 
Corinna,  Cherry,  Honeycomb,  and  Snip. 
Not  without  art,  but  yet  to  Nature  true. 
She  charms  the  town  with  humour  just,  yet  new. 
Cheer'd  by  her  promise,  we  the  less  deplore 
Tlie  fatal  time  when  Give  shall  be  no  more. 

Lo !  Vincent  comes — with  simple  grace  array'd. 
She  laughs  at  paltry  arts,  and  scorns  parade. 
Nature  through  her  is  by  reflection  shown, 
Whilst  Gay  once  more  knows  Polly  for  his  own. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  difliidence  and  fear— 
I  see  it  all,  but  must  forgive  it  here. 
Defrcts  like  these  which  modest  terrours  cause, 
From  impudence  itself  extort  applause. 
Candour  and  Reason  still  take  Virtue's  part; 
We  love  e'en  foibles  in  so  good  a  heart. 

Let  Tommy  Ame,  with  usual  pomp  of  style^ 
Whose  chief,  whose  only  merit 's  to  compile. 
Who,  meanly  pilfering  here  and  there  a  bit. 
Deals  music  out  as  Murphy  deals  out  wit. 
Publish  proposals,  laws  for  taste  prescribe, 
And  chant  the  praise  of  an  Italian  tribe  ; 
Let  him  reverse  kind  Nature's  first  decrees. 
And  teach  e'en  Brent  a  method  not  to  please ; 
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But  never  shall  a  tnily  British  age 
Bear  a  vile  race  of  eunuchs  on  the  stage. 
The  boasted  work  *s  caird  national  in  vain. 
If  one  Italian  voice  pollutes  the  strain. 
Where  tyrants  rule,  and  slaves  with  joy  obey, 
Let  slavish  minstrels  pour  th*  enervate  lay ; 
To  Britons  iar  more  noble  pleasures  spring. 
In  native  notes  whilst  Beani  and  Vincent  sing. 

Might  figure  give  a  title  unto  fame. 
What  rival  should  with  Yates  dispute  her  claim  ? 
But  justice  may  not  partial  trophies  raise, 
Nor  sink  the  actress  in  the  woman's  praise. 
Still  hand  in  hand  her  words  and  actions  go, 
And' the  heart  feels  more  than  the  features  show : 
For,  through  the  regions  of  that  beauteous  face. 
We  no  variety  of  passions  trace ; 
Dead  to  the  soft  emotions  of  the  heart, 
No  kindred  softness  can  those  eyes  impart ; 
The  brow,  still  fix*d  in  Sorrow's  sullen  frame, 
Void  of  distinction,  marks  all  parts  the  same. 

What  *s  a  fine  person,  or  a  beauteous  face. 
Unless  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace  ? 
Bless'd  with  all  other  requisites  to  please. 
Some  want  the  striking  elegance  of  ease ; 
The  curious  eye  their  awkward  movement  tires ; 
They  seen>  like  puppets  led  about  by  wires. 
Others,  like  statues,  in  one  posture  still. 
Give  great  ideas  of  the  workman's  skill ; 
Wond'ring,  his  art  we  praise  the  more  i#e  view, 
And  only  grieve  he  gave  not  motion  too. 
Weak  of  tibemselves  are  what  we  beauties  call. 
It  is  the  manner  which  gives  strength  to  all. 
This  teaches  eveiy  beauty  to  unite. 
And  brings  them  forward  in  the  noblest  light. 
Happy  in  this,  behold,  amidst  the  throng. 
With  transient  gleam  of  grace,  Hart  sweeps  along. 

If  all  the  wonders  of  external  grace, 
A  person  finely  tum'd,  a  mould  of  face. 
Where,  union  rare,  Expression's  lively  force 
Witli  Beauty's  softest  magic  holds  discourse, 
Attract  the  eye ;  if  feelings,  void  of  art. 
Rouse  the  quick  passions,  and  inflame  the  heart; 
If  music,  sweetly  breadiing  from  the  tongue, 
Captives  tlie  ear,  Bride  must  not  pass  unsung. 

When  fear,  which  rank  ill-nature  terms  conceit, 
By  time  and  custom  conquer'd,  shall  retreat ; 
Wlien  judgment,  tutor *d  by  experience  sage, 
Shall  shoot  abroad,  and  gather  strength  from  age ; 
When  Heav'n  in  mercy  shall  the  stage  release 
From  the  dull  slumbers  of  a  still-life  piece ; 
When  some  stale  flow'r,  disgraceful  to  the  walk, 
Which  long  hath  hung,  though  wither'd  on   the 

stalk, 
Shall  kindly  drop,  then  Bride  shall  make  her  vray, 
And  merit  find  a  passage  to  the  day ; 
Brought  into  action,  she  at  once  shall  raise 
Her  own  renown,  and  justify  our  praise. 

Form'd  for  the  tragic  scene,  to  grace  the  stage, 
With  rival  excellence  of  love  and  rage. 
Mistress  of  each  soft  art,  with  matchless  skill 
To  turn  and  wind  the  passions  as  she  will ; 
To  melt  the  heart  with  sympathetic  woe. 
Awake  the  sigh,  and  teach  the  tear  to  flow ;  # 
To  put  on  Frenzy's  wild  distracted  glare, 
And  freeze  the  soul  with  horrour  and  despair ; 
With  just  desert  enrcdl'd  in  endless  fame. 
Conscious  of  wortli  superior;  Gibber  came. 

When  poor  Alicia's  madd'ning  brains  are  rack'd, 
And  strongly  imag'd  griefs  her  mind  distnct : 


Struck  with  her  grief,  I^atch  the  idjiAmss  too! 
My  brain  turns  round,  the  headleas  tronk  I  view ! 
The  roof  cracks,  shakes,  and  falls !  —  New  homwis 

rise, 
And  Reason  buried  in  the  ruin  lies. 

Nobly  disdainful  of  each  slavish  art. 
She  makes  her  first  attack  upon  the  heart : 
Pleas'd  with  the  summons,  it  leceives  her  Isw^ 
And  all  is  ulence,  sympathy,  applauae. 

But  when,  by  fond  ambition  drawn  aside. 
Giddy  with  praise,  and  pufiTd  witfc  female  pridie. 
She  quits  the  tragic  scene,  and,  in  pretence 
To  comic  merit,  breaks  down  Nature's  fenee ; 
I  scarcely  can  believe  my  ears  or  eyes, 
Or  find  out  Gibber  through  the  dark  disguise. 

Fritchard,  by  Nature  for  the  stage  design'd. 
In  person  graceful,  and  in  sense  refin'd  ; 
Her  art  as  much  as  Nature's  friend  becaiAe^ 
Her  voice  as  free  from  blemish  as  her  frmc. 
Who  knows  so  well  in  majesty  to  please, 
Atteraper'd  with  the  graceful  charms  of  ease  ? 

When  Congreve's  favour'd  pantomime  to  grmn. 
She  comes  a  captive  queen  of  Moorish  race ; 
When  Love,  Hate,  Jealousy,  Despair,  and  Bagt^ 
With  vrildest  tumults  in  her  breast  engage  ; 
Still  equal  to  herself  is  Zara  seen; 
Her  passions  are  the  passions  of  a  queen. 

When  she  to  murder  whets  the  timorous  Thant^ 
I  feel  ambition  rush  through  ev'ry  vein ; 
Persuasion  hangs  upon  her  daring  tongue. 
My  heart  grows  flint,  and  ev'ry  nerve  *s  new-sCmng. 

In  comedy —  "  Nay  there,"  cries  Critic,  **  hold, 
Fritchard  *s  for  comedy  too  fat  and  old. 
Who  can,  with  patience,  bear  the  grey  coquette, 
Or  force  a  laugh  vrith  over-grown  Julett  ? 
Her  speech,  look,  action,  humour,  all  are  just ; 
But  then,  her  age  and  figure  give  disgust.  *' 

Are  foibles  then,  and  graces  of  the  mind. 
In  real  life,  to  size,  or  age  confin'd  ? 
Do  spirits  flow,  and  is  good-breeding  p]jK*d 
In  any  set  circumference  of  waist  ? 
As  we  grow  old,  doth  affectation  ceaae, 
Or  gives  not  age  new  vigour  to  caprice  ? 
If  in  originals  thtee  things  appear. 
Why  should  we  bar  them  in  the  copy  here? 
Hie  nice  punctilio-mongers  of  this  ag^ 
The  grand  minute  reformers  of  the  9tBg^ 
Slaves  to  propriety  of  ev'ry  kind. 
Some  standard-measure  for  each  part  should  £b^ 
Which  when  the  best  of  actors  slwll  exceed, 
Let  it  devolve  to  one  of  smaller  breed. 
All  actors  too  upon  the  back  should  bear 
Certificate  of  birth, — time,  when  ;--^lace^  wiievBk 
For  how  can  critics  rightly  fix  their  worth. 
Unless  they  know  the  minute  of  tiieir  birth? 
An  audience  too,  deceiv'd,  may  find  too  late 
That  they  have  clapp'd  an  actor  out  of  date. 

Figure,  I  own,  at  first  may  give  offence. 
And  harslily  strike  the  eye's  too  curious  sense  ; 
But  when  perfections  of  the  mmd  bredL  Ibrtfa, 
Humour's  chaste  sallies,  judgment's  aoUd  worth; 
Wheti  the  pure  genuine  flame,  by  Nature  taughl^ 
Springs  into  sense,  and  ev'ry  action's  th^n^t ; 
Before  such  merit  all  objections  fly ; 
Pritdiard's  genteel,  and  Garrick's  six  ftet  bi^ 

Oft  have  I,  Fritchard,  seen  thy  wondrous  skill, 
Gonfess'd  th^  great,  but  find  thee  greater  still. 
That  worth,  which  shone  in  scatter'aTmys  before, 
Collected  now,  breaks  fonfa  widi  douUe  pewV. 
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The  Je»lous  Wife !  on  that  thy  trophies  raise, 
lafcrior  only  to  the  author's  praise. 

From  Dublin,  fam*d  in  legends  of  romance 
For  iiughty  magic  of  cncluuitcd  lance, 
Witli  which  her  heroes  arm*d  victorious  prove. 
And  like  a  flood  rush  o'er  the  land  of  Love, 
Mo&M>p  and  Barry  came  —  names  ne'er  design'd 
By  Fate  in  the  same  sentence  to  be  join'd. 
Rais'd  by  the  breath  of  popular  acclaim, 
They  mounted  to  the  pinnacle  of  Fame ; 
There  the  weak  brain,  made  giddy  with  the  height, 
S()urr*d  on  the  rival  chiefs  to  mortal  fight. 
llius  sportive  boys,  around  some  bason's  brim, 
Behold  the  pipe-drawn  bladders  circling  swim : 
But  if  from  lungs  more  potent,  there  arise 
Two  bubbles  of  a  more  than  conunon  size, 
Kager  for  honour  they  for  fight  prepare. 
Bubble  meets  bubble,  and  both  sink  to  air. 

Mosaop,  attach'd  to  military  plan, 
Still  kept  his  eye  fix'd  on  his  right-liand  man. 
Whilst  the  mouth  measures  words  with  seeming 

skill, 
The  right4iand  labours,  and  the  left  lies  still ; 
For  he  resolv'd  on  scrtpture>grounds  to  go, 
What  the  right  doth,  tlie  left-hand  sliall  not  know. 
With  studied  impropriety  of  speech. 
He  soars  beyond  the  hackney  critic's  reach ; 
To  epithets  allots  empliatic  state. 
Whilst  principals,  ungnc'd,  like  lacquies  wait ; 
In  ways  first  trodden  by  himself  excels. 
And  stands  alone  in  indcclinables ; 
Conjunction,  preposition,  adverb  join 
To  stamp  new  vigour  on  tlic  nervous  line ; 
In  monosyllables  his  thunders  roll, 
Hk,  shk,  it,  and,  we,  ye,  tuey,  fright  the  soul. 

In  perwn  taller  than  the  common  size, 
Behold  where  Barry  draws  admiring  eyes ! 
Wlien  lab'ring  passions,  in  his  bosom  pent, 
ConvuUive  rage,  and  struggling  heave  for  vent ; 
Spectators,  with  imagin'd  terrours  warm, 
Anxious  expect  the  bursting  of  the  storm  : 
But,  all  unfit  in  such  a  pile  to  dwell, 
His  voice  cCKnes  forth,  like  Echo  from  her  cell ; 
To  swell  the  tempest  needful  aid  denies, 
And  all  a-down  the  sta^  in  feeble  murmur  dies. 

Wliat  man,  like  Barry,  with  such  pains  can  err 
In  elocution,  action,  character? 
What  man  could  give,  if  Barry  was  not  here, 
Such  wcU-applauded  tenderness  to  Lear  ? 
Who  else  can  speak  so  very,  very  fine, 
'Hiat  sense  may  kindly  end  with  ev'ry  line  ? 

Some  docen  lines  before  tlie  ghost  is  there, 
Behold  him  for  the  solemn  scene  prepare. 
See  how  he  frames  his  eyes,  poises  each  limb. 
Puts  the  whole  body  into  proper  trim.  — > 
From  whence  we  learn,  with  no  great  stretch  of  art, 
Five  lines  hence  comes  a  ghost,  and  ha !  a  start 

When  he  spears  most  perfect,  still  we^find 
Something  which  jars  upon,  and  hurts  tlie  mind. 
Whatever  lights  upon  a  part  are  thrown. 
We  see  too  plainly  they  are  not  his  ovm. 
No  flame  from  Nature  ever  yet  he  -caught ; 
Nor  knew  a  feeling  which  he  was  not  taught ; 
He  rais'd  his  trophies  on  the  base  of  art, 
And  conn*d  his  passions,  as  he  conn'd  his  part 

Quin,  from  afar,  lur'd  by  the  scent  of  fame, 
A  stage  I^eviathan,  put  in  his  claim, 
Pnpil  of  Bettertoo  and  Booth.     Alone, 
SuUen  he  walk'd,  and  deem'd  the  chair  hia  owil 


For  how  should  modems,  mushrooms  of  tlie  day. 
Who  ne'er  those  masters  knew,  know  how  to  play?. 
Grey-bearded  vet'rans,  who,  with  partial  tongue, 
Extol  tlie  times  when  they  themselves  were  young, 
Wlio,  having  lost  all  relish  far  the  stage, 
See  not  their  own  defects,  but  lash  the  age, 
Receiv'd  with  joyful  murmurs  of  applause. 
Their  darling  chief,  and  Kn'd  his  fav'rite  cause. 

Far  be  it  from  the  candid  Muse  to  tread 
Insulting  o'er  tlie  ashes  of  the  dead,         /    . 
But,  just  to  living  merit,  she  maintains, 
And  dares  the  test,  whilst  Garrick's  genius  reigiis; 
Ancients  in  vain  endeavour  to  excel. 
Happily  prais'd,  if  they  could  act  as  welL 
But  though  prescription's  force  we  disallow, 
Nor  to  antiquity  submissive  bow ; 
Tliough  we  deny  imaginary  grace. 
Founded  on  accidents  of  time  and  place ; 
Yet  real  worth  of  ev'ry  growth  shall  bear 
Due  praise,  nor  must  we,  Quin,  forget  thee  there. 

His  words  bore  sterling  weight,  nervous  and 
strong. 
In  manly  tides  of  sense  they  roll'd  along. 
Happy  in  art,  he  chiefly  had  pretence 
To  keep  up  numbers,  yet  not  forfeit  sense. 
No  actor  ever  greater  heights  could  reach 
In  all  the  labour'd  artifice  of  speech. 

Speech  !  Is  that  all  ?  —  And  shall  an  actor  fbond 
An  universal  fame  on  partial  ground  ? 
Parrots  themselves  sp^dc  pr(^erly  by  rote. 
And,  in  six  months,  my  dog  shall  howl  1^  note. 
I  laugh  at  those,  who,  when  tiie  stage  they  treMU, 
Neglect  the  heart,  to  compliment  the  head ; 
With  strict  propriety  their  cares  confin'd 
To  weigh  out  words,  while  passion  halts  bduiid. 
To  syllable-dissectors  they  appeal. 
Allow  them  accent,  cadence,  —  fools  may  feel ; 
But,  spite  of  all  the  criticising  elves. 
Those  who  would  make  us  feel,  must  feel  themselvifc 

His  eyes,  in  gloomy  socket  taught  to  roll, 
Procl^im'd  the  sullen  habit  of  his  souL 
Heavy  and  phlegmatic  he  trod  the  stage. 
Too  proud  for  tenderness,  too  dull  for  rage. 
When  Hector's  lovely  widow  shines  in  tean^ 
Or  Howe's  gay  rake  dependant  vii^ue  jeers, 
With  the  same  cast  of  features  he  is  seen 
To  chide  the  libertine,  and  court  the  queen. 
From  the  tame  scene,  whidi  without  paiiion  flowi, 
With  just  desert  his  reputation  rose ; 
Nor  less  he  pleas'd,  when,  on  some  suriy  plan. 
He  was,  at  once,  the  actor  and  the  man. 

In  Brute  he  8lM>ne  unequall'd :  all  agree 
Garrick's  not  half  so  great  a  brute  as  be. 
When  Cato's  labour'd  scenes  are  brought  to  view, 
\^th  equal  praise  the  actor  labour'd  too ; 
For  still  you  '11  find,  trace  passions  to  thdr  root, 
Small  difl'*rence  'twixt  the  stoic  and  the  brute. 
In  fimcied  scenes,  as  in  life's  real  plan. 
He  could  not,  for  a  moment,  sink  the  man. 
In  whate'er  cast  his  character  was  laid, 
Self  still,  like  oil,  upon  the  surface  play'd. 
Nature,  in  spite  of  all  his  skill,  crept  in  : 
Horatio,  Dorax,  FalsUflT,  — still  *t  was  Quin. 

Next  follows  Sheridan  ^  a  doubtful  name, 
As  yet  unsettled  in  the  rsnk  of  Fame. 
This,  fondly  lavish  in  lus  praises  grown. 
Gives  him  all  merit;  that  allows  him  none. 
'Between  them  both  we  'U  steer  the  middle  course^ 
Nor,  Umng  praise,  rob  Judgment  of  her  foroe. 
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Jttft  his  conceptions,  natiinl  and  great : 
His-feeliDgB  strong,  fab  words  enforc'd  with  wd^it. 
Was  speech-fiun'd  Qiiin  himself  to  hear  him  speak,. 
Envy  would  drive  Uie  colour  from  his  cheek : 
But  step-dame  Nature,  niggard  of  her  grace, 
Deny*d  the  social  pow'rs  of  voice  and  fkoe. 
Fix*d  in  one  frame  of  features,  glare  of  eye, 
Ptasions,  Uke  chaoa^  in  confuuon  lie : 
In  vain  die  wonders  of  his  skill  are  try'd 
To  fom  distinctions  Nature  hath  deny'd. 
His  voice  no  touch  of  harmony  admits, 
Irr^ularly  deep  and  shrill  by  fits : 
Tlie  two  extremes  appear  like  man  and  wife. 
Coupled  together  for  the  sake  of  strife. 

Hu  action  *b  always  strong,  but  sometimes  such. 
That  candour  must  declare  he  acts  too  mudi. 
Why  must  impatience  fidl  three  paces  back  ? 
Why  paces  three  return  to  the  attack  ? 
Why  is  the  right  leg  too  forbid  to  stir. 
Unless  in  motion  semicircular  ? 
Why  must  the  hero  with  the  Nailor  vie, 
And  hurl  the  cloae-clench*d  fist  at  nose  or  eye  ? 
In  royal  John,  with  Philip  angry  grown, 
I  thought  he  would  have  knock*d  poor  Davies 

down* 
Inhuman  tyrant !  was  it  not  a  shame, 
To  fright  a  king  so  harmless  and  so  tame  ? 
But,  spite  of  all  defects,  his  glories  rise ; 
And  Art,  by  Judgment  form*d,  with  Nature  vies: 
Bdiold  him  sound  die  depth  of  Hubert's  soul. 
Whilst  in  his  own  contending  passions  roll ; 
View  the  whole  scene,  with  critic  judgment  scan. 
And  then  deny  him  merit  if  you  can. 
Where  he  falls  short,  't  is  Nature's  finult  alone ; 
Where  he  succeeds,  the  merit  *s  all  his  own. 

Last  Garrick  came.  —  Behind  him  throng  a  train 
Of  snarling  critics,  ignorant  as  vain. 

One  finds  out,  —  **  He  's  of  stature  somewhat 
low  — 
Your  hero  always  should  be  tall,  you  know.  — 
True  riat*ral  greatness  all  consists  in  height*' 
Produce  your  voucher,  Critic.  —  "  Sergeant  Kite.'* 

Another  can't  forgive  the  paltry  arts 
By  which  he  makes  his  way  to  shallow  hearts ; 
Mere  pieces  of  finesse,  traps  for  applause  .— 
*'  A  vaunt,  unnat'ral  start,  afiected  pause." 

For  me,  by  Nature  form'd  to  judge  with  phlegm, 
I  can't  acquit  by  wholesale,  nor  condemn. 
The  best  things  carried  to  excess  are  wrong : 
The  start  may  be  too  frequent,  pause  too  long ; 


But,  only  us*d  in  proper  time  and  plaee. 
Severest  judgment  must  allow  tliem  grace. 

If  bunglers,  form'd  on  Imitation's  plan. 
Just  in  the  way  that  monkies  mimic  man, 
Tlieir  copied  scene  with  mangled  arts  disgraoe. 
And  pause  and  start  with  the  same  vacaitt  fiice ; 
We  join  the  critic  lau^ ;  those  tricks  we  soom. 
Which  spoil  the  scenes  tfaey  mean  them  to  adonL 
But  when,  from  Nature's  pure  and  genuine  source 
These  strokes  of  acting  flow  with  gen'rous  fofce. 
When  in  the  features  all  the  soul  's  pourtiay'd. 
And  passions,  such  as  GarridL's,  are  displ^'d. 
To  me  they  seem  from  quickest  fSeetings  caught : 
Each  start  is  Nature ;  and  each  pause  is  ThougfaL 

When  Reason  yields  to  Fusion's  wild  alanna, 
And  the  whole  state  of  man  is  up  in  anna ; 
IVhat  but  a  critic  could  condemn  the  plaj'r. 
For  pausing  here,  when  Cool-Sense  pauses  there? 
Whilst,  working  from  the  heart,  the  fire  I  tracer 
And  nuu^L  it  strongly  flaming  to  the  face ; 
Whilst,  in  each  sound,  I  hear  the  very  man ; 
I  can't  catch  words,  and  pity  those  who  can. 

Let  wits,  like  spiders,  from  the  tortur'd  bfain* 
Fine-draw  the  criticwdi>  with  curious  pain : 
The  gods,— -  a  kindness  I  with  thanks  must  pay,  ^ 
Have  form'd  me  of  a  coarser  kind  of  clay  ; 
Not  stung  with  envy,  nor  with  pain  diseas'd, 
A  poor  dull  creature,  still  with  Nature  pleas'd  ; 
Hence  to  thy  praises,  Garrick,  I  agree. 
And,  pleas'd  with  Nature,  must  be  pleas'd  wHii  liaee. 

Now  I  might  tell,  how  silence  reign'd  tfarDugfaoot, 
And  deep  attention  hush'd  the  rabble  root : 
How  ev'ry  claimant,  tortur'd  with  desire. 
Was  pale  as  ashes,  or  as  red  as  fire : 
But,  loose  to  fame,  the  Muse  more  simply  acta» 
Rejects  all  flourish,  and  relates  mere  facts. 

lltt  judges,  as  the  several  parties  came,    [daisB, 
With  temper  heard,  with  judgment  weigfa'd  each 
And,  in  their  sentence  happily  agreed. 
In  luune  of  both,  great  Shakqpeare  thus  decreed, 

«  If  manly  sense ;  if  Nature  link'd  vritfa  Art; 
If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  bean  ; 
If  pow'rs  of  acting  vast  and  unconfln'd; 
If  fewest  faults  with  greatest  beauties  join'd ; 
If  strong  expression,  and  strange  pow'rs  wfalcfa  lie 
Wi^n  the  magic  circle  of  the  eye ; 
If  feelings  which  few  hearts,  fike  his,  can  know. 
And  which  no  face  so  well  as  his  can  show. 
Deserve  the  preJTrenoe  —  Garrick,  tske  the  cfaair ; 
Nor  quit  it  —till  thou  place  an  equal  there.** 
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TAED  TooMo,  a  poet  of  considerable  celebrity, 
was  the  only  son  of  Dr.  Edward  Young,  fellow  of 
Winchester  College,  and  rector  of  Upham,  Hamp- 
■hire.  He  was  bom  at  his  father's  living,  in  1684, 
•nd  was  educated  at  Winchester  school,  whence  he 
was  removed  to  New  College,  and  afterwards  to 
Corpus  Christ!  College,  Oxford.  By  the  favour  of 
Ardibishop  Tenison  he  obtained  a  law-fellowship 
at  AU-Souls.  At  this  time  his  chief  pursuit 
appears  to  have  been  poetry ;  and  it  is  little  to  his 
credit,  with  respect  to  his  choice  of  patrons,  that  he 
hss  sought  them  through  all  the  political  changes  of 
the  time.  Tragedy  was  one  of  his  favourite  pur- 
suits, in  which  his  <*  Revenge,"  dedicated  in  1721 
to  the  Duke  of  Wharton,  was  r^^arded  as  his 
principal  effort  Many  other  performances,  how- 
ever, took  their  turn,  of  which  the  most  noted  at 
this  time  were  his  ^  Paraphrase  on  Part  of  the 
Book  of  Job  ;**  and  *<  The  Love  of  Fame,  or  the 
Universal  Passion.*' 

Young,  now  in  his  forty-fourth  year,  having 
given  up  his  prospects  as  a  layman,  took  orders, 
and  was  nonoinated  one  of  the  Royal  Chaplains. 
He  published  some  prose  works  as  the  fruits  of  his 
new  profession,  of  which  were,  «  The  True  Estimate 
of  Human  Life,**  representing  only  its  dark  side; 
and  '*  An  Apology  for  Princes,  or  the  Reverence 
due  to  Government,**  a  sermon,  well  suited  to  a 
court  chaplain.  In  1730  he  was  presented,  by  his 
college,  to  the  rectory  of  Wclwyn,  in  Hertfordshire ; 
and  m  the  following  year  he  married  Lady  Elisa- 
beth Lee,  widow  of  Colonel  I«e,  and  daughter  of 
the  Earl  of  Lichfield.  This  lady  he  lost  in  1741, 
after  she  bad  borne  him  one  son.  Other  affecting 
family  losses  occurred  about  that  period,  and  aggra- 
vated his  disposition  to  melancholy ;  and  it  was  in 
this  year  that  be  commenced  his  famous  poem, 


the  «  Night  Thoughts.**  This  production  is  truly 
original  in  design  and  execution  :  it  imitates  none, 
and  has  no  imitators.  Its  spirit  is,  indeed,  gloomy 
and  severe,  and  its  theology  awful  and  overwhelm- 
ing. It  seems  designed  to  pluck  up  by  the  roots 
every  consolation  for  human  evils,  except  that 
founded  on  the  scheme  of  Christianity  which  the 
writer  adopted;  yet  it  presents  reflections  which 
are  inculcated  with  a  force  of  language,  and  sub- 
limity of  imagination,  almost  unparalleled.  It 
abounds  with  the  faults  characteristic  of  the  writer, 
and  is  spun  out  to  a  tedious  length,  that  of  nine 
books ;  but  if  not  often  read  through,  it  will  never 
sink  into  neglect.  It  was  evidendy  the  favourite 
work  of  the  author,  who  ever  after  wished  to  be 
known  as  the  composer  of  the  *'  Night  Thoughts." 
The  numerous  editions  of  the  work  sufficiently 
prove  the  hold  which  it  has  taken  of  the  public 
mind. 

The  lyric  attempts  of  Young  were  singularly 
unfortunate,  not  one  of  his  pieces  of  that  class 
having  a  claim  for  perusal ;  and,  indeed,  many  of 
his  otlier  poetical  writings  display  inequalities,  and 
defects  of  taste  and  judgment,  very  extraordinary 
for  a  writer  of  his  rank*  In  an  edition  of  his 
works,  published  during  his  life,  in  four  vols.  6va, 
he  himself  excluded  several  compositions,  which  he 
thought  of  inferior  merit,  and  expunged  many  de» 
dications,  of  which  he  was  doubtless  ashamed.  A 
letter  to  him,  from  Archbishop  Seeker,  provea» 
however,  that  at  a  late  period  of  life  he  had  not 
ceased  to  solicit  preferment.  He  latterly  fell  un- 
der domestic  sway,  and  was  entirely  subdued  to 
the  controul  of  a  housekeeper.  Young  continued 
to  exist  till  April  1765,  when  be  expired  in  his 
84th  year. 
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THE  BOOK  OF  JOR 


Bfticx  happy  Job  long  liv*d  in  regal  state^ 
Nor  saw  the  sumptuous  East  a  prince  so  greit ; 
Whose  worldly  stores  in  such  abundance  flow'd. 
Whose  heart  with  such  exalted  virtue  glow*d. 
At  length  misfortunes  take  their  turn  to  reign. 
And  ills  on  ills  succeed !  a  dreadful  train  ! 
What  now  but  deaths,  and  poverty,  and  wrong, 
The  swoid  wide-wasting,  the  leproachful  tongue^ 


-And  spotted  plagues,  that  mark'd  his  limbs  all  o'er 
So  thick  with  pains,  they  wanted  room  for  more ! 
A  change  so  nd  what  mortal  here  could  bear? 
Exhausted  woe  had  left  him  nought  to  fear; 
But  gave  him  aU  to  grief.     Low  earth  he  preas'd, 
Wept  in  the  dust,  and  sorely  smote  Ids  breast 
His  friends  around  tbe*deep  affliction  moum'd. 
Felt  all  his  pangs,  and  groan  for  groan  retum*d  ; 
In  anguish  of  their  hearts  their  mantles  rent. 
And  seven  long  days  in  solemn  silence  spent ! 
A  debt  of  reverence  to  distress  so  great ! 
Then  Jos  contain*d  no  more;  but  curs*d  his  ti^ 
His  day  of  birth,  its  inauspidoua  li^t. 
He  wishes  sunk  in  shades  of  endlcsi  nigbt. 
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And  blotted  from  the  year ;  nor  fears  to  crave 
Death,  instant  death  ;  impatient  for  the  grave, 
Tliat  seat  of  peace,  that  mansion  of  repose, 
Where  rest  and  mortals  are  no  longor  foes ; 
Where  counsellors  are  hush*d,  and  mighty  kings 
(Oh  happy  turn !)  no  more  are  wretched  things. 

His  words  were  daring,  and  displeasM  his  friends ; 
His  conduct  they  reprore,  and  he  defends ; 
And  now  they  kindled  into  warm  debate, 
And  sentiments  oppos*d  with  equal  heat ; 
Fix*d  in  c^nion,  both  refuse  to  yield. 
And  summon  all  their  reason  to  the  field : 
So  high  at  lengtli  their  arguments  were  wrought, 
They  reach'd  the  last  extent  of  human  thought : 
A  pause  ensued  —  When,  lo !  Heaven  interpos*d, 
Aiul  awefully  the  long  contention  clos'd. 
Full  o*er  their  heads,  with  terrible  surprise, 
A  sudden  whirlwind  blackened  all  the  skies : 
(They  saw,  and  trembled !)  from  the  darkness  broke 
A  dreadful  voice,  and  thus  th*  Ahnighty  spoke : 

**  Who  gives  his  tongue  a  loose  so  bold  and  vun. 
Censures  my  conduct,  and  reproves  my  reign ; 
Ufrs  up  his  thought  against  me  from  the  dus^ 
And  tells  the  World's  Creator  what  is  just? 
Of  late  so  brave,  no^'  lift  a  dauntless  eye, 
Face  my  demand,  and  give  it  a  reply :  — 
Where  didst  thou  dwell  at  Nature's  early  birth  ? 
Who  laid  foundations  for  the  spacious  Earth  ? 
Who  on  its  surface  did  extend  the  line, 
Its  form  determine,  and  its  bulk  confine? 
Who  fix'd  the  corner-stone  ?   What  hand,  dedare^ 
Hung  it  on  nought,  and  fasten'd  it  on  air ; 
When  the  bright  morning  stars  in  concert  sung, 
When  Heaven's  high  arch  with  loud  hosannahs 

"•ung. 
When  shouting  sons  of  God  the  triumph  crown'd. 
And  the  vride  concave  thunder'd  with  the  sound? 
Earth's  numerous  kingdoms,  hast  thou  view'd  them 

aU? 
And  can  thy  span  of  knowledge  grasp  the  ball  ? 
Who  heav'd  the  nuntntain,  which  sublimely  stands, 
And  casts  its  shadow  into  distant  lands  ? 

"  Who,  stretching  forth  his  sceptre  o'er  the  deep. 
Can  that  wide  world  in  due  subjection  keep  ? 
I  broke  the  globe,  I  scoop'd  its  hollow  side. 
And  did  a  bason  for  the  floods  provide ; 
I  chain'd  them  vrith  my  word ;  tlie  boiling  sea, 
Work'd  up  in  tempests,  hears  my  great  decree ; 
*  Thus  far,  thy  floating  tide  shall  be  convey'd ; 
And  here,  O  main,  be  thy  proud  billows  stay'd.' 

*'  Hast  thou  explor'd  the  secrets  of  the  deep, 
Where,  shut  from  use,  unnumber'd  treasures  sleep  ? 
Where,  down  a  thousand  fathoms  frt>m  the  day, 
Springs  the  i;reat  fountain,  mother  of  the  sea? 
lliose  gloomy  paths  did  tliy  bold  foot  e'er  tread. 
Whole  worlds  of  vraters  rolling  o'er  thy  head  ? 

"  Hath  the  cleft  centre  open'd  wide  to  thee  ? 
Death's  inmost  chambers  didst  thou  ever  see  ? 
£'er  knock  at  his  tremendous  gate,  and  wade 
To  the  black  portal  through  th'  incumbent  shade  ? 
Deep  are  those  shades ;  but  shades  still  deeper  hide 
My  counsels  from  the  ken  of  human  pride. 

«  Where  dwells  the  light  f     In  what  refulgent 
dome? 
And  where  has  darhvess  made  her  disma.  home  ? 
Thou  know'st,  no  doubt,  since  thy  large  heart  is 

fraught 
With  ripen'd  wisdom,  through  long  ages  brought ; 
Since  Nature  was  call'd  forth  when  tliou  wast  by. 
And  into  being  rose  bcnoatli  thine  eye ! 


"  ^fv  mirtt  begotten  ?   Who  their  ftchcr 
From  whom  descend  the  pearly  drops  of  dew  ? 
To  bind  the  stream  by  night,  what  hand  can  boas^ 
Or  whiten  morning  with  the  hoaiyyrotf  f 
Whose  powerful  breath,  frxym  northern  r^ionsblowiiy 
Touches  the  sea,  and  turns  it  into  stone : 
A  sudden  desert  spreads  o'er  realms  defiu'd, 
And  lays  one  half  of  the  creation  waste  ?  [see 

<'  Thou  know'st  me  not ;  thy  blindness  caned 
How  .vast  a  distance  parts  thy  God  from  tfiee. 
Canst  thou  in  vMrivxads  mount  aloft?  Canst  tfaoa 
In  clouds  and  darkness  wrap  thy  aweful  brow  ? 
And,  when  day  triumphs  in  meridian  li^it. 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  and  shade  the  world  with  night? 

<<  Who  launch'd  the  dauds  in  air,  and  bid  tbcsn 
roU 
Suspended  seas  aloft,  from  pole  to  pole? 
Who  can  refresh  the  burning  sandy  plain* 
And  quench  the  summer  with  a  waste  of  rain  ? 
Who,  in  rough  deserts  far  from  human  toil. 
Made  rocks  bring  forth,  and  desolation  smile  ? 
Tliere  blooms  the  rose,  where  human  face  ne'er  shon?, 
And  spreads  its  beauties  to  the  Sun  alone. 

'<  I'o  dieck  the  shower,  who  lifts  his  hand  on  hi^ 
And  shuts  the  sluices  of  th'  exhausted  sky. 
When  Earth  no  longer  mourns  her  gaping  veins, 
Her  naked  mountains,  and  her  russet  plains ; 
But,  new  in  life,  a  cheerful  prospect  yidda 
Of  shining  rivers,  and  of  vexdant  fields ; 
When  groves  and  forests  lavish  all  their  bloom. 
And  Euth  and  Heaven  are  fill'd  vrith  rich  perfume  ? 

"  Hast  thou  e'er  scal'd  my  wintry  dciea,  and  seen 
Of  haH  and  snows  my  nortly^  magaiine  ? 
These  the  dread  treasures  of  mine  anger  are. 
My  frinds  of  vengeance  for  tlie  day  of  war, 
Wlien  clouds  rain  death,  and  storms  at  my  oon*- 

mand 
Rage  through  the  world,  or  waste  a  guilty  land. 

"  Who  taught  the  n^>id  winds  to  fly  so  fast. 
Or  shakes  the  centre  with  his  eastern  blast  ? 
Who  from  the  skies  can  a  whole  deluge  pour  ? 
Who  strikes  through  Nature  with  the  solemn  roar 
Of  dreadful  thunder,  points  it  where  to  frdl. 
And  in  fierce  iightning  wraps  the  flying  ball  ? 
Not  he  who  trembles  at  tlie  darted  fires. 
Falls  at  the  sound,  and  in  the  flash  expires^ 

"  Who  drew  the  comet  out  to  such  a  stxe^ 
And  pour'd  hb  flaming  train  o'er  half  the  skies? 
Did  thy  resentment  hang  him  out  ?     Does  he 
Glare  on  the  nation,  and  denounce^  from  thee  ? 
.   "  Who  on  low  Earth  can  moderate  the  rein, 
'Riat  guides  the  stars  along  th'  ethereal  plain  ? 
Appoint  their  seasons,  and  direct  tfadr  course. 
Their  lustre  brighten,  and  supply  their  foroe? 
Canst  thou  the  skies'  benevolence  restrain. 
And  cause  the  Pleiades  to  shine  in  vain? 
Or,  when  Orion  sparkles  from  his  qihere. 
Thaw  the  cold  season,  and  unbind  the  year? 
Bid  Mazzaroth  his  destin'd  station  know, 
And  teach  the  bright  Arctunis  where  to  glow? 
Mine  is  the  night,  with  all  her  stars  ;  I  pour 
Myriads,  and  myriads  I  reserve  in  store.         [boni, 

«  Dost  thou  pronounce  where  day-light  shall  be 
And  draw  the  purple  curtain  of  the  mom ; 
Awake  the  Sun,  and  bid  him  come  away. 
And  glad  th^  world  with  his  obsequious  ray? 
Hast  thou,  enthron'd  in  flaming  glory,  driven 
Triumphant  round  the  spacious  nng  of  Heaven? 
That  pomp  of  light,  what  hand  so  far  displays 
That  distant  Eartli  lies  basking  in  the  blatc? 
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**  Who  did  the  «m/  with  her  rich  powers  inTcst, 
And  light  up  reason  in  the  human  breast  ? 
To  abine,  with  fresh  increase  of  lustre  bright, 
When  surs  and  Sun  are  set  in  endless  night  ? 
To  these  my  various  questions  make  reply.** 
Tb*  Almighty  spoke ;  and,  speaking,  shook  the  sky. 

What  then,  Chaldaean  sire,  was  &y  surprise  ! 
Tliustboii,  with  trembling  heart  and  down-cast 

eyes: — 
**  Once  and  again,  which  I  in  groans  deplore, 
My  tongue  has  err*d ;  but  shall  presume  no  more. 
My  voice  is  in  eternal  silence  bound. 
And  alJ  my  soul  fiiUs  prostrate  to  the  ground.** 

He  ceas'd ;  when,  lo,  again  th'  Almighty  spoke ; 
The  same  dread  Toice  from  the  black  whirlwind 
broke. 

"  Can  that  arm  measure  with  an  arm  divine  ? 
And  canst  thou  thunder  with  a  voice  like  mine? 
Or  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand  contain 
Ibe  bulk  of  vratere,  the  wide-spreading  main, 
When,  mad  with  tempests,  all  the  billows  rise 
In  all  their  rage,  and  dash  the  distant  skies  ? 

"  Come  forttt,  in  beauty's  lacellence  array*d ; 
And  be  the  grandeur  of  thy  power  display'd ; 
Put  on  omnipotence,  and,  frowning,  make 
The  spacious  round  of  the  creation  shake ; 
Dispatch  thy  vengeance,  bid  it  overthrow 
Triumphant  vice,  lay  lofty  tyrants  low. 
And  crumble  them  to  dust.     When  this  is  done, 
I  grant  thy  safety  Iodg*d  in  thee  alone ; 
Of  thee  thou  art,  and  mayst  undaunted  stand 
Behind  the  buckler  of  thine  own  right-hand. 

"  Fond  man  *  the  visioh  of  a  moment  made ! 
Dream  of  a  dream  !  and  shadow  of  a  shade ! 
What  worlds  hast  thou  produc*d,  what  creatures 

fram'd; 
What  insects  cherish'd,  that  thy  God  is  blam*d  ? 
When  pain'd  with  hunger,  the  wild  raven *s  brood 
Loud  calls  on  God,  importunate  for  food  : 
Who  hears  their  cry,  who  grants  their  hoarse  request, 
And  stills  the  clamour  of  the  craving  nest  ? 

"  Who  in  the  stupid  ostrich  has  subdued 
A  parent's  care,  and  fond  inquietude? 
^Vhile  far  she  fUes,  her  scatter*d  eggs  are  found. 
Without  an  owner,  on  the  sandy  ground  ; 
Cast  out  on  fortune,  they  at  mercy  lie. 
And  borrow  life  from  an  indulgent  sky : 
Adopted  by  the  Sun,  in  blase  of  day. 
They  ripen  under  his  prolific  ray. 
Unmindful  she,  that  some  unhappy  tread, 
&Iay  crush  her  young  in  their  neglected  bed. 
What  time  she  skims  along  the  field  with  speed, 
She  scorns  the  rider,  and  pursuing  steed. 

"  How  rich  the  peacock  !  what  bright  glories  run 
From  plume  to  plume,  and  vary  in  the  "Sun ! 
He  proudly  spreads  them  to  the  golden  ray. 
Gives  all  Ins  colours,  and  adorns  the  day ; 
With  conscious  state  the  spacious  round  displays, 
And  slowly  moves  amid  the  waving  blaze. 

*'  Who  tau^t  the  hawk  to  find,  in  seasons  wise. 
Perpetual  sununer,  and  a  change  of  skies  ? 
When  clouds  deform  the  year,  she  mounts  the  wind, 
Shoots  to  the  south,  nor  fears  the  storm  behind ; 
The  Sun  retumin|^  she  returns  again. 
Lives  in  his  beams,  and  leaves  ill  days  to  men. 

**  lliough  strong  the  hawk,  though  practis*d  well 
to  fly. 
An  eagle  drops  her  in  a  lower  sky ; 
\n  eagle,  when,  deserting  human  sight, 
She  seeks  the  Sun  in  her  unwearied  flight : 


Did  thy  command  her  yellow  pinion  lift 

So  high  in  air,  and  set  her  on  the  clift, 

Where  far  above  thy  world  she  dwells  alone. 

And  proudly  makes  the  strength  of  rocks  her  own ; 

Thence  vride  o*er  Natun;  takes  her  dread  survey, 

And  with  a  glance  predestinates  her  prey? 

She  feasts  her  young  vrith  blood ;  and,  hovering  o'er 

Hi*  unslaughter*d  host,  enjoys  the  promised  gore. 

"  Know*st  thou  how  many  moons,  by  me  assign'd. 
Roll  o*er  the  mountain  goat,  and  forest  hind. 
While  pregnant  they  a  mother's  load  sustain  ? 
Hiey  bend  in  anguish,  and  cast  forth  their  pain. 
Hale  are  tfieir  young,  from  human  frailties  freed  ; 
Walk  unsustain'd,  and  unassisted  feed ; 
Tliey  live  at  once  ;  forsake  the  dam's  warm  side ; 
Take  the  wide  world,  with  Nature  ,for  their  guide ; 
Bound  o*er  the  lawn,  or  seek  the  distant  glade ; 
And  find  a  Ixm>e  in  each  delightful  shade.         [me, 

'*  Will  the  tall  reem,  which  knows  no  Lord  but 
Low  at  the  crib,  and  ask  an  alms  of  thee  ? 
Submit  his  unworn  shoulder  to  the  yoke. 
Break  the  stiff  clod,  and  o*er  thy  furrow  smoke? 
Since  great  his  strength,  go  trust  him,  void  of  care ; 
Lay  on  his  neck  the  toil  of  all  the  year ; 
Bid  him  bring  home  the  seasons  to  thy  doors, 
And  cast  his  load  among  thy  gather'd  stores. 

*'  Didst  thou  from  service  the  wild  ass  discharge. 
And  break  his  bonds,  and  bid  him  live  at  lai^, 
Through  the  wide  waste,  his  ample  mansion,  roam* 
And  lose  himself  in  liis  unbounded  home  ? 
By  Nature's  hand  magnificently  fed. 
His  meal  is  on  the  range  of  mountains  spread ; 
As  in  pure  air  aloft  be  bounds  along. 
He  sees  in  distant  smoke  the  city  throng ; 
Conscious  of  fVeedoro,  scorns  the  smotlier'd  train, 
Hie  threatening  driver,  and  the  servile  rein. 

''  Survey  the  warlike  horse !  didst  thou  invest 
With  thunder  his  robust  distended  chest? 
No  sense  of  fear  his  dauntless  soul  allays ; 
'Tis  dreadful  to  behold  his  nostrils  blase ; 
To  paw  the  vale  he  proudly  takes  delight. 
And  triumphs  in  the  fullness  of  his  might ; 
High  rais*d  he  snufTs  the  battle  from  a&. 
And  bums  to  plunge  amid  the  raging  war ; 
And  mocks  at  deadi,  and  throws  his  foam  around. 
And  in  a  storm  of  fury  shakes  the  ground. 
How  does  his  firm,  his  rising  heart  advance 
Full  on  the  brandish'd  swora,  and  shaken  lance : 
While  his  fix'd  eye-balls  meet  the  dazzling  shield. 
Gaze,  and  return  tlie  lightning  of  the  field ! 
He  sinks  the  sense  of  pain  in  generous  pride. 
Nor  feels  tlie  shafl  that  trembles  in  his  side ; 
But  neighs  to  the  shrill  trumpet's  dreadful  blast 
Till  death ;  and  wlien  he  groans,  he  groans  his  last. 

"  But,  fiercer  still,  the  lordly  lion  stalks. 
Grimly  majestic  in  his  lonely  walks ; 
MHien  round  he  glares,  all  living  creatures  fly; 
He  clears  the  desert  with  his  rolling  eye. 
Say,  mortal,  does  he  rouse  at  thy  command, 
And  roar  to  thee,  and  live  upon  thy  hand  ? 
Dost  thou  for  him  in  forests  bend  thy  bow, 
And  to  his  gloomy  den  the  morsel  throw. 
Where  bent  on  death  lie  hid  his  tawny  brood, 
And,  couch'd  in  dreadful  ambu&h,  pant  for  blood  ; 
Or,  stretch'd  on  broken  limbs,  consume  the  day. 
In  dariiness  wrapt,  and  sluml>er  o'er  their  prey  ? 
By  the  pale  Moon  they  take  tlieir  destin'd  round. 
And  lash  their  sides,  and  furious  tear  the  ground. 
Now  slirieks  and  dying  groans  the  desert  fill ; 
I1icy  rage,  tliey  rend ;  their  ravenous  jaws  distil 
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With  crimson  foam ;  «nd,  when  the  banquet 's  o*er, 
They  stride  away,  and  paint  their  steps  with  gore ; 
In  flight  alone  the  shepherd  puts  his  trust, 
And  shudders  at  the  talon  in  the  dust 

**  Mild  is  my  behemoth,  though  large  his  frame ; 
Smooth  is  his  temper,  and  represt  his  flame, 
While  unprovok'd.     This  native  of  the  flood 
Lifts  his  broad  foot,  and  puts  ashore  for  food ; 
Barth  sinks  beneath  him,  as  he  tnoves  along 
To  seek  the  heibs,  and  mingle  with  the  throng. 
See  with  what  strength  his  hardenM  loins  are  bound, 
All  over  proof  and  shut  against  a  wound. 
How  like  a  mountain  cedar  moves  his  tail ! 
Nor  can  his  complicated  sinews  fail. 
Built  high  and  wide,  his  solid  bones  surpass 
Hie  bars  of  steel ;  his  ribs  are  ribs  of  brass ; 
His  port  majestic  and  his  armed  jaw 
Give  the  wide  forest,  and  the  mountain,  law. 
The  mountains  feed  him ;  there  the  beasts  admire 
Hie  mighty  stranger,  and  in  dread  retire ; 
At  length  his  greatness  nearer  they  survey, 
Graxe  in  his  sliadow,  and  his  eye  obey. 
Hie  fens  and  marshes  are  his  cool  retreat. 
His  noontide  shelter  from  the  burning  heat ; 
Tlieir  sedgy  bosoms  his  wide  couch  are  made. 
And  groves  of  willows  give  him  all  their  shade. 
*'  Hb  eye  drinks  Jordan  up,  when  fir'd  with 
drought 
He  trusts  to  turn  its  current  down  his  throat ; 
In  lessen'd  waves  it  creeps  along  the  plain  : 
He  sinks  a  river,  and  he  thirsts  again. 

"  Go  to  the  Nile,  and,  from  its  fruitful  side, 
Cast  forth  thy  line  into  the  swelling  tide : 
With  slender  hair  leviathan  command. 
And  stretch  his  vastness  on  the  loaded  strand. 
1^11  he  become  thy  servant  ?     Will  be  own 
Thy  lordly  nod,  and  tremble  at  thy  frown  ? 
Or  with  Us  sport  amuse  thy  leisure  day. 
And,  bound  in  silk,  with  Uiy  soft  maidens  play  ? 

'*  Shall  pompous  banquets  swell  with  such  a  prise  ? 
And  the  bowl  journey  round.his  ample  size  ? 
Or  the  debating  merchants  share  the  prey. 
And  various  Umbs  to  various  marts  convey  ? 
Through  his  firm  skull  what  steel  its  way  can  win  ? 
What  forceful  engine  can  subdue  his  skin  ? 
Fly  far,  and  live  ;  tempt  not  his  matchless  might : 
The  bravest  shriidc  to  cowards  in  his  sight ; 
The  rashcst  dare  not  rouse  him  up :  Who  then 
Shall  turn  on  me,  among  the  sons  of  men  ? 
'<  Am  I  a  debtor  ?  Hast  thou  ever  heard 
Whence  come  the  gifts  that  are  on  me  conferr*d  ? 
My  lavish  fruit  a  thousand  valleys  fills. 
And  mine  the  herds  that  graze  a  thousand  hills : 
Earth,  sea,  and  air,  all  Nature  is  my  own  ; 
And  Stan  and  Sun  are  dust  beneath  my  throne. 
And  dar*st  thou  with  the  World's  great  Father  vie, 
Tliou,  who  dost  tremble  at  my  creature's  eye  ? 

**  At  full  my  large  leviathan  shall  rise. 
Boast  all  his  strength,  and  qiread  his  wondrous  size. 
Who,  great  in  arms,  e'er  stripp'd  his  shining  mail. 
Or  crown'd  his  triumph  with  a  single  scale  ? 
Whose  heart  sustains  him  to  draw  near  ?     Bdiold, 
Destruction  yawns ;  his  spacious  jaws  unfold. 
And  marshall'd  round  the  wide  expanse,  disclose 
Teeth  edg'd  with  death,  and  crowding  rows  on  rows : 
What  hideous  fangs  on  either  side  arise ! 
And  what  a  deep  abyss  between  them  lies ! 
Mete  with  thy  lance,  and  with  thy  plummet  sound. 
The  one  how  long»  the  other  how  profound. 


His  bulk  is  charg'd  with  audi  a  fiiriooa  aonly 
Hiat  clouds  of  smoke  from  hb  qnead  noatrila  raU, 
As  from  a  fiimaoe ;  and,  when  nraa'd  hb  ire. 
Fate  issues  finom  hb  jaws  in  streams  of  fire: 
Hie  rage  of  tempests,  and  the  roar  of  i 
Thy  terrour,  thb  thy  great  superior  pic 

Strength  on  hb  ample  shoulder  sits  in , 

Hb  well-join'd  limbs  are  dreadfully  conaplele  ; 
His  flakes  of  solid  flesh  are  slow  to  part ; 
As  steel  his  nerves ;  as  adamant  hb  heart. 

**  When,  late  awak'd,  he  rears  him  from  the  fLoeda, 
And,  stretching  forth  hb  stature  to  the  cloudy 
Writhes  in  the  Sun  aloft  hb  soQy  height. 
And  strikes  the  distant  hilb  with  tninaieiit  light. 
Far  round  are  fatal  damps  of  terrour  qiread. 
The  mi^ty  fear,  nor  blush  to  own  their  dread. 
"  Large  b  hb  front ;  and,  when  hb  buzniA'd 
eyes 
Lift  their  broad  lids,  the  jnorning  seems  to  rise: 
**  In  vain  may  death  in  various  shapes  invade^ 
The  swiiUwing'd  arrow,  the  descending  blade  • 
His  naked  breast  their  impotence  defies ; 
The  dart  rebounds,  the  brittle  falchion  fl^es. 
Shut  in  himself,  the  war  without  he  hears. 
Safe  in  the  tempest  of  their  rattling  spears ; 
The  cumber'd  strand  their  wasted  volleys  straw ; 
His  sport,  the  rage  and  labour  of  the  foe. 

«  Hb  pastimes  like  a  cauldron  heal  the  fhr^ 
And  blacken  ocean  with  the  rising  miud  ; 
Hie  billows  feel  him,  as  he  works  hb  w^ ; 
His  hoary  footsteps  shine  along  the  sem  ; 
The  foam  high- wrought  with  white  divides  the  gnn. 
And  distant  sailors  point  where  Death  has  been. 

**  His  like  Earth  bears  not  on  her  qauaous  %t; 
Alone  in  Nature  stands  his  dauntless  race, 
For  utter  ignorance  of  fear  renown 'd. 
In  wrath  he  rolls  hb  baleful  eye  arotuid  ; 
Makes  every  swdn,  disdainful  heart  subsidy 
And  holds  dominion  o'er  the  sons  of  pride." 
Then  the  Chaldaean  eas'd  hb  labouring  bnas^ 
With  full  conviction  of  hb  crime  opprest. 

**  Hiou  canst  accomplish  all  things,   Loed  of 
Might ! 
And  every  thought  b  naked  to  thy  sight. 
But,  oh  .'  thy  ways  are  wonderful,  and  lie 
Beyond  the  deepest  reach  of  mortal  eye: 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  thine  almighty  power; 
But  never  saw  thee  till  this  drndful  hour. 
O'erwhelm'd  with  shame,  the  Lord  of  life  I  see^ 
Abhor  myself,  and  give  my  soul  to  thee. 
Nor  shall  my  weakness  tempt  thine  anger 
Man  b  not  made  to  question,  but  odbre.^' 
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THE   COMPLAINT: 
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As  the  oocBsion  of  this  poem  wis  reo^  not  JleHikna  s 
•o  the  method  pursued  in  it  was  rather  fmjMsed, 
by  what  spontaneously  arose  in  the  author's  mind 
on  that  occasion,  than  meditated  or  designed  ;  which 
irill  appear  very  probable  from  the  nature  of  it. 
For  it  differs  from  the  common  mode  of  poetry, 
which  is,  from  long  narrations  to  draw  short  mo- 
rals. Here,  on  the  oontnury,  the  narrative  is 
short,  and  the  morality  arising  from  it  makes  the 
bulk  of  the  poem.  The  reason  of  it  is,  that  the 
fiicts  mentioned  did  naturally  pour  these  moral 
reflections  on  the  thought  of  the  writer. 

MUIBT  TRS  Fiftsrt 

ON 

LIFE,  DEATH,  AND  IMMORTALITY. 

«0    TKB  UGBT  BOK.  AETBUm   OX8LOW,    WRAXMM.  OF 
TBE  BOUSE  or  COMMONS. 

Tes*d  Nature's  sweet  restorer,  balmy  Steep  / 
He,  like  the  world,  his  ready  visit  pays 
Where  fortune  smiles ;  the  wretched  he  forsakes ; 
Swift  on  his  downy  pinion  flies  from  woe, 
And  lights  on  lids  unsullied  with  a  tear. 

FVom  short  (as  usual)  and  disturb*d  repose, 
I  wake :  How  happy  they,  who  wake  no  more ! 
Yet  that  were  vain,  if  dreams  infest  the  grave. 
I  wake,  emerging  from  a  sea  of  dreams 
Tumultuous ;  where  my  wreck*d  desponding  ^J^igh^ 
From  wave  to  wave  tiS  fancied  miseiy. 
At  random  drove,  her  helm  of  reason  lost 
HMMigh  now  restored,  *t  is  only  change  of  pain, 
(A  bitter  change !)  severer  for  severe. 
The  Daif  too  short  for  my  distress ;  and  Night, 
£*cii  in  the  veniih  of  her  dark  domain. 
Is  sunshine  to  the  colour  of  my  fate. 

Night f  sable  goddess !  from  her  ebon  throne, 
In  rayless  majesty,  now  stretches  forth 
Her  leaden  sceptre  o*er  a  slumbering  world. 
SOeooe,  how  dead !  and  darkness,  how  profound ! 
Nor  eye,  nor  listening  ear,  an  object  finds; 
Creation  sleeps.     'T  is,  as  the  general  pulse 
Of  life  stood  still,  and  Nature  made  a  pause ; 
An  aweful  psuse !  prophetic  of  her  end. 
And  let  her  prophecy  be  soon  fulfiU'd ; 
Fate  /  drop  the  curtain;  I  can  lose  no  more. 

SHenee  mad  Darkneu  I  solemn  sisters  !  twins 
FVom  ancient  Nighi,  who  nurse  the  tender  thought 
To  reojim,  and  on  reaaon  build  resahje, 
(That  column  of  true  majesty  in  man,) 
Assist  me :  I  will  thank  you  in  the  grave ;  * 
The  grave,  your  kingdom:  iA«re  this  frame  shall  ftU 
A  victim  sacred  to  your  dreary  shrine. 
But  what  are  ye  ?  — 

Thou,  who  didst  put  to  flight 
IViiheval  Slence,  when  the  morning  star% 
Rzulting,  shouted  o*er  the  rising  ball ! 
O  thou,  whose  word  from  solid  darkneti  struck 
That  spark,  the  Sun ;  strike  wisdom  from  my  soul ; 
My  soul,  which  flies  to  thee,  her  trust,  her  treasure, 
As  misers  to  their  gold,  while  othen  isst. 

Through  thb  opaque  of  Nature,  and  of  jdii^ 
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double  iikht^  mimiit  €M  pitying  ny^ 
To  lighten,  ana  to  cheer.     O  leaid  my  mind, 
(A  nund  that  fion  would  waader  from  its  woe^} 
Lesd  it  through  various  scenes  of  Hfe  and  death  g 
And  huoi  eadi  scene,  the  noblest  truths  inspira. 
Nor  less  inspira  my  candMCt,  than  my  song/ 
Teach  my  best  reason,  reason ;  my  best  will 
Teach  rectitude ;  and  fix  my  firm  resolve 
Wisdom  to  wed,  and  pay  her  long  arrear : 
Nor  let  the  phial  of  thy  vengeance,  pour'd 
On  this  devoted  head,  be  pour'd  in  vain. 

The  bell  strikes  <me*     We  take  no  note  of  time 
But  from  its  loss.     To  give  it  then  a  tongue. 
Is  wise  in  man.     As  if  an  angel  spoke, 
I  feel  the  solemn  sound.     If  heard  aright. 
It  is  the  kneU  of  my  departed  houn : 
Where  are  they  ?  With  the  yean  beyond  the  flood. 
It  is  the  signal  that  demands  dispatch  ; 
How  much  is  to  be  done  ?  My  hopes  and  fean 
Start  up  alarm'd,  and  o*er  life's  narrow  verge 
Look  down  —  On  what  ?  a  fiithomless  abyss  \ 
A  dread  eternity  !  how  surely  mine  / 
And  can  eternity  belong  to  me. 
Poor  pensioner  on  the  bounties  of  an  hour  ? 

How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject,  how  august. 
How  complicate,  how  wonderful,  is  man ! 
How  passing  wonder  He^  who  niade  him  such ! 
Who  centered  in  our  make  such  strange  extremes ! 
Yrosa  different  natures  marvelously  mixt, 
Omnee^on  exquisite  of  distant  worlds ! 
Distinguished  Hnk  in  being's  endless  chain ! 
Midway  from  nothing  to  the  Deity  I 
A  beam  ethereal,  sully'd  and  abaoirpt ! 
Though  suUy'd  and  dishonour'd,  still  divine ! 
Dim  miniature  of  greatness  absolute  ! 
An  heir  of  glory !  a  frail  child  of  dust ! 
UdfUu  immortal !  insect  vniiiiiU  I 
A  worm !  a  god !  —  I  tremble  at  myself. 
And  in  myself  am  lost!  at  home  a  stranger, 
Hiought  wanders  up  and  down,  surpris'd,  aghast. 
And  wondering  at  her  won  :  How  Reason  reels ! 
O  what  a  miracle  to  man  is  man. 
Triumphantly  distress'd!  what  joy,  what  dread  ! 
Alternately  transported,  and  alarm 'd ! 
What  can  preserve  my  life  ?  or  what  destroy? 
An  angel's  arm  can't  snatch  me  from  the  grave  ; 
Legions  of  angels  can't  confine  me  there. 

'T  is  past  conjecture ;  all  things  rise  in  proof: 
While  o'er  my  lunbs  ^Leep*%  soiti  dominion  spread. 
What  though  my  soul  fantastic  measures  trod 
O'er  &iry  fields ;  or  mourn 'd  along  the  gloom 
Of  pathless  woods ;  or,  down  the  craggy  steep 
Huii'd  headlong,  swam  with  pain  the  mantled  pool; 
Or  scal'd  the  cliff ;  or  danc'd  on  hollow  winds. 
With  antic  shapes,  wild  natives  of  the  brain  ? 
Her  ccaaelesB  flight,  though  devioui^  q^eaks  bar  nature 
Of  subtler  essence  than  the  trodden  clod ; 
Active,  aerial,  towering,  unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd  widi  her  gross  companion's  falL 
E'en  silent  night  proclaims  my  soul  tnimarta/  .* 
E'en  silent  night  prodaima  eternal  day* 
For  human  woJ,  Heaven  husbands  all  events; 
Dull  deep  instructs,  nor  sport  vain  dreams  in  vain. 

Why  then  thnt  loss  deplore,  that  are  not  lost? 
Why  wanden  wretched  thought  their  tombaaround. 
In  infidel  distress?  Are  angfh  there? 
Slumbers,  rak'd  up  In  dust,  ethereal  fire? 

Ihey  live !  they  greatly  live  a  life  on  Eaith 
Unkindled,  unconoeiv'd ;  and  fVom  an  eye 
Offimdermw  kt  heavenly  pity  &U 
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On  me,  mote  justly  nomber'd  with  the  cteML 
Tkit  is  the  desert,  this  the  solitude  : 
How  populous,  how  Tital,  is  the  grsTe! 
This  is  creetion's  melaucholy  vault, 
The  vale  ftinefeal,  the  sad  eatress  gloom ; 
The  land  of  apparitions,  empty  shaides  ! 
All,  all  on  Eaith,  is  shadow,  dl  beyond 
Is  substance ;  the  reverse  is  folly's  creed : 
How  solid  all,  where  change  shall  be  no  more  * 

This  is  the  bud  of  being,  the  dim  dawn, 
The  twiliglit  of  our  day,  the  vestibule : 
IJfe*%  th»tre  as  yet  is  shut,  and  Death, 
Strong  Death,  alone  can  heave  the  massy  bar, 
Hiis  gross  impediment  of  clay  remove. 
And  make  us  embryos  of  exisc»ice  freeii 
From  real  life,  but  little  more  remote 
Is  he,  not  yet  a  candidate  for  light. 
The  Juture  embryo,  slumbering  in  his  sire. 
Embryos  we  must  be,  till  we  burst  the  shell. 
Yon  ambient  asure  shell,  and  spring  to  life, 
TJic  life  of  gods,  O  transport !  and  of  man. 

Tec  man,  fool  man!  here  buries  all  his  thou^ts; 
Inters  celestial  hopes  without  one  sigh, 
prisoner  of  Earth,  and  pent  beneath  the  Moon, 
Mere  pinions  all  his  wishes  ;  wing*d  by  Heaven 
To  fly  at  infinite ;  and  reach  it  there^ 
Where  seraphs  gather  inunortality. 
On  life's  (ear  tree,  fast  by  the  throne  of  God. 
What  golden  joys  ambr(»ial  clustering  glow, 
In  his  full  beam,  and  ripen  for  the  just. 
Where  momentary  ages  are  no  more !  [expire ! 

Where  Time,  and  Pain,  and  Chance,  and  Death 
And  is  it  in  the  flight  of  threescore  years. 
To  push  eternity  from  human  thought. 
And  smother  souls  immortal  in  the  dust  ? 
A  soul  immortal,  spending  all  her  fires. 
Wasting  her  strength  in  strenuous  idleness, 
Thrown  into  tumult,  raptur'd  or  alarm'd. 
At  aught  this  scene  can  threaten  or  indulge, 
Resembles  ocean  into  tempest  wrought, 
To  wafl  a  feather,  or  to  drown  a  fly. 

Where  fidls  this  censure  ?  It  o'erwhelms  myself; 
How  was  my  heart  incrusted  by  the  world  ! 
O  how  self.fetter'd  was  my  grovelling  soul ! 
How,  like  a  worm,  wa^  I  wrapt  round  and  round 

In  silken  thought,  which  reptile  Fancy  spun, 

Till  darken*d  Reason  lay  quite  clouded  o*er 

With  soft  conceit  of  endless  comfort  fierCf 

Nor  yet  put  forth  her  wings  to  reach  the  skies  ! 
Night-visions  may  befriend  (as  sung  above) : 

Our  teaidng  dreams  are  fataL     How  I  dreamt 

Of  things  impossible  !  (Could  sleep  do  more?) 

Of  jojrs  perpetual  in  perpetual  change ! 

Of  stable  pleasures  on  the  tossing  wave  ! 

Eternal  sunshine  in  the  storms  of  life ! 

How  richly  were  my  noon-tide  trances  hung 

With  gorgeous  tapestries  of  pictur'd  joys ! 

Joy  behind  joy,  in  endless  perspective ! 

Till  at  Death's  toll,  whose  restless  iron  tongue 

Calls  daily  for  his  millions  at  a  meal, 

Starting  I  woke,  and  found  myself  undone. 

Where  now  my  phrensy's  pompous  furniture  ? 

The  cobweb*d  cottage,  with  its  ragged  wall 

Of  mouldering  mud,  is  royalty  to  me ! 

The  spider*s  most  attenuated  thread 

Is  cord,  is  cable,  to  man's  tender  tie 

On  earthly  bliss  !  it  breaks  at  every  breete. 
O  ye  blest  scenes  of  permanent  delight ! 

Full,  aboTO  measure !  lasting,  beyond  bound  \ 

A  jKrpctuity  of  bliss  is  bliss. 


Could  you,  so  rich  in  rapture,  fear  an  end. 

That  ghastly  thought  would  drink  up  all  your  joy^ 

And  quite  unparadise  the  realms  of  light 

Safe  are  you  lodg'd  above  these  rolling  spherea; 

The  baleful  influence  of  wfaoae  giddy  dance 

Sheds  sad  vicissitude  on  all  beneath. 

Here  teems  with  revolutions  every  hour  ; 

And  rarely  for  the  better;  or  the  best. 

More  mortal  than  the  common  births  of  Ate. 

Each  moment  has  its  sickle,  emulous 

Of  TVm^'s  enormous  scythe,  whose  ample  sweep 

Strikes  empires  from  the  root ;  each  mamteml  pl^ja 

His  little  weapon  in  the  narrower  sphere 

Of  sweet  domestic  comfort,  and  cuts  down 

The  fairest  bloom  of  sublunary  bliss. 

Bliss !  subluiuvy  bliss  !  —proud  words,  aad  vain! 
Implicit  treason  to  divine  decree ! 
A  bold  invasion  of  the  rights  of  Heaven  ! 
I  clasp'd  the  phantoms,  and  I  found  them  air. 
O  had  I  weigh'd  it  ere  my  fond  embrace ! 
What  darts  of  agony  had  miss*d  my  heart ! 

Death  !  great  proprietor  of  all !  *t  is  thine 
To  tread  out  empire,  and  to  quendi  the  stsnk 
llie  Sun  lumself  by  thy  permission  sliines ; 
And,  one  day,  thou  shalt  pluck  him  from  his  sphac 
Amid  such  mighty  plunder,  why  exhaust 
Tliy  partial  quiver  on  a  miu^  so  m^n  t 
Why  thy  pcc\diar  rancour  wreak'd  on  me  f 
Insatiate  archer  !  could  not  one  suffice  ' 
Thy  shaf^  flew  thrice;  and  thrice  my  peace  was  aiain 
And  thrice,  ere  thrice  yon  Moon  had  fiU'd  her  Uwr. 

0  Cynthia !  why  so  pale  ?  Dost  thou  lament 

Thy  wretched  neighbour?  Grieve  to  sec  thy  wlmi 
Of  ceaseless  change  outwhirl'd  in  human  h'lb  ? 
How  wanes  my  borrow'd  bliss !  fromJbrtUHe*s  ssmU, 
Precarious  courtesy  !  not  virtue*s  sure, 
Self.given,  solar  ray  of  sound  delight. 

In  every  vary'd  posture,  place,  and  hour, 
How  widow'd  every  thought  of  every  joy  ! 
Tliought,  busy  thought !  too  busy  for  my  peace ! 
Through  the  dark  postern  of  time  long  ela^'d. 
Led  sofUy,  by  the  stillness  of  the  night. 
Led,  like  a  murderer,  (and  such  it  proves !) 
Strays  (wretched  rover !)  o'er  the  pleasing  past ; 
In  ouest  of  wTetchedncss  perversely  &trays ; 
And  finds  all  desert  now  ;  and  meets  tlie  ghosts 
Of  my  departed  joys ;  a  numerous  train  ! 

1  rue  the  riches  of  my  former  fate ; 
Sweet  comfort's  blasted  clusters  I  lament ; 
I  tremble  at  the  blessings  once  so  dear ; 
And  every  pleasure  pains  me  to  the  heart. 

Yet  why  comiUain  f  or  why  complain  for  one? 
Hangs  out  the  Sun  his  lustre  but  for  me, 
The  sifi^lc  man  ?  Are  angels  all  beside  ? 
I  mourn  for  millions :  *t  is  the  common  lot; 
In  tids  shape,  or  in  that,  has  Fate  entail'd 
Tlie  mother's  throes  on  all  of  woman  born. 
Not  more  the  children,  than  sure  heirs,  of /mm. 

War,  Famine,  Pest,  Volcano,  Storm,  and  Fuc^ 
Intestine  broils,  Ojjprtsdon,  with  her  heart 
Wrapt  up  in  triple  brass,  besiege  mankind. 
God's  image  disinherited  of  day. 
Here,  plung'd  in  mines,  forgets  a  Sun  was  madb 
There,  beings  deathless  as  their  haughty  lord. 
Are  Iiammer'd  to  the  galling  oar  for  life ; 
And  plow  the  winter's  wave,  and  reap  de^Mir. 
Some,  for  hard  masters,  broken  under  arms. 
In  battle  lopt  away,  with  half  their  limbs. 
Beg  bitter  bread  thrpugfa  realms  their  valour  sav'd. 
If  so  the  tyrant,  or  his  minion,  doom. 
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'an/,  and  inciumble  ZMMtue,  (fell  pair !) 
»n  hopeless  multitudes  remoneless  seiie 
.t  once  ;  and  make  a  refuge  of  tfie  grave, 
[ow  groaning  hotjiiiaU  tj/tct  their  dead ! 
riaat  numbers  groan  for  sad  admission  there ! 
That  numbers,  once  in  Fortwie*n  lap  high-fcd| 
olicit  the  cold  hand  of  Charity ! 

0  shock  us  more,  solicit  it  in  vain ! 

c  silken  sons  of  pleasure !  since  in  pains 
ou  rue  more  modish  visits,  visit  /tere, 
ind  breathe  from  your  debauch :  give,  and  reduce 
urftrit'n  dominion  o*er  you :  but  so  great 
our  impudence,  you  blush  at  what  is  right- 
Happy  !  did  sorrow  seise  on  such  alone, 
•ot  fmulence  can  defend,  or  virtue  save ; 
)i!ica<ie  invades  the  chastest  temperance; 
ind  punishment  the  guiltless;  and  alarm, 
hrough  thickest  shades,  pursues  the  fond  of  peace. 
fan's  caution  often  into  danger  turns ; 
ind  his  guard,  falling,  crushes  him  to  death, 
•ot  hapjtmeM*  itself  makes  good  her  name ; 
hir  very  wishes  give  us  not  our  wislu 
low  distant  oft  the  thing  we  doat  on  moot, 
'rom  that  for  which  we  doat,^idly  / 
lie  smoothftt  course  of  Nature  has  its  pains ! 
Lnd  trucit  friends,  through  error,  wound  our  rest. 
Vtthout  misfortune,  what  calamities! 
knd  what  hostilities,  without  a  foe ! 
«or  arc  foes  wanting  to  the  best  ou  £arth. 
$ut  endless  is  the  list  of  human  ills, 
knd  u'ghs  might  sooner  fail,  than  cause  to  sigh. 

A  part  bow  small  ol  the  terraqueous  globe 
s  tenanted  by  man !  the  rest  a  watte, 
tocks,  deserts,  frosen  seas,  and  burning  sands ; 
iVild  haunts  of  monsters,  poisons,  stings,  and  death. 
iuch  is  £arth*s  melancholy  map  !  but,  far 
ilorc  sad  !  this  Earth  is  a  true  map  of  man. 
to  bounded  are  its  haughty  lord's  delighis 
fo  iroe*s  wide  empire ;  where  deep  Inmbla  toss, 
!x)ud  jurrvtM  bowl,  envcnom'd  pasmns  bite, 
UTcnous  caiamUiet  our  vitals  seize, 
ind  threatening^/^  wide  c^ns  to  devour. 
What  then  am  I,  who  sorrow  for  mytdf! 
n  age,  in  infancy,  from  others*  aid 
Is  all  our  hope ;  to  teach  us  to  be  land. 
Ltat,  Nature's  JSrsT,  last  lesson  to  mankind : 
[*be  selfish  heart  deserves  the  pain  it  feels, 
^lore  generous  sorrow,  while  it  sinks,  exalts ; 
\nd  conscious  virtue  mitigates  die  pang, 
^ior  virtue,  more  than  jfrwiencey  bids  me  give 
'iwoln  thought  a  second  channel ;  who  divide, 
Hiey  weaken  too,  the  torrent  of  their  grief. 
Take  then,  O  World  f  thy  much  indebted  tear : 
How  sad  a  sight  is  human  happiness, 
Fo  those  whose  thought  can  pierce  beyond  an  hour ! 
>  tliou !  whate'cr  thou  art,  whose  heart  exults ! 
M^'ouldst  thou  I  should  congratulate  thy  fate?   [me. 

1  know  thou  wouldst;  thy  pride  demands  it  from 
l^  thy  pride  pardon,  what  thy  nature  needs, 

Fhc  salutary  censure  of  a  friend. 

Hk.'j  happy  wretch  !  by  blindness  thou  art  blest  \ 

By  dotage  dandled  to  perpetual  smUes. 

ivnow,  smiUr  /  at  thy  peril  art  thou  pleas'd ! 

Hiy  pleasure  is  the  promise  of  thy  pain. 

.Uii/'(>rfun«,  like  a  creditor  severe, 

Hut  ri«es  in  demand  for  her  delay ; 

Slic  mokes  a  soonrgo  of  past  prosperity. 

To  sting  thee  more,  and  double  thy  di 

Uireiizo,  Fortune  makes  her  court  to  thae^ 
i'hy  fond  heart  dances,  while  the  Syren  sings. 


Dear  is  thy  welfare ;  think  me  not  unkind ; 
I  would  not  damp,  but  to  secure  thy  ji^s. 
Think  not  i}MXfear  is  sacred  to  the  storm : 
Stand  on  thy  guard  against  the  smiUs  of  Fate. 
Is  Heaven  tremendous  in  its  frowns?  Moat  sure ^ 
And  in  its  favours  formidable  too : 
Its  favours  here  are  trials,  not  rewards  j 
A  call  to  duty^  not  discharge  from  care; 
And  should  alarm  us,  full  as  mucli  as  woes  ; 
Awake  us  to  their  cause  and  consequence f 
And  make  us  tremble,  weigh 'd  with  our  desert; 
Awe  Nature's  tumult,  and  chastise  her  joys. 
Lest,  while  we  clasp,  we  kill  them ;  nay,  invert 
To  worse  than  simple  misery,  their  charms. 
Revolted  joys,  like  foes  in  civil  war. 
Like  bosom  friendships  to  resentment  sour*dt 
With  rage  envenom'd  rise  against  our  peace. 
Beware  what  Earth  calls  happiness ;  bewar^ 
All  joys,  but  joys  that  never  can  expire. 
Who  builds  on  less  than  an  immortal  base, 
Fond  as  he  seems,  condemns  his  joys  to  death* 

Mine  died  with  thee.  Philander  !  thy  last  sigh 
Dissolv'd  the  charm ;  the  disenchanted  Earth 
Lost  all  her  lustre.     Where  her  glittering  towers? 
Her  golden  mountains,  wliere  ?  all  darken 'd  down 
To  nidced  waste ;  a  dreary  vale  of  teats ; 
The  great  magician's  dead!     Thou  poor,  pale  picoft 
Of  out-cast  earth,  in  darkness !  what  a  clumge 
From  yesterday !    Tliy  darling  hope  so  near, 
( Long-labour 'd  prixe  !)  O  how  ambition  lliuh'd 
Thy  glowing  cheek !     Ambition  truly  great. 
Of  virtuous  praise.     DeaUC^  subtle  seed  within 
(Sly,  treacherous  miner  i)  working  in  the  dark« 
Snul'd  at  thy  well-concerted  scheme,  and  beckon'd 
The  worm  to  riot  on  tliat  rose  so  red, 
Un£ided  ere  it  fell ;  one  moment's  prej ! 

Man's  foresight  is  condidonalhf  wise  \ 
Lorenxo !  wisdom  into  folly  turns 
Of^  the  first  instant,  its  idea  fair 
To  labouring  thought  is  bom.     How  dim  our  eye  f 
The  present  mofncnt  terminates  our  sight ;      \neit  f 
Clouids, .  thick  as  those  on  doomsday,  drown  th& 
We  penetrate,  we  prophesy  in  vain. 
Time  is  dealt  out  by  particles ;  and  each. 
Ere  mingled  with  the  streaming  sanda  of  li^ 
By  Fate's  inviolable  oath  is  sworn 
Deep  silence,  «  Where  eternity  begina.'* 

By  Nature's  law,  what  may  be,  may  be  now  i 
There  *s  no  prerogative  in  human  hours. 
In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thought  can  riae 
Than  man's  presumption  on  to-morrow's  dawn  ? 
Where  is  to-morrow  ?    In  another  world. 
For  numbers  thia  is  certain  ;  the  revene 
Is  sure  to  none ;  and  yet  on  this  perhaps. 
This  peradveniure,  infamous  for  lies. 
As  on  a  rock  of  adamant,  we  build 
Our  mountain  hopes,  spin  out  eternal  schema^ 
As  we  the  fiital  sisters  could  out-spin. 
And,  big  with  life's  futurities,  expire. 

Not  e'en  Philander  had  bespoke  his  sliroud: 
Nor  had  he  cuisa ;  a  warning  was  deny*d :  * 
How  many  fall  as  sudden,  not  as  safe ! 
As  sudden,  though  fbr  years  admonish'd  btame. 
Of  human  ills  the  last  extreme  beware. 
Beware,  Lqrenxo !  a  slow  sudden  death. 
How  dreadiful  that  delibanie  anrpriae ! 
Be  wise  to-day ;  *t  is  madnaas  to  defer ; 
Next  day  the  fatal  pnocdant  will  plead; 
Tbua  on,  till  wisdom  ia  puah*d  oat  of  liih. 
iVocrojI^aiiofi  is  the  thief  of  time ; 
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Tour  after  yttr  it  ntdth,  till  all  am  Bed, 

And  to  the  mercies  of  a  moment  leaves 

Tlie  vast  oonoems  of  an  eCenial  scene. 

If  not  so  frequent,  would  not  this  be  strange? 

Ttm  't  is  so  frequent,  tkii  is  stranger  stiU. 
Of  man*s  minculous  mistakes,  this  bean 

The  palm,  «  That  all  men  are  about  to  live,'* 

For  ever  on  the  brink  of  being  bom. 

All  pay  themselves  the  compliment  to  think 

They  one  day  shall  not  drivel :  and  their  pride 

On  this  reversion  takes  up  ready  prsise ; 

At  least,  their  own ;  theiryufur«  selves  applaud ; 

How  excellent  that  life  they  ne*er  will  lead ! 

Time  lodg'd  in  their  own  hands  is/%*s  vails ; 

That  lodg'd  in  ftae\  to  wudom  they  consign ; 

The  thing  they  can't  but  purpose,  they  postpone; 

*T  is  not  in^<%,  not  to  scorn  a  fool ; 

And  scarce  in  human  wisdom,  to  do  mor& 

All  promise  is  poor  dilatory  nuui. 

And  that  through  every  stage :  when  young,  indeed. 

In  full  content  we,  sometimes,  nobly  rest, 

Unanxious  for  ourselves  j  and  only  wish. 

As  duteous  sons,  our  fathers  were  more  wise. 

At  thirty  man  tutpects  himself  a  fool ; 

Xhmrn  it  Bt  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan ; 

At  fifty  chides  lus  infamous  dday, 

Pushes  his  prudent  purpose  to  resolve  s 

In  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought 

Resolves ;  and  re-resolves ;  then  dies  the  same. 

And  why?  Because  he  thinks  himself  immortal. 
All  men  think  all  men  mortal,  but  themselves ; 
Hiemselves,  when  some  alarming  shock  of  fate 
Strikes  through  their  wounded  hearts  the  sudden 

dread; 
But  their  hearts  wounded,  like  the  wounded  air. 
Soon  close;    where,  past  the  shaft,  no  trace    b 

found. 
As  from  the  umg,  no  scar  the  sky  retains ; 
The  parted  wave  no  furrow  from  the  keei  ; 
So  dies  in  human  hearts  the  thoughts  of  death. 
£*en  with  the  tender  tear  which  Nature  sheds 
0*er  those  we  love,  we  drop  it  in  their  grave. 
Can  I  forget  Phihmder  ?  That  were  strange ! 

0  my  full  heart !  —  But  should  I  give  it  vent. 
The  longest  night,  though  longer  far,  would  fidl, 
And  the  Utrk  listen  to  my  nudni^  song. 

The  sprightly  lark*i  shrill  madif  wakes  the  mom ; 
Grief  *i  sharpest  thorn  hard  pressing  on  my  breast, 

1  strive,  with  wakeful  melo^,  to  cbser 

The  sullen  gloom,  sweet  Philomel !  like  tfaee^ 
And  call  the  stars  to  listen :  every  stsr 
Is  deaf  to  mine,  enamour'd  of  thy  lay. 
Tet  be  not  vain  ;  there  are,  who  thine  excel, 
And  charm  through  distant  ages :  wrmpt  in  shades 
Prisoner  of  darkness !  to  the  silent  AoMf«, 
How  often  I  repeat  their  rage  divine, 
To  lull  my  gridfs,  and  steal  my  heart  from  vroe! 
I  roll  their  raptures,  but  not  catch  their  fire. 
Dark,  though  not  blind,  like  thee,  MsBonides ! 
Or,  Milton !  thee ;  ah,  could  I  reaeh  your  strain  J 
Or  his,  who  made  Mseonides  our  own. 
Man  too  he  sung :  immortal  man  I  sing ; 
Oft  bunts  my  song  beyond  the  bounds  of  lift ; 
^^faat,  now,  but  immortali^  can  please  ? 
O  had  he  press'd  his  themes  pursued  the  tntk, 
'Which  opens  out  of  darkness  into  day ! 
O  had  he,  mounted  on  his  wing  of  fin^ 
Soar'd  where  I  sink,  and  sung  imsnartai  man ! 
How  had  it  blest  mankand,  and  nwued  ma  1 
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TIMS,  DEATH,  AND  FRIENDSHIP. 

TO  ms  aiOHT  HnN.  tbx  ^amj,  or  whjoiictov. 

"  When  the  cock  crew,  he  wept* — anote  fay  tlHt  cw 
Which  looks  on  me,  on  all :  that  powo",  who  bi^ 
Tku  midnight  sentinel,  with  clarion  shrill. 
Emblem  of  that  which  shall  awake  the  «UH, 
Rouse  souls  from  slumber,  into  thoughts  of  Heatau 
Shall  I,  too,  weep?  Where  then  is  fortitude? 
And,  fortitude  abandon'd,  where  is  «>«»«  ? 
I  know  the  terms  on  whidi  he  sees  the  light; 
He  that  is  born,  is  Misted ;  life  is  war ; 
Eternal  war  with  woe.     Who  bean  it  best. 
Deserves  it  least.  — >  On  other  themes  I  *11  dweD. 
Lorenzo !  let  me  turn  my  thoughts  on  thee. 
And  Home,  on  themes  may  profit ;  profit  theve 
Where  most  they  need.     Themes,  too^  the  Kcnrnae 

growth 
Of  dear  Philander's  dust     He  Hms,  though  AH. 
May  still  befriend  •—  What  themes  ?     Timte  wa^ 

drous  price. 
Death,  Jrietuiship,  and  Philander's  Jbui  scene. 
So  could  I  touch  these  themes,  as  might  obimn 
Thine  ear,  nor  leave  thy  heart  quite£sengag*d. 
The  good  deed  would  delight  me;  half  impreK 
On  my  dark  cloud  an  Iris;  and  from  grief 
Call  glory.  —  Dost  thou  mourn  Iliilander's  ftie? 
I  know  thou  say'st  it :  Says  thy  Ij^  the  same  ? 
He  mourns  the  dead,  who  lives  as  they  desire. 
Where  is  that  thirst,  that  avarice  of  time, 
(O  glorious  avarice !)  thought  of  death  iaspiRSb 
As  rumour'd  robberies  endear  our  gold  ? 
O  time  /  than  gold  more  sacred ;  more  a  load 
Than  lead,  to  fools ;  and  foob  reputed  wise. 
What  mameni  granted  man  without  account? 
What  years  are  squander'd,  wisdom**  debt  unpaid  * 
Our  wealth  in  days,  all  due  to  that  discharge. 
Haste,  haste,  he  lies  in  wait,  he  *s  at  the  door. 
Insidious  Death  I  should  his  strong  hand 
No  composition  sets  the  prisoner  free. 
Etemihf%  inexorable  chain 

Fast  binds ;  and  vengeance  claims  the  full 

How  late  I  shudda'*d  on  the  brink  !  how  hM 


Life  call'd  for  her  last  refiige  in 
That  time  is  mine,  O  Mead !  to  thee  I  owe, 
Fain  would  I  pay  thee  with  tiemity. 
But  ill  my  genius  answen  my  desue ; 
My  sickly  song  is  mortal,  past  thy  cure. 
Accept  the  will ;  -—  thai  dies  not  with  my 

For  what  calls  iky  disease,  Lorenao  ?  not 
For  Eacuhpaacn,  but  for  morel  aid. 
Thou  think'st  it  folly  to  be  wise  too  soon. 
Youkh  is  not  rich  in  txme,  it  may  be  poor ; 
Pert  vridi  it  aa  with  UMmey,  qiaring ;  pay 
No  moment,  but  in  purchase  of  its  worth ; 
And  what  its  worth,  ask  deathJwds ;  tlwy  en  telL 
Psrt  vrith  it  as  with  life,  reluctant ;  big 
With  holy  hope  of  nobler  time  to  come ; 
Time  higher  aim'd,  still  nearer  the  great  aionl 
Of  men  and  angels ;  virtue  more  divine. 

Is  this  our  diuty,  msdsm,  ^ieey,  gam  f 
{Thete  Heaven  benign  in  vital  union  binds) 
And  sport  we  like  the  natives  of  the  boogie 
When  venal  wna  isapiie?    '- 
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lan's  great  demand :  to  trifle,  is  to  U?e : 
ind  IS  it  then  a  trifle,  too»  to  die  ? 

Thou  8ay*at  I  preach,  Lorenxo !  't  is  oonfiat. 
Vhat  iff  for  once,  I  preach  thee  quite  omtke  f 
Hk)  wants  amtaemtnt  in  the  flame  of  battle  ? 
I  it  not  treason  to  the  soul  immortal, 
let  foes  in  arms,  eternity  the  prise  ? 
Vni  toys  amuse,  when  medicines  cannot  cure? 
Vhen  spirits  ebb>  when  life's  enchanting  scenes 
lidr  lustre  lose,  and  lessen  in  our  sight, 
i%  Isods,  and  cities  with  their  glittering  spires, 
^0  the  poor  shatter'd  bark,  by  sudden  storm 
Ivown  off  to  sea,  and  soon  to  perish  there  ? 
Vill  toys  amuse  ?  No :  thrones  will  then  be  toys, 
Lnd  earth  and  skies  seem  dust  upon  the  scale. 

Redeem  we  time  ?  ^  Its  loss  we  dearly  buy. 
Hist  pleads  Lorenzo  for  his  high-priz'd  sports? 
le  pleads  lime's   numerous  blanks  g    he    loudly 

pleads 
lie  straw-like  tr^Ut  on  life's  common  stream. 
Vozn  whom  those  btanh  and  tr^tet,  but  from  thee  f 
\o  bUmkf  no  trifUf  Nature  made,  or  meant, 
^urtue,  or  fmrpotd  virtue,  still  be  thine ; 
lot  cancels  thy  complaint  at  once.     jHUf  leaves 
n  act  no  frj^,  and  no  blank  in  time. 
^kit  greatens,  fills,  immortalises  all ; 
^Au,  the  blest  art  of  toming  all  to  gold ; 
^u  the  good  heart's  prerogative  to  raise 
i  royal  tribute  from  the  poorest  hours; 
mmenae  revenue  !  every  momrat  pay$, 
f  nothing  more  than  purpose  in  thy  power ; 
Phy  purpose  firm,  is  equal  to  the  deed; 
VhQ  doei  the  best  his  circumstance  allows, 
)oes  well,  acts  nobly ;  angels  could  no  more. 
)ur  outward  act  indeed  amnits  restraint ; 
lis  not  in  things  o'er  thought  to  domineer ; 
rusrd  well  thy  thought ;  our  thoughts  are  heard  in 
zieaven. 

On  sU  important  time,  through  every  age, 
Iwugh  much,  and  warm,  the  wise  have  urg'd ;  the 

man 
s  yet  unborn,  who  duly  weighs  an  hour. 

Vw  lost  a  day"  —  the  prince  who  nobly  cried 
Isd  been  an  empovr  without  his  crown ; 
>f  Rome  ?  Say,  rather,  lord  of  human  race : 
le  spoke,  as  if  deputed  by  mankind. 
'd  should  all  speak  :  so  Reason  speaks  in  all : 
''rnm  the  soft  whispers  of  that  God  in  man, 
Khj  fly  to  folly,  why  to  phrenzy  fly, 
'or  rescue  from  the  blessing  we  possess? 
^mff  the  supreme !  —  Time  is  Eternity  ; 
'Kgnant  with  all  eternity  can  give ; 
'^'egnsnt  with  ail  that  makes  archangels  smile. 
^^  murders  time,  he  crushes  in  the  birth 
^  power  ethereal,  only  not  ador'd. 

Ah !  how  unjust  to  Nature  and  himself, 
« thoughtless,  thankless,  inconsbtent  man ! 
-•ike  children  babbling  nonsense  in  their  sports, 
■^e  censure  Nature  for  a  span  too  short ; 
Hist  span  too  short,  we  tax  as  tedious  too ; 
Torture  invention,  all  expedients  tire, 
To  Issh  the  lingering  moments  into  speed, 
^nd  wUrt  us  (happy  riddance !)  from  ourselves 
irtf  brainless  Jrt  /  our  furious  charioteer 
For  Nature*t  voice  unstifled  would  recall) 
Mves  headlong  towards  the  precipice  of  death; 
[)«sth,  most  our  dread ;  death  tkia  more  dreadfril 


0  what  a  riddle  of  absurdity ! 

leisure  k  pain ;  takes  off  our  charioUwheeb ; 


Hoiv  hesvily  we  dng  iStst  load  of  lifli! 
Blest  leisure  is  our  curse ;  like  that  of  Gaiiiy 
It  makes  us  wander ;  wander  Earth  around 
To  fly  that  tyrant,  Thouf^     As  Atlas  groaa'd 
The  world  beneatfi,  we  groan  beneath  an  hour. 
We  cry  for  mercy  to  the  next  amusement ; 
The  next  amusement  mortsages  our  fields ; 
Slight  inconvenience !    Fhsons  hardly  friown. 
From  hateful  Time  if  prisons  set  us  firee. 
Yet  when  Death  kindly  tenders  us  relief. 
We  call  him  cruel ;  years  to  moments  shrink, 
Ages  to  years.     The  telescope  is  tum'd. 
To  man's  false  optics  {from  his  folly  false) 
Time,  in  advance,  bdiind  him  hides  his  wings^ 
And  seems  to  creep,  decrepit  with  his  age ; 
Behold  him,  when  past  by ;  what  then  is  seen, 
But  his  broad  pinions  swxfter  than  the  winds  ? 
And  all  mankind,  in  contradiction  strong. 
Rueful,  aghast !  cry  out  on  his  career. 

Leave  to  thy  foes  these  errours,  and  these  iDs ; 
To  Nature  just,  their  cause  and  cure  explorei 
Not  short  Heaven's  bountyi  boundless  our  expense ; 
No  niggard.  Nature ;  taen  are  prodigals. 
We  waste,  not  use  our  time ;  we  breathe^  not  live. 
Time  wasted  is  existence,  us*d  is  life^     ' 
And  bare  existence,  man,  to  Hoe  ordain'd, 
Wrings,  and  oppresses  with  enormous  weight. 
And  why?  since  Time  was  given  for  use,  not  wastes 
Injoin'd  to  fly ;  with  tempest,  tide,  and  stars. 
To  keep  his  speed,  nor  ever  wait  for  man ; 
Time*s  use  was  doom'd  a  pleasure ;  waste,  a  pain  ; 
That  man  might^/M  his  errour,  if  unseen : 
And,  feeling,  fly  to  labour  for  his  cure ; 
Not,  blundering,  split  on  idleness  for  easa 
Life's  cares  are  comforts ;  such  by  Heaven  dciign'd  ; 
He  that  has  none,  must  make  them,  or  be  wretched. 
Cares  are  employments,  and  without  employ 
The  soul  is  on  a  rsck ;  the  rack  of  rest. 
To  souls  most  adverse ;  action  all  their  joy. 

Here  then,  the  riddle,  mark'd  above,  unfolds  ; 
Then  time  turns  torment,  when  man  turns  a  fooL 
We  rave,  we  wrestle,  wi^  great  Nature's  plan  / 
We  thwart  the  Deity ;  and  't  is  decreed, 
Who  thwart  his  will,  shall  contradict  their  own. 
Hence  our  unnatoral  quarrels  with  ourselves ; 
Our  thoughts  at  enmity ;  our  bosom-broil ; 
We  push  Time  from  us,  and  we  wish  him  back : 
Lavnh  of  lustrums,  and  yet  fond  of  life; 
Life  we  think  long,  and  short ;   Death  seek^  and 

shun: 
Body  and  soul,  like  peevish  man  and  wife, 
United  jar,  and  yet  are  loth  to  part. 

Oh  the  dark  days  of  vanity  !  while  hoc^ 
How  tasteless !  and  how  terrible,  when  gone! 
Gone !   they  ne'er  go ;  when  past,  they  haunt  in 

still; 
The  spirit  walks  of  ev'ry  day  deceased ; 
And  smiles  an  angel,  or  a  fury  fltmns. 
Nor  death,  nor  life  delight  us.     If  time/MUt, 
And  time  possest,  both  pain  us,  what  can  pleitta  ? 
That  which  the  Deity  to  please  ordain'd. 
Time  us*d.     The  man  who  consecrates  his  boun 
By  vigorous  effort,  and  an  honest  aim. 
At  once  be  draws  the  sting  of  life  and  death ; 
He  walks  with  Nature  t  and  her  paths  are  peaca. 

Our  errour's  cause  and  euro  an  seen ;  see  ncit 
Time's  nature,  orig^  in^)OfU»nee,  speed  / 
And  thy  great  gam  from  urging  hia  career.^ 
AlLseniual  man,  because  untouch'd,  unsaan. 
He  lodu  on  Tim/e  aa.  nothing.     Nothing  alia 
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Is  truly  man*^;  *t  is  fortune's  —  Time 's  a  god. 
Hast  t/um  ne'er  lieard  of  7Yme*8  omnipotence ; 
FoTf  or  agahut,  what  wonders  he  can  do ! 
And  will :  to  stand  blank  neuier  be  disdaina. 
Not  on  ikote  terms  was  Time  [Heaven's  stranger !) 

sent 
On  his  important  embassy  to  man. 
Lorenao !  no :   On  the  long-destin'd  houi; 
From  everlasting  ages  growing  ripe. 
That  memorsble  hour  of  wondrous  birth. 
When,  the  Dread  Sire,  on  emanation  bent, 
And  big  with  Nature,  rising  in  his  might, 
Call'd  forth  creation  (for  then  Time  was  bom), 
By  Godhead  streaming  through  a  thousand  worlds ; 
Not  on  those  termst  from  the  great  days  of  Heaven, 
From  old  Eternity's  mysterious  orb, 
Was  Time  cut  off,  and  cast  beneath  the  skies ; 
The  skies,  which  watch  hun  in  his  new  abode. 
Measuring  his  motions  by  revolving  spheres; 
Hiat  horologe  machinery  divine.  [pl^Xt 

Hours,  days,  and  months,  and  years,  his  children 
Xike  numerous  wings  around  him,  as  he  flies : 
Or,  rather,  as  unequai  plumes^  they  shape 
His  ample  pinions,  swift  as  darted  flame. 
To  gain  hi^goal,  to  reach  his  ancient  rest, 
And  join  anew  JEtemity,  his  sire ; 
In  his  immutability  to  nest. 
When  worldsj  that  count  Us  drcles  now,  unhing'd 
(Fate  the  loud  signal  sounding)  headlong  rush 
To  timeless  night  and  chaos,  whence  they  rose. 

Why  spur  the  speedy  ?  Why  with  levities 
New-wing  thy  short,  short  day's  too  rapid  flight? 
Know'st  thou,  or  what  thou  dost,  or  what  is  done  ? 
Man  flies  from  Time,  and  TSmc  from  man ;  too  soon 
In  sad  divorce  this  double  flight  must  end ; 
And  then,  where  are  we?  where,  Lorenso !  then 
Thy  sports  ?  thy  pomps  ?  i—  I  grant  thee,  in  a  stale 
Not  unambitious ;  in  the  ruffled  shroud. 
Thy  Parian  tomb's  triumphant  arch  beneath. 
Has  Death  his  fopperies  ?  Then  well  may  Ltfe 
Put  on  her  plume,  and  in  her  rainbow  slune. 
Ye  welUarray*d  I  ye  lilies  of  our  land  ! 
Ye  lilies  nude  /  who  neither  toil,  nor  spin, 
(As  sister  lilies  might)  if  not  so  wise 
As  Solomon,  more  sumptuous  to  the  sight ! 
Ye  delicate  !  who  nothing  can  support. 
Yourselves  most  insupportable  !  for  whom 
The  winter  rose  must  blow,  the  Sun  put  on 
A  brighter  beam  in  Leo ;  silky-soft 
Favonius  breathe  still  softer,  or  be  dnd ; 
And  other  worlds  send  odours,  sauce,  and  song. 
And  robes,  and  notions,  fram'd  in  foreign  looms ! 
O  ye  Lorenxos  <^  our  age !  who  deem 
One  moment  unamus'd,  a  misery 
Not  made  for  feeble  man !  who  call  aloud 
For  every  bawble  drivell'd  o'er  by  sense ; 
For  rattles,  and  conceits  eS.  every  cast. 
For  change  of  follies,  and  relays  of  joy. 
To  drag  your  patient  through  the  tedious  length 
Of  a  short  winter's  liay — say,  sages !  say. 
Wit's  oracles !  say,  dreamers  of  gay  dreams  \ 
How  will  you  weather  an  eUmtd  m^A<, 
Where  such  expedients  fafl  ?  [sleep 

O  treacherous  Conscience  I   while  she  seems  to 
On  rom  and  myrtiey  lull'd  with  syien  song ; 
While  she  seems,  nodding  o'er  her  charge^  to  drop 
On  headlong  appetite  the  slacken'd  rein, 
An^ve  OS  19  to  licence  unreoaU'd, 
Uniihrk'd ;  <— see,  from  behind  her  secret  Hand, 
The  sly  infonnBr  minutaa  evoy  finlt» 


And  her  dread  diary  wHh  borroor  filla. 

Not  the  gross  act  alone  employs  her  pen ; 

She  reconnoitres  Fancy's  airy  band ; 

A  vratchful  foe !  the  formid^ile  spy, 

listening,  o'erfaean  the  whiqjcra  of  our  camp : 

Our  dawning  purposes  of  hurt  ezplon% 

And  steals  our  embryos  of  iniqui^. 

As  alUrapadous  usurers  conceal 

Hieir  doomsday-book  from  aU-ooosaming 

Thus,  with  indulgence  moat  severe^  riie 

Us  spendthrifts  of  inestimable  time ; 

Unnoted,  notes  eadi  moment  misapplied ; 

In  leaves  more  durable  than  leaves  of  farasa 

Writes  our  whole  history :  which  IkaiA  shall  read 

In  every  pale  delinquent's  private  ear ; 

And  Judgfnent  publish ;  publish  to  more 

Than  this ;  and  endless  age  in  groana 

Lorenzo,  tuch  that  sleeper  in  thy  breast ! 

Such  is  her  slumber ;  and  her  vengeance  «mc& 

For  slighted  counsel ;  sudk  thy  friture  peace ! 

And  think'st  thou  stfll  tbon  canst  be  wise  Dm  aan/ 

But  why  on  time  so  lavish  is  my  song  ? 
On  this  great  theme  kind  Nature  keeps  a  sdwo^ 
To  teach  her  sons  herself.     Each  night  we  die. 
Each  jxuxm  are  born  anew :  each  day,  a  life ! 
And  shall  we  kUl  each  day?    If  TV^U^g  kilk ; 
Sure  Vice  must  butcher.     O  what  beips  of  alaia 
Cry  out  for  vengeance  on  us !   Time  destray'd 
Is  suicide,  whoe  more  than  blood  is  spQt. 
Time  flies.  Death  urges,  knells  call.  Heaven  invite^ 
Hell  threatens :   AU  exerts ;  in  effort,  aU  ; 
More  than  creation  labours !  ^labours  maref 
And  is  there  in  creation  what,  amidst 
Tfiis  tumult  univenal,  wing'd  diqMtch, 
And  ardent  energy,  supinely  yawna? 
Man  sleeps ;  and  man  alone ;  and  sm 
Fate  irreversible,  entire,  extreme^ 
Endless,  hair-hung,  breeze-shaken,  o'er  die  gulf 
A  moment  trembles ;  drops !  and  mmi,  §ae 
All  else  is  in  alarm  !  man,  the  sole  caiue 
Of  this  surrounding  storm !  and  yet  he 
As  the  storm  rock'd  to  rest  —  Throw  years  away  ? 
Hirow  rm/nres,  and  be  Uamelesa.     Monaents  seiae; 
Heaven's  on  their  vring :  a  mom«it  we  may  wish. 
When  worlds  want  wealth  to  buy.     Bid  JDsy  stand 

still. 
Bid  him  drive  bade  his  car,  and  reimport 
The  period  past,  re-give  the  given  hour. 
Lorenzo,  more  than  miracles  we  want ; 
Lorenzo  —  O  for  yesterdays  to  come ! 

Such  is  the  language  of  the  man  awoke; 
His  ardour  such,  for  what  oppresses  thee. 
And  is  lus  ardour  vain,  Lorenao  ?  No ; 
That  nwre  than  miracle  the  gods  indulge  ; 
To-day  is  yesterday  retum'd ;  return 'd 
FuU-power'd  to  cancel,  expiate,  nsise,  adora^ 
And  reinstate  us  on  the  rock  of  peace. 
Let  it  not  share  its  predecessor's  fiite ; 
Nor,  like  its  elder  sisters,  die  a  fooL 
Shall  it  evaporate  in  fume  ?  fly  off 
Fuliginous,  and  stain  us  deeper  still  ? 
Shall  we  be  poorer  for  the  plenty  pour'd  ? 
More  wretched  for  the  clemencies  of  Heaven  ? 

Where  shall  I  find  Aim.'  Angels!  tell  me  where. 
Ton  know  him :  he  is  near  you :  point  him  out : 
Shall  I  see  glories  beaming  from  his  brow  ? 
Or  trace  his  footsteps  by  the  rising  flowcis? 
Your  golden  wings,  now  hovering  o'er  him,  died 
Protection  ;  now,  are  vraving  in  applause 
To  thait  bleat  aon  of  foreaigfat !  lord  of  ftite ! 
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fhat  awcAil  independent  on  to-morrow  t 

^IxMe  teori  u  done ;  who  triumphs  in  the  jMUi  ; 

Pilose  yeUerdays  look  backwards  with  a  smile ; 

ikOTy  like  the  Ptothian,  wound  him  as  they  fly ; 

fhat  common,  but  opprobrious  lot !  past  hours, 

f  not  by  guilt,  yet  wound  us  by  their  flight, 

f  folly  bounds  our  prospect  by  the  grave, 

ill  feeling  of  futuriiy  benumb*d ; 

111  god-like  passion  for  eternals  quencht ; 

VU  relish  of  realities  expir'd ; 

ienounc'd  all  correspondence  with  the  skies ; 

>ur  freedom  diain'd ;  quite  wingless  our  desire ; 

n  sense  dark-prison'd  all  that  ought  to  soar ; 

^ne  to  the  centre ;  crawling  in  the  dust ; 

dismounted  every  great  and  glorious  aim  ; 

Umbruted  every  faculty  divine ; 

leart-bury*d  in  the  rubbish  of  the  world. 

lie  world,  that  gulf  of  souls,  immortal  souls, 

iouls  elevate,  angelic,  wing'd  with  fire 

7o  reach  the  distant  skies,  and  triumph  there 

>n  thrones,  which  shall  not  mourn  their  masters 

chang*d : 
liougfa  we  from  Earth;  ethereal^  they  that  fell, 
iuch  veneration  due,  O  man,  to  man. 
Vho  venerate  themselves,  the  world  despise, 
'or  what,  gay  friend  !  is  this  escuicheoiCd  world, 
Vliicb  bangs  out  Death  in  one  eternal  night ; 
i  night,  tliat  glooms  us  in  the  noon-tide  ray, 
Lnd  wraps  our  thought,  at  iMmquets,  in  the  shroud? 
ife*s  little  stage  is  a  small  eminence, 
nch-high  the  grave  above ;  that  home  of  man, 
Vliere  dwells  the  multitude :  We  gaze  around  ; 
V'e  read  their  monuments ;  we  sigh ;  and  while 
V'e  sigh,  we  sink  ;  and  an  ^n^iat  we  dcplorM ; 
lamenting,  or  lamented,  all  our  lot ! 

Is  Death  at  distance  ?  No  ;  he  has  been  on  thee^ 
ind  giv*D  sure  earnest  of  his  final  blow, 
liose  hours  that  lately  smil'd,  where  are  they  now? 
'allid  to  thought,  and  ghastly !  drown'd,  all  drown'd 
n  that  great  deep,  which  nothing  disembogues ! 
knd,  dying,  they  bequeath'd  thee  small  renown, 
lie  rest  are  on  the  wing :  how  fleet  their  flight ! 
Ihieady  has  the  fatal  train  took  fire; 
l  moment,  and  the  world 's  blown  up  to  (hee; 
fhe  Sun  is  darkness,  and  the  stars  are  dust. 

'T  is  greatly  wise  to  talk  with  our  past  hours ; 
knd  ask  them,  what  report  they  bore  to  Heaven ; 
Ind  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome 

news, 
liexr  answers  form  what  men  experience  call ; 
f  irittiom's  friend,  her  best ;  if  not,  worst  foe; 
)  reconcile  them !   Kind  Experience  cries, 

There 's  nothing  here,  but  what  as  nothing  weighs; 
lie  more  our  joy,  tlie  more  we  know  it  vain  ; 
Ind  by  success  are  tutor'd  to  despair." 
Cor  u  it  only  thus,  but  mtat  be  so. 
Vho  knows  not  tUs,  though  gray,  is  still  a  child. 
joom^  then  from  Ewth  the  grasp  of  fond  desire, 
Veigh  anchor,  and  some  happier  clime  explore. 

Art  thou  so  moor*d  thou  canst  not  disengage, 
*7or  give  thy  thoughts  a  ply  to  future  scenes  ? 
iince  by  /j^'s  passing  breath,  blown  up  from  Earth, 
Jght  as  the  summer's  dust,  we  take  in  air 
^  moment's  giddy  flight,  and  fall  again ; 
oin  the  dull  maai^  increase  the  trodden  soil, 
Vnd  sleep,  till  Earth  herself  shall  be  no  more  ;« 
iince  then  (as  emmets,  tfaehr  small  world  o'erthrown) 
iVe,  sore  amai*d,  from  out  Earth's  ruins  crawl, 
\nd  rise  to  filte  extreme  of  foul  or  fiur, 
is  man's  own  cboioa  (cootioller  of  the  skies !) 


As  man's  despotic  will,  perhaps  one  hour, 
(O  how  omnipotent  is  time  !)  decrees ; 
Should  not  each  warning  give  a  strong  alarm  ? 
Warning,  fax  less  than  that  of  bosom  torn 
From  bosom,  bleeding  o'er  the  sacred  dead  ! 
Should  not  ^mdx  dial  strike  us  as  we  pass. 
Portentous,  as  the  written  wail,  which  struck. 
O'er  midnight  bowls,  the  proud  Assyrian  pale, 
Ere^ while  high-flusht  with  insolence  and  wine? 
Like  that,  tlie  dial  speaks ;  and  points  to  thee, 
Lorenxo !  loth  to  break  tliy  banqtiet  up. 
"  O  man,  thy  kingdom  is  departing  from  th^ ; 
And,  while  it  lasts,  is  emptier  than  my  sliade,** 
Its  silent  language  such :  nor  need'st  tliou  call 
Thy  Magif  to  decypher  what  it  means. 
Know,  like  the  Median,  fate  is  in  tliy  walls : 
Dost  ask, /ftfw.'  Whence  f  Bclshaszar-Itke,  amaz'd? 
Mlsn's  make  encloses  the  sure  seeds  of  death ; 
Life  feeds  the  murderer :   Ingrate  !  he  thrives 
On  her  own  meal,  and  then  his  nurse  devours. 

But  here,  Lorenzo,  tlie  delusion  lies  : 
Hiat  solar  shadow,  as  it  measures  life. 
It  life  resembles  too :  life  speeds  away 
From  point  to  point,  though  seeming  to  stand  srilL 
The  cunning  fugitive  is  swift  by  stealth : 
Too  subtle  is  the  movement  to  be  seen ; 
Tet  soon  man's  hour  is  up,  and  we  are  gone. 
Warnings  point  out  our  danger ;  gnomons^  time : 
As  tltese  are  useless  when  the  Sun  is  set ; 
So  those,  but  when  more  glorious  reason  shines. 
Reason  should  judge  in  all ;  in  reason's  eye. 
That  sedentary  shadow  travels  hard. 
But  such  our  gravitation  to  the  wrong. 
So  prone  our  hearts  to  whisper  what  we  wish, 
'T  is  later  with  the  wise  than  he  *s  aware : 
A  Wilmington  goes  slower  than  the  Sun  : 
And  all  mankind  mistake  their  tmae  of  day ; 
E'en  age  itself.     Fresh  hopes  are  hourly  sown 
In  furrow'd  brows.     To  gentle  life's  descent 
We  shut  our  eyes,  and  think  it  is  a  plain. 
We  take  fair  days  in  winter,  for  the  spring ; 
And  turn  our  blessing  into  bane.     Since  oft 
Man  must  compute  that  age  he  cannotyiv^ 
He  scarce  believes  he  's  oldec  for  his  years. 
Thus,  at  life's  latest  eve,  we  keep  in  store 
One  disappointment  sure,  to  crown  tlie  rest ; 
The  disappointment  of  a  promis'd  hour. 

On  this,  or  similar,  Ptiilander  !  tliou 
Whose  mind  was  moral,  as  the  preacher's  tongue; 
And  strong,  to  wield  all  science,  worth  the  name  ; 
How  often  we  talk'd  down  the  summer's  Sun, 
And  cool'd  our  passions  by  tlie  breezy  stream ! 
How  often  thaw'd  and  shorten'd  winter's  ev^ 
By  conflict  kind,  that  struck  out  latent  truth. 
Best  found,  so  sought ;  to  the  reduse  more  coy ! 
Thoughts  disentangle  pasong  o'er  the  lip ; 
Clean  runs  the  tlvead ;  if  not,  *t  is  thrown  away. 
Or  kept  to  tic  up  nonsense  for  a  song ; 
Song,  fashionably  fruitless ;  such  as  stains 
The  fancy,  and  unhallow'd  jxission  fires ; 
ChinAing  her  saints  to  Cytlierea's  fane. 

Know'st  thou,  Lorenzo !  what  a  friend  contains? 
As  bees  mixt  nectar  draw  fitim  flagrant  flowers. 
So  men  from  ftiendship,  wisdom  and  delight  g 
Twins  ty'dby  Nature ;  if  they  part,  they  die. 
Hast  thou  no  fiiend  to  set  thy  mind  abroach? 
Good  sense  will  stagnate.     Thougfato  shut  Up  want 


air. 


And  spoil,  like  bales  unopen'd  to  the  Sun. 
Had  thought  been  all,  sweet  speech  had  been 
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Speech, thought**  cud!  ^weefa,  tfaoug^i  criterion 

too! 
Tlioughty  in  the  mine,  may  oome  foortfa  goldt  or  dioat; 
YOien  cotn'd  in  word,  we  know  its  real  worth. 
If  steriing,  itora  it  for  thy  Aituxe  lue : 
'T  will  buy  thee  benefit ;  perhaps  fenown. 
Tliought,  too,  deliver'd,  is  the  more  possest; 
Teaching,  we  learn ;  and,  giving,  we  retain 
The  births  of  intellect ;  when  dumb,  forgot 
Speech  ventilates  our  inteUectual  fire ; 
Speedi  burnishes  our  mental  magaadne ; 
Brightens,  for  ornament ;  and  whets,  for  usei 
What  numbers,  sheath'd  in  erudition,  lie, 
Plung*d  to  the  hflts  in  venerable  tomes, 
And  rusted  in ;  who  might  have  home  an  edge. 
And  play*d  a  sprightly  beam,  if  bom  to  qieedi ; 
If  born  blest  heirs  of  half  their  mother's  tongue ! 
'T  is  thought's  exchange,  which,  like  th*  alternate 

push 
Of  waves  conflicting,  breaks  the  learned  scum, 
And  defecates  the  student's  standing  pooL 

In  contemplation  is  his  proud  resource  ? 
'T  is  poor,  as  proud,  by  convene  unsustain'd. 
Rude  thought  nms  wild  in  contemplatUnC*  fidd ; 
ConoerKf  the  menage,  breaks  it  to  the  bitt 
Of  due  restraint ;  and  emvJUUion*%  spur 
Gives  graceful  eno^,  by  rivals  aw'd. 
*Tis  convene  qualifier  for  solitude ; 
As  exercise,  for  salutary  resL 
By  that  untutor'd,  Comemplation  raves ; 
And  Nature*^  fool,  by  Wisdom  b  undone. 

Wi$domj  thou^  ridier  than  Peruvian  mines, 
And  sweeter  than  the  sweet  ambrosial  hivc^ 
What  is  she,  but  the  means  of  happiruMs  f 
T%U  unobtain'd,  than  folly  more  a  fool ; 
A  melancholy  fool,  without  her  bells. 
FriendMhip^  the  means  of  wisdom,  richly  gives 
The  precious  end,  which  makes  our  wisdom  wiaa 
Nature,  in  seal  for  human  amity. 
Denies,  or  damps,  an  undivided  joy. 
Joy  is  an  import ;  joy  is  an  exchange ; 
Joy  flies  monopolists :  it  calls  for  two ; 
Rich  fruit !  Heaven-planted !  never  pluckt  by  one* 
Needful  auxiliars  are  our  friends,  to  give 
To  Mcio/  man  true  relish  of  himself. 
Fiill  on  ourselves,  descending  in  a  line. 
Pleasure*^  bright  beam  is  feeble  in  delight : 
Delight  intense  is  taken  by  rebound ; 
Reverberated  pleasures  fire  the  breast. 

Celestial  Happiness,  whene'er  she  stoops 
To  visit  Earth,  one  shrine  the  goddess  finds, 
And  one  alone,  to  make  her  sweet  amends 
For  absent  Heaven  —  the  bosom  of  a  friend ; 
Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  soft. 
Each  other's  pillow  to  repose  divine. 
Beware  the  counterfdt ;  in  /xunon's  flame 
Hearts  mdt,  but  melt  Uke  ice,  soon  harder  frose. 
IVue  love  sbikes  root  in  reason ;  passion's  foe : 
Virtue  alone  entenders  us  for  life  : 
I  wrong  her  much  —  entenders  us  for  ever : 
Of  Friendship'^  fairest  fruits,  the  fruit  most  fair 
Is  virtue  kindling  at  a  rival  fire. 
And,  emulousfyf  rapid  in  her  race. 
O  the  soil  enmity !  endearing  strife ! 
This  carries  friendship  to  her  noon-tide  point. 
And  gives  the  rivet  of  eternity*  [themes, 

I'Vom  Friendship,  which    outlives   my   former 
Glorious  survivor  of  old  Time  and  Death; 
Vnm  Friendship,  thus,  that  flower  of  hcsvenly  seed; 


The  wise  extract  Eanh'i  mort  Hjhlfin  bUa^ 
Superior  wisdom,  crown*d  with  amiling  joy. 

But  for  whom  blossoins  this  EXymsaiJIomer  / 
Abroad  they  find,  who  dwriah  it  at  home. 
Lorenao !  pardon  what  my  love  eztarta, 
An  honest  love,  and  not  afraid  to  frown. 
Tliough  choice  of  follies  fiuten  on  the  great. 
None  clings  more  obstinate  than  fimcy,  foody 
That  sacred  Friendship  is  their  easy  prey ; 
Caught  by  the  wafhire  of  a  golden  lure. 
Or  fascination  of  a  high-bom  smile. 
Their  smiles,  the  great,  and  the  coquet,  throw  ool 
For  others'  hearts,  tenadoua  of  their  own ; 
And  we  no  less  of  ours,  when  such  the  bait. 
Ye  fortune's  cofferers !  Ye  powers  of  wealth ! 
Can  gold  gain  friendship  ?  Impudence  of  bope  I 
As  well  mere  man  an  angel  mi^it  b^et. 
Love,  and  love  only,  is  the  loan  for  Iovcl 
Lorenao  !  pride  repress ;  nor  hope  to  find 
A  fnend,  but  what  has  found  a  friend  in 
All  like  the  purchase ;  few  the  price  will  pay  ; 
And  this  makes  friends  such  miracles  belmr. 

What  if  (since  daring  on  so  nice  a  theme) 
I  show  thee  friendship  delicate,  as  dear. 
Of  tender  violations  apt  to  die  ? 
Beserve  will  wound  it ;  and  distrust,  dcauvy. 
Deliberate  in  all  things  with  thy  fnend. 
But  since  friends  grow  not  thick  on  every  bovgl^ 
Nor  every  friend  unrotten  at  the  core ; 
First,  on  thy  friend,  deliberate  with  thyadf ; 
Fisuae,  ponder,  sift ;  not  eager  in  the  cfaoiot^ 
Nor  jealous  of  the  chosen ;  fixing,  fix ; 
Judgie  before  friendship,  then  confide  till  dcadL 
Well,  for  thy  friend ;  but  nobler  far  for  diee  ; 
How  gallant  danger  for  Earth's  highest  priae ! 
A  friend  is  worth  all  hasards  we  can  run. 
*<  Poor  is  the  friendless  master  of  a  world : 
A  world  in  purchase  for  a  friend  is  gain.** 

So  sung  he,  (angels  hear  that  angek  aing! 
Angeb  finom  friendship  sather  half  their  joy,) 
So  sung  Philander,  as  his  fnend  went  round 
In  the  rich  ichor,  in  the  generous  blood 
Of  Bacchus,  purple  god  of  joyous  wit, 
A  brow  solute,  and  ever-laugldng  eye. 
He  drank  long  health,  and  virtue,  to  his  fnend ; 
His  friend,  who  warm'd  him  more,  who  man  in- 

spir'd. 
Friendship  *s  the  wine  of  life ;  but  friendship  mv 
(Not  such  was  his)  is  neither  strong,  nor  pure. 

0  !  for.  the  bright  complexion,  cordial  warmtl^ 
And  elevating  q>irit,  of  a  friend. 

For  twenty  summers  ripening  by  my  side. 
All  feculence  of  falsehood  long  thrown  down  ; 
All  social  virtues  rising  in  hb  soul ; 
As  crystal  dear ;  and  smiling  as  they  tiae ! 
Here  nectar  flows ;  it  sparkles  in  our  sight ; 
Rich  to  the  taste,  and  genuine  from  the  heart : 
Higb>flavour*d  bliss  for  gods !  on  Earth  how  rare  I 
On  Earth  how  lost  f  —  Philander  is  no  more. 

Think'st  thou  the  theme  intoxicates  my  song? 
Am  I  too  warm?  Too  warm  I  cannot  be. 

1  lov'd  him  much ;  but  now  I  love  him  more. 
Like  birds,  whose  beauties  languish,  half-conceal'd. 
Till,  mounted  on  the  wing,  their  glossy  phimes 
Expanded  shine  with  anure,  green,  and  g(dd ; 
How  blessings  brighten  as  they  take  their  fli^t ! 
His  flight  ^ilander  took  ;  his  upward  flighty 

If  ever  soul  ascended.     Had  he  dropt, 
I  (Hiat  eagle  genius!)  OhadbeletflUI 
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hte  feather  m  he  flew ;  i,  then,  hed  wrote^ 

Hiet  fiiende  might  flatter ;  prudent  foes  forbear ; 

LiTals  scarce  damn ;  and  Zoilus  reprieve. 

'et  what  I  can,  I  ftiust ;  it  were  profane 

'o  quench  a  glory  lighted  at  the  skies, 

Lnd  cast  in  shadows  his  illustrious  cloae. 

trange !  the  theme  most  affecting,  most  sublimei 

f  omentotts  most  to  man,  should  sleep  unsung ! 

knd  yet  it  sleeps,  by  gem'us  imawak'd, 

Saturn  or  Christians  to  the  blush  of  wit 

Aan*s  highest  triumph !.  man*s  profoundcst  iall ! 

lie  death-^ed  of  the  just !  is  yet  undrawn 

{y  mortal  hand !  it  merits  a  divine  r 

Lngels  should  paint  it,  angels  ever  there  : 

Iwre,  on  a  poet  of  honour,  and  of  joy. 

Dare  I  presume,  then  ?  but  Philander  bids ; 
Lnd  glofy  tempts,  and  inclination  calls  — ■ 
:  et  am  I  struck ;  as  struck  the  soul,  beneath 
Lsilal  grwes*  iropenetrsble  gloom ; 
hf  in  some  mlgb^  nun's  solemn  shade ; 
>r,  gazing  by  pale  lamps  on  high-bom  duMt, 
D  vaults ;  thin  courts  of  poor  unflatter'd  kings ; 
h*,  at  the  midnight  a//ar*s  hallow'd  flame. 
B  it  religion  to  proceed  ?     I  pause  — 
Lnd  enter,  aw'd,  the  temple  of  my  theme. 
■  it  his  death-bed  ?  No :  il  is  his  shrine : 
lehold  him,  there,  just  rising  to  a  god. 

The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  hia  fiite, 
I  privil^*d  beyond  the  common  walk 
^wrtwm*  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  Heaven. 
ly,  ye  profiue !  If  not,  draw  near  with  awe, 
leccive  the  blessing,  and  adore  the  chance^ 
ilist  threw  in  this  Bethesda  your  disease  ; 
f  unrestoir*d  by  this,  despair  your  cure, 
''or,  here,  resistless  demonstration  dwells  ; 
i  dcath4)ed  *a  a  detecUxr  of  the  heart 
lert  tir'd  tUssimiulalion  drops  her  mask, 
lirough  life's  grimace,  that  mistress  of  the  scene! 
lert  leal,  and  apparent,  are  the  same, 
'ou  see  the  mani  you  see  his  hold  on  Heaven, 
f  found  his  virtue ;  aa  Fhilander*s  sound, 
lesven  waits  not  the  last  moment;  owns  her  frioids 
hi  tfab  side  death,  and  points  them  out  to  men  • 
i  lecture,  silent,  but  of  sovereign  power ! 
1*0  rice,  oonfusioB ;  and  to  virtue,  peace. 

Whatever  fiuce  the  boastful  hero  plays^ 
^trtM  alone  has  majesty  in  death ! 
^nd  greater  still,  the  more  the  tyrant  firowna. 
luhmder !  he  severely  frown*d  on  thee. 
'  No  warning  given !  Unceremonious  FW ! 
I  nddcn  rush  Iran  life*s  meridian  joy ! 
i  wrench  from  all  we  kne  /  from  all  we  orv  / 
i  reitlcas  bed  of  pain !  a  plunge  opaque 
lejood  conjecture  !  feeble  Natwre*%  dread ! 
tniag  iteoion's  shudder  at  the  dark  unknown  I 
i  ion  eztinguisht !  a  just-opening  grave ! 
^  oh !  the  last,  last, —what?  (can  words  express? 
iKHigbt  rMch  it?)  the  last — nience  of  a  friend  !*' 
^'hcre  are  those  borrours,  that  amasement,  where, 
Ihis  hideous  group  of  ills,  which  nng/y  shock, 
)einand  from  man  ?  —  I  thought  him  man  till  now. 

Ihrough    Nature's  wreck,    through  vanquisht 
agonies,  [g^oom,) 

Like  the  stars  struggling  through  this  midnight 
^Hiat  gleams  of  joy !  what  more  than  human  peace ! 
yhere,  the  flrail  mortal  ?  the  poor  abject  worm? 
«o,  not  in  death,  the  merco/  to  be  found, 
iia  conduct »  a  legacy  for  all ; 
lichcr  than  Afammon's  for  his  single  heir. 
^  Gomfbrteii  he  ceoiforts  ]  great  in  ruin. 


With  unreludaat  grandeur,  gfae^  not  yiddM 
His  soul  sublime ;  and  doses  widi  his  &te. 

How  our  hearts  burnt  within  us  at  the  scene  \ 
Whence  this  brave  bound  o'er  limits  flxt  to  man  ? 
His  God  sustains  him  in  his  final  hour ! 
H js  final  hour  brings  glory  to  his  God ! 
Man's  glory  Heaven  vouchsafes  to  call  her  own. 
We  gase,  we  weep ;  mixt  tears  of  grief,  of  joy ! 
Amasement  strikes  !  devotion  bunts  to  flame ! 
Ckriatiant  adore  /  and  Ir^iddt  believe ! 

As  some  tall  tower,  or  lofky  mountain's  btow. 
Detains  the  Sun,  illustrious,  from  its  height ; 
While  rising  vapours,  and  descending  ahules, 
With  damps  and  darkness,  drown  Uie 
Undampt  by  doubt,  undai^en'd  by  despair. 
Philander,  thus,  augustly  rears  his  head, 
At  that  black  hour,  which  general  horrour  sheda 
On  the  low  level  of  th'  inglorious  throng : 
Sweet  Peace^  and  heavenly  Hopef  and  humble  Jojff 
Dirinely  beam  on  his  exalted  soul ; 
Destruction  gild,  and  crown  him  for  the  flkie% 
With  incommunicable  lustre  bright 
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Faox  drtefiM,  where  thought  in  fimqr's  mase  ruM 

mad, 
To  reaaoiif  that  heaven-lighted  lamp  in  man, 
Once  more  I  wake ;  and  at  the  destin'd  hour. 
Punctual  as  lovers  to  the  moment  sworn,  ' 

I  keep  my  assignation  with  my  woe.  * 

O  !  lost  to  virtue^  lost  to  manly  thought. 
Lost  to  the  noble  sallies  of  the  soul ! 
Who  think  it  solitude  to  be  alone. 
Communion  sweet !  communion  large  and  high  I 
Our  reatout  guardian  angdt  and  our  God  / 
llien  nearest  these,  when  others  most  remote ; 
And  all,  ere  long,  shall  be  remote,  but  these. 
How  dreadful,  then,  to  meet  them  all  alone^ 
A  stranger !  unacknowledg'd !  unapprov'd  ! 
Abivwoothem;  wed  them;  bind  them  to  thy  braaiti 
To  win  thy  wish,  creation  haa  no  more. 
Or  if  we  wish  a  fourth^  it  is  •  fHend<-* 
But  fiiends,  bow  mortal !  dangerous  the  desire  ! 

Take  Phoebus  to  youiselvei,  ye  basking  barda 
Inebriate  at  fair  Fortune's  fountain-bead ; 
And  reeling  through  the  wilderness  of  joy ; 
Where  Sense  runs  savage,  broke  from  Jtasson's  chain ! 
And  sings  false  peace,  rill  smother'd  by  the  palL 
My  fortune  is  unlike ;  unlike  my  song ; 
Unlike  the  deity  my  song  invokes. 
I  to  Day's  cofl-ey'd  sister  pqr  my  court, 
(Endymion's  rival !)  and  her  aid  implore ; 
Now  first  implor'd  in  succour  to  the  Muse. 

Thou,  who  didst  lately  borrow  Cynthia's  fonn  *, 
And  modestly  forego  thme  own  !  O  thou. 
Who  didst  thyself,  at  midnight  hours,  incite ! 
Say,  why  not  Cynthia  patroness  of  song  ? 
As  thou  her  crescent,  she  thy  character 
Assumes;  still  more  a  goddess  by  the  change. 

Are  there  demurring  wits,  who  dare  dispute 

*  At  tlic  Duke  of  Norfolk's  masquende. 
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This  levolttiioo  in  dM  world  MjpM-M/ 
Te  train  Pierian  I  to  the  hmar  sphen^ 
In  silent  hour,  addreaa  joar  ardent  call 
For  aid  immortal ;  less  her  brother's  right 
She,  with  the  spheres  harmonious,  nightly  leads 
'Ilie  mazy  dance,  and  hears  their  matdiless  stnin, 
A  strain  fiar  gods,  denied  to  mortal  ear. 
TVanamit  it  heard,  thou  silver  queen  of  Heaven ! 
What  title,  or  what  name^  endears  the  most ! 
Cynthia!  Cyllen6!  Phoebe!  or  dost  hear 
With  higher  gnst,  &ir  Portland  of  the  skies? 
Is  that  tfie  soft  enchantment  calls  thee  down. 
More  poweiful  than  of  old  Cireean  charm? 
Come;  but  from  heavenly  banquets  with  thee  bring 
The  soul  of  song,  and  whisper  in  my  car 
Tlie  theft  divine ;  or  in  propitious  dreams     [breast 
(For  dreams  are  thine)  transfuse  it  through  the 
Of  thy  first  volary.  —But  not  thy  last; 
If,  IQce  thy  namaatet  thou  art  ever  kind. 

And  kind  thou  wilt  be;  kind  on  such  atheme; 
A  theme  so  like  thee,  a  quite  /tenor  thenM, 
Soft,  modest^  melancholy,  female,  fiur ! 
A  theme  that  rose  alUpale,  and  told  my  soul 
*T  was  m^ ;  on  her  fond  hopes  perpetual  night; 
A  night  whidi  struck  a  damp,  a  deadlier  damp, 
Tlian  that  which  smote  me  from  Fhilander's  iamb, 
Nardssa  follows,  ere  his  tomb  is  clos*d. 
Woes  cluster ;  rare  are  toUtary  woes ; 
They  loVte  a  trsin,  they  tread  each  otiber's  heel ; 
Her  death  invades  kit  moumftd  right,  and  claiina 
The  grief  that  started  from  my  lids  for  him : 
Seises  the  faithless,  alienated  tear. 
Or  shares  it,  ere  it  frUs.     So  frequent  death, 
Sorrovr  he  more  than  causes,  he  confounds ; 
For  human  si^  his  rival  strokes  contend, 
And  make  digress,  distraction.     Oh  Philander! 
What  was  thy  fiite  ?    A  double  frte  to  me ; 
Por^nt,  and  pain !  a  menace,  and  a  blow ! 
like  the  Uack  nven  hovering  o*er  my  peaces 
Not  less  a  bird  of  omen,  than  of  prey. 
It  caird  Nardssa  long  before  her  hour ; 
It  call'd  her  tender  smil,  by  break  of  bUss, 
Tvom  the  first  blossom,  from  the  buds  of  joy ; 
Those  few  our  noxious  fiite  unblastfd  leaves 
In  this  indement  dime  of  human  life. 

Sweet  harmonist !  and  beautiful  as  sweet  I 
And  young  as  beautiful !  and  soft  as  young ! 
And  gay  as  soft !  and  innocent  as  gay ! 
And  happy  (if  aught  happy  kere)  as  good ! 
For  fortune  fond  had  built  her  nest  on  high. 
Like  birds  quite  exquisite  of  note  and  plume, 
IVansfixt  YrffaU  (who  loves  a  lofty  mark). 
How  from  the  summit  of  the  grove  she  fell, 
And  left  it  unharmonious!     All  its  charms 
Extinguisht  in  the  wonders  of  her  song ! 
Her  song  still  vilnvtes  in  my  nvish*d  ear, 
Still  melting  there^  and  with  voluptuous  pain 
(O  to  forget  her !)  thrilling  through  my  heart ! 

Song,  beauty,  youdi,  love,  virtue^  joy ;  this  group 
Of  bri^  ideas,  flowers  of  Bsndise, 
As  yet  unforfeit !  in  one  bbae  we  bind, 
Kned  and  present  it  to  the  skies ;  as  all 
We  guess  of  Heaven :  and  I4ete  were  aU  her  own, 
And  die  was  mine;  and  I  was— «xu/<^  most 

blest- 
er title  of  the  deepest  misery ! 
As  bodies  grow  more  pondenms,  robb*d  of  lifie ; 
Good  lost  weighs  more  in  grief,  than  gatn'd  in  joy. 
Like  blossom'd  trees  o'ertum*d  by  vernal  storm, 
Lovaly  in  dcnih  the  beauteous  rain  lay; 


And  if  in  dMdi  stillUndy, 
Far  lovelier!  pity  swells  the  tide  of  love. 
And  will  not  the  severe  excuse  a  d^  ? 
Scorn  the  proud  man  that  is  asham'd  t 
Ou^  tean  vndnig^d  indeed  deserve  our 
Ye  that  e*er  lost  an  angd !  pity  me. 

Soon  as  the  lustre  languish'd  in  her  eye, 
Dawning  a  dimmer  day  on  hnman  si^; 
And  on  her  che^,  the-reddence  of  ^prin|^ 
Pde  omen  sat ;  and  scattcr'd  fears  around 
.On  all  that  saw,  (and  who  would  cease  to 
That  once  had  seen?)  with  haste,  parentd  harti^ 
I  flew,  I  snatch'd  her  from  the  rigid  North, 
Her  native  bed,  on  which  bleak  Boreas  Uev, 
And  bore  her  nearer  to  the  Son ;  the  &m 
(As  if  the  Sun  could  envy)  dicck*d  his  beam, 
Deny*d  his  wonted  succour ;  nor  with  mofc 
Regret  beheld  her  drooping,  than  the  bells 
Of  lilies;  fiuiest  lilies,  not  so  Ihir! 

Queen  lilies!  and  ye  painted  populaee ! 
Who  dwdl  in  fields,  and  lead  ambrodal  lim! 
In  morn  and  evening  dew,  your  beauties  bslhi^ 
And  drink  the  Sun ;  whkh  gives  your  6mA»  t» 

glow. 
And  out-blush  {mme  excepted)  every  Idr; 
You  gladlier  grew,  ambitious  of  her  hsnd, 
Which  often  cropt  your  odours,  incense  meet 
To  thought  so  pure!    Ye  lovely  lugidvss ! 
Coeval  race  with  man !  for  man  you  smile! 
Why  not  smile  «rf  him  too?    You  share  ntdnd 
His  sudden  pass ;  but  not  his  constant  paiiL 

So  man  is  made ;  nought  ministers  ddigltti 
But  what  his  glowing  passions  can  engage ; 
And  glowing  pasaons,  bent  on  an^ht  bdo^ 
Must,  soon  or  late,  with  anguish  turn  the  scsk; 
And  anguish,  after  rapture^  how  severe ! 
Rapture?    Bold  man!    who  tempt'st  die  ««* 

divine, 
By  plucking  fruit  denied  to  morlal  tarts^ 
WliOe  hertf  presuming  on  the  i%htsof  Htsiift 
For  transport  dost  ihou  call  on  every  hour, 
Lorenso?    At  thy  fUend*s  expense,  be  wise; 
Lean  not  on  Earth ;  *t  vrHl  picsoe  tlice  to  the  kwt; 

A  broken  reed,  at  best;  but  oft,  a  spear; 
On  its  sharp  point  peace  bleeds^  add  hope  ofSA 
Turn,    hopeless   thought!    tnm   ftem  kw.— 

Thought  repeird 
Resenting  rallies,  and  wakes  every  vroA 
Snatch*d  ere  thy  prime !  and  in  thy  bndd  boar! 
And  when  kind  fortune,  with  thy  lover,  nsilM! 
And  when  high-flavour*d  thy  frnh  opening  jcT*- 
And  when  blind  man  pronounc*d  diy  bliss  txnoj^ 
And  on  a  fordgn  shore ;  wiiere  strangers  wept,' 
Strangers  to  thee ;  and  more  surprising  sfiN) 
Strangers  to  kindness,  wept :  thdr  eyes  let  AU 
Inhuman  tears !  strange  tears !  that  trickled  dosv 
From  marble  hearts !  obdurate  tenderness! 
A  tenderness  that  call*d  them  more  severe; 
In  spite  of  Nature's  soft  persuasion,  sied*d ! 
While  Nature  mdted,  Su^rttition  rav*d; 
TKal  mourn'd  the  dead ;  and  lUt  denied  a  gis*s 
Their  ngha  inoensM ;  sighs  fordgn  to  the  ^• 
Tlieir  will  the  tiga-  suck'd,  outr^g'd  the  slenii. 
For,  oh!  thecurst  ungodUneMof  scall 
WhOe  m^fak  rdented,  ipir«  nnrgt 
In  blind  /n/Sffiftstty's  embracei, 
Hie  jotnied  spkit  petrify*d  the  breast; 
Denied  the  charity  of  dust,  to  spraad 
O'er  dust !  a  charity  their  da|^  eijoy. 
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With  pioui  MCrilege,  a  gfttve  I  ilole ; 
With  impious  piety,  that  grave  I  wroiig*d  ; 
Short  in  my  duty !  coward  in  my  grief! 
More  like  her  murderer,  than  fnend,  I  crept, 
With  toft-euspended  step,  and  muffled  deep 
In  midnight  darkness,  whisper  d  my  last  sigh.      « 
I  wkiMper*d  what  should  echo  through  their  realms; 
Nor  writ  her  name,  whose  tomb  should  pieree  the 

skies. 
IVesumptuous  fear !  How  durst  I  dread  her  foes. 
While  Nature's  loudest  dictates  I  obey*d? 
Psrdon  necessity,  blest  shade !  Of  grief 
And  indignation  rival  bursts  I  pour'd ; 
Half  execration  mingled  with  my  prayer ; 
Kindled  at  man,  while  I  his  God  ador'd ; 
Sore  gnidg*d  the  sav^e  land  her  sacred  dust; 
Stampt  the  curst  soil ;  and  widi  humanly 
(Denied  Narcissa)  wish*d  them  all  a  grave. 

Glows  my  resentment  into  guilt?  What  guilt 
Can  equal  violations  of  the  dead? 
Tbe  dead  how  sacred!     Sacred  is  the  dust 
Of  this  Heaven.labour*d  foim,  erect,  divine  ! 
This  Heav«n-4tfsum*d  majestic  robe  of  Earth, 
He  deign*d  to  wear,  wlio  hung  the  vast  expanse 
With  axure  bright,  and  cloth*d  the  Sun  in  gold 
When  every  passion  sleeps  tfiat  can  offend ; 
When  strikes  us  every  motive  that  can  melt ; 
When  man  can  wreak  his  rancour  unamtroCdf 
That  strongest  curb  on  insult  and  ilUwUl; 
Tkem,  spleen  to  dtut  I  the  dust  of  innocence  ! 
An  angeFs  dust !  —  This  Lucifer  transcends ; 
When  be  contended  for  the  patriarch's  bones, 
*T  was  not  the  strife  of  malice,  but  of  pride ; 
The  strife  of  pontiff  pride,  not  pontiff  gall. 

For  less  than  this  is  shocking  in  a  race 
Most  vfretched,  but  from  streams  oi  mutual  love ; 
And  wtcreated,  but  for  love  divine. 
And,  but  for  love  divine,  this  moment  lattt 
By  fate  resorb'd,  and  sunk  in  endless  night 
Man  hard  of  heart  to  man  !  of  horrid  tilings 
Most  horrid !  *Mid  stupendous,  highly  strange ! 
Yet  oft  his  courtesies  are  smoother  vrrongs ; 
Pride  brandishes  the  fevours  he  confers. 
And  contumelious  his  humanity ; 
What  then  his  vengeance  ?  Hear  it  not,  ye  stars ! 
And  thou,  pale  Moon !  turn  paler  at  the  sound; 
Man  is  to  mail  the  sorest,  surest  ill. 
A  previous  blast  foretels  the  rising  storm ; 
O'crwbcfaning  turrets  threaten  ere  they  fidl; 
Volcanoes  b^ow  ere  they  disembogue ; 
£arth  trembles  ere  her  yawning  jaws  devour ; 
And  smoke  betrays  the  wide-consuming  fire: 
Ruin  from  man  is  most  conceal*d  when  near. 
And  sends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow. 
Is  tfaia  the  flight  of  fency?  Would  it  were ! 
Heaven's  Sovereign  saves  all  beings,  but  himself, 
Tbat  hideous  si^^  a  naked  human  heart 

Fir'd  is  the  Muse ?    And  let  the  ]^use  be  fir'd: 
Wbo  not  inflam'd,  when  what  he  speaks,  he  feels, 
And  in  the  nerve  most  tender,  in  his  friends? 
Shame  to  mankind!  PhiUnder  had  his  foes : 
He  felt  the  truths  I  sing,  and  I  in  him. 
But  be,  nor  I,  feel  more ;  past  ills,  Narcissa ! 
Are  sunk  in  thee,  thou  recent  wound  of  heart  \ 
Which  bleeds  with  other  cares,  vrith  other  pangs ; 
Pknga  numerous,  as  the  numerous  ills  that  swarm'd 
O'er  thy  distinguish'd  fete,  and,  clustering  there 
Thick  aa  the  locusts  on  the  hud  of  Nile, 
Made  death  more  deadly,  and  more  dark  the  grave. 
(if  Qpt  fetfot  my  touching  tale) 


How  was  eat^  drcumslanoe  vrith  aspics  ann*d  ? 
An  aspic,  each !  and  all,  an  hydn  woe: 
What  strong  Herculean  virtue  could  suffice  ?  — « 
Or  is  it  vi^e  to  be  conquer'd  here  ? 
This  hoary  cheek  a  train  of  tears  bedews; 
And  each  tear  mourns  its  own  distmct  distress ; 
And  each  distress,  distinctly  moum'd,  demanda 
Of  grief  still  more,  as  heighten'd  by  the  whole. 
A  grief  like  lAai  proprietors  excludes : 
Not  friends  alone  such  obsequies  deplore ; 
Ihey  make  mankind  the  mourner ;  carry  sighs 
Far  as  the  fetal  Fame  can  wing  her  way ; 
And  turn  the  gayest  thought  of  gayest  age, 
Down  their  right  channel,  through  the  vale  of  dea^ 

The  vale  of  death !  that  hush*d  Cimmerian  vale. 
Where  darknetSy  brooding  o*er  unfinish*d  fetes, 
With  raven  wing  incumbent,  waits  the  day 
(Dread  day !)  that  interdicts  all  future  change ! 
That  subterranean  world !  that  land  of  ruin ! 
Fit  walk,  Lorenzo,  for  proud  human  thought! 
There  let  my  thought  expatiate,  and  explore 
Balsamic  truths  and  healing  sentiments, 
Of  all  most  wanted,  and  most  welcome,  here. 
For  gay  Lorenso's  sake,  and  for  thy  own, 
My  soul !  *<  The  fruits  of  dying  friends  survey; 
Expose  the  vam  of  life ;  weigh  life  and  death ; 
Give  death  his  eulogy ;  thy  fear  subdue ; 
And  labour  that  first  palm  of  noble  minds, 
A  manly  scorn  of  terrour  from  the  tomb.** 

This  harvest  reap  from  thy  Nardssa's  grave. 
As  poets  feign*d  from  Ajax*  streaming  blood 
Arose,  with  grief  inscrib'd,  a  moumftil  flower; 
Let  wisdom  blossom  from  my  mortal  wound. 
And  Jbrtt,  of  dying  friends ;  what  fruit  from  these 
It  brings  us  more  than  triple  aid ;  an  aid 
To  chase  our  tkovgW^iSHesM,/iear,  pride,  and  guiltf 

Our  dying  friends  come  o  er  us  like  a  cloud, 
To  damp  our  brainless  ardoun ;  and  abate 
That  fflare  of  life  which  ofren  blinds  the  wise. 
Our  ^Fing  friends  are  pioneers,  to  smooth 
Our  rugged  pass  to  death;  to  break  those  ban 
Of  terrour  anid  abhorrence  Nature  throws 
Cross  our  obstructed  way ;  and,  thus  to  make 
Wdcome,  as  Mtfe,  our  port  from  every  storm. 
Each  friend  by  fate  snatched  from  us,  is  a  plume 
Pluck*d  from  the  wing  of  human  vani^. 
Which  makes  us  stoop  from  our  a&ial  height% 
And,  dampt  with  omen  of  our  own  Hecesse, 
On  drooping  pinions  of  ambition  lower'd. 
Just  skim  Earth's  surfece,  ere  we  break  it  up, 
0*er  putrid  earth  to  scratch  a  little  dust. 
And  save  the  world  a  nuisance.     Smitten  friends 
Are  angels  sent  on  errands  full  of  love ; 
For  us  they  lanffuish,  and  for  us  they  die : 
And  shall  they  langidsh,  shall  they  die,  in  vain? 
Ungratefoly  shall  we  grieve  their  hovering  shadesi 
Which  wait  the  revolution  in  our  hearts? 
Shall  we  disdain  their  silent,  soft  address ; 
Their  posthumous  advice^  and  pious  prayer? 
Senseless,  as  herds  that  graie  their  hallow*d  graves, 
Tread  under  foot  their  agonies  and  groans ; 
FVustrate  their  anguish,  and  destroy  their  deaths  ? 

Lorenso!  no ;  the  thought  of  dorth  indulge ; 
Give  it  its  wholesome  empire !  let  it  reign. 
That  kind  chastiser  of  thy  soul  in  joy ! 
Its  reign  will  spread  thy  glorious  conquests  fer. 
And  still  the  tumulto  of  thy  ruffled  breast  < 
Auspicious  era !  golden  days,  begin ! 
llie  thought  of  d^th  shall,  like  a  god,  inspire. 
And  why  not  think  on  death?    Is  life  the  thorat 
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Of  every  thought  ?  and  wish  of  every  hour? 
And  tong  of  erery  joy  ?    Surprising  truth ! 
Tho  beaten  spaniers  fondness  not  so  strange. 
To  ware  the  numerous  iUt  that  sdze  on  life 
As  their  own  property,  their  lawful  prey ; 
Ere  man  has  measured  half  his  weary  stage, 
His  luxuritt  hare  left  him  no  reserve, 
No  maiden  relishes,  unbroach*d  delights ; 
On  coId>serv*d  repetitions  he  subsists, 
And  in  the  tasteless  present  chews  the  paai ; 
Disgusted  chews,  and  scarce  can  swaUow  down. 
Like  lavish  ancestors,  his  earlier  years 
Have  disinherited  his  future  hours, 
VThich  starve  on  arts,  and  ^iean  their  former  field. 
•  Live  ever  here,  Lorenzo !  — >  shocking  thought  \ 
So  f(hocking,  they  who  wish,  disown  it,  too ; 
Disown  from  shame,  what  they  from  folly  crave. 
Live  ever  in  the  womb,  nor  see  the  light  ? 
For  what  live  ever  here? —  With  labouring  step 
To  tread  our  former  footsteps  ?     Pace  the  round 
Eternal  ?     To  climb  life's  worn,  heavy  wheel. 
Which  draws  up  nothing  new  ?  To  beat,  and  beat 
The  beaten  track  ?     To  bid  each  wretched  day 
The  former  mock  ?     To  surfeit  on  the  johm^ 
And  yawn  our  joys  ?     Or  thank  a  misery 
For  change,  though  sad?  To  see  what  we  have  seen  ? 
Hear,  till  unheard,  the  same  old  slabber'd  tale? 
To  taste  the  tasted,  aiul  at  each  return 
Less  tasteful  ?     0*er  our  palates  to  decant 
Another  vintage?     Strain  a  fatter  year, 
Through  loaded  vessels,  and  a  laxer  tone  ? 
Crazy  maditnes  to  grind  Earth's  wasted  fruits ! 
Ill-ground,  and  worse-concocted !     Load,  not  life ! 
The  rational  foul  kennels  of  excess ! 
'StiU-streaming  thoroughfiures  of  dull  dd»uch ! 
Trembling  eadi  gulp,  lest  death  should  snatch  the 
bowl. 

Such  of  ovafne-ones  is  the  wish  refin* 
So  would  they  have  it :  elegant  desire ! 
Why  not  invite  the  bellowing  stalls,  and  wilds? 
But  sudi  examples  might  their  riot  awe. 
Through  vrant  of  virtue,  that  is,  want  of  thought, 
(Though  on  hrigkt  thought  they  father  all  their 

flights,) 
To  what  are  they  reduc'd?     To  love,  and  hate 
The  same  vain  world;  to  censure,  and  espouse, 
Tliis  painted  shrew  of  life,  who  calls  them  fool 
Each  moment  of  each  day  ;  to  flatter  bad 
Tlirough  dread  of  worse ;  to  cUng  to  this  rude  rock, 
Barren,   to  them,  of  good,  and  sharp  with  ills. 
And  hourly  blacken*d  with  impending  storms. 
And  infiunous  for  wrecks  of  human  hope-— 
Scar'd  at  the  gloomy  gulf,  that  yawns  beneath. 
Such  are  their  triumphs !  such  Uieir  pangs  of  joy  J 

'T  is  time,  high  time,  to  shift  this  dismal  scene. 
This  hvgg^d,  this  hideous  state,  what  art  can  cure  ? 
One  only ;  but  that  one,  what  all  may  reach ; 
Virtue  —  she,  wonder-working  goddess !  charms 
That  rock  to  bloom ;  and  tames  the  painted  ^trew. 
And,  what  will  more  surprise,  Lorenzo !  gives 
To  life's  sick,  nauseous  iteration,  cliange ; 
And  straitens  Nature's  circle  to  a  line. 
Bcliev'st  ihou  this,  Lorenzo  ?  lend  an  ear, 
A  patient  ear,  thou  'It  blush  to  disbelieve. 

A  languid,  leaden,  iteration  reigns. 
And  ever  must,  o'er  those,  whose  joys  are  joys 
Of  sight,  smell,  taste :  &e  cuckow-aeaaons  sing 
Hie  same  dull  note  to  such  as  nodung  prize, 
But  what  thoae  seasons,  from  the  teenring  Earth, 
To  doatiag  sense  indulge     But  nobler  mi'  ' 


Which  relish  fk-uits  unripen'd  by  tfie  Sun, 

Make  their  days  various ;  various  as  the  dye^ 

On  the  dove's  neck,  whidi  wanton  in  Ms  nya. 

On  minds  of  dove-like  innocence  powctt, 

On  lighten'd  minds,  that  bask  in  virtue's  *«■'*■«*, 

Notliing  hangs  tedious,  nothing  old  revolves 

In  that,  for  which  they  long ;  for  winch  they  Ure. 

Hwir  glorious  efforts,  vring'd  with  heavenlj  hcyr. 

Each  rising  morning  sees  still  higher  rise  ; 

Each  Sbunteous  dawn  its  novelty  presenta 

To  worth  maturing,  new  strengtii,  lustre. 

While  Nature's  circle,  like  a  dMrioUvrfaeel 

Rolling  beneath  their  elevated  aims, 

Makes  their  fidr  prospect  £urer  every  hoar  ; 

Advancing  virtue,  in  a  line  to  bSss  ; 

Virtue,  whidi  Christian  motives  best  in^re ! 

And  bHss,  which  Christian  schemes  alone 

And  shall  we  then,  for  Virtue's  sake,  coQtmence 

Apostates ;  and  turn  infidels  for  joy  ? 

A  truth  it  is,  few  doubt,  but  fewer  trust, 

*'  He  sins  against  this  life,  who  slights  tlie  next.** 

What  is  this  fife  ?     How  few  their  favourite  know ! 

Fond  yi  the  dark,  and  blind  in  our  embracr. 

By  passionately  loving  life,  we  make 

Lov'd  life  unlovely ;  hugging  her  to  death- 

We  give  to  time  eternity's  r^ard ; 

And,  dreaming,  take  our  passage  for  our  porL 

Life  has  no  value  as  an  end,  but  means ; 

An  end  deplorable !  a  means  divine ! 

When  't  is  our  all,  't  is  nothing !  worse  than  noi^faf ; 

A  nest  of  pains :  when  held  as  nothing,  much : 

Like  some  fair  hum'rists,  life  is  most  enjoy'd, 

When  courted  least ;  most  worth,  when  disestecm'd : 

Tlien  't  is  the  seat  of  comfort,  rich  in  peace  ; 

In  prospect  richer  far ;  important!  awelul! 

Not  to  be  mention'd,  but  with  shouts  of  praiae ! 

Not  to  be  thought  on,  but  with  tides  of  joy ! 

The  mighty  bans  of  eternal  bliss ! 

Where  now  the  barren  rodk  f  the  painted  akrem  f 

Where  now,  Lorenzo !  life's  eternal  round  f 

Have  I  not  made  my  triple  promise  good? 

Vain  if  the  world ;  but  pnly  to  the  vain. 

To  what  compere  vre  then  this  varying  scenes 

Whose  worth  ambiguous  rises,  and  declines? 

Waxes,  and  wanes?    (In  all  propttioua,  ni^ 

Assists  me  here)  compare  it  to  the  Moon ; 

Dark  in  herself,  and  indigent ;  but  rich 

In  borrowed  lustre  from  a  higher  sphere. 

When  gross  guilt  interposes,  labouring  Eartli, 

O'ershadow'd,  mourns  a  deep  eclipse  of  joy ; 

Her  joys,  at  Inightest,  pallid,  to  that  foot 

Of  full  effulgent  glory,  whence  they  flow. 

Nor  is  that  glory  distant :  Oh  Lorenao ! 
A  good  man,  and  an  angel !  these  betvreen 
How  thin  the  barrier !  what  divides  tbetr  &te  ? 
Perhaps  a  moment,  or  perhaps  a  year ; 
Or,  if  an  age,  it  is  a  moment  still ; 
A  moment,  or  eternity  '9  forgot. 
Then  be,  what  once  they  vrere,  who  now  wre  gods; 
Be  what  Philander  was,  and  claim  the  skies. 
Starts  timid  Nature  at  the  gloomy  pass  ? 
The  j^ transition  call  it;  and  be  cbeer*d : 
Sudi  it  is  often,  and  why  not  to  diee  ? 
To  hope  the  best,  is  pious,  brav^  and  wise; 
And  may  itself  procure,  vrhai  it  presumes^ 
Life  is  much  flatter'd.  Death  is  much  traduc'd  ; 
Compare  the  rivals,  and  the  kinder  crown. 
"  Strange  competition  f^'-^True^  Loraiio!  stnuoge! 
So  little  lifii  can  cast  Into  the  acalew 

*ife  makes  the  soul  dependent  on  the  dust ; 
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Death  gives  her  wiogi  to  mooBt  riwve  tlie  spliem. 
Through  chialui  ityrd  organi»  dim  life  pcep»  at 

light; 
DoA  bunts  th*  ravolTing  cloud,  aad  all  is  day ; 
AU  eye,  all  aar*  the  diseinl>ody*d  power. 
Death  hm  fcigii*d  evils.  Nature  shall  not  feel ; 
Zjf^»  tl)  sobattnttal,  Wiedom  cannot  shun. 
Is  not  the  mighty  Uindy  that  son  of  Heaven  ? 
By  tyrant  IMe  dethron'd,  imprison*d,  pain*d  ? 
By  Deaik  enlarg'd,  ennobled,  deify*d  ? 
Death  but  entombs  the  body ;  ^e  the  soul 

*'  Is  Death  then  guUtless  ?  How  he  marks  his  way 
With  dreadful  waste  of  what  deserves  to  shine  ! 
Art,  genius,  fortune,  elevated  power ! 
VTtth  various  lustres  the$e  light  up  the  world. 
Which  Death  puts  out,  and  darkens  human  race." 
I  grant,  Lorenio !  this  indictment  just : 
The  sage,  peer,  potentate,  king,  conqueror ! 
/>eal4,  humbles  these ;  more  barbarous  life,  tlic  nurn. 
Life  is  the  triumph  of  our  mouldering  clay ; 
Deaths  of  the  spirit  infinite !  divine ! 
Death  has  no  dread,  but  what  frail  Ufe  imparts ; 
Nor  Itfe  true  joy,  but  what  kind  death  improves. 
No  buss  has  4^<r  to  boast,  till  death  can  give 
Far  greater ;  £^*s  a  debtor  to  the  grave, 
Dark  lattice  !  letting  in  eternal  day. 

Lorenso !  blush  at  fondneu  ffift  a  Kfe^ 
Which  sends  celestial  souls  on  errancfs  vile. 
To  cater  for  the  sense ;  and  serve  at  boards. 
Where  every  ranger  of  the  wilds,  perhaps 
£ach  reptile,  justly  claims  our  upper  hand. 
Luxurious  feast !  a  soul,  a  soul  immortal. 
In  all  the  dainties  of  a  brute  bemir*d ! 
lioreiuo !  blush  at  terrwr  for  a  deaths 
Which  gives  thee  to  repose  in  festive  bowers, 
Where  nectan  sparkle,  angeb  minister, 
And  more  than  angels  share,  and  raise,  and  crown, 
And  demise,  the  birth,  bloom,  bursts  of  blis& 
What  need  I  more?     O />eaM,  the  palm  is  thine. 

Then  welcome.  Death !  thy  dreaded  harbingers, 
Jlge^  and  dtteaae ;  disease,  though  long  my  guest ; 
1^  plucks  my  nerves,  those  tender  strings  of  life ; 
Which,  pluck'd  a  little  more,  will  toll  the  bell. 
That  call  my  few  friends  to  my  funeral ; 
Where  feeble  Nature  drops,  perhaps,  a  tear, 
While  Reason  and  Religion,  better  taught, 
Congratulate  the  dead,  and  crown  his  tomb 
With  wreath  triumphant     Death  is  victory ; 
It  binds  in  chains  the  raging  ills  of  life : 
Lust  and  ambitunu  tpn^  and  otwirice, 
Dragg'd  at  his  chariot-wheel,  appUud  his  power. 
Tbat  ills  corrosive,  cares  im^rtunate, 
Are  not  immartal  too,  O  Death !  is  thine. 
Our  day  of  dissolution  !  —  name  it  right ; 
'T  is  our  great  pay-day ;  't  is  our  harvest,  rich 
And  ripe.      What   though  the  sickle,  sometimes 

keen, 
Jost  Boum  us  as  we  reap  tlie  golden  grain  ? 
More  than  thy  bahn,  O  Gilead !  heals  the  wound. 
iMra*s  feeble  cry,  and  Death*%  deep  dismal  groan. 
Are  slender  tributes  low.Ux*d  Nature  pays 
For  mighty  gain  :  the  gain  of  each,  of  life ! 
But  OT  the  last  the  former  so  transcends, 
XJfe  dies  compar*d ;  ijfc  lives  beyond  tlie  grave. 

And  feel  I,  Death  I  no  joy  from  thought  of  thee  ? 
jyeath^  the  great  counsellor,  who  man  inspires 
With  every  nobler  thought,  and  fairer  deed ! 
Deaths  tl»e  deliverer,  who  reseucs  man ! 
Deaths  tlie  rewarder,  wlio  the  rescued  crowns  1 
D€9ih^  that  absolves  my  birthi  a  curse  without  it ! 


Rich  dralA,  diat  rcaliaes  all  my  cares, 
Toils,  virtues,  hopes ;  without  it  a  chimera ! 
Deathf  of  all  pain  the  period,  not  of  joy ; 
Joy*s  source,  and  tulffeetf  still  subsist  unhurt : 
One,  in  my  soul ;  and  one,  in  her  great  Sire ; 
Though  the  four  winds  were  warring  for  my  dusL 
Yes,  and  from  winds,  and  waves,  and  central  nighty 
Though  prison'd  there,  my  dust  too  I  reclaim, 
(To  dust,  when    drop  proud   Nature's  proudest 

spheres,) 
And  live  entire.     Death  is  the  crown  of  life : 
Were  death  denied,  poor  man  would  live  in  vain; 
Were  death  denied,  to  live  would  not  be  life ; 
Were  death  denied,  e*en  fools  would  wish  to  die. 
Death  wounds  to  cure :  we  ftll ;  we  rise,  we  reign ! 
Spring  from  our  fetters ;  fasten  in  the  skies ; 
Where  blooming  Eden  withers  in  our  sight : 
Deadi  gives  us  more  than  was  in  Eden  lost 
This  king  of  tenrours  is  the  prince  of  peace. 
When  sludl  I  die  to  vanity,  {min,  death  ? 
When  sfiaU  Idkf^  When  shall  I  live  for  ever? 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  TRIUMPH. 

Containing  omr  aniy  Cure  for  the  Fear  of  Death  ;  and 
proper  Sentiments  of  that  inestimable  Btesting. 

TO  THE   BONOUaABLS   ME.  TOEKBi 

A  MUCH-iKDXvrso  Muse,  O  Yorke !  intrudak 
Amid  tlie  smiles  of  fortune,  and  of  youth, 
Thine  ear  is  patient  of  a  serious  song.  .— 
How  deep  implanted  in  the  breast  of  man 
The  dread  of  death !  I  sing  its  sovereign  cura. 

Why  ftart at  Death?     Whereishe?    Deatfaar- 
riv'd. 
Is  past ;  not  come  or  gone,  he  *s  never  here. 
Ere  hope,  sensation  fails ;  black-boding  man 
Reeeis)es,  not  suffers^  Death's  tremendous  blow. 
The  knell,  the  shroud,  the  mattock,  and  the  grav^* ; 
The  deep  damp  vault,  the  darkness,  and  the  wonti ; 
These  are  tlie  bugliears  of  a  winter's  eve, 
The  tenrours  of  the  living,  not  the  dead. 
Imagination**  fool,  and  erroMr's  wretch, 
Man  makes  a  death,  which  Nature  never  made ; 
Then  on  the  point  ef  his  own  fancy  falls ; 
And  feels  a  thousand  deaths,  in  fearing  one. 

But  were  death  frightful,  wliat  has  a^  to  fear  ? 
If  prudent,  age  should  meet  tlie  friendly  foe. 
And  shelter  in  his  hospiuble  gloom. 
I  scarce  can  meet  a  monument,  but  holds 
My  younger ;  every  date  cries —  •*  Come  away.** 
And  what  recalls  me?    Look  the  world  around 
And  tell  me  what:  the  wisest  cannot  telL 
Should  any  bom  of  woman  give  his  dkought 
Full  range  on  just  diriife's  unbounded  field ; 
Of  thuigs,  the  vanity;  of  men,  die  flaws ; 
Fhws  in  tlie  bests  the  many,  flaw  all  o'er; 
As  leopards,  spotted,  or,  as  Ethiops,  dark ; 
Vivacious  iU ;  good  dymg  immature ; 
(How  immature,  Nardssa's  marble  teUs!) 
And  at  his  death  bequeathing  endless  pain ; 
Hia  heart,  though  bold,  y^wM  sicken  at  the  sight, 
And  spend  itself  in  sighs,  for  future  scenes. 

But  grant  to  life  (and  just  it  is  to  grant 
To  hu:k^  Uf«)  ■««>«  perauisitei  of  joy  ; 
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A  time  Uiero  is,  when,  like  a  thrice-told  tale, 
Long-rifled  life  of  sweet  can  yield  no  more, 
But  from  our  comment  on  the  comedy, 
Pleasing  refiectunu  on  parts  well  sustain*d, 
Or  purposed  emefutalicms  where  we  fail'd. 
Or  hopes  of  plaudits  from  our  candid  Judge, 
When,  on  tlieir  exit,  souls  are  bid  unrobe. 
Toss  Ffxriune  bock  her  tinsel,  and  her  plume. 
And  drop  this  mask  of  flc^i  behind  the  scene. 

With  me,  that  time  is  come ;  my  world  is  dead ; 
A  new  world  rises,  and  new  manners  reign  : 
Foreign  comedians,  a  spruce  band !  arrive. 
To  push  me  from  the  scene,  or  hiss  me  there. 
Wliat  a  pert  mce  starts  up !  the  strangers  gaie. 
And  1  at  them ;  my  neighbour  is  unknown ; 
Nor  that  the  worst :   Ah  me  !  the  dire  effect 
Of  loitering  lierc,  of  deatli  defrauded  long ; 
Of  old  so  gracious  (and  let  that  suffice). 
My  very  master  knows  me  not.  ^ 

Shall  I  dare  say,  peculiar  is  the  fate  ? 
I*ve  been  so  long  remembered,  I*m  forgot 
An  object  ever  pressing  dims  the  «ght» 
And  hides  behind  its  ardour  to  be  seen. 
When  in  his  courtiers*  ears  I  pour  my  plaint, 
Tliey  drink  it  as  the  nectar  of  the  great ; 
And  squeeze  my  hand,  and  beg  me  come  to-morrow. 
Hefusai  !  canst  thou  m-ear  a  smooUier  form  ? 

Indulge  me,  nor  conceive  I  drop  my  theme  : 
Wlio  cheapens  life,  abates  tiie/car  of  death  : 
Twice  told  the  period  spent  un  stubborn  Troy, 
Court  favour,  yet  untaken,  I  liesiege ; 
Ambition *s  ill-judged  effort  to  be  ricli. 
Alas!  ambition  makes  my  little  less ; 
Embittering  the  possest.     Why  wish  for  more  ? 
IViskingf  of  all  employments,  is  the  worst ; 
Fliiloaophy*t  reverse ;  and  health's  decay. 
Were  I  as  plump  as  stall'd  theology, 
H^ithtHg  would  waste  me  to  this  sluule  again. 
Were  I  as  wealthy  as  a  South-sea  dream, 
WuhtHg  is  an  expedient  to  be  poor. 
IflMhhigt  that  constant  kectk  of  a  fool ; 
Cauglit  at  a  court ;  purg'd  off"  by  purer  air. 
And  simpler  diet ;  gifts  of  rural  life ! 

Blest  be  that  hand  divine,  which  gently  laid 
My  heart  at  rest,  beneath  Uiis  humble  shed. 
Tlie  world  's  a  stately  bark,  on  dangerous  seas, 
With  pleasure  seen,  but  boarded  at  our  peril ; 
Hertf  on  a  single  plank,  tiirown  safe  ashcnre, 
I  liear  Uie  tumult  of  the  distant  tlirong. 
As  that  of  seas  remote,  or  dying  storms: 
And  meditate  on  scenes,  more  silent  still ; 
Pursue  my  theme,  and  fight  tlieyiior  of  death, 
Herff  like  a  shepherd  gazing  from  his  hut. 
Touching  his  reed,  or  leaning  on  his  staff*. 
Eager  ambUions  fiery  chase  I  see ; 
I  sec  the  circling  hunt,  of  noisy  men. 
Bunt  Iaw*s  enclosure,  leap  the  mounds  of  right. 
Pursuing,  and  pursued,  each  other's  prey ; 
As  wolves,  for  rapine ;  as  the  fox,  for  wiles ; 
'1111  Death,  that  mighty  hunter,  eartits  them  alL 

Why  all  this  toil  for  triumplw  of  an  hour  ? 
What  though  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  fame? 
Earth's  highest  station  ends  in,  *<  Here  he  lies,'* 
And  "  Dust  to  dust**  concludes  her  noblest  son^ 
If  this  song  lives,  posterity  shall  know 
One,  though  in  Britain  bom,  with  courtiers  bred, 
Wlio  thought  e'en  gold  might  come  a  day  too  late{ 
Nor  on  his  subtle  dealli^ied  plann'd  his  scheme 
For  future  vacancies  in  chureh  or  sUte ; 
^me  avocation  deeming  it<«-  to  die, 


Unbh  by  rage  ctaAamdi^^  nol ; 

Gutlt*s  blunder!  and  the  loudest  laitth  of  HdL 

O  my  coevals !  remnants  of  youraures ! 
Poor  human  ruins,  tottering  o'er  tlie  grave  ! 
Sludl  we,  shall  aged  men,  luce  aged  trees. 
Strike  deeper  thor  vile  root,  and  dozer  din^ 
Still  more  enamour'd  of  this  wrctdicd  aoQ  ? 
Shall  our  pale,  wither'd  hands,  be  still  titntdb*d  em, 
IVcmbling,  at  once,  with  esgcmcas  and  age? 
With  avarice  and  convulsioDs,  grasping  hanl  ? 
Grasping  at  air !  for  what  has  Earth  beside? 
Man  wants  but  little;  nor  that  littie,  long: 
How  soon  must  he  resign  his  venr  dust. 
Which  frugal  Nature  lent  him  for  an  hour  I 
Years  wtexjierienc^d  rush  on  numerous  iUs ; 
And  soon  as  man,  expert  from  time,  has  fbaod 
'JTlic  Zvy  of  life,  it  opes  the  gates  of  death. 

^V1lcn  in  Uiis  vale  of  years  I  backward  look. 
And  miss  such  numbers,  numben  too  of  suc^ 
Firmer  in  health,  and  greener  in  thor  mgCf 
And  stricter  on  thdr  guard,  and  fitter  ftr 
To  play  Iifc*s  subtie  game,  I  scarce  believe 
I  still  survire ;  and  am  I  fond  of  Ufc^ 
Who  scarce  can  tiiink  it  possible,  I  live? 
Alive  by  miracle !  or,'what  is  next. 
Alive  by  Mead !  if  I  am  still  alive, 
Wlio  long  have  buried  what  gives  life  to  fire. 
Firmness  of  nerve,  and  energy  of  thooglit. 
Life's  Ivc  is  not  more  sftaliow  than  impure 
And  vn/uV/ ;  sense  and  reason  show  die  door. 
Call  for  my  bier,  and  point  me  to  the  dust.     - 

O  tiiou,  great  Arbiter  of  life  and  deatii ! 
Nature's  immortal,  immaterial  Sun  ! 
Whose  all-prolific  beam  late  call'd  me  forth 
From  darkness,  teeming  darkness,  where  I  kiy 
'llic  worm's  inferior,  and,  in  rank,  beneadi 
Hie  dust  I  tread  on,  high  to  bear  my  brow. 
To  drink  the  spirit  of  the  golden  day. 
And  triumpli  in  existence ;  and  could  know 
No  motive,  but  my  bliss ;  and  hast  otdain'd 
A  rise  in  blessing !  with  the  ;)alrian:A*s  joy, 
Tliy  call  I  follow  to  the  land  unknown  ; 
I  trust  in  thee,  and  know  in  whom  I  trust; 
Or  life,  or  dcadi,  is  equal ;  neither  weighs : 
All  weiglit  in  this  «-  O  let  me  live  to  thee! 

Though  Nature*^  tenouiB,  thus,  may  be  repacst ; 
Still  frowns  grim  Death ;  guilt  points  the  tyimu*s 

spear. 
And  whence  all  human  guilt  ?  Fhim  death  UargoL. 
Ah  me !  too  long  I  set  at  nought  the  swarm 
Of  friendly  warnings,  ^hich  around  me  flew  ; 
And  smiPd,  unsmitten :  small  my  cause  to  soafle ! 
Death*s  admonitions,  like  shafts  upward  shot. 
More  dreadful  by  delay,  the  longer  ere 
They  strike  our  hearts,  the  deeper  is  their  wooxhI; 
O  think  liow  deep,  Lorenzo !  here  it  stings : 
Who  can  appease  its  anguisli  ?  how  it  bums ! 
What  hand  tiie  barb'd,envenom  d,  thought  can  draw  f 
What  healing  hand  can  pour  the  balm  of  peaoe^ 
And  turn  my  sight  undaunted  on  the  tomb  ? 

With  joy —  with  grief,  that  heating  hand  I  aee  ; 
Ah !  too  conspicuous !  it  b  fix'd  on  high. 
On  high  /—What  means  my  phrenzy  ?  I  blaspheme  ; 
Alas !  how  low/  how  fiu-  beneath  the  skies ! 
The  skies  it  fbrm*d ;  and  now  it  bleeds  for  me  -^ 
But  bleeds  the  balm  I  want —  Yet  still  it  bleeds  ; 
Draw  the  dire  steel  —ah  no !  the  dreadful  blesai^g 
What  heart  or  can  sustain,  or  dares  forego  I 
There  hangs  all  human  hope ;  that  nail  supports 
The  Ailing  univene :  that  gone,  we  drop ; 
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llonrour  receives  us,  and  Ihit  dUnoal  wbh 
Creation  lad  been  smotber'd  in  her  birth  •«• 
Darkness  is  his  curtain,  and  his  bed  the  dust ; 
When  stars  and  San  are  dust  beneath  his  throne  I 
In  Heaven  itself  can  such  indulgence  dwell  ? 
O  what  a  groan  WIS  theie !  tk  groan  not  his. 
He  tett*d  our  dbreadful  right ;  the  load  snstain'd; 
And  heav*d  tfaa  mountain  flvm  a  guilty  world. 
A  thousand  woridsy  a»  bougfat,  were  bought  too  dear ; 
Sensstions  nem  m  angris*  bosoms  rise ; 
Suspend  their  song !  and  make  a  pause  in  bliss. 

0  for  tkeir  song ;  to  reach  vaj  loAy  theme ! 
Inspire  me^  Iifigki  /  with  all  thy  tunefhl  spheres; 
WUbt  I  with  seraphs  share  serajifaic  themes ! 
And  show  to  men  the  dignity  of  man; 
Lert  I  blaspheme  my  subject  with  my  song. 
Shsll  Pagan  pages  glow  celestial  flame. 
And  Okristian  languish  ?  on  our  hearts,  not  faeadsi 
Falls  the  foul  inlamy :  my  heart!  awake. 
What  can  awake  tbee^  unawak*d  by  ikit, 
"  Eipcnded  deity  on  human  weal  7" 
Feel  the  greai  tnUks,  which  bnrst  the  tenfold  night 
Ofkeaiken  crrour,  with  a  golden  flood 
Ofendlcasday:  to  feel,  is  to  be  fir'd ; 
And  to  believe,  Lorenao !  is  to  fed. 

Thou  most  indulgent,  most  tremendoui  Power ! 
SdU  more  tremendous,  for  thy  wondrous  love ! 
That  arms,  with  awe  more  awcful,  thy  commands ; 
And  foul  transgression  dips  in  serenfold  night ! 
How  our  hearts  tremble  at  thy  love  immense ! 
In  love  immense,  inviolably  just ! 
Thou,  lather  than  thy  justice  should  be  stain*d| 
Didst  stain  the  cross  i  and  work  of  wonders  fair 
The  greatest,  that  thy  dearest  fiur  aught  Meed. 

Bold  thought !  shall  I  dare  speak  it,  or  repress? 
Should  man  more  gjeeeraie^  or  koasif  the  guilt 
Which  rouM*d  such  vengeance?  which  such  lore  in. 
flam'd?  Etf«ia> 

O'er  guilt  (how  momtainoua !)'  with  out-ati%lGli*d 
9Ufn  Justice  and  soft*smiling  laae  cmhcaisi^ 
Supporting,  in  full  nujesty,  Ifay  throne^ 
When  seem*d  Hs  m^esty  to  nral  support^ 
Or  tkatf  or  nuuh  inevitably  lost ; 
What,  but  the/iCAefii/eM  of  thought  dtvim^ 
Could  labour  such  expedient  from  despair, 
And nacwe  both  f  both  rescue]  boCfaexak! 
0  how  are  both  exalted  by  the  deed  I 
Hie  wondrous  deed !  or  shall  I  call  it  more  ^ 
A  wonder  in  Omnipotence  itself! 
A  mystery  no  less  to  gods  dian  men ! 

Not  tkuSf  our  infidels  the  Eternal  draw, 
A  God  all  o'er,  consummate,  absolute, 
Full-oib*dy  in  his  whole  round  of  rays  complete : 
2Vv  set  at  odds  Heaven's  jarring  attributes  ; 
Ana,  with  one  excellence^  another  wound ; 
ICsim  Heaven's  perfection,  break  its  equal 
Bid  mera^  triumph  over  —  God  himsefr, 
Undcified  by  theur  opprobrious  praise : 
A  God  off  mercy,  is  a  God  unjust 

Te  bninkni  wits !  ye  baptis'd  infidels ! 
Te  worse  lor  mending!  wasfa'd  to  fouler  stains  1 
The  ransom  was  paid  down ;  the  fund  of  Heaven, 
Heaven's  inexhaustible,  exhausted  fund, 
Amaiin^  and  amas'd,  pour'd  forth  the  pricey 
All  price  beyond ;  though  curious  to  compute, 
Archangels  £ul*d  to  cast  the  mighty  sum : 
Its  vahie  vast,  ungrasp'd  by  minds  createf 
For  ever  bides,  and  glows,  in  the  Sigmme. 

And  was  the  ransom  paid?  it  was :  and 
(What  can  exalt  the  bounty  nofft?)  fer^/ 


The  Sun  bdield  it-^no^  the  shoddn^  scene 
Drove  back  his  chariot:  midnight  ved'd  his  ftoe  ; 
Not  such  as  lAu  /  not  such  as  Nature  makes ; 
A  midwigkt  Nature  shudder'd  to  behold ; 
A  iNsdn^  new !  a  dread  eclipse  (without 
Opposing  spheres)  from  her  Creator's  frown  I 
Smn  /  didst  thou  fly  thy  Maker's  pain?  Or  start 
At  that  enormous  load  of  human  guilt,        [crom ;. 
Which  bow'd  his  blessed  head;  o'erwhefaned  Us 
Made  ghianthe  centre ;  burst  Earth's  marble  woinb^ 
With  pangs,  strange  pangs !  deliver'd  of  her  dead  ? 
Hellhowl'd;  and  Heaven  that  hour  let  fidl  a  tetf* ; 
Heaven  wept,  thatmen  nugbt  smile !  Hearen  bkd^ 

4iat  man 
Might  never  die  1  — •• 

And  b  devotion  virtue?  *T  is  oon^Mird. 
What  heart  of  stone  but  glows  at  though  like  these  ? 
Such  contemplations  nmunt  us ;  and  sbouM  mount 
Thte  mind  still  hi^dier ;  nor  ever  glance  on  man 
Unraptur'd,  uninflam'd.  *•  Where  roll  my  tfaoughta 
To  rest  from  wonders?  odier  wonders  rise ; 
And  strike  where'er  they  roll :  my  soul  is  caught : 
Heaven's  sovereign  blessings^  clustering  from  the 


Rush  on  her,  in  a  throng,  and  dose  her  round. 
The  prisoner  of  amase !  —  in  his  blest  l^ 
I  see  thepdCA,  and  in  his  deeih  the  price. 
And  in  his  great  ascent  the  pre^suprema 
Of  immortality.  —  And  did  he  rise  ? 
Hear,  O  ye  nations !  hear  it,  O  ye  dead ! 
He  rose !  he  rose !  he  burst  the  ban  of  deatk 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlasting  gates ! 
And  give  the  King  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  the  King  of  glory  ?  he  who  left 
His  throne  of  glory,  for  the  pang  of  death! 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlasting  gateal 
And  give  the  King  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  IS  the  King  of  glory  ?  he  who  slew 
The  ravenous  I<m^  that  gorg'd  all  human  race  I 
Tlie  King  of  glory,  he,  whoae  glory  fiU'd 
Heaven  with  amaaement  at  his  love  to  man  ^ 
And  vdth  divine  complacency  beheld 
Powers  most  illumin'd,  vrilder'd  in  the  tfaemer 

Tlw  theme,  the  joy,  how  then  shall  flunv  sustain? 
Oh  the  burst  gates!    crush'd  sting!  demelish'(f 
throne!  [Hcevent 

Last  gasp !  of  vanquidi'd  Death.  Shout  Earth  and 
This  sum  of  good  to  man.     Whose  nature,  then. 
Took  wing,  and  mounted  with  him  from  the  tomb ! 
Ttai,  then,  I  roae ;  then  first  humanHy 
TViumphant  pass'd  the  crystal  porta  of  U|^ 
(Stupendous  guest !)  and  seis'd  eternal  youth, 
Seix'd  in  our  name.     E'er  since,  't  is  busphemoua 
To  call  man  mortaL     Man's  mortality         [ratioo 
Waa,  then,  transferr'd  to  deadi ;  and  Heawn's  du- 
Unalienably  seal'd  to  this  frail  framc^ 
This  child  of  dust — Man,  allhnmortal!  hafl*. 
Hail,  Heaven !  all  lavish  of  strange  gifts  to  man  I 
Thine  all  the  glory ;  man's  the  boundkm  Miss. 

Where  am  I  rapt  by  this  triumphant  theoM^ 
On  Christian  joy's  exulting  wing,  above 
Th*  Aooian  mount?  Alas!  small  causa  Ibr  Joy! 
What  if  to  pain  immortal  ?  if  extent 
Of  being,  to  preclude  a  close  of  woe? 
Where,  then,  my  boast  of  immortality  ? 
I  boast  it  still,  though  covcr'd  o'er  with  guilt ; 
For  guilt,  not  innocence,  his  lift  he  pour'd, 
'  T  is  guflt  alone  can  juadfy  hb  death ! 
Nor  that,  unless  his  death  can  justify 
Raleiitin[^  guilt  in  Heaven's  uuiulgent  sigjbi. 
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If,  sick  of  folly*  T  rdimt ;  In  writes 

My  nune  in  HaiTeii»  with  that  inverted  spear 

(A  spear  deep-dipt  in  blood !)  which  pierc'd  his  sid^ 

And  opert*d  there  a  font  for  all  mankind, 

Who  strive,  who  combat  crimes,  to  drink,  and  live: 

T^MM,  only  tkisf  subdues  tfae^/Saor  <f  death. 

And  what  is  thisf*^  Surrey  the  wondrous  core : 
And  at  each  step,  let  hi^lier  wonder  rise ! 
**  Pardon  for  infinite  offence !  and  pardon 
Tlurougfa  means  that  speak  its  value  infinite ! 
A  pardon  bought  with  blood !  with  blood  divine ! 
¥^ifth  blood  divine  of  him  I  made  my  foe ! 
Peisiated  to  provoke !  though  woo*d,  and  aw'd^ 
Blest,  and  chastis'd,  a  flwrant  rebel  still ! 
A  rebel,  *midst  the  thun£rs  of  his  throne ! 
Nor  I  alonel  a  rebd  universe ! 
Hy  species  up  in  arms !  not  one  exempt ! 
Yet  for  the  foulest  of  the  foul  he  dies, 
Most  joy'd,  for  the  redeem*d  from  deepest  guilt ! 
As  if  our  race  were  held  of  highest  rank  ; 
And  godhead  dearer,  as  more  kind  to  man  !** 

Bound,  every  heart !  and  every  bosom,  bum ! 
O  what  a  scale  of  miracles  u  here  \ 
Its  lowest  round,  high  planted  on  the  skies ; 
Its  towering  summit  lost  beyond  the  thought 
Of  man  or  angel !  O  that  I  could  climb 
The  wonderful  ascent,  with  equal  praise ! 
Prtdte/  flow  for  ever  (if  astonishment 
Will  give  thee  leave  :)  my  praise !  for  ever  flow ; 
Phuse  ardent,  cordial*  constant,  to  high  Heaven 
More  Ihigxmnt,  than  Arabia  sacrific'd. 
And  all  her  spicy  mountains  in  a  flam& 

So  dear,  so  due  to  Heaven,  shall  praite  descend, 
With  her  sofi  plume  (from  plautwe  angel's  wing 
Rrst  pluck'd  by  man)  to  tickle  mortal  ears^ 
Thus  diving  in  the  pockets  of  the  great  ? 
Ispraasf  the  perquisite  of  every  paw, 
Hiough  black  as  Hell,  that  grapplea  well  far  go)4? 
Oh  love  of  sold !  thou  meanest  of  amours ! 
Shall  j9ratjff  her  ddours  waste  on  virtue's  dnd, 
£mbalm  the  base,  perfume  the  stench  of  guilt. 
Earn  dirty  bread  by  washing  Etfaiops  fair. 
Removing  fllth,  or  sinking  it  from  sight, 
Ascavenger  in  9cetie$y  where  vacant  poab^ 
lake  gibbets  yet  untenanted,  expect 
nieir  fiiture  ornaments?  From  courts  and  tbrona^ 
Betum,  apostate  Praite  !  thou  vagabond ! 
Hiou  prostitute  !  to  thy  first  love  return, 
Ihy  first,  tiiy  greatest,  once  unrivall'd  theme. 

There  flow  redundant ;  like  Meander  flow, 
Ba^  to  thy  fountain ;  to  that  Parent  Power, 
Who  gives  tfie  tongue  to  sound,  the  thouglit  to  soar. 
The  soul  to  6f.     Men  homage  pay  to  men, 
Hioughtless  beneath  whose  dreadful  eye  they  bow 
In  mutual  awe  profound  of  clay  to  clay, 
Of  guilt  to  guilt;  and  turn  their  back  on  thee, 
Great  Sae  I  whom  thrones  celestial  ceaseless  sing : 
To  prostrate  angels,  an  amasing  scene ! 
O  the  presumption  of  man's  awe  for  man  ! 
Man's  Author!  End!  Restorer!  Law!  and  Judge! 
Thine,  all ;  day  thine,  and  thine  this  gloom  of  mgkt^ 
With  all  her  wealdi,  with  all  her  ladumt  worids : 
What,  night  eternal,  but  a  frown  from  thee  ? 
What,  Heaven's  meridian  gloiy,  but  thy  smile? 
And  shall  not  praise  be  thine,  not  human  praise  ? 
WhUe  Heaven's  high  host  on  haOOvQaSu  Uve? 

Omay  I  breathe  no  longer  than  I  breathe 
My  soul  in  praise  to  him,  who  gave  my  soul, 
And  all  her  infinite  of  prospect  fair. 
Cut  thniugh  the  shades  of  Hell,  "nNtf  Awe/  by  thee. 


O  most  adorable!  moat  unador'd ! 

Whera  shall  thy  praise  begin,  wUch  ne'er  ibould 

end? 
Where'er  I  turn,  what  daim  on  aU  applanae! 
How  Is  n^Af's  sable  mantle  labonr'd  o'er. 
How  richly  wrought  with  attributes  divine !  [posnp^ 
What  wiKfem  shines!    what  lontl  tfab  nidnaghs 
This  gorgeous  arch,  with  golden  worids  inlay'd ! 
Buih  wiSi  divine  ambition !  nought  to  tfase  ; 
For  others  this  profusion :  thou,  apart. 
Above  !  beyond  !  O  tell  ue^  migfaty  MiimI! 
Where  art  thou?  Shall  I  dive  into  tbe  d^ f 
Call  to  the  ^Wit,  or  ask  the  roaring  ipmd^ 
For  their  Creator !  Shall  I  question  loud 
The  thunder,  if  in  that  th*  Almighty  dwella? 
Or  holds  he  furious  ttomu  in  siraiten'd  rciaa. 
And  bids  fierce  whiriwmds  wheel  bis  rapid  car? 
What  mean  these  questions?  TVembling;  I 
My  prostrate  soul  adores  the  present  God  : 
Praise  I  a  distant  deity?  He  tunes 
My  voice  (if  tun'd);  the  nerve,  that 
Wrspt  in  nis  being,  I  resound  his  praise; 
But  though  past  a// diflfUs'd,  without  a 
His  essence ;  local  is  his  throne,  (as  meet^) 
To  gather  the  disperst,  (as  standaida  call 
The  listed  fhim  a&r) :  tofixapoint, 
A  central  point,  collective  of  hb  aons» 
&nce  Jmite  every  nature  but  his  own. 

The  namelaw  He,  whose  nod  is  Kaimr**  biilfc  ; 
And  Nature**  shield,  the  shadow  of  hb  band ; 
Her  dissolution,  his  suspended  smile ! 
Tlw  great  FirU-Last  /  pavilion'd  high  he  ai^ 
In  darkness  from  excessive  splendour  bome^ 
By  gods  unseen,  unless  throu^  lustre  lost. 
His  glory,  to  created  glory,  bn^it. 
As  thst  to  central  borrourf ;  he  looks  down 
On  all  that  soars ;  and  spans  immensity. 

Tlwugh  night  unnumber'd  worids  untfblda  to  view. 
Boundless  creation !  what  art  tbou  ?  A  beam, 
A  mere  effluvium  of  his  majesty : 
And  shall  an  atom  of  thb  atom-worid 
Mutter,  in  dust  and  sin,  the  theme  of  Heawn  ? 
Down  to  the  centre  should  I  send  my  tbougfat 
Through  beds  of  glittering  ore,  and  glowing  gems, 
Their  beggar'd  blue  wants  lustre  for  my  lay  ; 
Goes  out  in  darkness :  if,  on  towering  win^, 
I  send  it  through  the  boundless  vault  of  stars ! 
The  stars,  though  rich,  what  dross  their  gold  to  Aee, 
Great!  good!  wise!  wonderful!  eternal  King! 
If  to  those  contdoui  ttan  thy  throne  around, 
Pkaise  ever-pouring,  and  imbibing  bliss ; 
And  ask  dieir  strain ;  they  want  it,  mmr  they  want. 
Poor  their  abundance,  humble  their  sublime^ 
Languid  their  energy,  their  ardour  cold. 
Indebted  still,  their  highest  rapture  bums ; 
Short  of  its  mark,  def^ve,  though  dirine.  [alooe; 

Still  more  —  Hiis  theme  is  man's,  and 
Tlieir  vast  appointments  readi  it  not :  tfacy  ai 
On  Earth  a  bounty  not  indulg'd  on  hi^ ; 
And  downward  look  for  Heaven's  superior 
First  bom  of  ether !  high  in  fields  of  lieht! 
View  man,  to  see  the  glory  of  your  God  ! 
Could  angels  envy,  Ihej  Imd  envied  hertg 
And  some  did  envy  ;  aind  the  rest,  though  god^ 
Tet  still  gods  unredeem'd,  (there  triumjJis 
Tempted  to  weigh  Ae  dust  against  the  skies,) 
Hiey  less  wouldyM,  though  more  adom,  my  t' 
They  sung  Creation  (for  in  that  they  shar'd): 
How  rose  in  melody,  that  child  of  love ! 
*s  great  superioTi man !  isthinas 
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liine  is  redempfkm  ;  they  Just  gtve  the  key ; 
r  is  thine  to  raiae,  and  eterniie,  the  song ; 
.Plough  human,  yet  divine :  for  should  not  thii 
tatse  man  o*er  man,  and  kindle  seraphs  kert  T 
ledemjUhn  I  't  was  creation  more  sublime ; 
ledemjtAm  I  *t  was  the  labour  of  the  skies ; 
•tf  more  than  labour  ^  It  was  deaUi  in  Heaven. 
V  truth  so  strange !  *t  were  bold  to  think  it  true  ; 
f  not  &r  bolder  still  to  disbelieve  ! 

Hen  pause,  and  ponder :  was  there  death  in 
Heaven? 
iVbat  then  on  Earth?  On  Earth,  which  struck  the 

blow? 
Vlio  struck  it  ?  Who  ?  — '  O  bow  is  man  enlarg'd 
ieen  through  this  medium !  how  the  pigmy  towen ! 
low  oounterpois*d  his  origin  from  dust ! 
-low  countopois'd,  to  dust  his  sad  return  ! 
low  voided  his  vast  distance  from  the  skies  \ 
^ow  near  he  presses  on  the  seraph*s  wing ! 
Vhich  is  the  scrtph  ?  Which  the  bom  of  clay  ? 
iow  this  demonstrates,  tfvough  the  thickest  cloud 
K  guHt,  and  clay  condens'd,  the  son  of  Heaven .' 
rhe  dtmbU  son  ;  the  made,  and  the  re-made ! 
\nd  &hall  Heaven's  double  property  be  lost? 
^Un*s  double  madness  only  can  destroy. 
To  man  the  bleeding  cross  has  promis*d  off/ 
Hie  bleeding  cross  has  sworn  eternal  grace ; 
)Vho  gave  1&  life,  what  grace  sliall  he  deny? 
)  ye !  wlio,  from  this  rock  ofagei,  leap, 
Ipostates,  plunging  headlong  in  the  deep  ! 
t^hat  ccnrdial  joy,  what  consolation  strong, 
i^hatever  winds  arise,  or  billows  roU, 
3ur  interest  in  the  master  of  the  storm ! 
^Hng  there,  and  in  wreck*d  Nature's  ruin  tmUeg 
iiVhile  vile  apostates  tremble  in  a  calm« 

Man  !  know  thyself.    All  wisdom  centre*  there : 
To  none  man  seems  ignoble,  but  to  man ; 
Angels  that  grandeur,  men  o'erlook,  adndine : 
How  long  shall  human  nature  be  their  book. 
Degenerate  mortal !  and  unread  by  thee  ? 
Ihc  beam  dim  reason  sheds  shows  wonders  there  ; 
What  high  contents !  Illustrious  faculties  ! 
But  the  grand  comment,  which  displays  at  full 
Our  human  height,  scaree  sever'd  from  divine. 
By  Heaven  oompos'd,  was  publish'd  on  the  cross. 

Who  looks  on  that,  and  sees  not  in  himself 
An  aweful  stranger,  a  terrestrial  god  ? 
A  glorious  partner  with  the  Deity 
In  that  high  attribute,  immoital  life  ? 
If  a  God  bleeds,  he  bleeds  not  for  a  worm : 
I  gaie,  and,  as  I  gaze,  my  nxiunting  soul 
Catches  strange  fire,  Eternity !  at  thee ; 
And  drops  the  world  •—  or  rather,  more  enjoys : 
How  chang'd  the  face  of  Nature !  how  improv*d ! 
What  seem'd  a  chaos,  shines  a  glorious  world. 
Or,  what  a  world,  ap  Eden  ;  heighten'd  all ! 
It  is  another  scene !  another  self ! 
And  still  another,  as  time  rolls  along ; 
And  that  a  se^bir  more  illustrious  still. 
Beyond  long  ages,  yet  roll'd  up  in  shades 
Unpierc'd  l^  bold  conjecture's  keenest  ray. 
What  evolutions  of  surprising  fate  ! 
How  Nature  opens,  and  receives  my  soul 
In  boundless  walks  of  raptur'd  thought!  where  gods 
Encounter  and  embrace  me !  What  new  births 
()f  strange  adventure,  foreign  to  the  Sun ; 
Wliere  what  now  charms,  perhaps,  whate'er  exists* 
01(1  tintTf  and  fair  creation,  are  forgot ! 

U  this  extravagant  ?  Of  man  we  fcNrm 
Kxtravagant  conception,  to  be  just : 


Coneepdon  unconflnM  want!  wings  to  rcadi  liiro : 
Beyond  its  reach,  the  Godhead  only,  more. 
He,  the  great  Father !  kindled  at  one  flame 
The  world  of  rationali ;  one  spirit  pour'd 
FVom  spirit's  aweful  fountain  :  pour'd  himself 
Tlutnx^  all  their  souls ;  but  not  in  equal  streami 
IVofuse,  or  frugal,  of  th'  aspiring  God, 
As  his  wise  plan  demanded  ;  and  when  past 
Tlieir  various  trials  in  their  various  spheres, 
If  they  continue  rational,  as  made, 
Resortw  them  all  into  himself  again  ; 
His  throne  their  centre,  and  his  smile  their  crowrL 

Why  doubt  we,  then,  the  ^orious  truth  to  sing, 
Though  yet  unsung,  as  deem'd,  perhaps,  too  bold  ? 
Angels  are  men  of  a  superior  kind ; 
Angels  are  men  in  lighter  halnt  clad, 
High  o'er  celestial  mountains  wing'd  in  fli^t; 
And  men  are  angels  loaded  for  an  hour. 
Who  wade  this  miry  vale^  and  dimb  with  pain. 
And  slippery  step,  the  bottom  of  the  steeps 
Angels  their  failings,  mortals  have  their  praise ; 
While  here,  of  corps  ethereal,  such  enroU'd, 
And  summon'd  to  the  gUmaus  standard  soon, 
Which  flames  eternal  crimson  through  the  skies^ 
Nor  are  our  brothers  thoughtless  of  Sieir  kin. 
Yet  ibsent ;  but  not  absent  from  their  love. 
Michael  has  fought  our  battles  ;  Raphael  sung 
Our  triumphs ;  Gabriel  on  our  emnda  flown. 
Sent  by  the  Sovereign :  and  are  these,  O  man ! 
Hiy  friends,  thy  vrarm  allies?  'and  thou  (shame  bum 
The  clieek  to  cinder !)  rival  to  the  brute ? 

ReHgiim  's  AIL     Descending  from  the  skies 
To  wretched  man,  the  goddess,  in  her  kf^ 
Holds  out  this  world,  and,  in  her  right,  the  nests 
ReHgitm  f  the  sole  voucher  man  is  man ; 
Supporter  sole  of  man  above  himself ; 
E'en  in  this  night  of  frailty,  change,  and  deatl^ 
She  gives  the  soul  a  soul  that  acts  a  god. 
Religion!  Providence!  an  after-state  I 
Ainv  is  firm  footing ;  Acre  is  solid  rock  J 
7^  can  support  us ;  all  is  sea  besides ; 
Sinks  under  us ;  beetonns,  and  then  devours 
His  hand  the  good  man  fintens  on  the  skies^ 
And  bids  Earth  roll,  nor  feds  her  idle  whirL 

As  when  a  wretch,  from  thick,  polluted  air. 
Darkness  and  stench,  and  8uffocation.damps, 
And  dungeon-horrours,  by  kind  fate,  dischaig'd^ 
Climbs  some  fiux  eminence,  where  etfier  pun 
Surrounds  him,  and  Elysian  prospects  rise. 
His  heart  exults,  his  spirits  cast  their  load: 
As  if  new-born,  he  triumphs  in  the  change ; 
So  joys  the  soul,  when,  from  inglorious  aims| 
And  sordid  sweets,  fhmi  feculence  and  froth 
Of  tics  terrestrial,  set  at  large,  she  mounts 
To  reason*  region,  her  own  element. 
Breathes  hopes  immortal,  and  aflTects  the  skicSi 

Reiigion  I  thou  the  soul  of  happiness  ; 
And,  groaning  Cslvsry,  of  thee !   Thiert  shine 
The  noblest  truths;  there  strongest  motives  sting; 
There  sacred  violence  assaults  ^  soul ; 
Tliere,  nothing  but  eom'puUun  is  fofbome. 
Can  love  allure  us  ?  or  can  terrour  awe  ? 
He  weeps !  —  the  felling  drop  puts  out  the  Sun ; 
He  sighs  — the  sigh  Earth's  deep  foundation  shakes. 
If  in  his  love  so  terrible,  what  then 
His  wrath  inflam'd  ?  his  tenderness  on  fire  ? 
like  soft,  smooth  oil,  outblastng  other  fires  ? 
Can  prayer,  can  praise,  avert  it  ?  «« lliou,  my  All  I 
My  theme  !  my  inspiration  !  and  my  cvuwn  I 
My  strength  in  age !  my  rite  in  low  cstau! 
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My  twil'i  itebMon,  ph—if  >>  wailtii  I  — ly  irorld ! 

My  light  in  daricncw!  sad  my  1H«  m  dcaHi! 

My  boMt  tiinmgb  tune !  blias  through  dernity  J 

Eternity,  too  abort  to  ipeek  thy  praise ! 

Or  (athom  Ifay  profound  of  lore  to  men ! 

To  men,  of  men  the  mfnenti  e*en  to^me ; 

My  aecrifioe!  my  God !  —what  things  are  tfaeee ! 

What  then  art  then  ?  by  what  name  shall  I  call 
thee? 
Knew  I  the  name  detoot  ardiangcla  use^ 
Devout  archangcb  should  the  name  ei\jo^ 
By  me  unrivall'd ;  thousands  mom  sublhnc^ 
None  half  so  dear,  as  that,  wUdi,  thou^  unspoke, 
Still  glows  at  heart :  O  how  omnipotence 
Is  lost  in  love !  Thou  great  philanthropist ! 
Father  of  angels !  but  llie  fiiiend  of  man ! 
Like  Jacobs  fondest  of  the  younger  bom ! 
Thou,  who  didst  save  him,  snatch  the  smoking  brsnd 
From  out  the  flames,  and  quench  it  in  thy  blood ! 
How  art  thou  pleas'd,  by  bounty  to  distress  ] 
To  make  us  groan  beneath  our  gratitude^ 
Too  big  for  birth !  to  fovoor,  and  confound ! 
To  challenge,  and  to  distance  all  return ! 
Of  hnrish  love  stupendous  heights  to  soar. 
And  leave  praise  panting  in  the  distant  vak ! 
Thy  right,  too  great,  deftauds  tfaee  of  thy  duei 
And  saiarilcgious  our  sublimest  song. 
But  since  the  naked  wUl  obtsins  thy  smiley 
Beneath  thb  monument  of  praise  unpaidt 
And  future  life  qrmphonious  to  my  strain, 
(That  noblest  hymn  to  Heaven !)  for  ever  lie 
Intomb'd  my  fear  cf  death  f  and  every  fear, 
Tlie  dread  of  every  evil,  but  thy  fifown. 

Whom  see  I,  yonder,  so  demurely  smile  7 
Laughter  a  labour,  and  might  break  their  rert. 
Ye  quiefists,  in  homage  to  the  skies ! 
Ser«ie!  of  soft  address !  who  mildly  make 
An  unobtrusive  tender  of  your  hearts. 
Abhorring  violence ;  who  kali  indeed ; 
But,  for  the  blessing,  wmtie  not  with  Heaven ! 
Think  you  my  song  too  turbulent?  too  warm? 
Are  /Msn'oiiJ,  tiieii,  the  pagans  of  the  soul  ? 
Reaion  alone  baptiE*d  ?  alone  ordnii'd 
To  touch  things  sacred  ?  Oh  for  warmer  still ! 
Guilt  chills  my  seal,  and  age  benumbs  my  powers : 
Oh  for  an  humbler  heart  t  and  prouder  song ! 
Thou,  my  mucb.in|nr'd  theme !  with  that  soft  eye 
Which  mehed  o'er  doom*d  Salem,  deign  to  look 
Compassion  to  the  coldness  of  my  brcMt; 
And  pafdoo  to  the  winter  in  my  strain* 

Oh  ye  coldJiearted,  froaen,  formsAisli ! 
On  such  a  theme^  't  u  Impious  to  be  calm ; 
Passiosi  is  reason,  transport  temper,  here. 
Shall  Heaven,  which  gaive  us  ardour,  and  has  shown 
Her  own  for  man  so  stronf^,  not  *^**^%^?i 
What  smooth  enmllients  in  theology. 
Recumbent  vfartne's  downy  doctors  pi^vach ; 
That  prose  of  piety,  a  lukewarm  praise? 
Rise  odours  sweet  from  incense  unmfiam'd  / 
Devotion,  when  It&ewarm,  is  undevout ; 
But  when  it  glow%  its  heat  is  struck  to  Heaven ; 
To  human  hnrtt  Inr  goklen  harps  are  strung  ; 
High  Heaven's  orckatm  chaunts  amen  to  man. 

Hear  I,  or  dresm  I  hear,  their  distant  strain. 
Sweet  to  the  soul,  and  tasting  strong  of  Heaven^ 
Soft-wafted  en  fi'lestisl  pity's  plume. 
Through  the  vast  spaces  of  the  universe. 
To  cheer  me  in  this  melancholy  gloom  ? 
Oh  when  will  Deaih  (now  stingless),  like  a  ft*"-^ 
Admit  »•  of  tfioifcboif?  OwhnwiliP 


I  Thb  nxmldobig,  ald»  parthlQBi.waa 
Give  beings  one  in  nature,  one  abode  ? 
Oh  Death  divine !  that  giv'st  us  to  die 
Greatyiiiiiiv  /  glorious  palroa  of  the  poif. 
And  prt$efU/  when  shall  I  thy  sinrineadOTe? 
FWmi  Nature's  eontmemtf  immensely  widc^ 
Immensely  blest,  thb  little  isb  cfl^ 
llibdark,  incarcersted  osbi^ 
Divides  us.     Happy  day !  that  breaks 
That  manumits  ;  tint  caUs  finom  exile 
That  leads  to  Nature's  great  mOrapoKs, 
And  re-admits  us,  througb  theguardiBn 
Of  elder  brothers,  to  our  Father**  tfarpna  ; 
Who  bean  our  Advocats^  and,  tfarangh  fats 
Beholding  man,  allows  that  tender 
*T  b  thb  makes  Chriatian  tmamph  a 
'T  b  thb  makes  joy  a  dn^  to  the 
*T  is  impknis  in  a  good  man  to  be  sad. 

See  thou,  Lorenso!  where  hangs  all  onrbepe? 
Touch'd  by  the  cm$f  we  live ;  or,  mar*  dma  die; 
That  touch  which  touch'd  not  angds ; 
Than  thatwbidi  touch'd  confiision  into  fixm. 
And  darkness  into  glory :  partial  IomoI  / 
Inefiably  pre-eminent  regard ! 
Sacred  to  man,  and  sovereign  through  the 
Long  golden  chain  of  mirarles,  wfaidi  bai^ 
¥Vom  Heaven  through  all  duration,  and  suppoits 
In  one  illustrious  and  amaiing  plssi. 
Thy  welfare,  Nature/  and  thy  God's  renown ; 
That  touch,  with  charm  celesdal,  heab  the  soul 
Diseas'd,  drives  pain  from  guilt,  lights  life  in  drsth 
Turns  Earth  to  Heaven,  to  heavenly  throsws 

forms 
The  ghastly  ruins  of  the  mouldering  tombc 

Dnt  ask  me  when?  When  he  vHio  died 
Returns,  how  chang'd  !•   Where  dien  the 


In  glory's  terroon  all  the  Godhead  burns  ; 
And  all  his  courts,  eihaiisted  by  the  tide 
Of  deides,  triumphant  in  hb  trsin. 
Leave  a  stupendous  solitude  in  Heaven ; 
Replenish'd  soon,  replenish'd  with  incrcsae 
Of  pomp,  and  multitude ;  a  radiant  band 
Of  angeb  new ;  of  angeb  from  the  tomb* 

Is  this  my  fancy  thrown  remote?  and  riae 
Dark  doubts  between  the  promise  and  cvcsit  ? 
I  send  thee  not  to  volumes  for  thy  cure; 
Read  Nature ;  Nature  b  a  Inend  to  tntdi; 
Nature  is  Chrittiani  preaches  to  mankind  ; 
And  bids  dead  matter  aid  us  in  our  creed. 
Hast  thou  ne'er  seen  the  comet's  flaming  fight  ? 
Tb*  illustrious  stranger,  psasing,  terrour  abeds 
On  gaiing  nations;  fitxn  hb  fiery  train 
Of  length  enormous,  takes  hb  ample  round 
Throu^  depths  of  ether ;  coasts  unnumber'd  vrorkl^ 
Of  more  than  solar  glory  ;  doubles  wide 
Heaven's  mighty  cape ;  and  dien  revisits  Eardb, 
From  the  lone  travel  of  a  thousand  years. 
Tims,  at  the  desdn'd  period,  shall  return 
He,  once  on  Earth,  who  faicfa  the  comet  bbae : 
And,  with  him,  off  our  triumph  o'er  die  tamhw 

Nature  b  diunb  on  thb  important  point ; 
Or  hope  precarious  in  low  whisper  breathea; 
Faith  speaks  aloud,  distinct ;  e'en  oddrrt  hear : 
But  turn,  and  dart  into  the  dark  again. 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  across  the  gidf  of  Death, 
.To  break  the  shock  blind  Nature  cannot  dmn. 
And  lands  thought  smoothly  on  the  further 
^^-'nth's  terrour  b  the  mountsin^bttA  removes; 
minlain  barrier  between  man  and 
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:*isya*Adlnariiiidntnicl!oii;  moAthadhm 
rom  every  damoroos  diuge,  the  guQtleM  tomlk 

Wliy  ditbelieTC?   Loranio !  ~  «<  lieotoit  lnd% 
\Uf»cnd  rcMon.**—  Hold  her  Mcred  nUl ; 
'or  almlt  thou  want  a  nftl  in  tbj  flame : 
.U-aacred  reuaon  /  aouroe,  and  aoul,  of  all 
temaoding  praiaa^  on  Earth,  or  Earth  ahore ! 
ly  heart  is  thine :  deep  in  its  inmoat  folds, 
Are  thou  with  life ;  live  dearer  of  the  twa  ' 
V'esr  I  the  blesaed  crpn,  by  fortune  stamp'd 
hi  pairive  Nature,  before  thought  was  born? 
fy  birth's  blind  bigot !  fir'd  with  local  leal  i 
lo !  Reattm  ra-bapcis'd  me  when  adult; 
^eigh'd  tme^  and  false,  in  her  impartial  seale; 
ly  heart  became  the  convert  of  my  head, 
Lod  made  that  choice,  which  once  waabutmyfiiti. 

On  argument  alone  my  laith  is  built:*' 
Imhn*  purmi'd  is/ntik ;  andnnpumied 
Fbov  proof  invites,  'tiareaaon,  than,  no  mora: 
tnd  iuch  our  pro^  Hiat,  or  mxrJaUk  m  rigfU^ 
h  Semm  Kca,  and  Heaven  deaign'd  it  wrtng  .* 
LbMlve  we  this?    What,  then,  ia  blasphemy? 

Fond  as  we  are^  and  justly  fend,  fifjmtkt 
trnmi,  we  grant,  demands  our  first  Mgard; 
Ik  mother  honoured,  as  the  daughter  dear, 
(mjon  dw  root,  fair/oM  ia  but  the  flower ; 
lie  fading  flower  shall  die;  but  reason  livca 
mnocial,  as  her  Father  in  the  dkies. 
Vhtnfikk  H  virtue,  retuon  makes  it  sow 
rroDg  not  the  Christian;  dnnk  not 
r  is  reoaois  our  great  Ifotler  holds  so  dear; 
r  is  naofMi's  Injur'd  rights  his  wrath  resents; 
r  is  reoMit's  voice  obey'd  his  glories  erown ; 
o  give  lost  reaton  life,  he  pour'd  his  own : 
lelMv«,  and  dww  the  reason  of  a  man ; 
lelieve,  and  taste  the  pleasure  of  a  Ood  1 
Iclicve,  and  look  with  triumph  on  the  tomb  i 
lirougfa  reason**  wounds  alone  tbjjiaih  can  die ; 
Vhich  dying,  tenfold  terronr  gives  to  daatfa, 
knd  dips  in  venom  his  twioe^maortal  sting. 

Learn  henea  what  honours,  whatloud  jMMni,  due 
To  those,  who  push  our  anlidole  aside ; 
rbose  boosted  friends  to  fvasoN,  and  to  man, 
Vbooe  firtal  kwe  stabs  every  joy,  and  I 
)eath*s  tanrour  heigfaton'd,  gnawing  on 
nwse  pompous  sons  of  reason  idolis'd 
knd  vilified  at  once ;  of  reason  dead, 
rhen  deifyd,  as  monarchs  were  of  old ; 
MThat  oonduet  plants  proud  laurels  on 
VUlc  love  <i^fntfA  throuffhall  their  camp  resounds^ 
rhey  draw  JHi^'s  curtam  o'er  the  nooiwtide  ray, 
(pike  up  their  inch  of  reason,  on  the  point 
)f  philosophic  wit,  ealTd  argument ; 
Ind  then,  eiulting  in  Ifacir  taper,  cry, 
'  Bdwld  the  Sun :"  and,  Indiaiwlike,  adore. 

Talk  they  of  tnorolf^  O  thou  bleeding  Love ! 
rhou  maker  of  nne  morals  to  mankind  F 
rhe  grand  morality  is  love  of  thee. 
\s  wise  as  Socrates,  if  such  they  were» 
Nor  will  they*bate  of  that  sublime  renown,) 
4i  wiae  at  Soorates  might  justly  stand 
rhe  definitiott  of  a  modern  fool. 

A  Christian  is  the  highest  style  of  man : 
%nd  w  there,  who  the  blessed  cross  wipes  off, 
As  a  foul  blot  fhm  Us  dishonour'd  brow  ? 
[f  angels  tremble,  't  is  at  such  a  sight : 
rhe  wretch  they  quit,  despondin||of  their  charge^ 
Mora  strudL  with  grief  or  wonder,  who  can  tall  ? 

Ye  sold  to  sense!  ye  dtiaens  of  Earth  1 
For  such  aloM  the  Chfistian  banner  f^)     . 


Know  ye  ho^^nse^fmif'eBolBi^  now  gnat  your'gein  r 
Behold  the  picture  of  Earth's  happiest  man : 
'*  Ha  calls  his  wish,  it  oomaa ;  he  sends  it  beck. 
And  mys,  he  call'd  anoCfasr ;  that  arrives, 
Meets  tfie  same  wdoome;  yethe  stiUcslben; 
TfH  one  calla  Imn,  who  veriw  not  his  call. 
But  holds  him  fint,  in  chains  of  darkness  bound. 
Till  Nature  dies,  and  iudgment  sets  him  fkee ; 
A  fireedom  hr  lem  wuoome  than  his  chain." 

But  grant  man  happy;  grant  him  happy  long: 
Add  to  lifb's  highest  priae  her  Utest hour; 
That  hour,  so  late,  is  nimble  in  approadH 
That,  like  a  post,  comes  on  in  fbll  career  i 
How  swift  the  shuttle  flie%  that  vreaves  tiiy  iteMidl 
Where  is  the  fable  of  thy  ibcmcr  years? 
Thrown  down  the  gulf  of  time ;  aa  far  fhxn  thee 
As  they  had  ne'er  been  thine;  the  day  in  hand, 
Like  a  bird  struggling  to  get  looser  is  gpi^g ; 
Scarce  now  possess'd,  so  suddenly  't  is  gone ; 
And  each  swift  moment  fkd,  is  deeth  Mvenc'd 
By  strides  as svrift ;  Eternity  ia  all; 
And  whoae  Eternity?  Who  triumphs  Aero? 
Batlmig  for  ever  in  the  font  of  bliss ! 
For  cvcrbesking  in  tfie  Deity! 
Lorenrol  who  ?^  Thy  conadenee  shell  reply. 

O  give  it  leave  to  speak ;  ^  will  speak  en 
Hiy  leave  unaA'd :  Lorenao !  hear  it  now. 
While  usalbl  its  advice,  its  accent  mild. 
By  the  great  edict,  the  divine  decree^ 
Truth  is  deposited  with  man's  last  kourf 
An  honest  hour,  and  faithful  to  her  truat: 
Trutkf  eldest  daughter  of  the  Deity ; 
Trytk,  of  hb  council,  when  he  made  the  wotlda; 
Nor  less,  when  he  shall  judge  the  worids  he  made; 
Though  silent  long,  and  sleeping  ne'er  so  sound, 
Smother'd  with  errouri,  and  opprcst  with  toys. 
That  Heaven-commiasioned  hour  no  sooner  calls. 
But,  from  her  cavern  in  the  soul's  abyss. 
Like  hhn  they  fidile  under  .£tna  whefan'd. 
The  goddess  bursts,  in  thunder,  and  in  flnne; 
Lou£y  convinces,  and  severely  pains. 
Dark  deaiofu  I  disdiarge,  and  hydra  stings; 
The  keen  vibration  of  bright  Iml* — is  Hell : 
Just  definition !  thou^  by  schoob  untaught. 
Ye  deef  to  truth !  peruse  this  person'd  pege^ 
And  trust,  for  onoe,  a  prophet,  and  a  priest ; 
"  Men  may  line  lbo]a»  but  fbols  they  cannot  dir.** 


NlOHT 

THE  RELAPSE. 

TO  THB  niOBT  HOK.  THE  BAEI.  Or  UTCHrUUk 

Loaairso!  to  recriminate  is  just 

Fondness  for  fame  is  avarice  of  air. 

I  grant  the  man  is  vain  who  writes  for  praise. 

Praise  no  man  e'er  dcacrv'd,  who  sought  no  more. 

As  just  thy  tecond  charge.     I  grant  the  Muse 
Has  often  blush'd  at  her  degenerate  sons, 
Retain'd  by  sense  to  plead  her  filthy  cause; 
lb  raise  the  low,  to  magnify  the  mcen, 
And  subtilise  the  gross  into  refin'd  : 
As  if  to  magic  numbers*  powerful  charm 
*T  was  given,  to  nu^e  a  doet  of  their  song 
Obscene,  and  sweeten  ordure  to  perfume. 
Wit,  a  true  pagan,  deifies  the  bruti^ 
And  lifts  our  swine-enjoyments  fhmi  tiie  mue« 
I     llM  fiMrt  notorious,  nor  obscura  the  coose, 
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We  wetf  ite  tMDf  of  fAnmr*  and  oi 
Thne  share  the  man ;  and  these  diadnact  him  top ; 
Draw  diflkrent  w«gr%  and  dash  in  their  oonmunds. 
Pride,  like  an  CMle,  builds  among  the  stars. 
But  pimmrtf  UASks^  nests  iqion  the  ground. 
Jofs  shar'd  by  brute-craation,  pride  resents; 
jneomrr  embraces:  man  would  both  enjoy. 
And  both  at  once  :  a  point  how  hard  to  gain1 
But,  what  can't  wit,  when  stung  by  strong  desire? 

Wit  dares  attempt  this  arduous  enterprise. 
Snce  joys  of  smsr  can't  rise  to  fvojon's  taste; 
In  subde  taphiUry*s  laborious  forge, 
JFU  hammers  out  a  reason  91010,  tfiat  stoops 
T6  sordid  scenes,  and  meets  diem  with  applausa 
Wit  calls  the  graces  die  chaste  zone  to  loose  ; 
Nor  less  than  a  jtiump  god  to  fill  the  bowl : 
A  thousand  j^ntoms,  and  a  thousand  spells, 
A  thousand  opiates  scatters,  to  delude, 
To  fascinate,  inebriate,  lay  asleep. 
And  the  fool'd  mind  delightfully  confound,  [more ; 
Thus  that  which  Aotk'd^x  judgment,  shocks  no 
Tliat  which  gare  ftride  oflfence,  no  more  offends. 
Pleasure  and  jnide,  by  nature  mortal  foes, 
At  war  eternal,  which  in  man  shall  reign, 
By  vit*s  address,  patch  up  a  fatal  peace, 
And  hand  in  hand  lead  on  the  rank  debauch. 
From  rank,  refin'd  to  delicate  and  gay. 
jirtf  cursed  art !  wipes  off  th*  indebted  blush 
From  Nature's  dieek,  and  bronzes  ereiy  shame. 
Man  smiles  in  ruin,  glories  in  his  guflt. 
And  infamy  stands  candidate  for  prsise. 

All  writ  by  man  in  fiiTour  of  the  soul. 
These  sensual  ethics  fiv,  in  bulk,  transcend. 
The  flowers  of  eloquence,  profusely  pour'd 
O'er  spotted  vice,  fill  half  the  letter'd  workL 
Can  powers  of  genius  exorcise  their  page. 
And  consecrate  enormities  witli  song? 
But  let  not  these  inexpiable  strains 
Condemn  tlie  Muse  that  knows  her  dignity ; 
Nor  meanly  stops  at  time,  but  holds  the  world 
As  't  is,  in  Nature's  ample  field,  a  point, 
A  point  in  her  esteem ;  from  whence  to  start,  < 
And  run  the  round  of  unirersal  ^paoe, 
To  visit  being  universal  there. 
And  being's  Source,  that  utmost  fliglit  of  mind ! 
Yet,  ^ite  of  tliis  so  vast  circumference. 
Well  knows,  but  what  is  moral,  nou^t  is  greaL 
Sing  jtymu  only  ?     Do  not  angels  sing  ? 
There  is  in  poesy  a  decent  pride. 
Which  well  becomes  her  when  ^  speaks  to  prose, 
Her  younger  sister ;  haply,  not  more  wise. 

Tlunk'st  thou,  I<orenzo !  to  find  pastimes  here? 
No  guilty  passion  blown  into  a  flame. 
No  fbible  flat^r'd,  dignity  disgrac'd. 
No  fairy  field  of  fiction,  all  on  flower. 
No  rainbow  colours,  hen,  or  silken  tale : 
But  solemn  counsels,  images  of  awe. 
Truths,  which  eternity  lets  fall  on  man       [spheres. 
With    double    height,     through    these    revolving 
This  death-deep  silence,  and  incumbent  shade : 
Thoughts,  such  as  shall  revisit  your  last  hour; 
Visit  uncaird„  and  live  when  life  expires ; 
And  thy  dark  pencil,  midnight !  darker  sdU 
In  melancholy  dipt,  embrowns  the  whole. 

Yet  this,  even  Mil,  my  laughter-loving  friends ! 
Lorenzo !  and  thy  brothers  of  the  smile  ! 
IF,  wliat  imports  you  most,  can  most  engage. 
Shall  steal  your  ear,  and  chain  you  to  my  song. 
Or  if  yuu  &il  me,  know,  tlie  wise  shall  taste 
The  truths  I  sing ;  the  truths  I  sing  shall  feel ; 


And,  feding,  give  tmetx ;  and  tiw 
Is  ample  recompense  ;  is  more  than  praise. 
But  chiefly  thine,  O  Litchfield  !  nor  mistake ; 
Think  not  unintroduc'd  I  foree  my  way; 
Narctssa,  not  unknown,  not  unallied. 
By  virtue,  or  by  blood,  illustrious  youth ! 
To  thee,  from  blooming  amaanmtkau  bower% 
Where  all  the  language  harewmf,  deaccnda 
Uncall'd,  and  asks  admittance  for  the  Muse : 
A  Muse  that  will  not  pain  thee  with  thj  praae ; 
Thy  praise  she  drops,  by  nMer  still  iiMpir'd. 

O  thou !  Blest  Spirit!  whether  the  supreme. 
Great  antemundane  Father !  in  whose  breast 
Embryo  creation,  unborn  being,  dwelt. 
And  all  its  varioua  revolutions  rolled 
Present,  though  future ;  prior  to  themadvcs; 
Whose  breath  can  blow  it  into  nought  again  ; 
Or,  from  his  throne  some  delegated  power, 
Who^  studious  of  our  peace,  dost  turn  the  Ifaoi^ 
From  vain  and  vile,  to  solid  and  sublime  ! 
Unseen  thou  lead'st  me  to  deUckma  drangjbts 
Of  inspiration^  from  a  purer  stream. 
And  fuller  of  the  god,  than  that  which  bunt 
FVom  fiun'd  Castalia :  nor  is  yet  allay 'd 
My  sacred  thirst ;  though  long  my  aoul  has  rangd 
T^ugh  pleasing  paths  of  moral  and  dkumey 
By  thee  sustain*^  and  lighted  by  the  stan. 

By  them  best  lighted  are  the  paths  of  tkamgUi 
NighU  are  their  days,  their  most  fllumin'd 
By  day,  the  soul,  o'erbome  by  life'a  caner, 
Stann'd  by  the  din,  and  giddy  widi  the  ^arc^ 
Reels  far  from  reason,  jostled  by  the  tfarasi^ 
By  de^  the  aoul  is  passive,  all  her  *'*^Tg*iti 
Impoe'd,  precarious,  brctken  ere  mature. 
By  ni^  from  objects  frce^  from  paanon  cool, 
lliougfats  uncontroU'd,  and  unin^neas'd,  the 
Of  pure  election,  arbtlraiy  ranges 
Nof  to  the  limits  of  one  world  omfin'd  ; 
But  from  ethereal  traveb  light  <m  Smrth, 
As  voyagen  drop  andwr,  for  rcpoae. 

Let  Indiana,  and  the  gay,  like  Indiana^  fond 
Of  fealfaer'd  fopperies,  the  Sun  adore : 
2>arAiiett  has  more  divinity  for  me ; 
It  strikes  thought  inward ;  it  drives  back  the 
To  settle  <m  herself,  our  point  supreme ! 
There  lies  our  theatre  !  there  sits  our  jadg& 
Darkneu  the  curtain  drops  o'er  life's  dull  annc; 
'T  is  the  kind  hand  of  Providence  stretch'd  oat 
'Twist  man  and  vanity ;  *t  is  reason,*%  reign* 
And  virtue*s  too ;  theas  tutelary  shades 
Are  man's  asyhim  from  the  tainted  throng. 
IiHght  is  the  good  man's  friend,  and  guardsam  too; 
It  no  less  rescues  virtue,  than  w^pim^ 

Virtue,  for  ever  frail,  as  fiur,  below. 
Her  tender  nature  suffers  in  tlie  crowd. 
Nor  touches  on  the  world,  without  a  stain  : 
Hie  morld  's  infectious  ;  few  bring  back  at  eve. 
Immaculate,  the  mannen  of  the  mom. 
Something  we  lAougAl,  is  blotted !  we  reaoUf*d, 
Is  shaken ;  we  reno%mc*d,  returns  again. 
Each  salutation  may  slide  in  a  sin 
Unthought  before,  or  fix  a  former  flaw. 
Nor  is  it  strange :  Ught,  motim,  concourt^  ntmst^ 
All,  scatter  us  abroiul;  thought  outward  bound, 
Neglectful  of  our  home  affairs,  flics  off 
In  fume  and  dissipation,  quits  her  charge* 
And  leaves  the  breast  unguarded  to  the  foe. 

Present  example  gets  within  our  guard. 
And  acts  with  double  force,  by  few  repelL'cL 
^mMion  fires  ambition ;  loveofgairi 
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krikes,  lik«  •  peftilciitt,  firom  bmit  tobmsC ; 

liiti,  pride,  perfdjfi  blue  tvpoun  braathe ; 

iud  mAttmomry  n  caught  from  man, 

*rom  snuling  man.     A  tUgbt,  a  liogla  glance^ 

kud  shot  at  raadom,  oftea  has  brought  home 

i  sudden  ferer  to  the  throbbing  heart, ' 

H*  mtnfy  rancemr^  or  impwre  desire* 

Ve  see,  we  hear,  with  peril ;  safety  dwells 

temoce  from  mtdHiwU;  the  world  's  a  icbool 

)f  wrong,  and  what  proficients  swarm  around ! 

Ve  must  or  imitate,  or  di8^)proTe ; 

if  use  list  as  tfieir  aocomplicei,  or  foes ; 

^hat  stains  our  innocence ;  this  wounds  our  peace; 

•'rom  Nature's  birth,  hence,  wisdom  has  been  smit 

%'ith  sweet  recess,  and  langiiish'd  for  the  shades 

Tliis  sacred  shade,  and  solitude,  what  is  it  ? 
T  is  the  felt  presence  of  the  Deity. 
'"ew  are  the  faults  we  flatter  when  alone^ 
Ice  sinks  in  her  allurements,  is  ungilt, 
ind  looks,  like  othsr  objects,  black  by  night 
ly  night  an  atheist  half-belieres  a  God. 

Night  is  fair  virtue's  immemorial  friend ; 
Phe  conscious  Moon,  through  every  distant  age, 
las  held  a  lamp  to  wisdom,  and  let  fidi, 
>n  contemplation**  eye,  her  pu^ng  ray. 
fhe  fam'd  Athenian,  he  who  woo'd  from  Heaven 
'*kdi»sepity  the  fiur,  to  dwell  with  men, 
\nd  fonn  their  manners,  not  inflame  their  pride, 
Aliile  o*er  his  head,  as  fearful  to  molest 
:iis  labouring  mind,  the  stars  in  silence  slide, 
Kod  seem  all  gating  on  their  future  guest, 
iee  him  soliciting  bis  ardent  suit 
n  private  audience :  all  the  livelong  ni^it, 
fligid  in  thought,  and  motionless,  he  stands; 
Sor  quite  his  theme,  or  posture,  till  the  Sun 
Rode  drunkard  rising  rosy  fhmi  the  main!) 
[)isturba  his  nobler  intellectual  beam, 
%nd  gives  him  to  the  tumult  of  the  world,     [waste 
flail,  precious  moments!  stol'n  from  the  black 
)f  murder'd  time!     Auspicious  mubi^gft/  /  hail ! 
fhe  world  excluded,  every  passion  husht, 
Ind  opcn'd  s  calm  intercourse  with  Heaven, 
Ufre  the  soul  sits  in  council ;  ponders  pott, 
Prwiestines  fittwre  action  ;  sees,  not  feels, 
Ftamultuous  life^  and  reasons  with  Ihe  storm : 
KM  her  tics  answers,  and  thinks  down  her  charma. 

What  awefid  joy !  what  mental  liberty ! 
[  am  not  pent  in  darkness ;  rather  say, 
Vlf  not  too  bold,)  in  darkness  I'm  erobower'd. 
Migfatful  gloom !  the  clustering  thoughts  around 
Spontaneous  rise,  and  blossom  in  the  shade ; 
Bkit  droop  by  day,  and  sicken  in  the  sun. 
Thought  borrows  light  elsewhere ;  from  ibat  first  fire. 
Fountain  of  animation !  whence  descends 
L'ruiia,  my  celestial  guest !  who  deigns 
Sightly  to  visit  me,  so  mean ;  and  now. 
Conscious  how  needful  discipline  to  man. 
Prom  pleasing  dalliance  with  the  charms  of  night 
My  wandering  thought  recalls,  to  what  excites 
Far  other  beat  of  heart!     Nardsaa's  tomb ! 
Or  b  it  feeble  Nature  calls  me  back, 
And  breaks  my  spirit  into  grief  asain  ? 
U  it  a  Stygian  vapour  in  my  blood  ? 
A  cold,  slow  puddle,  creeping  through  my  vdns  ? 
Or  b  it  thus  with  all  men  ?  —  Thus  with  alL 
What  are  we  ?     How  unequal !     Now  we  soar, 
And  now  we  sink :  to  be  the  same,  transcends 
Our  present  prowess.     Dearly  pays  the  soui 
Kor  lodging  ill ;  too  dearly  rents  her  clay. 
Beason,  a  bafBed  counsellor !  but  adds 


Tbe  blush  of  weakneii  to  the  bane  of  woe. 

The  noblest  spirit,  fighting  her  hard  fate. 

In  this  damp,  dusty  region,  charg'd  witli  storms. 

But  feebly  flutters,  yet  untaught  to  fly ; 

Or,  flying,  short  her  flight,  and  sure  her  fall. 

Our  utmost  strength,  when  down,  to  rise  again ; 

And  not  to  yield,  though  beaten,  all  our  praise. 

*T  is  vain  to  aedc  in  men  for  more  than  man. 
Though  proud  in  promise,  big  in  previous  thought. 
Experience  damps  our  trium]^     I  who  late, 
£merging  from  the  shadows  of  the  grave, 
^^^^'^'^  ff^  detain'd  me  prisoner,  mounting  high. 
Threw  wiJe  the  gates  of  everlasting  day. 
And  call'd  mankind  to  glory,  shook  off  pain. 
Mortality  shook  ofl^  in  ether  pure^* 
And  struck  the  stars ;  now  feel  my  qpurits  fafl  ; 
They  drop  me  from  the  xenith ;  down  I  rush. 
Like  him  whom  fid>le  fledg'd  with  waxen  wings. 
In  sorrow  drown'd  —  but  not  in  sorrow  lost 
How  wretched  is  the  man  who  never  mourn 'd  ! 
I  dive  for  precious  pearl  in  jorrov's  stream : 
Not  so  the  thoughtless  man  that  only  grieves ; 
Takes  all  the  torment,  and  rejects  the  gain 
(Inestimable  gain !)  and  gives  Heaven  leave 
To  make  him  but  more  wretched,  not  more  wise. 

If  wisdom  is  our  lesson  (and  what  else 
Ennobles  man?  what  else  hiive  angels  learnt  ?) 
Grief  I  more  proficients  in  tliy  school  are  made. 
Than  ^»itu«,  or  profud  learning,  e'er  could  boast. 
Voracious  learning,  often  over-fed, 
Digests  not  into  sense  her  motley  meal. 
T^Si  book-case,  with  dark  booty  almost  burst. 
This /orager  on  others*  wisdom,  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reason,  quite  untiU'd. 
With  mixt  manure  she  surfeits  the  rank  soil, 
Dung'd,  but  not  dress'd ;  and  ridi  to  beggary. 
A  pomp  untameable  of  weeds  prevails. 
Her  servant**  wealth,  encumber'd  msdom  mourns. 

And  what  says  genius  T  "  Let  the  dull  be  wise.** 
Genius,  too  hard  for  right,  can  prove  it  wrong ; 
And  loves  to  boast,  where  blush  men  less  ini^»ir*d. 
It  pleads  exemption  from  the  laws  of  senses 
Considers  reason  as  a  leveller; 
And  scorns  to  share  a  blessing  with  the  crowd 
That  wise  it  could  be,  thinks  an  ample  claim 
To  glory,  and  to  pleasure  gives  the  rest 
Crassus  but  sleeps,  Ardelio  is  undone. 
H^isdom  less  shudden  at  a  fool,  than  wit 

But  wisdom  smiles,  when  humbled  mortals  weep. 
When  sorrow  wounds  the  breast,  as  ploughs  the 

glebe. 
And  hearts  obdurate  feel  her  softening  shower ; 
Her  seed  celestial,  then,  glad  wisdom  sows  ; 
Her  golden  harvest  triumphs  in  the  soil. 
If  so,  Narcissa !  welcome  my  Relapse  ; 
I'll  raise  a  tax  on  my  calamity. 
And  reap  rich  compensation  fttmi  my  pain. 
I'll  range  the  plenteous  intellectual  field ; 
And  g^her  every  thought  of  sovereign  power 
To  cluse  the  moral  maladies  of  ipan ; 
Thoughts,  which  may  bear  transplanting  to  the  skies, 
Hiough  natives  of  this  coarse  penurious  soil : 
Nor  wholly  wither  there,  where  seraphs  sing, 
Rcfin'd,  exalted,  not  annull'd,  in  Heaven. 
Reason,  the  sun  that  gives  them  birth,  the  same 
In  eitlier  cUme,  though  more  illustrious  there. 
These  choicely  cuU'd,  and  elepntly  rang'd. 
Shall  form  a  garland  Ibr  Narossa's  tomb; 
And,  peiadventttre,  of  no  fading  flowers. 

Say  on  what  themes  shall  punled  choice  dcicend  ? 
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^ 


"  Tn  importncc  of  coDtsmpHnn^  flb^  fonb  j 
IfXy  men  decHne  it ;  nudde^n  foul  birlfa ; 
Tlw  wioua  kmd  of  grief ;  tbefiuUs  vfage ; 
And  deaih*$  dread  dumtder^^  inTHe  my  aong." 

And,  first,  tfa*  importance  of  our  end  survcy'dL 
FKends  oounid  quick  dismission  €!f  our  grief: 
Mistaken  kindness !  our  hearts  beat  too  aoon. 
Axe  thejf  more  kind  than  he^  who  struck  tbe  blow  ? 
Wbo  bid  it  do  fan  errand  in  our  hearts. 
And  banish  peace,  till  fioUer  guetft  arrive, 
And  bring  it  back,  a  true  and  endless  peaoef 
Calamities  ure  friends :  as  glaring  day 
Of  these  unnumber*d  lustres  robs  our  si^t ; 
Protperity  puts  out  unnumber'd  thoughts 
Of  import  high,  and  light  divine,  to  man. 

The  man  how  blest,  who,  sick  of  gaudy  scenes, 
Scenes  apt  to  thrust  between  us  and  ouivelves !) 

led  by  dioice  to  take  his  fiivourite  walk. 
Beneath  deaih*t  gloomy,  silent,  cypreaa  shades, 
Unpierc*d  by  vanity's  fiuntastic  ray  ; 
To  read  his  monuments,  to  weigh  his  dust, 
Vuit  his  vaults,  and  dwell  among  the  tomba! 
Locenxo !  read  with  me  Narcissa*8  stone ; 
(Nardasa  was  thy  fkvourite !)  let  us  read 
Her  morai  stone !  few  doctors  preach  so  weD  ; 
Few  orators  so  tenderly  can  touch 
The  feeling  heart.     What  nalibt  in  the  date  f 
Apt  words  can  strike :  and  yet  in  them  vre  see 
Faint  images  of  what  we,  ha^,  enjoy. 
What  cause  have  tue  to  build  on  len^di  of  life  ? 
Den^ttatioHi  seise,  when  frar  b  laid  asleep ; 
And  ill  fordxNled  is  our  strongest  guard. 

See  from  her  u»ib»  as  firom  an  humbler  duinc^ 
TnUk,  radiant  goddess !  sallies  on  my  soul. 
And  puts  IMution*%  dusky  train  to  flight ; 
Diqpds  the  mists  our  sultry  jNumms  rdse, 
F^nom  oljects  low,  terrestrial,  and  obscene : 
And  shows  the  real  estimate  of  things ; 
Whidi  no  man,  unafflicted,  ever  saw  ; 
Pulls  off  the  vdl  from  Virtue**  rising  charms ; 
Detects  Ten^ftation  in  a  thouwnd  lies. 
TnUh  bids  me  look  on  men,  as  autumn  leaves. 
And  all  they  bleed  for,  as  the  summer's  dust. 
Driven  by  the  whirlwind :  lighted  by  her  beamsi 
I  widen  my  boriion,  gain  new  powers, 
See  things  invisible,  fieel  tilings  remote. 
Am  present  with  futurities ;  think  nought 
To  man  so  foreign,  as  the  joys  potteit ; 
Nought  so  much  his,  as  those  beyond  the  grave 

Vo  Jolly  keeps  its  colour  in  her  sight ; 
Psle  worldly  wiedom  loses  all  her  charms  ; 
In  pompoua  promise,  from  her  schemes  profound, 
If  future  fate  she  plans,  *t  is  all  in  leaves, 
like  Sibyl,  unsubstantial,  fleeting  bliss  j 
At  the  first  blast  it  vanishes  in  air. 
Not  so,  eekttkU :  wouldst  thou  know,  Loienso ! 
How  difller  worldfy  wtfdom,  and  dioine  f 
Just  as  the  waning,  and  the  waxing  Moon. 
Move  empty  worldly  wisdom  every  day  ; 
And  every  day  more  feir  her  rival  shines. 
When  AiCer,  there  *s  less  time  to  play  the  fooL 
Soon  our  whole  term  fiir  wisdom  is  ezpir'd : 
(Thou  know'st  she  calls  no  council  in  tbe  gmve :) 
And  everlasting  fool  is  writ  in  fire. 
Or  real  wisdom  waits  us  to  the  skies. 

As  worldly  schemes  usiiiible  Sibyls'  leaves, 
The  good  man's  days  to  Sibyls*  boo^  compare^ 

SB  andent  stocy  rmd,  thou  know'st  tha  tale,} 
price  idU  lisSog,  as  in  number  lesi^ 
Inestimable  quite  Us  final  hour. 


rot  mas  vino  nnmcs  *-■■■  «■■«■, 

Insolvent  wortds  the  |mwliaw  oamiot  paj- 

«<  Oh  let  me  die  his  dsalfa  r  all 

«  Then  live  Us  BfiK. "  —  AU  Nalnre  fholicn 

Our  great  physician  daily  to  oonsiilt. 

To  commune  with  the  gtane^  our  only  cnsc^ 

What  grave  prescribes  Ihe  best?— A 
andyel^ 
F^om  a  fHend's  gisve  hew 
E'en  to  the  dearot,  as  Us  marMc,  cohL 
Why  are  friends  ravidit  fhxn  us?  *T  is  to  Und, 
By  soft  affection**  tie%  on  bumaa  hearts. 
The  Aought  of  death,  wUch  nwsiw,  too  s«i|iine, 
Or  misemploy'd,  so  tardy  fhstens  tkert» 
Nor  reason,  nor  affection,  noy  nor  both 
Combin  d,  can  break  the  wttdtcrsna  em  the  wi)n& 
Behold,  th'  inexorable  hour  at  hand ! 
Behold,  th'  inexorable  hour  forgot ! 
And  to  forget  it,  the  cUef  obm  of  life. 
Though  wdl  to  poodfr  it,  is  life's  chief  i 

Is  Death,  that  ever-tfarea  tewing  ne  a 
TluKt  aD-important,  and  that  only  sore, 
(Come  when  he  wffl)  an  unexpected  guest  ? 
Nay,  diough  invited  by  die  loudest  oaUa 
Of  blind  impntdencet  unexpected  stfll? 
Tnottgh  numerous  messengers  are  sent  bcnre. 
To  vram  Us  great  arrival.     What  the  cattse. 
The  wondrous  cause,  of  tUs  mysterious  iD? 
All  Heaven  looks  down  astonidi'd  at  the  right 

Is  it,  that  life  has  sown  her  joys  so  thick. 
We  can't  thrust  in  a  angle  care  between  ? 
Is  it,  that  life  has  such  a  swarm  of  coto^ 
Hie  thought  of  deadi  can't  enter  for  the  throe^? 
Is  it,  that  time  steals  on  with  downy  fbet. 
Nor  wakes  indulgience  fhm  her  golden  dresBi? 
Tt>-day  is  so  like  yetferdtw,  it  cfaeata ; 
We  take  the  lying  sister  for  the  same 
Life  glides  away,  Lorenao !  like  a  brook ; 
For  ever  changing,  unpercdT'd  the  cfasngc^ 
In  the  same  brook  none  ever  batfa'd  Um  twice : 
To  the  same  life  none  ever  twice  awoke. 
We  call  the  brook  the  same ;  tbe  same  we  Aiiik 
Our  life,  though  stfll  more  rapid  in  its  flow ; 
Nor  mark  the  much,  irrevocd>ly  laps'd. 
And  mingled  with  the  sea.     Or  shall  we  aay 
(Retaining  still  the  brook  to  bear  us  on) 
That  life  is  like  a  vessd  on  the  stream  ? 
In  life  embark'd,  we  smoothly  down  the  tide 
Of  time  descend,  but  not  on  time  intent ; 
Amus'd,  unconsdous  of  tbe  gliding  wave  ; 
Till  on  a  sudden  we  percdve  a  shock  ; 
We  start,  awake,  look  out ;  what  see  we  tbeiv  ? 
Our  brittle  baric  is  burst  on  Charon's  shorew 

Is  this  the  cause  death  flies  all  human  tfaoiaght? 
Or  is  it  judgmenty  by  the  idZf  strudL  blind, 
Hiat  domineering  mistress  of  the  soul ! 
like  Aim  so  strong,  by  Dalilah  the  fair? 
Or  is  it  fiar  turns  stutled  reoMon  back, 
FVom  looking  down  a  predpice  so  steep? 
'T  is  drcadftd ;  and  the  drnd  is  wisely  pUc'd, 
By  Nature,  coosdous  of  the  make  of  man. 
A  dreadful  friend  it  is,  a  terrour  kind, 
A  flaming  sword  to  guard  the  tree  of  Ufe. 
By  that  unaw'd,  in  life's  most  smiling  hour* 
The  gpod-man  would  repine ;  would  n^er  joys 
And  bum  impatient  for  his  promis'd  skies. 
Tbe  frod,  on  oicfa  punctilious  pique  of  pride. 
Or  gloom  of  humour,  would  give  rage  the  rdo ; 
Bound  o'er  the  barrier,  rush  into  the  dark, 
--  the  schemes  of  IVpvidwwi  bolow. 


Night  V. 


Wb^  gram  WW  iImI>  Lomdm?^  Viatel 
And  drown  in  your  Icat  ei«cnble  yell 
Brituinui*B  shame.     Hiera  took  W  gloomy  f&gfn^ 
On  wing  impetuona,  a  black  aullen  aoul, 
Bleated  from  Hell,  with  Innid  Inat  of  death. 
Thj  friend,  the  bmve,  the  gallent  Altamonti 
So  call'd,  ao  thought—  And  then  he  fled  the  field. 
Less  baae  the  fear  of  deeth,  than  ftar  of  lifek 
O  Britain,  infiunoua  for  auicide  ! 
An  idaitd  m  tfay  mannera,  hr  di^oin'd 
From  the  whole  world  oiraHtmaU  beaide ! 
In  ambient  watea  plunge  thy  polluted  head^ 
Waah  the  dire  aiain,  nor  thotk  the  continent 
But  thou  be  ahock'd,  while  I  detect  the  cauae 
Of  te^-anmiii,  eipoae  the  monater*a  birth. 
And  bid  abkvrrenee  ham  h  round  the  worid. 
Blame  not  thy  clime,  nor  chide  the  distant  3un ; 
The  Sun  ia  innocent,  tfay  clime  abaolv'd : 
Itnmarai  climes  kind  Nature  never  made. 
The  cauae  I  aing,  in  Eden  might  prevail, 
And  provea,  it  is  thy  folly,  not  tfay  fiite. 

The  soul  of  man  (let  man  in  homage  bow, 
Who  names  his  tout),  a  native  of  the  skies ! 
High-born,  and  free,  her  freedom  should  mainfain. 
Unsold,  unmortgag'd  ibr  Earth**  little  bribes. 
Til*  illustrious  atranger,  in  tbia  foreign  land* 
lake  atrangera,  jealous  of  her  dignitf  , 
Studious  of  home,  and  ardsnt  to  return. 
Of  Earth  suspicious,  Earth*n  enchanted  cup 
With  cool  reserve  light  touching,  should  indulge 
On  immoriaUty,  her  godlike  taste,  [thtrt*. 

There  take  large  draughts ;  make  her  chief  banquet 

But  some  reject  this  sustenance  divine ; 
To  beggariy  rile  appetites  descend;  [ITeavai / 

Aak  alma  of  Eaiihf   far  gueats  that  came  from 
Suk  into  alaves ;  and  sell,  for  preeent  faire^ 
Tlieir  rich  wvcraion,  and  (what  aharas  its  frUe) 
Their  native  freedom,  to  the  prince  who  aways 
TUa  nether  worid.     And  vriien  hia  payments  finly 
When  hb  Ibol  beaket  gorges  them  no  moi% 
Or  their  paU'd  palates  loath  the  baaket  friU; 
Art  instantly,  with  wQd  demoniac  lage^ 
For  breaking  all  the  chaina  of  Ftovidence, 
And  bursting  tfarir  cGoAnement ;  though  lhatbeir*d 
By  laws  divine  and  human ;  guarded  atooog 
With  Aorwun  doubled  to  delbnd  the  peaa^ 
The  blackeat,  nofinv,  or  dire  guUi  can  raiae ; 
And  motcd  round  with  fathomleaa  dettrueiionf 
Sore  to  reorivc^  and  whelm  them  in  their  falL 

Such,  Britons !  is  the  caute,  to  you  unknown, 
Or  worsen  o'crlookM ;  o'erlodiM  by  magistrate^ 
Thus  cifminala  themselves.     I  grant  the  deed 
Is  madness:  but  the  madnees  of  the  AmK. 
And  what  is  that?    Our  utmost  bound  of  guilt. 
A  lensual,  unteflecting  life^  is  bag 
With  monstrous  births,  and  Mtddr,  to  crown 
TIm  blaek  infernal  brood.     The  bokl  to  bndL 
Heaven's  lew  eupreme,  and  desperately  rush 
TTunmgb  sacred  Natw^t  murder,  on  their  own, 
Because  they  never  ihM  of  deaths  they  die^ 
*T  is  equally  man*e  duty,  glory,  gain. 
At  once  to  rimn,  and  meditate,  his  end. 
When  by  Che  bed  of  languishment  we  sit, 
(Theseatof  i0w£oni/  if  our  choice^  not  fete^) 
Or,  o*er  our  dying  friends,  in  anguish  hang, 
Wipe  the  cold  dew,  or  stay  the  ainking  head. 
Number  their  momenta,  and,  in  every  dock, 
Siartat  the  voioeof  an  eternity; 
See  the  dnn  lamp  di  life  just  feebly  lift 
An  agpniang  beam,  at  ua  to  jffmt 
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Hien  ainld^riiv  «imI  flihiv  Into  dentin - 

Xbal  moal  pelhetii;  henld  of  our  own  \ 

How  read  we  auch  aad  aoenca  ?  Aa  aent  to  man 

In  perfect  vengeance ?  Mo ;  in  pity  aent; 

To  mek  him  down,  like  wai,  and  then  impfeBi, 

Indelible,  DeaUC%  image  on  bis  heart ; 

Bleeding  for  others,  trembling  for  **^'*Ttw»lf. 

We  bleed,  we  tremble,  we  forget,  we  amile. 

The  mind  turaa  fool,  before  £b  cheek  i^  dry. 

Our  quick-^retumingyatfy  cancels  all ; 

Aa  the  tide  ruahing  raaea  what  is  writ 

In  yielding  aanda^  and  aniooths,tbe  letter'd  ahorei. 

Lorenxo !  hfut  thou  ever  weig|i*d  a  s^  T 
Or  atudy'd  the  philosophy  of  teort  f 
(A  acience^  yet  unlectur*d  in  our  schools !) 
Hast  thou  descended  deep  into  the  breast. 
And  seen  their  source?  If  not,  descend  with  me^ 
And  trace  these  briny  rivulets  to  their  springs. 

Our  funeral  tears  flxm  different  causes  rise^ 
As  if  fttxn  separate  cisterns  in  the  soul. 
Of  iwrwMitndi^  they  flow.     Fhnn  tender  heart% 
By  soft  contagion  caU*d,  mme  burst  at  once, 
And  alream  obeequious  to  the  leading  eye. 
Some  ask  more  time,  by  curious  art  cuatill'd. 
Some  heaita,  in  aecret  hard,  unapt  to  melt. 
Struck  by  the  magic  of  the  public  eye, 
Like  Moaea*  amitten  rock,  gush  out  amain. 
Some  weep  to  afaare  the  fiite  of  the  deoeas'd. 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  then  ao  deac 
They  dwell  on  praiaea,  which  they  think  they  ahare; 
And  tfaua,  without  a  bluah,  commend  themselves. 
Some  mourn,  in  proo^  that  something  they  could 

love: 
Tliey  weep  not  to  rdUve  their  grief,  but  thaw. 
Some  weep  in  perfect  justice  to  the  dead. 
As  conadoua  aU  thenr  love  is  in  arrear. 
Some  miscbievmialy  weep,  not  unappris'd. 
Tean,  sometimes,  aid  the  conquest  of  an  eye. 
With  what  addreaa  the  aoft  Ephesians  draw 
Thciir  sable  nek^wock  o*er  entangled  hearts ! 
As  seen  through  crystal,  how  their  roses  glow. 
While  lifutfpMfi  runs  trickling  down  their  cheek  t 
Of  hers  npi  prouder  Egypt's  wanton  queen. 
Caroming  gems,  herself  diasolv'd  in  love. 
Some  weep  at  death,  abatracted  from  the  dead. 
And  celebrate,  like  Charles,  their  own  dcceasft 
By  kind  construction  aomc  are  deem*d  to  weep^ 
Becauae  a  decent  veil  conceals  their  joy. 

Some  weep  in  earnest,  and  yet  weep  in  vain ; 
Aa  deep  in  indiscredon,  as  in  woe. 
Pattion,  blind  pession !  impotently  pours 
Tears,  thatdeserve  more  tears ;  while  reason  aleep% 
Or  gases  like  an  idiot,  unooncern'd ; 
Kor  coaiNnehends  the  meaning  of  the  storm ; 
Knows  not  it  speaks  to  her,  and  her  aione, 
IrraHofwU  all  sonrow  are  beneatha 
Tbat  noble  gift !  that  privilege  of  man ! 
From  eonom**  pang,  the  birth  of  endless  jqy. 
But  ihete  are  barren  of  that  birth  divine: 
Ibey  vreep  impetuous,  as  the  summer  storm. 
And  friU  aa  short !  The  cruel  gri^  soon  tam'd, 
Tbatf  make  a  pastime  of  the  stingleas  talc ; 
Far  aa  the  deejp  resounding  knell  they  spread 
The  dreadfiil  news,  and  hardly  feel  it  more. 
No  gfsain  of  ttaaiioei  pays  them  for  their  looe.  \deaih 

Halfc^rwind  the  globe,  the  tears  pump*d  up,  by 
Are  spent  in  watering  vanitiea  of  life ; 
In  making  fiUif  flourish  still  more  fair, 
When  the  s^k  soul,  her  wonted  stoy  withdrawn, 
Redines  on  ctitl^  and  sorrows  in  the  dust ; 
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Thcnigh  theic  dirown  down  ber  tnse  nipport  tQlnnip 
Without  Heoren's  aid,  impatieiit  to  be  Ucit,     • 
She  crawls  to  the  next  shrub,  or  brunble  vile^ 
Tliongh  from  the  stately  cedar's  arms  she  fell ; 
With  stale,  forsworn  embraces,  dings  anew, 
The  stranger  weds,  and  blossoms,  as  before^ 
In  all  the  fruitless  fopperies  of  life : 
Presents  her  weed,  well  fended,  at  tfie  ball. 
And  raffles  for  the  deoth*t  keeid  on  the  ring. 

So  wept  Aurdia,  till  the  destin'd  youth 
Stepp*d  in,  with  his  receipt  for  making  smila^ 
And  blandiing  sables  into  bridal  bloom. 
So  wept  l«orenxo  fSur  Clarissa's  fate ; 
Who  paTe  that  angel  boy,  on  whom  he  dotes ; 
And  med  to  give  him,  orphan'd  in  his  birth ! 
Not  such,  Nardssa,  my  distress  for  thee. 
1*11  make  an  altar  of  thy  sacred  tomb. 
To  sacrifice  to  wisdom.     What  wast  thou  ? 
"  Tcwn^f  gcnff  andy&rftmaf«  /'*  EUurh  yidds  a  theme, 
ril  dwdl  on  each,  to  shun  thought  more  aerere; 
(Heaven  knows  I  labour  with  severer  still !) 
I'll  dwell  on  each,  and  quite  exhaust  thy  deadu 
A  soul  without  reflection,  like  a  pile 
Without  inhabitant,  to  ruin  runs. 

And,  first,  thy  youtiL  What  says  it  to  gray  bain? 
Narcissa,  I'm  liecome  tkjf  pupil  now- 
Early,  bri^t,  transient,  chaste,  aa  rooming  dew, 
Slie  sparicled,  was  ezhal'd,  and  went  to  Heaven. 
Time  on  this  head  has  snow'd  ;  yet  still  *t  is  borne 
Aloft ;  nor  thinks  but  on  afiother*%  grave. 
Cover'd  with  shame  I  wg/etk  it,  age  wev^ate 
Old  wom<^ut  vice  sets  down  for  virtue  fiur ; 
With  graceless  gramty,  rha^^ng  youth, 
•  That  youth  chartis'd  surpassing  m  a  feuk. 
Father  of  all,  forgetfulness  of  death ; 
As  if,  like  otjects  passing  on  the  sights 
Death  had  advanc'd  too  near  us  to  be  seens 
Or,  that  life's  loan  time  ripen'd  into  right ; 
And  men  might  plead  prescription  fhni  the  giwve ; 
Deathless,  f^om  repetition  of  reprieve. 
Deathless  ?  far  from  it !  nuk  are  dead  already ; 
Their  hearts  are  buried,  and  the  world  their  grave. 

Tell  me,  some  god !  my  guardian  angd !  tell. 
What  thus  infetnataa  ?  what  enchantment  plants 
The  phantom  of  an  age,  'twixt  us  and  deadi 
Already  at  the  door?  He  knocks,  we  hear. 
And  yet  we  will  not  hear.     What  mail  defends 
Our  untouch'd  hearts?  What  mirade  turns  off 
The  pointed  thought,  which  from  a  thousand  qui  ven 
Is  daily  darted,  and  is  daily  shunn'd? 
We  stand,  as  in  a  battle^  throngs  on  throngs 
Around  us  falling ;  wounded  oft  ourselves  ; 
Tliough  bleeding  with  our  wounds,  immortal  still ! 
We  see  Time's  furrows  on  another's  brow, 
And  Death  entrench'd,  preparing  his  assaulL 
How  few  themsdves  in  that  just  mirror  see ! 
Or,  seeing,  draw  their  inferen<%  as  strong ! 
There  deitth  is  certain ;  doubtful  here :  he  mvjf , 
And  «0Ofi;  we  mmf^  within  an  age,  expire,   [green ; 
Though  gray  our  heads,  our  thoughts  and  aims  are 
Like  damsg'd  dodcs,  whose  hand  and  bell  dissent; 
FoEU/  sinss  six,  while  Nature  points  at  twelve. 

Absurd  longevity/  More,  more,  it  cries : 
More  life,  m<ve  wealth,  more  trssh  of  every  kind. 
And  wherefore  mad  for  more,  when  relish  fails  ? 
Olffect,  and  apiietUe,  must  dub  for  joy ; 
ShaWfiUy  labour  hard  to  mend  the  bow. 
Baubles,  I  mean,  that  strike  us  from  wiihrnU^ 
While  Nature  is  reUxing  every  string? 


AdL  floK^  fer  Joj  ;  gRMT  rich,  and  hoard 
Think  you  the  soul,  wiien  this  life's  rattles 
Has  nothing  of  moce  manly  to  succeed? 
Contract  the  taate  immortal :  Icam  e'en 
To  relish  what  atone  subsists  hereafter. 
Divine^  or  none,  henceforth  your  joys  fa 
Of  ofT  the  glcffy  is,  to  tpuA  to  die. 
Hiat  wishisprats^  and/mnmsf/  it  applauds 
Psst  life,  and  promises  our  future  fains. 
What  weakness  see  not  children  in  tfaeir  drea? 
Gfand-dimactericd  absurdities ! 
Gray-faair'd  authority,  to  faults  of  youth. 
How  shocking !  it  inakes  fc^y  thiioe  a  Ibol ; 
And  our  first  childhood  might  our  last  despisew 
Peace  and  esteem  b  all  that  age  can  hope. 
Nothing  but  wisdom  gives  ^Jirtt  s  the  loi^ 
Nothing,  but  the  repute  cfbemg  irise. 
FoBy  ban  both ;  our  age  is  quite  undoocu 

What  folly  can  be  ranker?  Lake  our  ahadowi 
Our  wishes  lengthen,  as  our  sun  «l*^l*"^f- 
No  wish  should  loiter,  then,  this  side  die  grave. 
Our  hearts  should  leave  the  world,  befec«  ttm 
Calls  for  our  carcasses  to  mend  the  soiL 
Enough  to  live  in  tempest,  die  in  port ; 
Age  should  fly  concourse,  cover  in  rctieial 
Defects  o£ Judgment,  and  the  will    subdoe  ; 
Walk  thougli^^  on  the  silent,  ««l<t«»!  sbors 
Of  that  vast  ocean  it  must  sail  so  soon  ; 
And  put  good-workt  on  board ;  and  vrait  the 
Hiat  shortly  blows  us  into  woiids  unknown ; 
If  unamsiderd  too,  m  dreadful  scene  J 

All  should  be  prophets  to  themsdves  ;  fii 
Their  future  fate;  their  future  fete  fbreiaate; 
This  art  would  waste  the  bitterness  of  deadk 
The  thou^  of  death  alone,  they«ar  destraji. 
A  disBJfertion  to  that  precious  thought 
Is  more  than  wudni^  darkness  on  the  soul. 
Which  sleeps  beneath  it,  on  a  prec^nee, 
PUff'd  off  by  the  first  bkst,  and  lost  for  eves. 

Dost  ask,  Lorenxo,  why  so  warmly  pre^ 
By  repetition  hammer'd  on  thine  ear. 
Hie  thought  of  death  ?  That  thought  is  the 
Hie  grand  machine  I  that  heaves  us  fiom  die  dust. 
And  rean  us  into  men.    Ihat  thought,  pAiedbm^ 
WiU  soon  reduce  the  ghastly  precqntx 
O'er-hanging  Hell,  will  soften  the  Aifrrit, 
And  gently  slope  our  passage  to  the  grave  ; 
How  warmly  to  be  wish'd !  What  heart  of  flesh 
Would  trifle  with  tremendous  ?  dare  extrcsncs? 
Yawn  o'er  the  fiite  of  infinite?  What  haod. 
Beyond  the  blackest  brand  of  censure  bold, 
(To  speak  a  language  too  well  known  to  tibec^) 
Would  at  a  moment  give  its  off  to  i^nrg. 
And  stamp  the  die  for  an  eternity? 

Aid  me,  Nardssa !  «d  me  to  keep  pao» 
With  Destiny ;  and  ere  her  sdssaia  cot 
My  thread  of  life,  to  break  this  tougher  threil 
Of  mord  death,  that  ties  me  to  the  world. 
Sti^g  thou  my  dumbering  reason  to  send  fiaith 
A  thought  of  observation  on  the  foe  ; 
To  sally ;  and  survey  the  rapid  maidi 
Of  his  ten  thousand  messengers  to  man  ; 
Who^  Jdiu-likei,  behind  him  turns  them  aU. 
All  aeddent  aput,  by  Nature  sign'd. 
My  warrant  is  gone  out,  though  donnant  yet; 
IVrfaaps  behind  one  moment  lurks  my  f^te. 

Must  I  thenyonooitf  only  look  fior  Death  ? 
Backward  1  turn  mine  eye^  and  find  him  tiicra 
Man  is  a  self^nirvivor  every  year. 
Man,  like  a  streanii  is  in  perpetual  flow. 
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>Mth  *s  a  dotioycr  of  quocidun  pray* 
ly  youihf  my  noon^kUf  lus ;  my  yaierdayf 
Ibe  bold  uivader  ihares  tli«  pre$eni  hour. 
Imch  moment  on  the  former  ahuts  the  grtLrt, 
Vliilc  man  k  growing,  lifk  is  in  decrease ; 
Lnd  cradles  rock  us  nearer  to  the  tomb. 
hir  birth  is  nothing  but  our  death  begun  ; 
i%  tapers  waste  that  instant  they  take  fire. 
Shall  we  then  fear,  lest  that  should  come 


to 


Vbich  comes  to  pass  each  moment  d  our  lives  ? 
f  fear  we  must,  let  AtU  death  turn  xm  pale, 
^^hich  murders  ttrtngth  and  ardour  f  what  remains 
ihould  rather  call  on  death,  than  dread  his  call. 
Te  partners  of  my  fault,  and  my  decline !       pcnell 
lioughtless  of  death,  but  when  your  neighbour's 
Rude  irisitant !)  knocks  hard  at  your  dull  sense, 
Ind  with  its  thunder  scarce  obtains  your  ear ! 
te  death  your  theme,  in  every  place  and  hour; 
lor  longer  want,  ye  monumental  sires ! 
i  brotber  tomb  to  tell  you  ye  shall  die. 
Imc  death  you  dread  (so  great  is  Nature's  skill !  ) 
inow^  yott  shall  court  before  you  shall  enjoy. 

But  you  are  leam'd ;  in  volumes,  deep  you  sit ; 
n  wisdom,  shallow :  pompous  ignorance ! 
Vould  you  be  still  more  leaned  than  the  leara'd? 
«eam  well  to  know  how  much  need  not  be  known, 
ind  what  that  knowledge,  which  impairs  your  tense^ 
>ur  needful  knowledge,  like  our  needful  food, 
Jnhedg'd,  lies  open  in  life's  common  field ; 
Lnd  bUs  all  welcome  to  the  vital  feast. 
Tou  scorn  what  lies  before  you  in  the  page 
)f  Nature,  and  Experience,  moral  trudi : 
>f  indispnisable,  eternal  fhiit ; 
^ruit,  on  which  mortals  feeding,  turn  to  gods : 
ind  dive  in  teienee  far  distinguish'd  names, 
>isboaest  fomentation  of  your  pride ! 
linking  in  virtue,  as  you  rise  in  fame. 
Tour  learning,  like  the  lunar  beam,  affords 
ight,  but  not  heat ;  it  leaves  you  undevout, 
^nnen  at  heart,  while  speculation  shines, 
iwake,  ye  cuiious  indagators !  fond 
)f  knowing  all,  but  wlMt  avails  you  known, 
r  you  would  loun  Death**  character,  attend* 
ill  cssts  of  conduct,  all  degrees  of  health, 
iU  dies  of  fortune,  and  all  dates  of  age, 
Togetlier  shook  in  his  impartial  urn, 
^ome  forth  at  random :  or,  if  choice  is  made^ 
[Y»  choice  is  quite  garcaitie,  and  insults 
kll  bold  ooojccture,  and  fond  hopes  of  man.  I 

Vhat  countless  multitudes  not  only  leave, 
)ut  deeply  dieeppoint  us,  by  their  deaths ! 
liougfa  great  our  sorrow,  greater  our  surprise. 

Like  other  tyrants.  Death  delights  to  smite, 
^That,  smitten,  most  proclaims  the  pride  of  power, 
lad  arfaatiavy  nod.     His  joy  supreme, 
To  bid  the  wretch  survive  the  fortunate ; 
rhe  feeble  wrap  th'  athletic  in  his  shroud ; 
ind  weep^g  fiitfaers  build  their  children's  tomb : 
Iff •  thine^  KaicisBa !  — What  though  short  thy  date? 
^irttte,  not  rolling  suns,  the  mind  matures. 
rhat  Ufe  b  long,  which  answers  life's  great  end. 
nie  time  that  bears  no  fruit,  deserves  no  name; 
rhe  man  of  wisdom  is  the  man  of  years, 
n  hoary  youth  Methusalems  may  die ; 
)  how  miadaled  on  their  flattering  tombs ! 

Nardssa's  youth  has  lectar'd  me  thus  far. 
Ind  can  fiter  goAettf  give  counsel  too? 
rhat,  lake  the  Jews'  fam'd  oracle  of  gems, 
Jpafklas  imtruction ;  such  as  throws  new  light, 


And  opens  more  the  cAorocfer  of  death; 
IlUknown  to  thee,  Lorenio !  thit  thy  vaunt : 
"  Give  Death  hu  due,  the  wretched,  and  the  old ; 
E'en  let  him  sweep  his  rubbisb  to  the  grave  ; 
Let  him  not  violate  kind  Nature's  laws, 
But  own  man  born  to  live  as  well  as  die.'* 
Wretched  and  old  thou  giv'st  him ;  young  and  gay 
He  takes;  and  |j/iiiwln- is  a  tyrant's  joy. 
What  if  I  prove,  '<  That  furthest  from  the/»r. 
Are  ofUm  nearest  to  the  ttrohe  d  fate  ?" 

All,  more  than  common,  menaces  an  end. 
A  blase  betokens  brevity  of  life : 
As  if  bright  embers  should  emit  a  flame^ 
Glad  spirits  sparkled  from  Nardsia's  eye. 
And  made  youth  younger,  and  taught  life  to  liva. 
As  Nature's  opposttes  wage  endless  war, 
For  thit  offence,  as  treason  to  the  deep 
Inviolable  stupor  of  his  reign,  * 

Where  hut,  and  turbulent  ambition,  sleep. 
Death  took  swift  vengeance.     As  he  life  deteiti^ 
More  life  is  still  more  odious ;  and,  reduc'd 
By  conquest,  aggrandises  more  his  power. 
But  vfherefore  aggrsndis'd  ?  By  Heaven's  decree, 
To  plant  the  soul  on  her  eternal  guard. 
In  aweful  expectation  of  our  end. 
Thut  runs  Dttth's  dread  commission : «  Strike^  but  so 
As  most  alarms  the  living  by  the  dead." 
Hence  stratagem  delights  hun,  and  turprue. 
And  cruel  sport  with  man's  securities. 
Not  simple  conquest,  triumph  is  his  aim :       [most. 
And,  where  least  fear'd,  there  conquest  triumphs 
This  proves  my  bold  assertion  not  too  bold. 

What  are  his  arts  to  lay  our  fears  asleep  ? 
Tiberian  arts  his  purposes  wrap  up 
In  de^  dissimulation's  darkest  night. 
Like  princes  unconfest  in  fixeign  courts, 
Who  travel  under  cover,  Death  assumes 
The  name  and  look  of  life,  and  dwells  among  us. 
He  takes  all  shapes  that  serve  his  black  designs : 
Though  master  of  a  wider  empire  far 
Hian  that  o'er  which  the  Roman  eagle  fiew. 
Like  Nero,  he  's  a  fiddler,  charioteer. 
Or  drives  his  phaeton,  in  female  guise ; 
Quite  unsuspected,  till,  the  wheel  beneath, 
His  disarray'd  oblation  he  devours. 

He  most  affects  the  forms  least  like  himself. 
His  slender  self.     Hence  burly  corpulenoe 
Is  his  familiar  wear,  and  sleek  disguise. 
Behind  the  rosy  bloom  he  loves  to  lurk. 
Or  ambush  in  a  smile ;  or  wanton  dive 
In  dimples  deep ;  love's  eddies,  which  draw  in 
Unwary  hearts,  and  sink  them  in  despair. 
Sudi,  on  Nardssa's  couch  be  lotter'd  long 
Unknown ;  and,  when  detected,  stfll  was  seen 
To  smiles  such  peace  has  innocence  in  death ! 
Most  happy  they !  whom  least  his  arts  deceive. 
One  eye  on  Death,  and  one  full  fix'd  on  ffeavenp 
Becomes  a  mortal,  and  immortal  mani 
Long  on  his  wiles  a  piqu'd  and  jealous  spy, 
I've  seen,  or  dreamt  I  saw,  the  tyrant  dreu  .• 
Lay  by  his  horrours,  and  put  on  his  smiles. 
Say,  Muse,  for  thou  remember'st,  call  it  back. 
And  show  Lorenso  the  surprising  scene ; 
If 't  was  a  dream,  his  genius  can  «gcplain. 

'T  was  in  a  circle  of  the  g^  I  stood. 
Death  would  have  enter'd ;  Nature  push'd  him  bade ; 
Supported  by  a  doctor  of  renown, 
His  point  he  gain'd.     Then  artfully  dismiit 
The  sage ;  for  Xkath  design'd  to  be  oonceal'd. 
He  save  as  old  vivadous  usurer 
^  Go 


doas 
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Hb  meagre  aspect,  and'  liif  xiaked  bonei ; 
In  gratitude  for  plumping  up  his  prej, 
A  paroper*d  spendtAr^  ;  whose  fantastic  air, 
Well-fiiishion*d  figure,  and  cockaded  hrow, 
He  took  in  change,  and  underneath  the  pride 
Of  costly  linen,  tuck*d  his  filthy  shroud. 
His  crooked  bow  he  straighten 'd  to  a  cane ; 
And  hid  his  deadly  shafts  in  Myra*s  eye^ 

Hie  dreadful  roasquerader,  thus  equipt, 
Out-aallies  on  adrentures.     Ask  you  where  ? 
Where  is  he  not?  For  his  peculiar  haunts, 
Let  thit  suflice ;  sure  as  night  follows  day, 
Death  treads  in  pleasure's  footsteps  round  the  world. 
When  pteasure  treads  the  paths  which  reason  shuns. 
When,  against  reason,  riot  shuts  the  door. 
And  gaiety  supplies  the  place  of  sense. 
Then,  foremost  at  the  hanquet  and  the  ball. 
Death  leads  the  dance,  or  stamps  the  deadly  die ; 
Nor  ever  fails  the  midm'ght  bowl  to  crown. 
Gaily  carousing  to  his  gay  compeers, 
Inbf  he  laughs,  to  see  them  laugh  at  him. 
As  absent  far ;  and  when  the  revel  bums, 
When'^/Snr  is  banish'd,  and  triumi^iant  thought. 
Calling  for  all  the  joys  beneath  the  Moon, 
Against  him  turns  tfaie  key,  and  bids  him  sup 
With  their  progenitors  —■  he  drops  his  mask ; 
Fh>wns  out  at  full ;  they  start,  despair,  expire. 

Scarce  with  more  sudden  terrour  and  surprise, 
From  his  black  masque  of  nitre,  touch'd  by  fire. 
He  bursts,  expands,  roars,  blazes,  and  devours. 
And  is  not  this  triumphant  treachery, 
And  fnore  than  simple  conquestt  in  the  fiend  ? 

And  now,  Lorenzo,  dost  thou  wrap  thy  soul 
In  soft  security,  because  unknown 
Which  moment  is  oommission'd  to  destroy  ? 
In  death's  uncertainty  thy  danger  lies. 
Is  death  uncertain?  Therefore  thou  be  fit; 
Fixt  as  a  oentinel,  all  eye,  all  ear. 
All  expectation  of  the  coming  foew 
Rouse,  stand  in  arms,  nor  lean  agaimit  thy  spear ; 
Lest  slumber  steal  one  moment  o*er  thy  soul. 
And  fate  surprise  thee  nodding.    Watch,  be  strong; 
Thus  give  each  day  the  merit,  and  renown. 
Of  d3ring  well ;  though  doom*d  but  once  to  die. 
Nor  let  life's  period  hidden,  (as  from  most,) 
Hide  too  from  thee  the  precious  use  of  life. 

Early,  not  sudden,  was  Narcissa*8  fate. 
Soon,  not  surprising.  Death  his  visit  paid. 
Her  thought  went  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way. 
Nor  gaiety  forgot  it  was  to  die : 
Though  fortune  too,  (our  third  and  final  theme,) 
As  an  accomplice,  play'd  her  gaudy  plumes. 
And  every  glittering  gewgaw,  on  her  sight. 
To  dazzle,  and  debauch  it  from  its  mark. 
DeaUCs  dreadful  advent  is  the  mark  of  man ; 
And  every  thought  that  misses  it,  is  blind. 
FortUfUj  with  youth  and  gaiety,  conspir'd 
To  weave  a  trytle  wreath  of  happiness 
(If  happiness  on  Earth)  to  crown  her  brow. 
And  could  Death  charge  through  such  a  shining 
shield  ? 

llMt  shining  shield  invites  the  tyrant's  spear. 
As  if  to  damp  our  elevated  aims. 
And  strongly  preadi  humility  to  man. 
O  how  portentous  is  prospenty  ! 
How,  comeuKke,  it  threatens,  while  it  shines ! 
Few  years  but  yield  us  proof  of  Death**  ambition. 
To  cull  his  victims  from  the  fairest  fold. 
And  sheath  hb  shafts  in  aU  the  pride  of  life. 
When  flooded  with  ybuwdanff,  purpled  oV 


With  recent  faoooan^  Uoooi'd  with 
Set  up  in  ostentation,  made  the  gaze^ 
TYie  gaudy  centre,  of  the  public  ey^ 
When  foHune  thus  has  taas*d  her  child  in 
Snatcht  from' the  covert  of  an  humble 
How  often  have  I  seen  him  dropt  at  once. 
Our  morning's  envy !  and  our  evening's  aigfa  J 
As  if  her  bounties  were  the  signal  giyen. 
Hie  flowery  wreath  to  mark  tibe  sacrifice^ 
And  call  Death's  arrows  on  the  destin'd  prey. 

High  fortune  seems  in  cruel  league  witfayhtt. 
Ask  you  for  what?  To  give  hb 


Tlie  deeper  dread,  and  more 
Thus  to  keep  daring  mortab  more  in  ai 
And  burns  Lorenzo  still  for  the  sublime 
Of  life?  To  hang  hb  airy  neat  on  high. 
On  the  slight  timber  of  the  topmast  bonghy 
Rockt  at  each  breeie,  and  menacing  a  fiJl  ? 
Granting  grim  Death  at  equal  distance  there  g 
Yet  peace  b^ns  just  where  ambition  ends. 
What  makes  man  wretched  ?  Happiness  denied  t 
Lorenzo !  no :  'T  b  happiness  dUdain'd, 
She  comes  too  meanly  dicst  to  win  our  smile  ; 
And  calb  herself  Omtentf  a  homely  name ! 
Our  flame  b  <ranyorf,  and  content  our  accra. 
jimbitian  turns,  and  slnits  the  door  against  ho-. 
And  weds  a  toU,  a  tempest^  in  her  stead ; 
A  tempett  to  warm  trasupori  near  of  kin. 
Unknowing  what  our  mortal  state  adnaits* 
Life's  modest  joys  we  ruin,  ^irinle  we  raise  ; 
And  all  our  ecstasies  are  wounds  to  peace  ; 
Peace,  the  fiiU  portion  of  mankind  below. 

And  since  thy  peace  b  dear,  ambitious  youth ! 
Of  fortune  fond  !  as  thoughtless  of  thy  fott; ! 
As  late  I  drew  Death's  picture,  to  stir  up 
Thy  wholeaooie  fears ;  now,  drawn  in  cuiniasl,  si 
Gay  Fortune's,  thy  vain  hopes  to  repvimaiML 
See,  high  in  air,  the  sportive  goddess  hangs. 
Unlocks  her  casket,  spreads  her  glittering  ware, 
And  calls  the  giddy  winds  to  puff  abroad 
Her  random  bounties  o'er  the  gqiing  tfarong. 
All  rush  rapacious ;  friends  o'er  trodden  fiioids; 
Sons  o'er  their  fatlwn;  subjects  o'er  their  kings ; 
IViests  o'er  their  gods  ;  and  lovers  o'er  tbe  fsir, 
(Still  more  ador'd)  to  snatch  the  golden 

Gold  glitters  most,  where  wrtue  shii 
As  stars  from  absent  suns  have  leave  to 
O  what  a  precious  pack  of  votaries 
Unkennel'd  from  the  prisons,  and  the  stews, 
Pour  in,  all  opening  in  their  idol's  praise  ; 
All,  ardent,  eye  each  wafture  of  her  hand. 
And,  wide  expanding  their  voracious  jawa. 
Morsel  im  morsel  swallow  down  uncbew'd, 
Untasted,  throu^  mad  ^petite  for  more  ; 
Gorg'd  to  the  throat,  yet  lean  and  ravenous  stilL 
Sagacious  all,  to  trace  the  smallest  game. 
And  bold  to  seize  the  greatest.     If  (blest  chance !) 
Court-zephyrs  sweetly  breathe^  they  hutch,  tbey  fly, 
O'er  just,  o'er  sacred,  all-forbidden  ground, 
Dnmk  with  the  burning  aoent  of  place  or  power. 
Stanch  to  the  foot  of  lucre,  till  they  diew 

Or,  if  for  men  you  take  them,  as  I  maiie 
Their  manners,  thou  thehr  various  fiites  survey. 
With  aim  mis-meaiur'd,  and  impetuous  speed. 
Some  darting,  strike  their  ardent  wish  for  oS, 
Through  fury  to  powws  it :  some  succeed. 
But  stumble,  and  let  fiUl  the  taken  prise. 
From  oofne,  by  sudden  blasts^  't  b  whirl'd  nwmy. 
And  lodg'd  in  bosoms  that  ne'er  dreamt  ct , 

«  it  sticks  ao  ck»c,  that,  whan  torn  of^ 


NiOHT  V. 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


50S 


Tom  11  tlie  roan,  and  mortal  is  the  noand. 

St^me,  o*er-eiiaiiioiur*d  of  their  begs,  run  mad. 

Groan  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of  bread. 

Together  some  (unhappy  rivais !)  aeise^ 

And  rend  abundance  into  poverty ; 

lioud  croaks  the  raven  of  the  law,  and  smiles : 

Smiles  too  the  goddeas ;  but  smiles  most  at  thoM^ 

(Just  victims  of  exorbitant  desire !) 

who  perish  at  their  own  request,  and,  whelm'd 

Beneath  her  load  of  lavish  giants,  expire. 

fortune  is  fiuoaous  for  her  numbtvs  slain ; 

The  number  small,  which  happiness  can  bear. 

Though  soffOM  for  awhile  their  firtes;  at  last 

One  cune  involves  them  all :  at  Death's  approach. 

All  read  their  riches  backward  into  los% 

And  mourn,  in  just  proportion  to  their  store. 
And  Death's  approach  (if  orthodox  my  aoog) 

Is  hasten*d  by  the  lore  of  Fortune's  smiles. 

And  art  thou  still  a  glutton  of  bright  gold? 

And  art  thou  still  rapacious  of  thy  ruin? 
Deaih  loves  a  shining  mark,  a  signal  Mow ; 

A  blow  which,  while  it  executes,  alarms ; 

And  startles  thousands  with  a  single  fidl. 

As  when  some  stately  growth  of  oak,  or  pine, 
Wliich  nods  aloft,  and  proudly  ^reads  her  shade^ 
The  Sun's  defiance,  and  the  flock's  defence  ; 

By  the  strong  strokes  of  labouring  hinds  siU>dued, 
Lioud  groans  her  last,  and,  ntfhing  from  her  height 
In  cumbrous  ruin,  tbundors  to  the  ground : 
The  consdoos  forest  trembles  at  the  shods. 
And  hill,  and  stream,  and  distant  dale,  resound. 

Hiese  high-aim'd  darts  of  Deaths  and  these  alone, 
Should  I  collect,  my  quiver  would  be  fidl. 
A  quiver,  which,  suspended  in  mid  air. 
Or  near  Heaven's  Archer,  in  the  sodiac,  hung, 
(So  could  it  be,)  thomUi  draw  the  public  eye, 
The  gase  and  contemplation  of  mankind ! 
A  constellation  aweful,  yet  benign. 
To  guide  the  ^oy  through  life's  tempestuous  wave; 
Nor  suiTcr  them  to  strike  the  common  rock, 
**  From  greater  danger,  to  grow  more  secure^ 
And,  wrapt  in  happiness,  forget  their  &te." 

Lyaander,  happy  past  the  common  lot. 
Was  vram'd  of  dan^,  but  too  gay  to  fear. 
He  woo'd  the  faur  Aspasia :  she  was  kind : 
In  youth,  form,  fortune,  feme,  they  both  were  blert ; 
All  who  knew,  envied ;  yet  in  envy  lov'd : 
Can  fancy  form  more  finisht  h^piness  ? 
Plxt  was  the  nuptial  hour.     Her  stately  dome 
Rose  on  the  sounding  beach.     The  glittering  spires 
Float  in  the  wave,  and  break  against  the  shore : 
So  break  those  glittering  shadows,  human  yrfs. 
The  feithless  morning  niil'd :  he  takes  his  leave, 
To  re-cnbrsoe,  in  ecstasies^  at  eve. 
The  rising  storm  forbids.     The  news  arrives : 
LTotold,  &e  saw  it  in  her  servant's  eye. 
She  felt  it  seen  (her  heart  was  apt  to  feel) ; 
And,  drown'd,  vrithout  the  furious  ocean's  aid. 
In  suflbcating  sorrows,  shares  his  tomb. 
Now,  round  the  sumptuous,  bridal  monument. 
The  guilty  billows  innocently  roar ; 
And  the  rough  sailor,  passing,  drops  a  tear ; 
A  tear?  —  Can  tears  suffice?  —  But  not.for  me. 
How  vain  our  eiTorts  \  and  our  arts  how  vain ! 
Tbe  dutata  train  of  thought  I  took  to  shun. 
Has  thrown  me  on  my  fete^  These  died  together ; 
Happy  in  ruin  !  undioore'd  by  death ! 
r>r  ne'er  to  meet,  or  ne'er  to  part,  is  peace  — - 
Sarcisaa!  Pity  bleeds  at  thought  of  thee. 
Yet  thou  wast  only  near  me ;  not  myself. 


Survive  mxft^f'-^  T%ed  curcs  all  other  woe. 
Nardssa  lives ;  Philander  is  forgot 
O  the  soft  coramcfce!  O  the  teiuler  ties, 
Close-twisted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart ! 
Which,  broken,  break  them ;  and  drain 
Of  human  joy ;  and  make  it  pain  to  live«> 
And  is  it  then  to  live  ?  When  mcA  friends  part^ 
'T  is  the  survivor  dies  •*  My  heart,,  no  mora. 


Nioar  THX  Sixtb. 
THE  INFIDEL  ^RECLAIMED. 

IK   TWO   FASTS. 

^mtatfin^  the  Nature^  Proof,  and  ImpoHanett  of 

Immortality, 

Paet  L 

Where,  among  other  TAtn^   Glory  and  Riches  are 
particularly  considered. 

TO  TBI  RIORT  HOK.  BXKXT  nUHAM,  FIKST  tOXD 
COKMISSIOKXa  or  THC  TaXASDEY,  AVD  CHAW* 
CELLOa  OP  THE   XXCBXQUXE. 

Fr^ace* 

Few  ages  have  been  deeper  in  dispute  about  reli- 
gion than  this.  The  diqnite  alxmt  religion,  and 
the  practice  of  it,  seldom  go  together.  The 
shorter,  therefore^  die  dispute,  the  belter.  I  tfiink 
it  may  be  reduced  to  this  single  question.  Is  man 
immortal^  or  is  he  not?  If  he  is  not,  all  our 
disputes  are  mere  amusements,  or  trials  of  skill. 
In  this  case,  truth,  reason,  rdigym,  which  give 
our  discourses  such  pomp  and  solemnity,  are  (as 
will  be  shown)  mere  empty  sound,  without  any 
meaning  in  them.  But  LP  man  is  immortal,  it 
will  behove  him  to  be  very  serious  about  etei^ 
consequences ;  or,  in  other  words^  to  be  truly  re- 
ligious. And  this  great  fundamental  truth,  un- 
established,  or  unawakened  in  the  minds  of  men, 
is,  I  conceive,  the  real  source  and  support  of  all 
our  infidelity ;  bow  remote  soever  the  psrticular 
objections  advanced  may  seem  to  be  firom  it. 

Sensible  appearances  affect  most  men  much  more 
than  aiitract  reasonings  s  and  we  daily  see  bodies 
drop  around  us,  but  the  joW  is  invisible.  Hie 
power  which  inclination  has  over  i^  judgment,  is 
greater  than  can  be  well  conceived  by  those  that 
have  not  had  an  experience  of  it ;  and  of  what 
numbers  is  it  the  sad  interest  that  souls  should  not 
survive !  The  heathen  world  confessed,  that  they 
rather  hoped,  than  firmly  fafewrf,  inunortality  I 
And  how  many  heathens  have  we  sdll  amongst 
us !  The  sacred  psge  assures  us,  that  life  and  inw 
mortality  is  brought  to  light  by  the  Gospel :  but  by 
how  many  is  the  Gospel  rejected,  or  overlooked ! 
From  these  considerations,  and  from  my  being 
accidentally  privy  to  the  sentiments  of  some  par- 
ticular persons,  I  have  been  long  persuaded  that 
most,  if  not  all,  our  infidels  (whatever  name  they 
take,  and  whatever  scheme,  for  argument's  sake^ 
and  to  keep  themselves  in  countenance,  they  pa- 
tronise) are  supported  in  their  deplorable  errour, 
by  some  doubt  of  their  immoirtality,  at  the  bottom. 
And  I  am  satisfied,  that  men  once  tlioroughly  coiw 
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yinoaj^  jMr^tnar  immortality,  are  not  6r  from 
bdng'^li^riatiAni.  For  it  is  hard  to  conceiTe, 
tliat^  mdn,  fully  conadoiu  eternal  pain  or  hap- 
piness <wul  certainly  be  his  lot,  should  not  ear- 
nestly^'*  and  impartially,  inquire  after  the  surest 
means  of  esoqping  one,  and  securing  the  other. 
Ajid  of  sach  an  earnest  and  impartial  inquiry,  I 
well  know  the  consequence. 
Here,  therefore,  in  proof  of  this  most  fundamental 
truth,  some  plain  arguments  are  offered  ;  argu- 
ments derived  from  principles  which  infidels  admit 
in  common  with  believers ;  argum^ts,  which  ap- 
pear to  me  altogether  irresistible ;  and  such  as, 
I  am  satisfied,  will  have  great  weight  with  all, 
who  give  themselves  the  small  trouble  of  looking 
seriously  into  their  own  bosoms,  and  of  observing, 
with  any  tolerable  degree  of  attention,  what  daily 
pssses  round  about  them  in  the  world.  If  some 
arguments  shall,  Aan?,  occur,  which  others  have 
declined,  they  are  submitted,  with  all  deference, 
to  better  judgments  in  this,  of  all  points  the  most 
important  For,  as  to  the  being  of  a  God,  that  is 
no  longer  disputed ;  but  it  is  undisputed  far  this 
reason  onfy ;  viz.  because,  where  the  least  pre- 
tence  to  reason  is  admitted,  it  must  for  ever  be 
indisputable.  And  of  consequence  no  man  can  be 
betrayed  into  a  dispute  of  that  nature  by  vanity ; 
which  has  a  principal  share  in  animating  our  mo- 
dem combatants  against  other  articles  of  our  belief. 

Shk  *  (for  I  know  not  yet  her  luune  in  Heaven) 
Not  early,  like  Narcissa,  left  the  scene ; 
Nor  sudden,  like  Pliilander.     What  avail  ? 
This  seemjng  mitigation  but  inflames  ; 
This  fimded  medicine  heightens  the  disease. 
The  longer  known,  the  closer  still  she  grew  ; 
And  gradual  parting  is  a  gradual  death. 
*T  is  the  grim  tyrant's  engine,  which  eitorts, 
By  tardy  pressure's  still  increasing  weight, 
From  hardest  hearts,  confession  of  distress. 

O  the  long,  dark  approach  through  years  of  pain, 
Death's  gallery !  (might  I  dare  to  call  it  so) 
With  dismal  iqub(t  and  sable  temurt  hung : 
Sick  hopt'i  pale  lamp,  its  only  glimmering  ray : 
There,  fate  my  melancholy  walk  ordain*d. 
Forbid  te^'-hve  itself  to  flatter,  there. 
How  oft  I  gaz*d,  prophetically  sad ! 
How  oft  I  saw  her  dead,  while  yet  in  smiles  I 
In  smiles  she  sunk  ker  grief  to  lessen  mine,  - 
She  spoke  me  comfort,  and  increas'd  my  pain. 
Like  powerful  armies  trenching  at  a  town. 
By  slow,  and  silent,  but  resistless  sap. 
In  bis  pale  progress -gently  gaining  ground, 
Deatk  urg*d  his  deadly  siege  ;  in  spite  of  art. 
Of  all  tlte  balmy  blessings  Nature  lends 
To  succour  frail  humanity.    Ye  stars ! 
(Not  nawJirH  made  famUiar  to  my  sight) 
And  thou,  O  Moon  !  bear  witness ;  many  a  night 
He  tore  the  pillow  from  beneatli  my  head. 
Tied  down  by  sore  attention  to  the  shock. 
By  ceaseless  depredations  on  a  life 
Dearer  than  that  he  left  me.     Dreadful  post 
Of  observation !  darker  every  hour ! 
Less  dread  the  day  that  drove  me  to  the  brink. 
And  pointed  at  eternity  below ; 
When  my  soul  shuddered  at  futurity ; 
When,  on  a  moment's  point,  th'  important  die, 
Of  life  and  death  spun  doubtful,  ere  it  fell. 
And  tum'd  up  life ;  my  title  to  more  woe. 

*  Referring  to  Night  V, 


ButwhysBflre.woe?  Bfaneanilbrtktilbe» 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  that  wUcfa  wisfa*d  to  die  ; 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  wreftcbednesa  and  pain ; 
Nothing  b  dead,  but  vrfaat  encumber *d,  gall'd, 
Block'd  up  the  pass,  and  barr'd  from  rcof  ^e. 
Where  dwells  that  wish  most  ardent  of  the  wise  ? 
Too  dark  the  Sun  to  see  it ;  highest  stars 
Too  low  to  reach  it ;  Death,  great  Death  alone. 
O'er  stars  and  Son  triumphant,  lands  us  there. 

Nor  dreadful  our  trantitian  ;  though  the  nmd^ 
An  artist  at  creating  self-alarms, 
Rich  in  expedients  for  inquietude. 
Is  prone  to  paint  it  dresdfuL     Who  can  take 
Death\  portrait  true  ?  The  tyrant  never  sac 
Our  sketch  all  random  strokes,  conjectnze  all ; 
Close  shuts  the  grave,  nor  tells  one  sin|^  taie. 
Deaths  and  his  image  rising  in  the  brain. 
Bear  faint  resemblance ;  never  are  alike  ; 
i^sor  sl)|pkes  the  pencil ;  Fancy  \onta 
Dark  Ignorance  is  lavish  of  her  shades : 
And  these  the  formidable  picture  draw. 

But  grant  the  worst ;  'tis  past ;  new 
And  drop  a  veil  eternal  o'er  her  tomK 
Far  other  views  our  contemplation 
Views  that  o'erpay  the  rigours  of  our  lilip  ; 
Views  that  suspend  our  agonies  in  death. 
Wrapt  in  the  thought  of  immortaHiyj 
Wrapt  in  tfie  single,  the  triumphant  tfaoof^ ! 
Long  life  might  lapse,  age  unpcroeiv'd  oasne  on; 
And  find  the  soul  unnted  with  her  tixmc 
Its  naturey  proof,  importance,  fire  my  aoo^ 
O  that  my  song  could  emulate  my  soul  I 
Like  her,  unmortaL     No !  —the  soul  diidaini 
A  mark  so  mean ;  far  nobler  hope  inflames ; 
If  endless  ages  can  outweigh  an  hour. 
Let  not  the  lavrel,  but  the  palmt  inspire. 

Thy  nature,  immortality !  who  knows? 
And  yet  who  knows  it  not  ?  It  is  but  life 
In  stronger  thread  of  brifi;hter  colour  span. 
And  spun  for  ever ;  dipt  by  cruel  fote 
In  Stygian  dye,  how  black,  bow  brittle  here  ! 
How  £ort  our  correspondence  with  the  Sun ! 
And  while  it  lasts,  inglorious !  Our  best  d«eds. 
How  wantiiu;  in  their  weight !  Our  highest  joys, 
Small  cordiau  to  support  us  in  our  pain, 
And  give  us  strengtfi  to  suffer.     But  how  great. 
To  mingle  interests,  converse  amities. 
With  all  the  sons  of  reaun,  scatter'd  wide 
Tlirough  habitable  space,  wherever  bom, 
Howe'er  endow'd  !  To  live  free  citisens 
Of  universal  Nature !  To  lay  hold 
By  mcne  than  feeble  fiath  on  the  Supreme  I 
To  call  Heaven's  rich  unfathomable  mines 
(Mines,  which  support  archangels  in  their  state) 
Our  own !  To  rise  in  sdenoe,  as  in  bliss^ 
Initiate  in  the  secrets  of  the  dues ! 
To  read  creation ;  read  its  mighty  plan 
In  the  bare  bosom  of  the  Deity ! 
The  plan,  and  execution,  to  collate ! 
To  see,  biefore  each  glance  of  piercing  thought, 
All  cloud,  all  shadow,  blown  remote ;  and  leate 
No  mystery .— but  tiiat  of  love  divine. 
Which  lifb  us  on  the  seraph's  flaming  wing, 
From  Earth's  acddama,  this  field  of  blood. 
Of  inward  anguish,  and  of  outward  ill. 
From  darkness,  and  fh>m  dust,  to  tuch  a  scene ! 
Love's  element !  true  joy's  illustrious  home  f 
^        i?-tth's  sad  contrast  (now  deplor'd)  more  6ir! 
^te  vicissitude  of  fate ! 
q  of  our  blackest  hour ! 
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Loremoy  thae  are  thoogbtsthftt  make  man,  man. 
The  wise  iUumine,  aggrandiie  the  great. 
Eiow  great,  (while  yet  we  tread  the  kindled  clod, 
And  erery  moment  fear  to  sink  beneath 
The  clcxl  we  tread ;  soon  trodden  by  our  sons,) 
How  great,  in  the  wild  whirl  of  time's  pursuits, 
To  atop,  and  pause,  involv'd  in  high  presage. 
Through  the  long  yista  of  a  diousand  years. 
To  stBiid  contemplating  our  distant  selves, 
Aa  in  m  magnifying  mirror  seen, 
Enlarg'd,  ennobled,  elevate,  divine ! 
To  prophesy  our  own  futurities ; 
To  gaae  in  thought  on  what  all  thought  transcends ! 
To  talk,  with  fellow-candidates,  of  joys 
As  far  beyond  conception  as  desert. 
Ourselves  tfa*  astonish'd  talkers,  and  the  tale ! 
Lorenzo,  swells  thy  bosom  at  die  thought  ? 
The  awell  becomes  thee :  't  is  an  honest  pride. 
Revere  thyself ;  —  and  yet  thyself  despise. 
Hia  nature  no  man  can  o*er.rate ;  and  none 
Can  under-rate  his  merii.     Take  good  heed. 
Nor  there  he  modest,  where  thou  should*st  be  proud ; 
Tliat  almost  universal  errour  shun. 
How  juti  our  pride,  when  we  behold  thote  heif^ts ! 
Not  tbow  ambUum  paints  in  air,  but  those 
JSauom  points  out,  and  ardent  virtue  gains ; 
And  angels  emulate  :  our  pride  how  just !        [quit 
When  mount  we  ?  When  these  sluuJcles  cast  ?  When 
This  cell  of  the  creation  ?  this  small  ne&t. 
Stuck  in  a  comer  of  the  universe. 
Wrapt  up  in  fleecy  cloud,  and  fine-spun  air? 
Fine-vpun  to  sense ;  but  gross  and  feculent 
To  souls  celestial ;  souls  ordain*d  to  breadie 
Ambrosial  gales,  and  drink  a  purer  sky ; 
Greatly  triumphsnt  on  time's  further  shore. 
Where  virtue  reigns,  enrich'd  with  full  arrears ; 
While  fwmp  imperial  begs  an  alms  of  peace. 
In  empire  high,  or  in  proud  science  deep, 
Ye  bom  of  Eaith !  on  what  can  you  confer. 
With  iMdf  the  dignity,  with  half  the  gain, 
The  gust,  the  glow  of  rational  delight, 
Aa  on  thit  theme,  which  angels  praise  and  share? 
Man*s  fates  and  favours  arc  a  theme  in  Heaven. 

What  wretched  repetition  cloys  us  here  / 
What  periodic  potions  for  the  sick  ! 
DistamperM  bodies !  and  distemper*d  minds ! 
In  an  etentity,  what  scenes  shall  strike ! 
Adventures  thicken  !  novelties  surprise ! 
Wliat  webs  of  wonder  shall  unravel,  there  f 
What  full  day  pour  on  all  the  paths  of  Heaven, 
And  light  th*  Afanigfaty's  footsteps  in  the  deep  ! 
How  shall  the  blessed  day  of  our  discharge 
Unwind,  at  once,  the  labyrinths  of  fate^ 
And  straighten  its  inextricable  maze ! 

If  inextinguishable  thirst  in  man 
To  know ;  how  rich,  how  full,  our  banquet  there  / 
TVrr,  not  the  moral  world  alone  unfol<& ; 
The  worid  material,  lately  seen  in  shades. 
And,  in  those  shades,  by  fragments  only  seen. 
And  seen  those  fragments  by  the  labouring  eye, 
Unbroken,  then,  illustrious  and  entire^ 
Its  ample  sphere,  its  univenal  frame. 
In  full  dimensions,  swells  to  the  survey ; 
And  cnten,  at  one  glance,  the  ravisht  sight 
From  some  superior  point  (where,  who  can  tell  ? 
Suflloe  it,  't  is  a  point  where  gods  reside) 
How  shall  the  stranger  man's  illumin*d  eye, 
In  the  vaat  ocean  of  unbounded  space, 
Behold  an  infinite  of  Boating  worlds 
the  crystal  waves  of  ether  pure. 


In  endless  voyatfe,  without  port?  Tlie-^ajl, 
Of  these  disaeminated  oriis,  how  great  f:-^''  r ./ 
Great  as  they  are,  what  numbers  these  j|iirpa8s. 
Huge,  as  leviathan,  to  that  small  race,* 
Those  twinkling  multitudes  of  little  llfb,  * 
He  swallows  unperceiv*d  ?  Stupendous  these ! 
Yet  what  are  thoe  stupendous  to  the  whole  f 
As  particles,  as  atoms  ill  perceiv'd ; 
As  circulating  globules  in  our  veins ; 
So  vast  the  plan.     Fecundity  divine ! 
Exuberant  source !  pertiaps,  I  wrong  thee  still. 

If  admiration  is  a  source  of  joy. 
What  transport  hence !  yet  this  the  least  in  Heaven. 
What  this  to  that  illustrious  robe  he  wears. 
Who  toss'd  this  mass  of  wonders  from  his  hand, 
A  specimen,  an  earnest  of  his  power  ? 
'T  is  to  that  gjUrry,  whence  ail  glory  flows. 
As  the  mead*s  meanest  "floweret  to  the  Sun, 
Whidi  gave  it  birth.  But  what,  this  Sun  of  Heaven  ? 
This  bliss  supreme  of  the  supremely  blest  ? 
Death,  only  Death,  the  question  can  resolve. 
By  Death,  cheap>bought  th'  ideas  of  our  joy ; 
The  hare  ideas  !  solid  happiness 
So  distant  from  its  shadow  chas'd  below. 

And  chase  we  still  the  phantom  through  the  fire^ 
O'er  bog,  and  brake,  and  precipice,  till  death  ? 
And  toil  we  still  for  sublunary  pay  ? 
Defy  the  dangers  of  the  field  and  flood. 
Or,  ^idcr-like,  spin  out  our  precious  aU, 
Oiir  more  than  vitals  spin  (if  no  regard 
To  great  futurity)  in  curious  webs 
Of  subtle  thought,  and  exquisite  design ; 
(Fine  net- work  of  the  brain !)  to  catch  a  fly  ? 
The  momentary  buzz  of  vain  renown ! 
A  name  ;  a  mortal  immortality  ! 

Or  (meaner  still !)  instead  of  grasping  air. 
For  sordid  lucre^  plunge  we  in  the  mire? 
Drudge,  sweat,  through  every  shame,  for  eveiy  gain. 
For  vile  contaminating  flash ;  throw  up 
Our  hope  in  Heaven,  our  dignity  with  man  ? 
And  dofy  the  dirt,  matur'd  to  gold? 
Ambition^  avarice ;  the  two  demons  these. 
Which  goad  tlirough  every  slough  our  fiuman  herdt 
Hard-traveird  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
How  low  the  wretches  stoop !  How  steep  they  climb  I 
These  demons  bum  mankind ;  but  most  possess 
Lorenzo's  bosom,  and  turn  out  the  skies. 

Is  it  in  time  to  hide  eternity  f 
And  why  not  in  an  atom  on  the  shore 
To  cover  ocean?  or  a  mote,  the  Sun?  ^ 

Glory  and  wealth  I  have  tliey  this  blinding  power? 
What  if  to  ikem  I  prove  Lorenzo  blind  ? 
Would  it  suiprise  thee?  Be  thou  then  surpris'd  ; 
Thou  nather  know'st ;  their  ^uOure  learn  fhim  me. 

Mark  well,  as  foreign  as  these  suhjeds  seem. 
What  close  connection  ties  them  to  my  theme. 

First,  what  is  true  ambition  ?  The  pursuit 
Of  glory,  nothing  leu  than  man  can  share. 
Were  they  as  vain  as  gaudy-minded  man, 
As  flatulent  with  fumes  of  self-applause. 
Their  arts  and  conquests  animals  might  boast. 
And  claim  their  laurel  crowns,  as  well  as  we  ; 
But  not  eelestiaL     Here  we  stand  alone  s 
As  in  our  form,  distinct,  pre-eminent ; 
It  prone  in  thought,  our  suture  is  our  shame : 
And  roan  should  blush,  his  forehead  meets  the  skies. 
The  twiWi?  and  present  are  for  brutes, 
A  slender  portion !  and  a  narrow  bound  ! 
These  rif«*m,  witli  an  energy  divine, 
O'erleaps ;  and  claims  thefitturt  and  unseen  i 
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The  vKtuBMOi!  tlieftitura&tfaamleMi 
When  the  great  soul  buojrs  up  to  this  hi^  pouiti 
Leeving  groes  Nature*^  sediments  below, 
llien,  and  then  only,  Adam's  ofl^ring  quits 
The  sage  and  hero  of  the  fields  and  woods. 
Asserts  his  rank,  and  rises  into  man* 
TkU  is  ambition :  this  is  human  fire. 

Can  parts  or  place  (two  bold  pretenders !)  make 
liorenao  great,  and  pluck  him  from  the  throng? 

Geniut  and  artt  ambition's  boasted  wings. 
Our  boast  but  ill  deserve.     A  feeble  aid! 
Dedalian  engineiy !  If  diese  alone 
Assist  our  f&^tAffame^%  flight  is  gfary**  fall. 
Heart^merit  wanting,  mount  we  ne'er  so  h^^ 
Our  height  is  but  the  gibbet  of  our  name. 
A  ctfebrated  wretch,  when  I  bdiold ; 
Wlien  I  behold  a  genius  bright,  and  base. 
Of  towering  talents,  and  terrestrial  aims ; 
Methinks  I  see,  as  thrown  from  her  high  sphere. 
The  glorious  fragments  of  a  soul  immortal. 
With  rubbish  mix'd,  and  glittering  in  the  dust 
Struck  at  the  splendid,  melancholy  sight. 
At  once  compeusion  soft,  and  eiuy,  rise  — 
But  wherefore  envy  ?  Talents,  a^;el-bright. 
If  wanting  worth,  are  shining  instruments 
In  false  ambition's  hand,  to  finish  fiuilts 
Illustrious,  and  give  infamy  renown. 

Great  iff  is  an  achievement  of  great  poiserfc 
Plain  sense  but  rarely  leads  us  fkr  astray. 
Meason  the  means,  t^eciions  dioose  our  end ; 
Means  have  no  ment,  if  our  end  amiss. 
If  wrong  our  hearts,  our  heads  are  right  in  vain ; 
What  is  a  Pelham's head,  to  Pelham's  heart? 
Hearts  are  proprietors  of  all  applause. 
Bight  ends,  and  means,  make  wisdom :  worldly-wise 
Is  but  Aoj^wttted,  at  its  highest  praise. 

Let  genius  then  despair  to  make  thee  great ; 
Nor  flatter  station      What  is  station  high  ? 
'T  is  a  proud  mendicant ;  it  boasts,  and  begs| 
It  b^;s  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throng, 
And  oft  the  throng  denies  its  chari^. 
Monarchs  and  ministers  are  aweful  names ! 
Whoever  vrear  them,  challenge  our  devoir. 
Beligion,  public  order,  both  exact 
External  homage,  and  a  supple  knee, 
To  beings  pompously  set  up,  to  serve 
The  meanest  slave ;  all  more  is  merit  s  duc^ 
Her  sacred  and  inviolable  right. 
Nor  ever  paid  the  monardif  but  the  man* 
Our  hearts  ne'er  bow  but  to  superior  worth  ; 
Nor  ever  fail  of  their  aU^iance  there. 
Fools,  indeed,  drop  the  man  in  their  account, 
And  vote  the  mantle  into  majesty. 
Let  the  small  savage  boast  his  silver  fur ; 
His  royal  robe  unborrow'd,  and  unbought, 
His  ownf  descending  fairly  from  his  sires. 
Shall  man  be  proud  to  wear  his  livery. 
And  souls  in  ermin  scorn  a  soul  without? 
Can  place  or  lessen  us,  or  aggrandise  ? 
I^ygmies  are  pygmies  still,  though  perch'd  on  alps; 
And  pyramids  are  pyramids  in  vales. 
Each  inan  makes  fais  own  stature,  builds  himself: 
Virtue  alone  outbuilds  the  pyramids  : 
Her  monuments  shall  last,  when  Egypt's  fall. 
Of  these  sure  truths  dost  thou  demand  the  cause? 
The  cause  is  lodg'd  in  immortality* 
H^sr,  and  assent.     Tliy  bosom  burns  fbr  power ; 
What  station  charms  thee  ?  I'll  instal   ' 
*T  i>  thine.     And  art  thou  greater 
Then  thou  before  wast  something  1< 


Has  thy  new  post  belniy*d  dne  Into  pride? 

That  treacherous  pride  betrays  the  dignity  ; 

Hiat  pride  defiunes  humanity,  and  calls 

The  being  mean,  which  stafi  or  strimg^  can  raiscw 

That  pri<fe,  like  hooded  hawks,  in  darkness  aoan, 

From  blindness  bold,  and  towering  to  the  skies. 

*T  is  bom  of  ignorance,  which  knows  not  man  ; 

An  angel's  second ;  nor  his  second,  long. 

A  Nero  quitting  his  imperial  Uirone, 

And  courting  glory  from  the  tinkling  strings 

But  fluntly  shadows  an  immortal  soul. 

With  empire's  self,  to  pride,  or  rapture,  fir^d. 

If  nobler  motives  mini^tar  no  core^ 

E'en  vanity  forbids  thee  to  be  vain. 

High  worth  is  elevated  place :  *t  b  moev; 
It  makes  the  post  stand  candidate  for  thee  ; 
Makes  more  than  monarchs,  makes  an  honest  naa; 
Thou^  no  aehequer  it  commands,  *t  is  wealth ; 
And  though  it  wears  no  ribbandy  't  is  renown ; 
Renown,  that  would  not  quit  thee,  though  d^gnc'<l^ 
Nor  leave  thee  pendant  on  a  master's  smiles 
Other  ambition  Nature  interdicts ; 
Nature  proclaims  it  most  absurd  in  man. 
By  pointing  at  his  origin,  and  end ; 
Milk,  and  a  swathe,  at  first,  his  whole  AanmmnA . 
His  vdiole  domain,  at  last,  a  tur^  or  stone ; 
To  whom,  between,  a  worid  may  seem  too  amalL 

Souls  trttfy  great  dart  forward  on  the  wing 
Of  just  ambitioii,  to  the  grand  result : 
The  curtains  fSsll :  there,  see  the  buskln'd  chief 
Unshod  behind  this  momentary  scene  ; 
Reduc'd  to  his  own  stature,  low  or  high. 
As  vice  or  virtue,  sinks  him«  or  sublimes  ; 
And  laugh  at  this  fantastic  mummery. 
This  antic  prelude  of  grotesque  events. 
Where  dwufli  are  often  stilted,  and  betray 
A  litdeness  of  soul  by  worids  o'er-run. 
And  nations  laid  in  blood.     Dread  sacrifice 
To  Cftruficm  pride!  which  had  vrith  honour  shod'd 
The  darkest  Pagans  offer'd  to  their  gods. 

O  thou  most  Christian  enemy  to  peace ; 
Again  in  arms?  Again  provoking  fate  ? 
That  prince,  and  that  alone,  is  truly  great. 
Who  draws  the  sword  reluctant,  gladly  shenthes ; 
On  empire  builds  what  empire  fkr  outweighs. 
And  makes  his  throne  ascaflbld  to  the  skies. 

Why  this  so  rare  ?  Because  forgot  of  all 
The  day  of  death ;  that  venerable  day. 
Which  sits  as  judge ;  that  day,  which  shall  prooounce 
On  all  our  days,  absolve  them,  or  condemn. 
Lorenzo^  never  shut  thy  thought  against  it  ; 
Be  levees  ne'er  so  full,  afford  it  room, 
And  give  it  audience  in  the  cabineL 
Hiat  friend  consulted,  flatteries  apart. 
Will  tell  thee  fair,  if  thou  art  great,  or  mean. 

To  dote  on  aught  may  leave  us,  or  be  IcA, 
Is  ihsAambitionf  Then  let  flames  descend^ 
Point  to  the  centre  their  inverted  spires. 
And  learn  humiliation  from  a  soul. 
Which  boasts  her  lineage  finom  celestial  fire. 
Yet  these  are  they  the  world  pronounces  wise ; 
The  vrorid  which  cancels  Nature's  right  and  vrroog. 
And  casts  new  wisdom :  e'en  the  grave  man  lends 
His  solemn  face,  to  countenance  the  coin. 
Wisdom  for  parts  is  madness  for  the  whole. 
This  stamps  the  paradox,  and  gives  us  leave 
To  call  the  wisest  weak,  the  richest  poor, 
"^^  most  ambitious,  unambitioos,  mean  ; 

Sumph,  mean ;  and  abject  on  a  throne, 
ig  can  make  it  less  than  mad  in  man, 
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Tu  put  forth  all  Ms  irdour,  all  his  art, 
And  ^ive  his  soul  her  full  unbounded  flight, 
But  reaching  Aim,  who  gave  her  wings  to  fly. 
AVhen  blind  ambition  quite  mistakes  her  rootd. 
And  downward  pores,  for  that  which  shines  above, 
Substantial  happiness,  and  true  renown ; 
Then,  like  an  idiot  gazing  on  the  brook, 
We  leap  at  stars,  and  fasten  in  the  mud ; 
At  glory  gnsp,  and  sink  in  infSuny. 

AmMtUm  /  powerful  source  of  good  and  ill ! 
Thy  strength  in  man,  like  length  of  wing  in  birds, 
'When  disengaged  from  Earth,  with  greater  ease. 
And  swifter  flight,  transports  us  to  tlie  skies ; 
By  toys  entangled,  or  in  gilt  bemir'd. 
It  turns  a  curse ;  it  is  our  chain,  and  scourge. 
In  this  dark  dungeon,  where  confln'd  we  lie, 
Close  grated  by  the  sordid  bars  of  terue ; 
All  prospect  of  eternity  shut  out ; 
An<l,  but  for  erreution,  ne'er  set  free. 

With  errour  in  anMtion  justly  charged. 
Find  we  Lorenao  wiser  in  his  wealth  T 
W^hat  if  thy  rental  I  reform?  and  draw 
An  inventory  fi«tcr  to  set  thee  right  ? 
Where  thy  true  treasure  f  Gold  says,  "  Not  in  me:" 
And,  **  Not  in  me,"  the  diamond.     Gold  is  poor; 
India's  insolvent;  seek  it  in  thyself. 
Seek  in  thy  naked  self,  and  find  it  there ; 
In  beif^  so  descended,  form*d,  endow'd ; 
Sky.bom,  sky-guided,  sky-returning  race ! 
Erect,  immortal,  rational,  divine ! 
In  aensea  which  inherit  Earth,  and  Heavens ; 
Enjoy  the  various  riches  NeOure  yields ; 
Far  nobler !  give  the  riches  they  enjoy ; 
Give  taste  to  fruits ;  and  harmony  to  groves ; 
Their  radiant  beams  to  gold,  and  gold's  bright  fire; 
Take  in,  at  once^  the  landscape  of  the  world, 
At  a  small  inlet,  which  a  grain  might  close. 
And  half-create  the  wondrous  world  they  see. 
Our  tenaest  as  our  reason,  are  divine. 
But  for  the  magic  organ's  powerful  charm. 
Earth  were  a  rude,  uiKolour'd  chaos,  still. 

(Hyeets  are  but  th*  occasion;  ours  th'  exploit; 
Ours  is  the  doth,  the  pencfl,  and  the  paint. 
Which  Nature's  admirable  picture  draws; 
And  beautifies  creation's  ample  dome. 
Lake  Milton's  Eve,  when  gasing  on  the  lake, 
Man  makes  the  matchless  image,  man  admires. 
Say,  then,  shall  man,  his  thoughts  all  sent  abroad, 
Superior  wonders  in  himself  forgot. 
His  admiration  waste  on  objects  round. 
When  Heaven  makes  him  the  soul  of  all  he  sees? 
Absurd !  not  rare !  so  great,  so  mean,  is  man. 
What  wealth  in  semes  such  as  these  !    What  wealth 
In  fancy,  fir'd  to  form  a  fairer  scene 
Than  sense  surveys !     In  fnemory*n  firm  record, 
Which,  should  it  perish,  could  this  world  recall 
From  the  dark  shadows  of  o'erwhelming  years ! 
In  colours  fresh,  originally  bright. 
Preserve  its  portrait,  and  report  its  fate ! 
What  wealth  in  mtellecit  that  sovereign  power, 
Which  sense  and  fancy  summons  to  the  bar ; 
Interrogates,  ^proves,  or  reprehends ; 
And  from  the  mass  those  underlings  imp<nt. 
From  their  materials  sifted,  and  refin'd. 
And  in  fntfA's  balance  accurately  weigh'd, 
Forms  urf,  and  sdence,  govemmentf  and  law  / 
The  solid  basis,  and  the  beauteous  frame, 
Tbe.Titals,  and  the  grace  of  cttftf  life ! 
And  manners  (sad  exception !)  set  aside, 
Strikes  oot^  wmi  nuuter  hand,  a  copy  fUr 


Of  his  idea,  whoae  indulgent  thought 

Long,  long,  ere  chaos  teem'd,  plann'd  human  bliss. 

"^^^t   wealth  in  sou)s  that  soar,  dive,    range 
around. 
Disdaining  liinit,  or  from  place,  or  time  ; 
And  bear  at  once,  in  thought  extensive,  bea» 
Th*  Almighty  fiatj  and  the  trumpet*s  sound  / 
Bold,  on  creation's  outside  walk,  and  view 
What  was,  and  is,  and  more  than  e'er  shall  be ; 
Commanding,  with  omnipotence  of  thought. 
Creations  new  in  fancy's  field  to  rise  ! 
Souls,  that  can  grasp  whate'er  th'  Almighty  made^ 
And  wander  wild  throu^  things  impossible  { 
What  wealth,  in  faculties  of  endless  growth, 
In  quenchless  passions  violent  to  crave, 
In  Uberty  to  choose,  in  power  to  reach. 
And  in  duration  (how  thy  riches  rise !) 
Duration  to  perpetuate — boundless  bliss ! 

Ask  you,  what  power  resides  in  feeble  man 
That  bUss  to  gain  ?     Is  virtue\  then,  unknown  f ' 
Virtue,  our  present  peace,  our  future  prise» 
Man's  unprecarious,  natural  estate, 
Improveable  at  will,  in  virtue  lies ; 
Its  tenure  sure ;  its  income  is  divine. 

High-built  abundance,  heap  on  heap !  for  what? 
To  breed  new  wants,  and  be^^  us  the  more ; 
Then  make  a  richer  scramble  for  the  throng? 
Soon  as  this  feeble  pulse,  which  leaps  so  long 
Almost  by  miracle,  is  tir'd  with  play, 
Like  rubbish  from  disploding  engines  Arown, 
Our  magaxines  of  hoarded  trifles  fly ; 
Fly  diverse;  fly  to  foreigners,  to  foes; 
New  masters  court,  and  call  the  former  fool 
(How  justly  !)  for  dependence  on  their  stay. 
Wide  scatter,  first,  our  phiythings ;  then,  our  duit 

Dost  court  abundance  for  the  sake  of  peace? 
Learn,  and  lament  thy  self-defeated  scheme  : 
Riches  enable  to  be  ridier  still ; 
And,  richer  still,  what  mortal  can  resist? 
Thus  wealth  (a  cruel  task-master  !)-«n}oins 
New  toils,  succeeding  toils,  an  endlless  train ! 
And  murders  peace,  which  taught  it  first  to  dnnc 
The  poor  are  half  as  wretched  as  the  ridi; 
Whose  proud  and  painful  privilege  it  is, 
At  once,  to  bear  a  double  load  of  woe; 
To  feel  the  stings  of  fnry,  and  of  want. 
Outrageous  want !  both  Indies  cannot  cure. 

A  competence  is  vital  to  content. 
Much  wealth  is  corpulence,  if  not  disease ; 
Sick,  or  encumber'd,  is  our  happiness. 
A  competence  is  all  we  can  e^joy* 
O  be  content,  where  Heaven  can  give  no  monl 
More,  like  a  flash  of  water  from  a  lock. 
Quickens  our  spirits'  movement  for  an  hour  { 
But  soon  its  force  is  spent,  nor  rise  our  joys 
Above  our  native  temper's  common  stream. 
Hence  disappointment  lurks  in  every  prise, 
As  bees  in  flowers  ;  and  stings  us  with  success. 

The  rich  man,  who  denies  it,  proudly  feigns ; 
Nor  knows  the  wise  are  privy  to  the  lie. 
Much  learning  shows  how  litde  mortals  know  g 
Much  wealth,  how  little  worldlings  can  etyoy  g 
At  best,  it  babies  us  with  endless  toys, 
And  keeps  us  children  till  we  drop  to  dusL 
As  monkeys  at  a  mirror  stand  amax'd. 
They  ftil  to  find  what  they  so  plainly  see ; 
Ihus  men,  in  shining  riches,  see  the  fiice 
Of  happiness,  nor  know  it  is  a  shade ; 
But  gaxe,  and  touch,  and  peep,  and  peep  agaiik 
And  wish,  and  wonder  it  is  absent  slilL 
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Wlw  lira  to  iHifw«,  meljcuibepoor; 
Who  Utu  to  /m^,  nerer  cu>  be  rich. 
Poor  u  the  man  in  debt;  the  nun  of  gold. 
In  debt  to  fiirltnt,  trembla  at  ber  pomr. 
The  nun  of  rtatm  imilei  at  bn-,  and  rtrwh 
O  what  a  patrunony  thii !      A  lidn^ 
Of  nicb  tnberent  itrength  and  najatj. 
Not  trorlda  poool  can  nix  it ;  worldi  destroj'd 
'  Can't  injure  ;  whicli  boldi  on  ita  glorioiu  count, 
yfbm  tbinc,  O  XatuH  !  endi ;  too  blot  to  mour 
Cnalioa'*  obwquia.      What  treamra,  tiat  I 
lb  flunarcA  ii  a  beggar  to  the  man. 

/mmartal .'     Agei  pait,  jet  DOthing  gone ! 
Mom  without  ere  J  a  race  without  a  g«]  ! 
Undtarten'd  bj  progrenion  infinite  i 
FuturitT  for  trm  fiitun  !      Life 
BwinniziE  atili  where  computatiai  eodi  \ 
'T  u  tb*  dcMriptioD  of  a  iMiy  / 
*T  ii  ibi  dweriptien  of  dw  rnnnuN  jIok  ■- 
Hm  DManeat  iUtb  dam  then  Lorenio  iconi  1 
The  nwatwat  alave  Ifaj  taitnigK  glorjr  iharei. 
Proud  youth  !  fiuttdioui  of  the  linger  worid ! 
Hao'a  bnful  pride  iodudei  humility  : 
Stoop*  to  the  loweat ;  i*  too  great  to  And 


nvprielon  tternal  of  thy  lore. 

Immartall     What  cwi  Mrika  th«  Murio  itroii^ 
Ai  thii  tbe  mil }    ll  thunden  to  the  thought ; 
BtiaaK  amaica ;  gmtUmle  o'erwhelnu  j 
No  more  we  slumber  an  the  brink  of  fate ; 
Roui'd  at  Ibe  aound,  th'  eiulticg  loul  ascenda, 
Aod  bmOea  ber  natJTe  air  ;  an  air  that  (eedi 
AmlMliiMIS  high,  and  fans  ethereal  Gies  ; 
Qldck  kiadlet  all  that  ii  diTiue  within  ui ; 
Nor  leaTcs  one  loitering  thought  beneath  tbe  tlan. 

Hai  Dot  Loreiuo'a  bosom  caught  the  Aame  ? 
Immartat  I     WetB  but  ons  immortal,  bow 
Would  odiert  enry  <      How  would  throuea  adore  I 
BecauK  't  ii  commoiii  ii  the  blming  loit  ? 
How  Mif  tie*  up  die  bounteoui  hand  of  HuTen  ! 
O  nin,  Tain,  tain,  all  else !      BUniity  ! 
A  glorioui,  and  a  i««d/W  refuge,  Ant, 
From  tile  impriionnient,  in  abject  news. 
'T  is  im norfaiiity,  't  i>  ttwt  aloDC, 
Amid  life'i  pau\x,  ahaxvunlt  eiuptineot 
Tin  loul  can  coT^hri,  tieraU,  mniJUL 
That  only,  and  that  amply,  this  peformi ; 
Lifti  u)  above  life'i  paios,  bar  joys  above  i 
Tbetr  Icrrour  Hunt,  and  Uiat  their  luUre  lotc ; 
Slemiiy  depending  covers  all  ^ 
£Umity  depending  all  achieTea ; 
Sen  Earth  at  distance ;  casts  ber  into  shades  ; 
Blends  her  diatiiictions ;  abrt^atcs  hrr  powen ; 
Tint  low,  the  lofly,  joyous,  and  severe, 
Fortone'*  dread  frowns,  and  fascinating  smiley 
Make  one  promiscuous  and  neglected  be*f, 
tint  nun  (woaalb  ;  if  I  may  call  him  man, 
WJmoi  imwirtaJtfy'i  full  force  in^iim. 
Nothing  terrestrial  touches  hii  high  Ibought ; 
Suns  slune  unseen,  and  tbunden  roll  unbtard, 
By  nunda  quite  conscious  of  their  high  descend 
Tlieir  present  provioce,  and  their  future  prise ; 
Diviiiely  darting  upward  every  wish, 
Wann  on  the  wing,  in  gk>riout  abirtux  lost  < 

Doubt  you  this  truth  ?  Why  labour*  your  belief? 
If  Eaftb'a  whole  orb  liy  some  due  distanc'd  eye 
War*  aeea  at  ooce,  her  towering  Alps  would  sit 
ADd  leviU'd  Atlas  lean  an  even  sphere. 
Thus  Eartk,  and  all  thai  larthJy  nunds  ttlmir^ 


w'd  In  Stfrmtg'*  iMt  no 


So  large  of  late,  so 
3%m's  toys  sutaide ;  and  tfual  all  bdow. 
Endnisiastic,  this  ?     Tha  all  arc  tnak. 
But  rank  enthuoastL     To  this  godlike  i^gte 
Somi  souk  have  loar'd  ;  or  nur^n  dc'b-  IwI  Hi 
And  all  moji  do,  what  baa  by  isuiii  bean  dooth 
Wbo^  beaten  by  Ibts*  aubluaaiy  stonn^ 
Boundless,  ioterminable  jm  a 
[Inr^itur'd,  luwialled,  iimnlUi 
What  slave  wiUat,  wbo  from  to 


In  spite  of  all  the  truths  the  Mua 
Ne'er  to  be  prii'd  enough !  uxHigh  revolv'd  1 
Are  there  who  wrap  the  world  so  dose  about  £n^ 
Tliey  see  no  further  than  tbe  clouds ;  and  dans 
On  heedless  Vanity's  fisntastic  toe. 
Till,  stumbling  at  a  straw,  in  their  cnieer,     [of} 
Headlong  th^  plunge,  where  end  both  daKind 
Are  Ihoe,  Lorenio?    It  it  poadble  ? 
Are  thereon  Earth  (let  me  not  call  then  meo) 
Who  lodge  a  soul  immortal  in  their  hrtastsi 
Uncoosdout  ai  the  mountain  of  ita  on  ; 
Or  rock,  of  its  inestimable  gem  ? 
When  rocks  shall  melt,  and  mountaiiu  vanidi,  liar 
Shall  know  tlieir  treasure;  treasure,  tAni,  »iim. 

Are  th««  (still  more  ■■"*"'"g  !)  who  nitii 
TIk  risng  thought  ?  who  smother,  in  its  biilb 
TIk  glorious  truth  ?  wbo  struggle  to  be  bmin? 
Who  through  thii  bosom-bvricr  bunt  that  wiy, 
And,  with  reren'd  ambition,  strive  to  link? 
Who  labour  downwards  through  th'  opposngponn 
Of  instinct,  reason,  and  the  world  a^nst  thai, 
To  diimal  hopes,  and  shelter  in  the  shock 
Of  endlees  night ;  night  darker  than  the  grave's? 
Who  fight  the  proofs  of  immortally  i 
With  horrid  lul,  and  execrable  an^ 
Wok  all  their  engines,  level  tbdr  blai^  &re^ 
To  blot  from  man  diii  attribute  divine, 
(Than  vital  blood  far  dearer  to  the  wise,} 
Bb^ihrmers,  and  rank  atheisis  to 

To  contradict  them,  see  all  Nature  rii 
What  olgect,  what  event,  the  Moon  ben 
But  argues  oi 


argument*  swarm  round  my  (wa. 
From  Htanai,  nti  Eartk,  and  nun    '    '  '     '  " 
By  Nature^  aa  her  comatm  Aoist, 

Which  truth  untaught,  all  othe 
Thou !  wboae  all-prondeatii 
Whose  band  direct 
Oeatioa,  and  hold 


THE  COMPIADTT. 


f>f  momait  iiifliiiM !  but  rafiA'd  man 
Bj  thcvc  wtw  lore  thea  most,  « 

Wafw,  tfaf  dangfatB',  erer-d 
Of  the*  dw  gmt  fiHiiiiitaUr,  to  m 
Speaks  wudom  ;  ii  Id*  onele  nipmne  ; 
And  be  wba  miMt  conwlti  ber,  b  atoKt  w 
LonoKi,  to  tlu  bcaTeolf  Dclidm  buta : 
Aod  come  bade  ilUimiiiottal ;  all-diniie 
Look  Natura  dirougfa,  'I  u  rnn/nAxt  all ;        [iJgfat 
All  cbange;  do  deadi.     Vaj  fbllowi  nl^   and 
Tba  dying  daj ;  itan  rise,  and  Kt,  and  riw ; 
E«nb  takai  th'  nampla,      See,  the  Summer  gajr, 
Wilb  bet  green  ch^e^  and  ambroiiBl  Bowen, 
Drodfa  Intd  pallid  Autumn  r   Winter  giay. 
Horrid  with  biM,  and  turbukitf  with  ■torm, 
Blowi  Aiitnmn,  and  lui  golden  fhiiu,  awif : 
Then  mehi  into  the  Spring:  kA  Spring,  widibraMh 
Faimian,  ftom  warm  diamben  of  the  »uth, 
Recalli  thejIrK.      All,  to  re-flouriib,  ftde*; 
Ai  in  a  wbeel,  all  sjnki,  to  re-aaecnd : 
SroblenH  of  man,  who  pa»»,  not  eipfia. 

With  thB  minute  diidcctian,  emblem  juit, 
^oAcre  mdna,  but  man  admneet;  both 
Eternal,  tiat  a  circle,  Ail  ■  line. 
TiKt  grariiatei,  ilui  torn.     TW  aspiring  uul. 


„^  to  H««n. 
Tint  world  of  matter,  with  it*  nriou*  fonna. 
All  diea  into  new  liTc.     Life  bora  tnxa  death 
RoUa  (be  tM  mM^  and  tlMll  for  enrrolL 
No  ongb  atom,  once  in  betng,  loit, 
With  change  of  couniel  charges  the  Moat  High. 

WbaC  bence  infer*  Lorenio?  Can  it  be? 
JfoUs- immortal 7  And  sball  (fiirif  die? 
Abore  tbe  nobler,  ihall  leaa  noble  rise? 
ShaU  man  alone,  for  whom  all  ebe  reriiea. 
No  resurrection  know  ?  Shall  man  alone. 
Imperial  man  !  be  lown  in  barren  gnnind, 
Lesa  pHnleg'd  dan  grain,  on  which  he  feeds? 

Tbe  bliia  of  being,  or  with  prenoui  pain 

Dcplcre  its  period,  bj  the  tpl«en  of  fate 

Snrcrclf  doom'd  death'i  nngle  unredeem'd? 

If  Natuie'i  molvtion  ipeaki  aknid. 

In  ber  gnuiatim,  bear  her  louder  still. 

Look  Nature  through,  't  u  neat  gradation  alt. 

By  what  minute  degree*  ber  scale  ascends ! 

Each  middle  nature  jmnM  st  csch  eitremc^ 

To  that  abore  it  join'd,  to  that  bcncadk 

Parts,  into  parts  tedprocally  ibot, 

Abbor  diTorce :  iriiat  lore  of  union  reigns  i 

Hen^  dotmant  matter  waits  a  call  to  Wt ;     [tenie ; 

Half-lile.   halUsMfa,  jinn'd  there ;  here   life  and 

Tbera,  (ense  fhnn  reaion  Mcali  a  gUmmering  ny ; 


Tbe  dtut  beloT'd,  and 

Owhi 

What 


D  tberuicf  Hesiwir 


tbe  majesty  of  man  ! 

1 1     H«r  the  lofty  «yle : 
•■  Ifaodecreed,  tti'  Abnighly  Will  he  dootk 
Let  Earth  di**olie,  yon  poodennu  oibs  dcnnd. 
And  griivd  us  into  duit.     Tbe  anJ  it  mfie ; 
llie  nun  emerges ;  mounu  abore  tbe  wreck. 
As  towering  flame  from  tialMrt't  funval  pjre  ; 


Half-mectal,  half-immartal )  eatthy, 
And  pait  ethereal ;  giant  the  soul  ( 
Eicrnl ;  or  in  man  die  series  ends 
Wide  yawns  the  gap ; 


SuiTtng  to  climb. 


riohible  tights. 

Well  plcas'd  to  learn  fiom  thunder'*  hnpotoici^ 

Death'spointleHdarts,  and  Hell's  defeated  «oraxb" 

But  these  drimens  loudi  not  thee,  Lorenio ! 
Hw  glorise  of  the  world  tfay  serenlbld  abtU. 
(Mfl-ambttioo  than  of  crown*  in  air. 
And  superlunary  felicitict, 
Hiy  boaom  warm.      I'll  cool  it,  if  lean; 
And  turn  ibcac  glories  that  enchant,  ^ainit  thee. 
What  ties  thee  to  Mil  life,  praclahnt  the  nal. 
If  wise,  the  cause  that  wounds  thee  is  tfay  cui& 

Come,  my  anMiout  /  let  ua  mount  togetbD 
(To  mount,  Lorenio  neter  can  refuse) ; 
And  fhim  the  clouds,  where  pride  delights  to  dwell. 
Look  down  on  Esrth.  —  What  aee'st  Ibon  ?    Won- 
drous things  ! 
Terttstrial  wonders,  that  eclipse  the  skic*. 
What  lengths  of  Isbour'd  land*  I  what  loaded  scaa ! 
Loaded  by  man  for  pleasure,  wealth,  or  war ! 
Seas,  wiodi,  sad  planets,  into  serrice  brought, 
Hi*  art  acknowledge,  and  promote  his  end*. 
Nor  can  th'  eternal  rocks  his  will  withstand: 
What  lenl'd  mountains!  and  what  lifted  ralea! 
O'er  vales  and  mountains  sumptuous  dties  (Well, 
And  gild  our  landscape  with  their  glittering  ipirc*. 
Some  mid  the  wondering  wa*e*  muntic  rise ; 
And  Neptune  holds  a  mirror  to  tlwu-  charms. 
Par  giesler  still !  (what  cannot  mortal  might?) 
See,  wide  dominion*  raiish'd  from  the  dcepi 
Tbe  narrow'd  deep  with  indignation  foams. 
Or  soulbward  turn  ;  to  de&ate  and  gnmd. 
The  finer  arts  there  ripen  in  the  sun. 
How  tbe  (all  temples,  as  to  meet  tlieir  gods. 
Ascend  the  skies  !  the  proud  triumplialarch 
Show*  US  half  Heaien  beneath  it*  ample  bend. 
Hi^  through  mid-air,  Acre,  streams  are  taught  to 


And  chang'd  creation  takes  its  fsce  fram  man. 
Beat*  thy  bnie  breast  for  formidable  scenes, 
Wbeie  bme  and  empire  wait  upon  the  twoid  ? 
See  fields  in  blood ;  hear  naral  thunders  rise ; 
Britannia'*  rcHce '.  that  awes  the  world  to  peace, 
'low  yon  enormous  mole,  prqecting,  break* 

nud.sea,  furious.wsTSs !     Their  roar  smidsl, 
ipeaks  the  Deity,  and  says,  "  O  main ! 
V,  nor  farther;  imD  restraints  obey." 
dJtembowcird  '.  measur'd  are  tbe  skiea! 
detected  in  their  deep  receaa  ! 
■idens !  Tanquish'd  tfoluTt  jidd*  I 
*  are  extorted!  art  prerajl*! 
unent  of  genius,  spirit,  power ! 
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Earth  *s  coTer*d  o'er  ^\th  ihoofs  of  Mult  immoitBl ; 
And  proofs  of  ivamartM^y/vrgot. 

To  flatter  thy  grand  foible,  I  confess, 
These  are  ambition*s  works :  and  tliese  are  great : 
But  thut  the  least  immortal  souls  can  do; 
Thmscend  them  all. — But  what  can  tliese  transcend  ? 
Dost  ask  me  what? -i-  One  sigh  for  the  dxaraU 
What  then  for  mfiddt  f  A  deeper  sigh. 
'T  is  nvmd  grandeur  makes  tbe  mighty  man  : 
How  lUtle  they,  wIk>  think  aught  gretU  below ! 
All  our  ambitions  Death  defeats  but  one ; 
And  that  it  crowns.  Here  cease  we  :  but,  ere  long. 
More  powerful /mm/*  shall  take  the  field  against  thee. 
Stronger  than  deatti,  and  smiling  at  tlic  tomb. 


Night  the  Seyxmth. 
THE  INFIDEL  RECLAIMED. 

Paet  II. 

Cmimning  the  Nahure,  Proof,  and  Importancet  of 

Immortality, 

razPACS. 

As  we  are  at  war  with  the  power,  it  were  well  if  we 
were  at  war  with  the  manners,  of  France.  A 
land  of  lemty  is  a  land  of  gtdli.  A  seriout  mind 
is  the  native  soil  of  every  virtue ;  and  the  single 
character  that  does  true  honour  to  mankind. 
The  sov^i  immortaUty  lias  been  tlie  favourite 
tlieme  with  the  serwus  of  all  ages.  Nor  is  it 
strange ;  it  is  a  subject  by  far  the  roost  interesU 
ing,  and  important,  that  can  enter  the  mind  of 
man.  Of  highest  moment  this  subject  always 
tmu  and  always  %oUl  be.  Yet  tills  its  highest 
moment  seems  to  admit  of  increase,  at  this  day ; 
a  sort  of  occanonal  importance  is  superadded  to 
the  natural  weight  of  it ;  if  that  opinion  which  is 
advamced  in  the  preface  to  the  preceding  Night, 
be  just  It  is  there  supposed,  that  all  our  infidels, 
whatever  scheme,  for  argument's  sake,  and  to 
keep  themselves  in  countenance,  they  patronise, 
are  betrayed  into  their  deplorable  errour,  by  some 
doubts  of  their  immortality,  at  the  bottom.  And 
the  more  I  consider  this  point,  the  more  I  am 
persuaded  of  the  truth  of  that  opinion.  Though 
the  distrust  of  a  futurity  is  a  strange  errour ;  yet 
it  is  an  errour  into  which  had  men  may  naturally 
be  distressed.  For  it  is  impossible  to  bid  de- 
fiance to  final  ruin,  without  some  refuge  in 
imagination,  some  presumption  of  escape.  And 
what  presumption  is  there?  There  are  but  two 
in  nature ;  but  two,  within  the  compass  of  human 
thought.  And  these  are  —  That  either  God  tall 
not,  or  can  not  punish.  Considering  the  divine 
attributes,  the  Jirst  is  too  gross  to  be  digested  by 
our  strongest  wishes.  And  since  omnipotence  is 
as  much  a  divine  attribute  as  holiness,  that  God 
cannot  punisli,  is  as  absurd  a  supposition  as  the 
former.  God  certainly  can  punish  as  long  as 
wicked  men  exist.  In  non-existence,  therefore, 
is  their  only  refuge;  and,  consequently,  non- 
existence is  their  strongest  wish.  And  strong 
wishes  liave  a  strange  influence  on  our  opinions ; 
.they-  bias  the  judgment  in  a  manner,  almost 
incredible.  And  since  on  this  member  of  their 
altemativef  there  are  some  very  small  appearances 


in  their  fammr,  and  none  at  all  on  the  otker, 
they  catch  at  this  reed,  they  lay  liold  on  tfat& 
chimera,  to  save  themselves  from  the  shock  and 
horrour  of  an  immedmte  and  absobUe  despair. 

On  reviewing  my  subject,  by  the  light  wfaidi  tku 
argument,  and  othen  of  like  tendcocy,  thsvw 
upon  it,  I  was  more  inclined  than  ever  to  punue 
it,  as  it  appeared  to  me  Id  strike  directly  at  the 
main  root  of  all  our  infidelity.  In  the  foUowiog 
pages  it  is,  accordingly,  punued  at  laf^ ;  aad 
some  arguments  lor  immortality^  new  at  lost  ta 
me,  are  ventured  on  in'  them.  Thctv  also  iIk 
writer  has  made  an  attempt  to  set  tbe  gross  aU 
surdities  and  honours  of  asuuUlatiom  in  a  fulkr 
and  more  affecting  view,  than  is  (I  tfaink)  to  be 
met  with  elsewhere. 

The  gentlemen,  for  whose  sake  thb  attempt  w 
chiefly  nuule,  profess  great  admiratiao  for  ta^ 
wisdom  of  heathen  antiquity :  what  pity  k  bthey 
are  not  sincere!  If  they  were  sanoere,  fao« 
would  it  mortify  tiiem  to  consider,  with  whsi 
contempt  and  abhorrence  their  notions  wooki 
have  been  received  by  those  whom  they  so  mud 
admire !  What  degree  of  contempt  smd  abhor- 
rence would  fiUl  to  their  sliare,  may  be  conjec- 
tured by  the  following  matter  of  tmet  (in  mj 
opinion)  extremely  memorable.  Of  all  tfarir 
heathen  worthies,  Socrates  (it  is  well  known)  m 
the  most  guarded,  dispassionate,  and  oompoad  -. 
yet  this  great  master  of  temper  was  angry  ;  and 
angry  at  his  last  hour ;  and  angry  with  his  fiienJ; 
and  angry  for  what  deserved  acknowledgment ; 
angry  for  a  right  and  tender  instance  of  true 
friendship  towards  him.  Is  not  this  surprisiiw  ? 
What  could  be  the  cause?  Tlie  causa  was  hr 
his  lionour ;  it  was  a  truly  noble,  thoogfa,  periaips 
a  too  punctilious  regard  for  immortaBty  .•  lor,  his 
friend  asking  him,  with  such  an  affectionate  ooo- 
cern  as  beaime  a  Inend,  '*  Where  he  sbooU 
deposit  his  remains  ?"  it  vras  resented  by  Soaafts 
as  implying  a  dishonourable  supposition,  that  he 
could  be  so  mean,  as  to  have  a  regard  for  soy 
thing,  even  in  himself,  that  was  not  immortaL 

Ibis  fact,  well  considered,  would  make  our  infideb 
withdraw  their  admiration  from  Socrates;  or 
make  them  endeavour,  by  their  imitation  of  thb 
illustrious  example,  to  share  his  glory :  and  roo- 
sequently,  it  would  incline  them  to  peruse  the 
following  pages  with  candour  and  impartiality : 
which  is  all  I  desire ;  and  that,  for  their  sakes : 
for  I  am  persuaded,  that  an  unprejudiced  infidel 
must,  necessarily,  receive  some  advantageous  im- 
pressions from  theoL 
July  7. 1744. 

QmienU  of  the  Sepentk  NigfU. 

In  the  Sixtli  Night,  arguments  were  drawn  fras 
Nature,  in  proof  of  immortality :  here,  othen  are 
drawn  from  num  :  from  his  discontent  i  from  hi* 
/Niubiu.and  poioers  g  from  the  gradual  growth  of 
rwson  i  from  his  fear  of  death  ;  from  the  nature 
of  hope,  and  of  virtue ;  from  knowled^  and  lotr, 
as  being  the  most  essential  properties  of  the  soul; 
from  the  order  of  creation ;  from  the  natuxv  of 
ambition  ;  avancef  jdeasure,  A  digression  on  the 
grandeur  of  the  passions.  Immortality  alone  ren- 
ders our  present  state  intelligible.  An  objectioa 
from  the  Stoic's  disbelief  of  immortality  answered. 
Endless  questions  uiiresolvablc,  but  oo  suppo. 
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sition  of  our  mmoft^iy,  Use  natural,  moRt 
melancholy,  and  pathetic  complaint  of  a  worthy 
man,  under  the  persuasion  of  no  Juturiiy,  The 
gross  absurdities  and  hcftrounciannihilaiian  urged 
liotne  on  Lorenso.  The  soul's  vast  importance; 
from  whence  it  arises.  The  dfffkuity  of  being 
on  infideL  Tlie  h^amy,  the  cause,  and  the  cha- 
ncier of  an  infidel  state.  \¥hat  true  free-think- 
ing is.  The  neceuary  punishment  of  the  false. 
Man*s  ruin  is  from  himself.  An  infidel  accuses 
himself  of  guHi,  and  hypocrisy  i  and  that  of  the 
worst  sort  His  obligation  to  Christians.  What 
danger  he  incurs  by  virtue.  Vice  recommended 
to  him.  His  high  pretences  to  virtue  and  benevo- 
lence  exploded.  The  conclusion,  on  the  nature 
ctfaOhf  reatoHt  and  hope,  with  an  apology  for 
this  attempt. 

[xAvcif  gives  the  needful,  but  neglected,  call. 
Imt  day,  what  hour,  but  knocks  at  human  hearts, 

0  wake  the  soul  to  sense  of  future  scenes  ? 
taths  stand,  like  Mercuries,  in  every  way, 
nd  kindly  point  tut  to  our  joumey*s  end. 

ope,  who  couldst  make  immortals !  art  thou  dead  ? 
give  thee  joy :  nor  will  I  take  my  leave  ; 
» soon  to  follow.     Man  but  dives  in  deaUi ; 
ives  from  the  Sun,  in  fairer  day  to  riae ; 
be  grave,  his  subterranean  road  to  bliss. 
i%t  infinite  indulgence  plann'd  it  so ; 
hrough  various  parts  our  glorious  story  runs ; 
ime  gives  the  preface,  endless  age  unrolls 
be  volume  (na^er  unroll'd  !)  of  human  fate. 
This,  Earth  and  skies  already  *  have  proclaim*d. 
tic  world  *s  a  prophecy  of  worlds  to  come ; 
od  who,  what  God  fortels  (who  speaks  in  things, 
ill  knider  than  in  words)  shall  dare  deny  ? 
JValttre*s  arguments  appear  too  weak, 
urn  a  new  leaf,  and  stronger  read  in  man* 
man  sleeps  on,  untaught  by  what  lie  sees, 
m  he  prove  infidel  to  what  he  /eels  T 
e,  whose  blind  thought  futurity  denies, 
Dconscsous  bears,  Bellerophon !  like  thee, 
is  own  indictment ;  he  condemns  himself; 
lx>  reads  his  bosom,  reads  immortal  life ; 
r.  Nature,  there,  imposing  on  her  sons, 
as  written  fables ;  man  was  made  a  lie. 
Why  discontent  for  ever  harfoour'd  there  ? 
icurable  consumption  of  our  peace ! 
esolve  me,  why  the  cottager  and  king, 
e  whom  sea-sever*d  realms  obey,  and  he 
lio  steals  his  whole  dominion  from  the  waste, 
epelling  vrinter  blasts  with  mud  and  straw, 
isquietcd  alike,  draw  sigh  for  sgh, 

1  fate  so  distant,  in  complaint  so  near  ? 

Is  it,  that  things  terrestrial  can't  content  ? 

ecp  in  rich  pasture,  will  thy  flocks  complain? 

ct  so  ;  -but  to  their  master  is  denied 

9  »hare  their  sweet  serene*     Man,  ill  at  ease, 

I  this,  not  his  own  place,  this  foreign  field, 

liere  Nature  fodders  him  with  other  food 

lian  was  ordain'd  his  cravings  to  suffice, 

oor  in  abundance,  famished  at  a  feast, 

gtis  on  for  something  mare,  when  most  enjoy  *d. 

Is  Heaven  thei>  kinder  to  thy  flocks  than  thee  ? 

ot  so ;  tliy  pasture  richer,  but  remote ; 

I  part,  remote ;  for  that  remoter  part 

an  bleats  from  instinct,  tho*  perhaps,  debauched 

y  sensCf  hia  reason  sleeps,  nor  dreams  the  cause. 

•  Night  the  Sixth. 


The  cause  how  bbvioiia,  when  his  reaado  wakca  f 
His  grief  is  but  his  grandeur  in  difguisp ; 
And  disoohtent  is  taunortaliQf. 

Shall  sons  of  ether,  shall  the  blood  of  Heaven, 
Set  up  their  hopes  on  Earth,  and  stable  here 
With  brutal  acquiescence  in  the  mire  ? 
Lorenso  !  no !  they  shall  be  nobly  pain*d ; 
The  gXonousJoreigners,  distressed,  shall  sigh 
On  thrones;  and  thou  congratulate  the  sigh : 
Man's  misery  declares  him  bom  for  bliss ; 
His  tmxious  heart  asserts  the  truth  I  sing, 
And  gives  the  sceptic  in  his  head  the  lie. 
Our  heads,  our  hearts,  our  ;xax«onf,  and  our;M»iwr^ 
Speak  the  same  language ;  call  us  to  the  skies ; 
Unripen'd  these  in  this  inclement  clime. 
Scarce  rise  above  conjecture  and  mistake; 
And  for  this  land  of  trifles  those  too  strong 
Tumultuous  rise,  and  tempest  human  life : 
What  prixe  on  Earth  can  pay  us  for  the  storm  ? 
Meet  objects  for  our  passions.  Heaven  ordain'd^ 
Objects  that  challenge  all  their  fire,  and  leave 
No  fault,  but  in  defect     Blest  Heaven  !  avert 
A  bounded  ardour  for  unbounded  bliss! 
O  for  a  bliss  unbounded  /  far  beneath 
A  soul  immortal,  is  a  mortal  joy. 
Nor  are  our  powers  to  perish  unmature; 
But,  after  feeble  effort  here,  beneath 
A  brighter  sun,  and  in  a  nobler  tolU, 
Transplanted  from  this  sublunary  bed. 
Shall  flourish  fair,  and  put  forth  all  their  bloontu 

Eeason  progressive,  instinct  is  complete ; 
Swift  instinct  leaps ;  slow  reason  feebly  climba. 
Brutes  soon  their  aenith  reach ;  their  little  all 
Flows  in  at  once ;  in  ages  they  no  more 
Could  know,  or  do,  or  covet,  or  enjoy. 
Were  man  to  live  coeval  with  the  Sun, 
The  patriardi^pupil  would  be  learning  still ; 
Yet,  dying,  leave  his  lesson  half  unlearnt 
Men  perish  in  advance,  as  if  the  Sun 
Should  set  ere  noon,  in  eastern  oceans  drown*d; 
If  fit,  with  dim,  ittustriaus  to  compare, 
Tlie  Sun's  meridian  with  the  soul  of  man. 
To  man,  why,  step'dame  Nature  I  so  severe  ? 
Why  thrown  aside  thy  master-piece  half-wrought. 
While  meaner  eflfbrts  thy  last  band  enjoy  ? 
Or,  if  abortively  poor  man  must  die. 
Nor  reach,  what  reach  he  might,  why  die  in  dread  f 
Why  curst  with  foresight  ?     Wise  to  misery  ? 
Why  of  his  proud  prerogative  the  prey  ? 
Why  less  pre-eminent  in  rank,  than  pain  ? 
His  immortality  alone  can  tell ; 
Full  ample  fund  to  balance  all  amiss, 
And  turn  the  scale  in  favour  of  the  just  I 

His  immortality  alone  Can  solve 
The  darkest  of  enigmas,  human  hopes 
Of  all  the  darkest,  if  at  death  we  die. 
Hope,  eager  hope,  th'  assassin  of  our  ioy. 
All  present  blessings  treading  under  rool^ 
Is  scaxce  a  milder  tyrant  than  despair. 
With  no  past  toils  content,  still  planning  new, 
Hope  turns  us  o'er  to  death  alone  for  ease. 
Possessionf  why  more  tasteless  than  pursuit  f 
Why  is  a  wish  far  dearer  than  a  crown  ? 
That  wish  accomplish'd,  why,  the  grave  of  blia? 
Because,  in  the  great  future  buried  deep. 
Beyond  our  plans  of  empire,  and  renown. 
Lies  all  that  man  with  ardour  should  pursue ; 
And  he  who  made  him,  bent  him  to  the  right 

Man's  heart  th'  Almighty  to  rhie  Jutwe  scti^ 
By  secret  and  inviolable  springs ; 
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And  iiwlrw  his  hope  hii  tubhuMry  Joy* 
Mui*8  hewt  cita  all  tfaiiig%  and  it  huiigiy  iCiU; 
^  More,  more !"  the  ^utton  cries,  for  wiinHliing 


So  rages  appetite^  if  man  can't  mount, 
He  wiB  descend.     He  starrea  on  the  pottai. 
Hence,  the  world's  master,  from  ambition's  spire. 
In  Caprca  plung'd ;  and  diT'd  beneath  the  brute. 
In  that  tank  s^  why  wallow'd  empire's  son 
Supreme?  Because  he  could  no  higher  fly ; 
His  rioT  was  ambitiim  in  despair. 

Old  Rome  consulted  birds;  Loranio !  thou, 
With  more  success^  the  flight  of  kape  surrey ; 
Of  restless  hope^  for  ever  on  the  wing. 
Higb-percfa'd  o'er  every  thought  that  falcon  sits, 
To  fly  at  all  that  rises  in  her  sight ; 
And,  never  stooping,  but  to  mount  again 
Neit  moment,  she  betrays  her  aim's  mistake^ 
And  owns  her  quarry  lodg'd  beyond  the  grave. 

There  should  it  fiul  us,  (it  must  fail  us  there, 
If  being  fails,)  more  mournful  riddles  rise^ 
And  mriue  vies  with  hope  in  mystery. 
Why  virhie  T  Where  its  pnuse,  its  being,  fled? 
Virtue  m  true  self-interest  pursued : 
What  true  self-interest  of  ^ua^mortal  man  ? 
To  dose  with  all  that  makes  him  happy  here. 
If  rice  (as  sometimes)  is  our  friend  on  Earth, 
Then  rice  is  rirtue ;  't  is  our  tooereign  good. 
In  teff'Opplause  is  virtue's  golden  prise ; 
No  self-applause  attends  it  on  thy  scheme : 
Whence  self-^pplauae  ?  FVom  consdenoe  of  the  ri^t. 
And  what  is  right,  but  means  of  happiness? 
No  means  of  happiness  when  virtue  yields ; 
That  basis  fidling,  falls  the  building  too^ 
And  lays  in  ruin  every  virtuous  Jmf. 

The  rigid  guardian  of  a  blameless  heart, 
Sn  long  rever'd,  so  long  reputed  wise. 
Is  weak ;  with  rank  kni^^t-errantries  o'er-run. 
Why  beats  thy  bosom  with  illustrious  dreams 
Of  self>expo8ure,  laudable,  and  great  ? 
Of  gallant  enterprise,  and  glorious  death  ? 
Die  for  thy  country  !  —  Thou  romantic  fool ! 
Seixe,  seize  the  plank  thyself,  and  let  her  sink : 
Thy  country/  what  to  thee  ?-— The  Godhead,  what? 
(I  speak  with  awe !)  though  he  should  bid  thee 

bleed.! 
If,  with  thy  blood,  thyfnal  hope  is  spilt? 
Nor  can  Omnipotence  reward  the  blow, 
Be  deaf;  preserve  thy  being ;  disobey. 

Nor  is  it  disobedience :  know,  Lorenso ! 
Whate'er  th'  Almighty's  subsequent  command. 
His  first  command  is  Mu— -  *<  Man,  love  thysell" 
In  this  alone,  free  agents  are  not  tree. 
Existence  is  the  basis,  bliss  the  prise ; 
If  virtue  costs  existence,  *t  is  a  crime ; 
Bold  violation  of  our  law  supreme. 
Black  suicide ;  though  nations,  which  consult 
Their  gain,  at  thy  expense,  resound  applause. 

Since  virtue'^  recompense  is  doubtful,  here^ 
If  man  dies  wholly,  wdl  may  we  demand, 
Why  is  man  tufferd  to  be  good  in  vain  ? 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain,  is  man  er^Mdf 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain,  is  man  betray' d  f 
Bctray'd  by  traitors  lodg'd  in  his  own  breast. 
By  sweet  complacencies  fitmi  virtue  felt  ? 
Why  whispers  Nature  lies  on  virtue's  part? 
Or  if  blind  inttinct  (which  assumes  the  name 
Of  sacred  consdence)  plays  the  fool  in  man. 
Why  reason  made  accomplice  in  tl" 
Why  arc  the  isHeft  loudest  in  hr 


Can  man  by  teaasii's  beam  be  led  9^—^  * 
Or,  at  his  peril,  tanlBfe  Mr  CM  / 
Since  virtue  aeimetmet  ruins  us  on 
Or  both  are  true ;  or  man  surrives 

Or  man  surrives  the  grave ;  or  own, 
Tliy  boast  supteme,  a  void  absurdity. 
Dauntless  thy  spirit ;  cowards  are  Ihy 
Grant  man  tmrnortal,  and  thy  scorn  is  jus^ 
The  man  immioftal,  rationally  bravc^ 
Dares  rudi  on  «**■*»*» — tMM«Mi«ii  ii^  ''■■"irt  ^t^ 
But  if  man  loses  all,  when  life  b  loa^ 
He  lives  a  coward,  or  a  ibol  expires. 
A  daring  infidel,  (and  such  there  ar^ 
FVom  pnde^  example,  lucre,  rage,  revenge^ 
Or  pure  heroiad  defect  of  thought,) 
Of  all  Earth's  madmen,  most  deserves  a  chain. 

When  to  the  grave  we  fellow  die  lenown'd 
For  valour,  virtue,  science,  all  we  hyvcy 
And  all  we  praise;  for  wortA,  whose  m 
Enabling  us  to  think  in  hi|^ier  style. 
Mends  our  ideas  of  ethereal  powcn  ; 
Dream  we,  that  lustre  of  the  mora/  world 
Goes  out  in  stench,  and  rottenness  the  doae  ? 
Why  was  he  vrise  to  know,  and  warm  to  prmae. 
And  strenuous  to  tranteribe,  in  human  life^ 
The  Mind  Ahni|^ty?  Could  it  be,  tlist  Fi^ 
Just  when  the  lineaments  began  to  sliinc^ 
And  dawn  the  Ddty,  should  snatch  the  draogfai, 
Wiih  nigltA  eternal  blot  it  out,  and  give 
The  skies  alarm,  lest  mtgeis  too  might  die  ? 

If  human  souls,  why  not  angelic  too 
Extinguish'd  ?  and  a  solitary  God, 
O'er  (^lastly  ruin,  frowning  from  his  throne  ? 
Shall  we  this  moment  gaze  on  God  in  man: 
The  next,  lose  man  for  ever  in  the  dust  ? 
From  dust  we  disengage,  or  man  mittttkn  ; 
And  then*,  where  least  his  judgment  fean  a  flaw. 
Wiadom  and  toairth  how  boldly  he  commesids  * 
Wisdont  and  worth  are  sacred  names ;  rever'd. 
Where  not  embrac'd  ;  applauded !  deified  * 
Why  not  (»mpasuond too ?  If  i^iiiits dic^ 
Both  are  calamities,  inflicted  both. 
To  make  us  but  more  wretdied.     Wisdom**  eye 
Acute,  for  what  ?  To  q>y  more  miseries  ; 
And  worth,  so  recompens'd,  new-points 
Or  man  surmounts  the  grave,  or  gain  is  loss, 
And  worth  exalted  humbles  us  the  more. 
Thou  wilt  not  patronise  a  scheme  that  makes 
Weakneu  and  wee,  the  refuge  of  mankind. 
**  Has  virtue,  then,  no  joys  ?" — Yes,  joys  dbor-te^ 
Talk  ne'er  so  long,  in  this  imperfect  state. 
Virtue  and  rice  are  at  eternal  war. 
Virtue 's  a  combat ;  and  who  fights  for  nought? 
Or  for  precarious,  or  for  small  reward  ? 
Who  rirtue's  seff^reward  so  loud  resound. 
Would  take  degrees  angdic  here  bdow. 
And  virtue,  while  they  compliment,  be^ay. 
By  feeble  motives,  and  unfaithfril  guards. 
The  crown,  th'  ur^ading  crown,  her  soul  in^irs: 
*T  is  that,  and  that  alone,  can  countervail 
Tlie  body's  treacheries,  and  the  toorief  s  assaults ; 
On  Earth's  poor  pay  our  famish'd  virtue  dies. 
Truth  incontestable  !  in  spite  of  all 
A  Bayle  has  preadi'd,  or  a  Voltaire  belicv'd. 

In  man  the  more  we  dive^  the  more  we  see 
Heaven' s  signet  stamping  an  immortoi  mak& 
Dive  to  the  bottom  of  his  soul,  the  base 
SuBtainiug  all ;  what  find  we?  KnowUdge^  love. 
As  light  and  heat,  essential  to  the  Sun, 
T^loe  to  the  souL     Andii^,  if  souls  expire? 
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lowUtdelofvljrAov/  How  Uttk  known? 
mall  knowiedgt  we  dig  up  with  cndlen  toQ ; 
ind  lotnf  unfe^*d  msj  piuchne  perfect  hate. 
Ffay  starv*d,  on  Earth,  our  ofigei  appetites ; 
Vliile  bnOal  are  indulg'd  their  fiilMme  fill? 
Fere  then  capacities  dnme  oonferr'd, 
Ls  a  modudiadcm,  in  savage  tpartf 
tank  inniU  of  our  pompous  jwe«r(y, 
lliicb  reaps  but  pain,  fitnn  seeming  claims  so  ftir? 
n  ftituie  age  lies  no  redress  ?  And  shuts 
Ztemi^  the  door  on  our  complaint  ? 
f  lo,  for  what  strange  ends  were  mortals  made ! 
lie  worst  to  wallow^  and  the  best  to  weep  ; 
"be  man  who  merits  most,  must  most  complain : 
Ian  we  conceive  a  disregard  in  Heaven, 
Fhat  the  misnlL  perpelrvU^  or  best  endure  f 
ThiM  csnnot  be.     To  ^ooe,  and  ibiow,  in  man 

I  boundless  appetite,  and  boundless  power ; 
.nd  these  demonstrate  boundless  objects  too. 
»bjccts^  powers,  appetites.  Heaven  suits  in  all ; 
for,  Nature  through,  e'er  violates  this  sweet, 
itemal  concord,  on  her  tuneful  string. 

t  man.  the  sole  exception  from  her  laws  ? 
'iemity  rtruck  off  from  human  hop^ 
[  speak  with  truth  but  veneration  too,) 
tan  is  a  monster,  the  reproach  of  Heaven, 
.  stain,  a  dark  impenetrable  doud 
»n  Nature's  beauteous  aspect ;  and  defomu^ 
%nia»ng  blot!)  deforms  her  with  her  lord. 
r  such  is  man's  allotment,  what  is  Heaven  ? 
^  own  the  soul  immoffa/,  or  blaspheme. 
Or  own  the  soul  immoital,  or  invert 

II  order.     Go,  mock-majesty !  go,  man ! 
nd  bow  to  thy  superiors  of  the  stall ; 
hrough  every  scene  of  tenae  superior  far : 

hey  graae  the  turf  untill'd ;  they  drink  the  stream 
nbrew'd,  and  ever  fuU,  and  un-«mbitter*d 
i^ith  doubts,  fears,  fruitless  hopes,  regrets,  despairs; 
lankind's  peculiar !  raisim's  precious  dower ! 
b  foreign  clime  Utey  ransack  for  their  robes ; 
or  brodbers  dte  to  the  litigious  bar ; 
'keir  good  is  good  entire,  unmix'd,  unmarr'd; 
hey  find  a  Psradise  in  every  field, 
n  bougfasyMiddbi  where  no  curses  hang : 
beir  illpo  more  than  strikes  the  sense ;  unstretdi'd 
y  previous  dread,  or  murmur  in  the  rear : 
^hcn  the  t9orsf  comes,  it  comes  unfear'd ;  one  stroke 
pgins,  and  ends,  their  woe :  they  die  but  once  / 
test,  ineommunicable  privilege !  for  which 
roud  man,  who  rules  the  glo£e,  and  reads  the  stars, 
hiioeojJierf  or  Aero,  sighs  in  vain. 
Account  for  this  prerogative  in  brutes, 
o  daj,  no  glimpse  of  day,  to  solve  the  knot, 
tit  what  boims  on  it  from  etemitif. 
sole,  and  sweet  solution  !  that  unties 
be  difficult,  and  sofWns  the  severe ; 
le  cloud  on  ^ohire's  beauteous  face  dispels ; 
evtorcs  bright  order ;  casts  the  brute  beniBath ; 
tid  re^-cothrones  us  in  supremacy 
r  ioy,  e'en  here :  admit  immortal  lifb, 
nd  virtue  is  kmgkt~erranltry  no  more  ; 
ich  rtrfM«  brings  in  hand  a  golden  dower, 
IT  richer  in  revenion :  Hope  exults  ; 
nd  though  much  bitter  in  our  cup  is  thrown, 
'cdominatcs,  and  gives  the  taste  of  Heavciu 
wherefore  is  the  Deity  so  kind ! 
ttonishiiig  beyond  astonishment ! 
eaven  our  reward  -^for  Heaven  enjoy'd  tefew. 
StiD  unsubdued  thy  stubborn  keaH  /—  For  there 
K  traitor  hirics  who  doubts  the  truth  I  sing. 


ileawiiisguildess;  adff  alboe  rebahi 

What,  in  that  stubborn  hesxt,  if  I  should  find 

New,  unexpected  witnesses  against  thee  ? 

AnMtion,  pleamref  and  tlie  love  (if  gain  I 

Canst  thou  suspect,  that  iheu^  whidi  make  the  sou! 

The  liane  of  Earth,  should  own  her  Arir  of  Heaven? 

Canst  thou  suspect  what  noakes  us  duMkeee 

Our  immortality,  should  prove  it  eusre  t 

First,  then,  amMiofi  summon  to  the  bar. 
Ambition's  Aaime^  erfitax^ofiof,  dti|g«K^ 
And  tnerftnguitAoMe  mature^  speak. 
Elach  much  d^poset ;  hear  them  in  thdr  turn* 

Thy  soul,  how  passionately  fond  otfaane/ 
How  anxious,  that  fond  passion  to  conceal ; 
We  blush,  detected  in  designs  on  praise^ 
Tliough  for  best  deeds,  and  from  the  best  of  men ; 
And  why  ?  Because  immortaL     Art  divine 
Has  made  the  body  tutor  to  the  soul ; 
Heaven  kindly  gives  our  blood  a  moroi  flow  ; 
Bids  it  ascend  the  glowing  cheek,  and  there 
Upbraid  that  litde  heart's  inglorious  aim. 
Which  stoops  to  court  a  character  from  man; 
While  o'er  ua^  in  tremendous  judgment,  sit 
Far  more  than.man,  arith  endleu  praise,  and  Uamtu 

Ambition's  btnmdleu  appetUe  out-speaks 
The  verdict  of  its  $httme.     When  souls  take  lira 
At  high  presumptions  of  their  own  desert. 
One  age  is  poor  applause ;  tlie  mighty  shout. 
The  thunder  by  the  living /inp  begun. 
Late  time  must  echo ;  worlds  unborn,  resound. 
We  vrish  our  names  eiemaify  to  live :  Tthougfa^ 

WOd  dream!   which  ne'er  had   haunted  human 
Had  not  our  natures  been  eternal  to& 
/njtmcf  points  out  an  interest  in  hereafter ; 
But  our  blind  reaaon  sees  not  where  it  lies ; 
Or,  seeing,  gives  the  substance  for  the  shad& 

Fame  is  the  shade  of  immortality. 
And  in  itself  a  shadow.     Soon  as  caught, 
Contemn'd ;  it  shrinks  to  nothing  in  die  grasp. 
Consult  th'  ambitious,  't  is  ambition's  cure. 
«  And  is  this  aU?"  cried  Csnar  at  his  height, 
Dugutted.     TUs  third  proof  ambition  brings 
Of  inmxMtality.     The  first  in  &me. 
Observe  him  near,  your  envy  wiU  abate  : 
Sham'd  at  the  disproportion  vast,  between 
The  passion  and  the  purchase,  he  will  sigh 
At  $uch  success,  and  blush  at  his  renown. 
And  why  ?  Because  fw  ridier  prise  invites 
His  heart ;  fiir  more  illustrious  glory  calla ; 
It  calls  in  whispers,  yet  the  deafest  hear. 

And  can  ambition  a  fourth  proof  supply? 
It  can,  and  stronger  tlian  the  former  thrise ; 
Yet  quite  o'eriook'd  by  some  repuUd  vrise. 
Though  disappointments  in  ambition  |nim. 
And  though  success  dugutUt  yet  still,  Loranaol 
In  vain  we  strive  to  pliurk  it  from  our  hearts ; 
By  Nature  planted  for  the  noblest  ends. 
Absurd  the  fam'd  adrice  to  Fyrrhus  given, 
More  prais'd,  than  ponder 'd ;  specious,  but  unsomd  ; 
Sooner  that  hero's  jwonf  the  world  had  queU'd» 
Than  tvoam,  hb  ambition.     Man  muM  sooi; 
An  obstinate  activity  within. 
An  insupprcssive  spring,  will  toss  him  u|h 
In  spite  cfJortune'B  load.     Not  kings  alon^ 
Each  villager  has  his  ambition  too ; 
No  SuUan  prouder  than  his  fetter'd  slave: 
Slaves  build  their  little  Babylons  of  straw. 
Echo  the  proud  Assyrian  in  their  haarti, 
And  cry, — "  Behold  the  wonders  of  my  ui^r 
And  why?  Becauae  taiinorta/ oa  their  lord ; 
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And  fouls  munoitu  mtst'ibi'  ev^  facsve 
At  aomething  great ;  the  glitter,  or  the  gold ; 
The  praifle  of  mortals,  or  the  praise  of  HeaTen. 

Nor  abaolutel  J  vain  Is  Airman  praise^ 
When  hmnaa  is  supported  by  diving, 
ril  introduce  Lorenso  to  himself; 
Pleasure  and  pride  (bad  masters !)  share  our  hearts. 
As  love  of  pleasure  is  ordain*d  to  guard 
And  feed  our  bodies,  and  extend  our  race; 
Hie  lore  oipraite  is  planted  to  protect. 
And  propagate  the  glories  of  the  mind. 

What  is  it,  but  the  love  ofpndset  inspires, 
Matures,  refines,  embellishes,  exalts, 
£artfa*s  happiness?  From  thai,  tfie  delirate, 
The  grand,  die  marrellous,  of  dni  life. 
Want  and  cofwenience,  under-workers,  lay 
The  basis,  on  which  hve  of  glory  builds. 
Nor  is  My  life,  O  virtue  I  less  in  debt 
To  praise,  thy  secret  stimulating  friend. 
Were  men  not  jynwd,  what  merit  should  we  miss  \ 
Pride  made  the  virtues  of  the  pagan  world. 
IVaise  Is  tfie  aalt  that  seasons  right  to  man, 
And  wbelB  his  appetite  for  moral  good. 
Hiint  of  applause  is  virtue's  second  guard ; 
Beason,  her  first ;  but  reason  wants  an  aid; 
Our  private  reason  is  a  flatterer ; 
Thirst  of  qiplause  calls  pubUe  judgment  in, 
To  poise  our  own,  to  keep  an  even  scale. 
And  give  endanger'd  virtue  fairer  play. 

Here  SL^^h  fntxif  arises,  stronger  stfll: 
Why  this  so  nice  construction  of  our  hearts? 
These  delicate  moralities  of  sense  ; 
This  cofutdiijumaf  reserve  of  aid 
To  succour  virtue,  when  our  reason  fiuls ; 
If  virtue,  kept  alive  by  care  and  toil. 
And,  <^  the  mark  of  injuries  on  Earth, 
When  labour'd  to  maturity  (its  bill 
Of  disdplinea,  and  pains,  unpaid)  must  die  ? 
Why  frrighted^rich,  to  dash  against  a  rock  ? 
Were  man  to  perish  when  most  fit  to  live, 
O  how  mis-qient  were  all  these  stratagems^ 
By  skill  dirine  inwoven  in  our  frame ! 
Where  are  Heaven*s  holiness  and  mercy  fled? 
Laughs  Heaven,  at  once,  at  virtue,  and  at  man  f 
If  not,  why  that  discourag'd,  this  destroy*d? 

Tlius  far  ambititnu     What  says  avarice  t 
This  her  chief  maxim,  which  hsis  long  been  thine : 
**  Hie  wise  and  wealthy  are  the  same."  —  I  grant  it. 
To  store  up  treasure,  with  incessant  toil. 
This  is  man's  province,  this  his  highest  praise. 
To  this  great  end  keen  instinct  stings  him  on. 
To  guide  that  instinct,  reason  /  is  thy  charge ; 
>T  is  thine  to  tell  us  where  true  treasure  lies : 
But,  reason  fiuling  to  discharge  her  trust. 
Or  to  the  deaf  discharging  it  in  vain, 
A  Uundcr  follows ;  and  blind  mdusfry, 
Gall*d  by  the  spur,  but  stranger  to  the  course^ 
(The  course  where  stakes  of  more  than  gold  are  won,) 
O*er.]oading,  with  the  cares  of  distant  age^ 
The  jaded  spirits  oftbepresent  hour, 
I^orides  for  an  eternity  below. 

**  Ifiou  shall  not  covet,"  is  a  wise  command, ; 
But  bounded  to  the  wealth  the  Sun  surveys: 
Look  forther,  the  command  stands  quite  revcn*d, 
And  avarice  is  a  viitue  most  dirine. 
l%Jaith  a  refiige  for  our  happiness  f 
Most  sure:  and  is  it  not  for  f«asm  too ? 
Nothing  this  world  unriddles,  but  the  nett. 
Whence  inextinguishable  thirst  of  gain  ? 
YtcKo.  inextingiashable  Ufo  in  man: 


nun,  if  not  nean^  jtf-warw^to 
Had  wanted  wing  fo  fly  so  for  in  guHL 
Sour  grapes,  I  grant,  ambsOaaL,  avariee^ 
Tet  still  thefr  root  is  imsnortedity  : 
These  its  vrild  growths  so  bitter,  and  ao 
(Plain  and  repipach !)  n^(poni 
Refine,  exalt,  throw  down  their  poiaonous  lee. 
And  make  them  sparkle  in  the  bowl  of  A&s. 

See,  the  third  untness  laughs  at  blias  remote^ 
And  folsely  promises  an  Eden  here : 
IVuth  she  shall  speak  for  once,  though  pnme  to  li^ 
A  common  diea^  and  Pleasure  is  her  name. 
To  pleasure  never  was  Lorenso  deaf; 
Then  hear  her  now,  now  first  thy  real  friend. 

Since  Nature  made  us  not  more  fond  tfaaa  pravd 
Of  happiness  (whence  hypuailes  in  joy ! 
Makeni^miith!  arttfioen  of  smiles !) 


Why  should  the  joy  most  poignant 

Bum  us  with  blushes,  and  rebuke  our  pride  ?— 

Those  heaven-bom  blushes  tell  us  man  deaeemtdSf 

£*en  in  the  senith  of  his  earthXy  Uisa : 

Should  reason  take  her  infidel  repoae^ 

Hiis  honest  mstinti  speaks  our  lineage  high  ; 

This  instinct  calls  on  darkness  to  coneenl 

Our  rapturous  relation  to  the  stalls. 

Our  gjLory  coven  us  with  noble  shasne^ 

And  he  that  *s  unoonfounded,  is  tmrnmnt'dL 

The  man  that  blushes  is  not  quite  a  brute. 

Thus  far  with  thee,  Lorenso!  will  I  dooe. 

Heasure  is  good,  and  man  for  pleasure 

But  pleasure  liill  of  glory,  as  of  joy ; 

Pleasure,  which  neitfaier  blushes,  nor 

The  witnesses  are  heard ;  die  cause  is  oV 
Let  conscience  file  the  sentence  in  her  court. 
Dearer  than  deeds  that  half  a  realm  convey : 
Thus  seal'd  by  truth,  th*  authentic  record  ruii& 

*'  Know,  all ;  know,  infidels,— unapt  to  knovi 
*T  is  immortality  your  nature  solves; 
*T  is  immortaUfy  decypbets  man. 
And  opens  all  ^  mysteries  of  Ids  make. 
Without  it,  half  his  instincts  are  a  riddle: 
Without  it,  all  his  virtues  are  a  dream. 
His  very  crimes  attest  his  dignity ; 
His  sateless  thint  of  pleasure,  gold,  wadfismte. 
Declares  him  bom  for  blessings  tn/buCe : 
What  less  than  infinite  makes  un-absnrd 
Passions,  which  off  on  Earth  but  more  inflames? 
Fierce  passions,  so  mis-measur*d  to  this  scene. 
Stretched  out,  like  eagles'  wings,  beyond  our  nes^ 
Far,  far  beyond  the  worth  of  dl  below. 
For  Earth  too  large,  presage  a  nobler  fli^it. 
And  eridence  our  title  to  die  skies," 

Ye  gentle  tlieologues,  of  calmer  kind ! 
Whose  constitution  dictates  to  your  pen. 
Who,  cold  yourselves,  think  ardour  comes  fron 

Hell ! 
Tliink  not  our  pawions  from  corruption  sprung, 
Thouj^  to  corruption  now  they  lend  tfaar  wings ; 
That  is  their  mistress,  not  their  mother,     AU 
(And  justly)  reason  deem  divine :   I  see, 
I  feel  a  grandeur,  in  the  passions  too, 
Which  speaks  their  high  descent,  and  gkwioos  end! 
Which  speaks  them  imys  of  an  eternal  fire. 
In  Fsradise  itself  diey  bumt  as  strong 
Ere  Adam  fell,  though  wiser  in  their  aim. 
Like  the  proud  Eastern,  struck  by  Providence^ 
What  though  our  passions  are  run  mad,  and  stoop 
With  low,  terrestrial  appetite,  to  gnae 
On  trash,  on  toys,  detfaron*d  tfom  high  desire  ? 
Yet  still  through  their  disgrsce^  no  feebk  ay 
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Of  greatMM  dsBBi,  and  tells  ut  whoioe  tliejf  ftU : 
But  them  (like  that  fairn  monarch  when  redaim'd). 
When  reaaon  moderates  the  rein  aright, 
Sliall  re^«scend,  remount  their  former  sphere. 
Where  onoe  they  aoar'd  illustrious;  ere  seduc'd 
By  wanton  Eve's  dehauch,  to  stroll  on'  Earth, 
And  set  the  sublunary  world  on  fire. 

But  grant  their  phrensy  lasts;  their  phrenay  fails 
To  disiqypoint  one  proridential  end. 
For  which  Heaven  blew  up  ardour  in  our  hearts : 
Were  rcojofi  silent,  boundless  jHunon  speaks 
A  future  scene  of  boundless  o^jecte  too, 
And  brings  glad  tidings  of  eternal  day. 
f<muB/day!  *T  i»  that  enlightens  all ; 
And  all,  by  that  enlighten'd,  proves  it  mrsw 
Consider  man  as  an  immortal  being. 
Intelligible  all ;  and  all  is  great; 
A  cry^alline  transparency  prevails. 
And  strikes  full  lustre  through  the  human  sphere : 
Consider  man  as  mortalt  ail  is  dark. 
And  wretched ;  reason  weeps  at  the  survey. 

The  leam*d  Lorenzo  cries,   «  And  let  her  weep, 
Weak  modem  reason  :  ancient  times  were  wise. 
jiutkcTtty,  that  venerable  guide, 
Standa  on  my  part ;  the  £un'd  Atheiuan  porcfa 
(  And  who  for  wisdom  so  renown'd  as  they  ?) 
I>enied  this  immortaUty  to  man." 
I  grant  it ;  but  affirm,  they  proved  it  too. 
A  riddle  this !  —  Have  patience ;  I'll  expUin. 

What  noble  vanities,  what  moral  flights. 
Glittering  through  their  romantic  wisdom's  page^ 
Make  us,  at  once,  despise  them,  and  admire? 
Fable  is  flat  to  these  high-seasbn'd  sires ; 
They  leave  th'  extravagance  of  song  below. 
«  Flesh  shall  not  feel ;  or,  feeling,  shall  enjoy 
The  dagger  or  the  rack ;  to  them,  alike 
A  bed  of  roses,  or  the  burning  bulL" 
In  men  exploding  all  beyond  the  grave, 
Strsnge  doctrine^  this !  A»  doctrine,  it  was  strange ; 
But  not  as  prophecy ;  for  such  it  prov'd. 
And,  to  their  own  amasement,  was  fulflll'd : 
They  feign'd  a  firmness  Chrittiant  need  not  feign. 
The  CAn«ian  truly  triumph 'd  in  the  flame: 
The  Stoic  saw,  in  double  wonder  lost, 
Wonder  at  them,  and  wonder  at  himself, 
To  find  the  bcdd  adventures  of  his  thought, 
Xot  bold,  and  that  he  strove  to  lie  in  vain. 

Whence,  then,  those  thoughts?  tfiose  towering 
thoughts,  that  flew  [  pride. 

Such  monstrous  heights?  —>  From  butmctj  ami  from 
The  glorious  irutinct  of  a  deathless  soul, 
Confus'dly  conscious  of  her  dignity, 
Sugf^ested  truths  they  could  not  understand. 
In  /tijr's  dominion,  and  in  potiion's  storm, 
Trmth*s  system  broken,  scatter'd  firagments  lay, 
As  light  in  chaos,  glimmering  through  the  gloom : 
Scnit  with  the  pomp  of  lofty  sentiments, 
Plestt'd  pride  proclaimed,  what  reason  disbeliev'd. 
Pride,  like  the  Delphic  priestess,  with  a  swell, 
Rav'd  nonsense,  destin'd  to  hejuture  sense, 
When  life  immartalj  m  lull  day,  should  shme ; 
And  Death* s  dark  shadows  fly  the  gospel  sun. 
They  spoke,  what  nothing  but  immortai  souls 
Could  speak  ;  and  thus  the  truth  tfiey  question'd, 
prov'd. 
Can  then  absurdities,  as  well  as  crimes. 
Speak  man  immortal  f  All  things  speak  him  so. 
Much  has  been  urg'd :  and  dost  thou  call  ibr  more? 
Call ;  and  with  endless  questions  be  distress'd. 
All  unrcaolvablc,  if  Earth  is  alL 


«  Why  lift^'  a momant;  infinite,  doire? 
Our  wishy  eternity  ?  Our  home,  the  grave? 
Heaven's  promise  dormant  lies  in  human  Aofiei 
Who  wishes  life  immortal,  proves  it  too. 
Why  happiness  pursued,  though  never  found? 
Man's  thhst  of  hiqipiness  declares  it  is 
(For  Nature  never  gravitates  to  nought) ; 
That  thirst  unquendi'd  declares  it  is  not  here. 
My  Lucia,  thy  Clarissa,  call  to  thought ; 
Why  cordial  friendship  riveted  so  deep, 
As  hearts  to  pierce  at  first,  at  parting,  rend. 
If  friend,  and  friendsliip,  vanish  in  an  hour  ? 
Is  not  this  torment  in  the  mask  of  joy  ? 
Why  by  reflection  marr'd  the  joys  c£  sensed- 
Why  jHist,  andjutttre,  preying  on  our  hearty 
And  putting  all  our  present  joys  to  death  ? 
Why  labours  reoam  f  instinct  were  as  well ; 
Instinct  far  better ;  what  can  choose,  can  err  t 
O  how  infallible  the  thoughtless  brute ! 
'T  were  well  his  HoUneu  were  half  as  sure. 
Reason  with  mc^malion,  why  at  war  ? 
Why  sense  oiguHt  f  why  amsdenoe  up  in  arms  ?** 

QmsCTgncg<S' guilt,  is  prophecy  of  pain. 
And  bosom-counsel  to  dedine  the  blow. 
Reaoon  with  inclination  ne'er  had  jarr'd. 
If  nothing  future  paid  fotbeannce  hoe : 
Thus  on  —  These,  and  a  thousand  pleas  nncall'd. 
All  promise^  some  entwe,  a  second  scene ; 
Which,  were  it  donbtfid,  would  be  dearer  ftr 
Than  all  things  else  most  certain  ;  were  it  false. 
What  truth  on  Earth  so  predous  ob  the  lie? 
This  world  it  gives  us,  let  what  will  ensue; 
This  world  it  gives,  in  that  high  cordial,  hope  : 
The  future  of  the  present  is  the  soul : 
How  this  life  groans,  when  sever'd  from  the  nad  / 
Poor  mutilated  wreU:h,  that  disbelieves ! 
By  dark  distrust  his  being  cut  in  two^ 
In  both  parts  perishes ;  li^e  void  of  joy. 
Sad  prelude  of  eternity  m  pain  ! 

Couldst  thou  persuade  me,  the  next  life  could  fiul 
Our  ardent  wishes ;  how  should  I  pour  out 
My  bleeding  heart  in  anguish,  new,  as  deep ! 
Oh !  with  what  thoughts,  thy  hope,  and  my  despairp 
Abhorr'd  annihilation  !  blasts  the  soul. 
And  wide  extends  the  bounds  of  human  woe ! 
Could  I  believe  Lorenio's  system  true. 
In  this  black  channel  would  my  ravings  run. 
«  Grief  from  ^^fiituire  borrow'd  peace,  erewbile, 
'Ihe  future  vanished  /  and  the  present  pain*d  I 
Strange  import  of  unprecedented  ill !  * 

Fall,  how  profound !  Like  Lucifer's,  the  fidl !. 
Unequal  fate!  His  Isll,  without  his  guilt ! 
From  where  fond  hope  built  her  pavUion  high. 
The  gods  among,  hurl'd  headlong,  huri'd  at  onoa 
Tonight!  To  nolAtii^,  darker  still  than  night ! 
If 't  was  a  dream,  why  wake  me,  my  worst  fo^ 
Lorenao !  boastful  of  the  name  of  friend ! 
O  for  delusion !  O  for  errour  still ! 
Could  vengeance  strike  much  stronger  than  to  plant 
A  tkmkmg  being  in  a  world  like  thu^ 
Not  over-rich  before,  mow  beggar'd  quite ; 
More  curst  than  at  the/ai//~  The  Sun  goes  oat! 
The  thomsshoot  up !  What  tfaomsin  every  thought ! 
Why  sense  of  better?  It  imbitters  worse. 
Why  sense?  why  life?  If  but  to  sigh,  then  sink 
To  what  I  was !  twice  nothing !  and  much  woe ! 
Woe,  from  Heaven's  bounties !  woe  Ihmi  what  waa 

wont 
To  fiattcr  most,  high  tntellectual  powers      [scheme. 
Thought,    virtue,  knomledgs  t    BlcsnngB,    by  Ihy 
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All  poisoii*d  into  paiiii.     Fint,  knowUdgef  once 
My  aoul*8  ambition,  now  ber  grateit  draad. 
To  know  myteff",  true  wiadom?  —  No,  to  thun 
That  idiockuig  science,  parent  of  despair ! 
Avert  thy  mirror ;  if  I  see,  I  die. 

<<  JTnow  ffiy  Creator  f  Climb  his  blest  abode 
Bj  painful  speculation,  pierce  the  TeQ, 
DiTe  in  his  nature,  read  his  attributes. 
And  gate  in  admiration «» on  aybe. 
Obtruding  life,  withholding  happiness ! 
From  the  full  riven  that  summnd  his  throne^ 
Not  letting  fidl  one  drop  of  joy  on  man ; 
Man  gasping  for  one  drop,  that  he  might  cease 
To  curse  his  birth,  nor  envy  repiSa  more ! 
Te  sable  clouds!  ye  daricest  shades  of  ni^ ! 
Hide  Ami,  for  ever  hide  him,  from  my  tibought. 
Once  all  my  comfort ;  source,  and  soul  of  joy ! 
Now  leagu'd  with  fbries,  and  with  cAm*,  against  me. 

«  Know  hit  aehievemmUf  Study  his  renown  ? 
Contemplate  this  amasing  universe, 
Dropt  from  his  hand,  with  miracles  replete ! 
For  what?  'Mid  nurades  of  nobler  name. 
To  find  one  miracle  ofmuery  f 
To  find  ^  being,  which  alone  can  know 
And  finaaB  his  worics,  a  Mcmish  on  his  praise  ? 
Through   Nature's   ample  nnge,  in  thought    to 

stroll. 
And  start  at  moii,  the  single  mourner  there. 
Breathing  high  hope !  chain'd  down  to  pengs,  and 
dci&? 

«<  Knowing  is  sufTering :  and  shall  iwtue  sharo 
Tlie  sigh  of  inoiol^ge^— Virtue  shares  the  sigh. 
By  straining  up  the  steep  of  snceObrf, 
By  battles  fought,  and,  from  temptation,  won, 
"What  gains  she,  but  the  pang  of  seeing  worth, 
Ang^  worth,  soon  shuffled  in  the  daric 
With  every  vice^  and  swept  to  bruttd  dust? 
Merit  is  madness ;  virtue  is  a  crime ; 
A  crime  to  retumnj  if  it  costs  us  pain 
Unpaid :  what  pain,  amidst  a  thousand  more. 
To  think  the  most  abandon*df  after  days 
Of  triumph  o*er  their  betters,  find  in  death 
As  toft  a  pillow,  nor  mtke  fouler  clay ! 

**  Duty!  reUgum  /  These,  our  duty  done. 
Imply  reward*    Religion  is  mistake. 
Duty  /—There 's  none,  but  to  repel  the  cheat. 
Te  dieats !  away  i  ye  daughten  of  my  pride ! 
Vfho  feign  younelves  the  favourites  of  the  skies : 
Ye  towering  hopes,  abortive  energies ! 
Tint  toss  and  stru^le,  in  my  hfing  breast. 
To  scale  the  skies,  and  build  presumptions  there, 
As  I  were  heir  of  an  eCem^. 
Vain,  vain  ambitions !  trouble  me  no  more. 
Why  travel  far  in  quest  of  sure  defeat  ? 
As  bounded  as  my  beings  be  my  wish. 
All  is  inverted,  wiadom  is  a  fooL 
Stnttl  take  the  rein;  blind /Mssiim/  drive  us  on; 
And  ignormue  I  befiiend  us  <m  our  way ; 
Te  neWf  but  tnnat  patrons  of  our  peace ! 
Tes ;  give  the  puUe  full  empire ;  live  the  hrtOe^ 
Since,  as  the  brute,  we  die.     TheMcmofmai^ 
Of  godlike  man !  to  teod^  and  to  rot. 

**  But  not  on  equal  terms  with  other  brutes: 
Their  revels  a  more  poignant  relish  yield. 
And  safer  too ;  they  Ofewet  poisons  diooae. 
/futf net,  than  mam,  makes  more  wholesome  meals, 
And  sends  all-marring  murmur  fiur  awayw 
For  snuMo^  life  they  best  philosophise ; 


7%»n»  that  MfviM^  the  «^a  lOTfl^  in  vain: 
*T  is  moit  alone  eipostulalea  with  Hea — 
Hit,  all  the  power,  and  all  the  comet,  to 
Shall  human  eyes  alone  dissolve  in  team 
And  bleed,  in  anguish,  none  bat  kmman 
Tlie  wide-stretch'd  reafan  dUmUOeetwal 
Surpassing  eenaoud  fitf,  is  all  our  own. 
In  li^  so  fiitally  distingnidi'd,  why 
Cast  in  one  lot,  confounded,  lump'd,  in  deoA  T 

**  Ere  yet  in  being,  was  mankind  in  gink? 
Why  thunder'd  this  peculiar  dmue  s^^amal  as, 
^ft-moria/amf  otf-tpreteAcd  f^Have  the  skies 
Reasons  of  state,  their  subiects  may  not  aeaa^ 
Nor  kwmkhf  Ttmum,  when  they  aortfy  agh  ? 
JlUmortal  and  alUwreiehed/^-^*Tu  too  moAz 
UnparaUelM  in  Nature :  't  b  too  much 
On  being  unrequetted  at  thy  hands. 
Omnipotent !  for  I  see  nought  but  ^o«ar.  [cH, 

**  And  why  see  that?  Vfhy  thought r  To  toil,  sai 
Tlien  make  our  bed  in  darkness,  needs  no  fhnnght 
What  superfluities  are  rsafimmg  souls ! 
O  give  eternity !  or  thought  destroy. 
But  without  thought  our  curse  were  half  mdek ; 
Iti  blunted  edge  would  tpan  the  throhhing 
And,cA«r^^bf«^  't  is  bestow'd,  I  thank  tbec^ 
For  aiding  life**  too  small  fslamities, 
And  giving  being  to  the  dread  oSdeaHu 
Such  are  thy  bounties !  —  Was  it  then  too 
For  me,  to  trespass  on  the  brutal  rights  ? 
Too  much  for  Heaeen  to  make  one  emmet 
Too  mudi  for  dhoos  to  pennit  my  maas 
A  longer  stay  with  essences  unwrougfal, 
Unftshion'd,  uniormented  into  ewiai  / 
Wretched  prv/SmiiAtf  to  this  round  of  pnina! 
Wretched  c^iadty  of  phrensy,  though  I 
Wretched  capacity  of  dying,  Ufe  t 
Life,  thought,  worth,  witdom,  all  (O  fool  revok !) 
Once  friends  to  peace,  gone  over  to  tibe  foe. 

"  Death,    then,  has  chang'd    hia  nature  tso: 
O  Death! 
Come  to  my  bosom,  thou  best  gift  of  Heaven! 
Beat  friend  of  man !  since  man  is  man  no  taan. 
Why  in  this  thorny  wUdemeu  so  long. 
Since  there  *s  no  promi**d  UauC%  ambrosial  bower, 
To  pay  me  with  its  honey  for  my  stings  ? 
If  needful  to  the  selfish  schemes  of  Heaven 
To  sting  us  sore,  why  mockt  our  miseiy  ? 
Why  this  so  sumptuous  insult  o'er  our  heads? 
Why  this  illustrious  canopy  dispUy'd  ? 
Why  so  magnificently  lodg'd  detpoir  t 
At  ststed  periods,  sure  returning,  roll 
Tliese  i^iarioui  orht,  that  mortals  may  compute 
Their  length  of  Jabours,  and  of  pains ;  nor  lose 
Their  misery's  full  measure?  — •  Smiles  with  iamas 
And  fhiiti,  promiscuous,  ever-teeaiing  Earth, 
i  That  man  may  languish  in  luxurunu  scenes. 
And  in  an  Eden  mourn  his  witibcr'd  joys  ? 
Claim  Earth  and  skies  man's  admiration,  due 
For  tueh  delights !  Blest  animalt  /  too  wiae 
To  wonder  i  and  too  happy  to  complain  / 

«  Our  doom  decreed  dcsnands  a  mourafbl  seeoe : 
Why  not  a  dungeon  dark,  for  the  eondemM*d  f 
Why  not  the  dragon's  subterranean  den, 
For  man  to  howl  in  ?  Why  not  his  abode 
Of  the  same  dismal  colour  with  his  fate  ? 
A  Thebes,  a  Babylon,  at  vast  expense 
Of  time,  toil,  treasure,  art,  for  owls  and  adders, 
As  congruous,  a%  for  man,  this  lofty  dome, 
Which  prompts  proud  thought,  and  Idndlcs  b^ 
desire; 
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r,  from  her  bumbie  chambff  in  th«  duil,     [ilapiei» 
\fhi\e  proud  thought  nwells,  and  high  deiira  in- 
1m  poor  worm  calU  us  for  her  inmates  then  s 
Lod,  round  us,  Death**  inezorsble  hand 
>r«ws  the  dark  curtain  dose ;  undrawn  no  more. 
**  C^ftdmnrft  no  more /—Behind  the  cloud  of  Z>0tKft, 
>ncc^  I  beheld  the  Sun ;  a  Sun  which  gilt 
liat  sable  doud,  and  tum*d  it  all  to  gold : 
low  tbc  grave  *s  alter'd !  Fathomless,  as  Hell ! 
L  real  iteii  to  those  who  dreamt  of  Heaven. 
Annihilation !  How  it  yawns  before  me ! 
4ezt  nooment  I  may  drop  from  thou^tf  from  teiutt 
Hie  priTilege  of  angfltt  and  of  wormSf 
kn  Aitcast  from  existence !  and  this  spirit, 
rhis  aU-perrading,  this  all-conidous  soul^ 
rUs  particle  of  eneigy  divine, 
Hiich  trarels  Nature,  flies  from  star  to  star, 
Lnd  visits  gods,  and  emulates  their  powers, 
■or  ever  is  eztinguisht.     Horrour !  death  ! 
>eath  of  thai  6e^  IJearleu  once  survey'd !-« 
IThen  horrour  unwersal  shall  descend, 
lnd  Heaven's  dark  concave  urn  all  hunum  nee, 
hi  that  enotmoua,  unrefunding  tomb, 
low  just  this  verse !  this  monumentid  sigh  I 

•*  Befuath  the  lumber  ofdemolith'd  woridSt 
Deep  m  the  ruhbith  efUu  general  toneot, 
Swept  igmomiiniouB  to  the  common  man 
Of  matter,  never  dignifled  with  (jfe. 
Here  He  promd  rationds ;  the  tone  ^  Heaven  I 
The  lords  ef  Sarih  /  the  property  tf  worme  / 
Bepige  ofyetUrdmf  I  and  noH  to-morrow  I 
Who  Iw  dm  terrour,  and  m  pof^s  e^pir'd  / 
All  gone  to  rot  m  chaos;  or  to  make 
Their  happy  transit  into  blocks  or  brutes, 
Nor  longer  suUy  their  Creator'*  name,** 

Lorenxo !  bear,  pause,  ponder,  and  pronounce, 
ust  is  this  history  ?  If  such  is  man, 
lankind's  historian,  though  divine,  might  weep. 
Lnd  dares  Lorenzo  smile  ?  —  I  know  thee  proud ; 
'or  once  let  pride  befiriend  thee ;  pride  looks  pale 
Lt  such  a  scene,  and  sighs  for  something  more, 
kmid  tby  boasts,  presumptions,  and  displays, 
Lnd  art  thou  then  a  shadow  ?  Less  than  shade  ? 
i  nothing  ?  Lets  than  nothing  ?  To  have  been, 
iod  not  <o  &r,  is  lower  than  unborn. 
Lrt  tfaou  ambitious  f  Why  then  make  the  worm 
liine  equd  ?  Runs  thy  taste  oi pleasure  high? 
Vliy  patronise  sure  death  of  every  joy  ? 
!hann  riches  f  Why  choose  beggary  in  the  grave, 
>f  every  hope  a  bankrupt !  and  for  ever  ^ 
^mbitionf  pleasure^  avarice^  persuade  thee 
o  make  that  world  of  glory,  rapture,  wealth, 
liey  lately  prov*d  *,  the  soul's  supreme  desire^ 

^I'liat  art  thou  made  of?  Rather,  how  unmade  ? 
Sreat  Natur^M  master-iq>petite  dcrtrov'd, 
t  endless  life,  and  happiness,  dcspis'd? 
h  both  wish'd,  here,  where  neither  can  be  found  ? 
ocfa  man's  perverse,  etemd  war  with  Heaven  ! 
Wst  thou  persist  ?  And  is  there  nought  on  Earth, 
lut  a  long  train  of  transitory  forms, 
Using,  and  breaking,  millions  in  an  hour  ? 
lubbles  of  a  fontastic  ddty,  blown  up 
n  sport,  and  then  in  crud^  destroy'd? 
>h !  for  what  crime,  unmeidlul  Lorenzo  * 
>cstroys  thy  scheme  the  whole  dt  human  noa  ? 
und  is  fell  Ludfer,  compar'd  to  thee : 
>  !  spare  this  waste  of  bong  half^vint ; 
lnd  vindicate  tb'  economy  of  Hcav«n. 
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Heaven  is  aU  l0va  I  all  joy  in  giving  Joy: 
It  never  had  crfioed,  but  to  Mm ; 
And  shall  it,  then,  strike  off  the  list  of  ^fo^ 
A  being  blest,  or  worthy  <o  to  be  ? 
Heaven  starts  at  an  tmnihUating  God. 

Is  that,  all  Nature  starts  at,  thy  desire? 
Art  such  a  clod  to  wish  thyself  all  day  ? 
JFhat  is  that  dreadful  wish  ? — The  dying  groan 
Of  Nature,  murder'd  by  the  blackest  guilL 
What  deadly  poison  has  thy  nature  drunk  ; 
To  nature  undebauch'd  no  shock  so  great ; 
Nature's^sl  wish  is  endless  happiness  i 
Annihilation  is  an  after-thought, 
A  monstrous  wish,  unborn  till  virtue  dies. 
And,  oh !  what  depth  of  hotrour  lies  endos'd ! 
For  non-ezistence  no  man  ever  wish'd. 
But,  first,  he  wish'd  the  Ddty  destroy'd. 

If  so ;  what  words  are  dark  enough  to  draw 
Tby  picture  true  ?  The  darkest  are  too  fiur. 
Beneath  what  bdefrd  planet,  in  what  hour 
Of  desperation,  by  what  fury's  dd. 
In  what  infernal  posture  of  the  soul, 
AU  Hdl  invited,  and  dl  HeU  in  joy 
At  such  a  biitb,  abirth  so  near  of  kin. 
Did  thy  foul^bn^y  whelp  so  black  a  scfaMM 
Of  hopes  shortire,/aculties  half-blown. 
And  deities  begun,  reduc'd  to  dust  ? 

There 's  ncwght  (thou  say'st)  but  one  eCemd  fluz 
.Of  feeble  essences,  tumultuous  driven 
llmiugh  time**  rough  billows  into  night**  abysi^ 
Say,  in  this  rapid  tide  of  human  ruin. 
Is  there  no  rocit,  on  which  man's  tossing  thouglit 
Can  rest  from  terrour,  dare  his  fote  survey. 
And  bol^y  think  it  something  to  be  bom  ? 
Amid  such  hourly  wrecks  of  being  fair, 
Is  there  no  central,  all-sustaining  base. 
All-realising,  all-connecting  power. 
Which,  as  it  call'd  fordi  all  things,  can  reaUl, 
And  force  destrucfion  to  reftind  her  ^Kjil  ? 
Command  the  grave  restore  ber  taken  prey? 
Bid  death'sdark  vale  its  human  harvest  yield. 
And  earth  and  ocean  pay  tbrir  debt  of  man, 
Thie  to  the  grand  depodt  trusted  there  f 
Is  there  no  potentaU  whose  out-stretch'd  arm, 
When  ripening  time  calls  forth  th'  appointed  bour» 
Fluck'd  from  foul  devastation**  fomish'd  maw, 
Bbads present, past,  vndfiOute,  to  his  throne? 
His  throne,  bow  glorious,  thus  divindy  grac'd. 
By  germinating  beings  dustering  round ! 
A  garland  worthy  the  divinity ! 
A  throne,  by  Heaven's  omnipotence  in  smiles. 
Built  (like  a  >larof  towering  in  the  waves) 
Amidst  immense  effbdons  of  his  love ! 
An  ocean  of  commtmioitid  bliss ! 

An  all-prolific,  all-preserving  god ! 
This  were  a  god  indeed.— And  such  if  man. 
As  bere  presum'd :  be  rises  from  bis  laU. 
Think'st  thou  Omnipotence  a  naked  root. 
Each  blossom  fair  of  Ddty  destroy'd? 
Nothing  is  dead;  nay,  nothing  sleepa ;  each  soul, 
That  ever  anhnatrd  human  clay. 
Now  wakes;  ia  on  the  wing :  and  wbere,  O  whtfi^ 
WiU  the  swarm  settle  ?— When  the  Imaiprt's  call. 
As  sounding  brass,  collecCi  OS,  round  Heaven's  tfaron* 
Conglob'd,  we  bask  in  everlasting  day, 
(Patemd  qilendoor !)  and  adhere  for  ever. 
Had  not  the  soul  this  outlet  to  the  skies. 
In  this  vast  vessd  of  the  universe. 
How  should  we  gasp»  as  in  an  empty  void  1 
How  in  tbc  panoi  of  fiunish'd  hope  ezptre! 


578 


YOUNG. 


NiCHT  VU. 


How  briglit  mgf'pnmptct  iliiiMt;  htm  gloomy 
thine  S 
A  trembling  world !  and  a  derouring  God  ! 
Earthy  but  the  shambles  of  Omnipotence ! 
HeaverCs  face  all  stain'd  with  causeless  mnwaiiiw 
Of  countless  millions,  bom  to  feel  the  pang 
Of  being  loit.     Lorenao !  can  it  be  ? 
Thii  bids  us  shudder  at  the  tfaou^ts  of  Ij^ 
Who  would  be  bom  to  such  a  phantom  world, 
Where  nought  substantial  but  our  misery  ? 
Where  joy  (if  joy)  but  heightens  our  distress, 
So  soon  to  peruh,  and  revive  no  more  ? 
'Die  greater  tuck  a  joy,  the  morr  it  pains. 
A  world,  so  htfrtsKa  great,  (and  yet  how  great 
It  shines  to  thee !)  there  *s  nothifig  real  in  it ; 
Being,  a  shadow ;  anucununetn,  a  dream ; 
A  dream,  how  dreadfiil !     Universal  blank 
Before  it,  and  behind !     Poor  man,  a  spark 
From  non-existence  struck  by  wrath  divine, 
<jlitteriBg  a  moment,  nor  that  moment  sure, 
'Midst  upper,  nether,  and  surrounding  nig/d. 
His  sad,  sure,  sudden,  and  eternal  tomb ! 

Lorenzo !  doit  thou  feel  these  arguments? 
Or  is  there  nought  but  vengeance  can  be  felt  ? 
How  hast  thou  dar'd  the  jSaty  delhi«roe  ? 
How  dar'd  Utdict  him  of  a  world  like  this  ? 
If  such  the  world,  creation  was  a  crime ; 
For  what  is  crime  but  cause  of  misery  ? 
Retract,  blasphemer !  and  unriddle  fiUs, 
Of  endless  teguments  above,  below, 
WUhenU  us,  and  wiihin,  the  short  result! 
**  If  man's  immortal,  there's  a  God  in  Hemten.*' 

But  wherefore  sudi  redundancy  ?  such  waste 
Of  argument?     One  sets  mitf  soul  at  rest ! 
One  obvious,  and  at  hand,  and,  oh!  —  at  hetat* 
So  just  the  skie%  Fhilander's  Kfe  so  pain'd. 
His  heart  so  pure ;  that,  or  tacoeeidxng  soenes 
Have  pafans  to  give,  or  ne'er  had  he  been  bom. 
**  What  an  old  tale  is  this  /'*  Lorenso  cries.  — 
I  grant  this  argument  is  old ;  but  truth 
No  years  impair ;  and  had  not  this  been  true, 
Tliou  never  hadst  despis*d  it  for  its  age. 
TnUh  is  immortal  as  thy  soul ;  and  fabU 
As  fleeting  as  thy  joys :  be  wise,  nor  make 
Heaven's  highest  blessing,  vengeance ;  O  be  wise ! 
Nor  make  a  curse  of  immortality. 

Say,  know*st  thou  what  ir  is,  or  what  thou  art  ? 
Know*st  thou  the  importaru:e  of  a  soul  immortal  ? 
Behold  this  midnight  glory :  worlds  on  worlds ! 
Amazing  pomp !  redouble  this  amaze; 
Ten  thousand  add ;  add  twice  ten  thousand  more  ; 
Then  weigh  the  whole ;  one  soul  outweighs  them 

all; 
And  calls  th*  astonishing  magnificence 
Of  unintdUgent  creation  poor. 

For  this,  believe  not  me ;  no  man  believe ; 
TVust  not  in  words,  but  deeds ;  and  deeds  no  less 
Than  those  of  the  Supreme ;  nor  his,  a  few ; 
Consult  them  all ;  consulted,  all  proclaim 
TYiy  soul's  importance :  tremble  at  thyself; 
For  whom  Omnipotence  has  wak'd  so  long : 
Has  wak'd,  and  worked,  for  ages ;  from  the  birth 
Of  Nature  to  this  unbeBeemg  hour. 

In  thb  small  pnmnce  of  his  vast  domain, 
(All  Nature  bow,  while  I  pronounce  his  name !) 
What  has  Ood  done,  and  not  for  this  sole  end. 
To  rescue  souls  fWmi  death  ?     The  soufs  high  price 
Is  writ  in  all  the  conduct  of  the  skies. 
The  souTs  high  price  is  the  Creation's  hey. 
Unlocks  ita  myateriet,  and  naked  lays 


Tlie  genuine  eanse  of  ciiijf  deed 
That  ia  the  chain  if  ages,  which  maintains 
Their  obvious  correspondence,  and  unites 
Moot  distant  periods  in  one  Uest  dcagn : 
That  is  the  mighty  hinge,  on  wtucfa  have  taraM 
All  revolutions,  whether  we  regard 
The  natural,  ckdl,  or  religious,  world ; 
Hie  former  two  but  servants  to  fbe  third : 
To  that  their  duty  done,  diey  both  expire^ 
Their  mass  new-cast,  forgot  their  deeds 
And  angels  ask,  "  Where  once  they  shame  a 

To  lift  us  from  this  abject,  to  sublime; 
This  flux,  to  permanent;  this  dark,  to  <lay  ; 
Una  foul,  to  pure  ;  Ab  turbid,  to  serene ; 
Hiis  mean,  to  mighty !  —  for  this  glorious  end 
Hi*  Almi^i^,  rising,  his  long  sabbath  brake ! 
The  world  was  made ;  was  ruin'd ;  was  restored ; 
Laws  ftom  the  skies  were  publish'd ;  wcrerepcal*d; 
On  Earth  kings,  kingdoms,  rose ;  kings,  ki]4pkaa% 

foil; 
Fam'd  sages  ligfat*d  up  the  pagam  worid  y 
I^ophets  from  Sion  darted  a  keen  glaooe 
Through  distant  age ;  saints  travell'd ;  martyrs  bled; 
By  wonders  sacred  Nature  stood  oontroli*d  ; 
lie  living  were  twinslaffd}  dead  vrete  rab'd ; 
Angels,  vid  more  than  an^^Bls,  onne  ftom  Hcmh; 
And,  oh !  for  Mis,  descended  lowvr  alill : 
Guilt  was  Hell's  gloom ;  astooish'd  at  Ida  g«es^ 
For  one  short  moment  Lucifer  ador'd: 
Lorenao  {  and  wiH  thou  do  less?—  For  tkn, 
Thst  haUow'd  page,  foob  aooff  at,  was  in^*d. 
Of  all  these  trutl»-^lhric»-vcBenbl0  code! 
Deists  I  perform  your  quaraattne ;  and  then 
Fall  proatrata,  ere  you  touch  it,  lest  yon  die. 

Nor  less  intenaely  bent  infernal  powers 


To  mar,  than  those  of  %ftl,  tid»  end  to  gam. 
O  what  a  scene  is  here ! «-  Lorenao !  wiie ! 
Rise  to  the  thought;  exert,  expand  thy  aonl. 
To  take  the  vast  idtt:  it  denies 
All  c^  the  name  of  great.     Two  warring  wsUi! 
Not  Europe  against  Airic;  warring  worids! 
Of  more  than  mortal !  mounted  on  the  wiqg ! 
On  ardent  wings  of  energy  and  zeal, 
High-hovering  o'er  this  little  brand  of  strife! 
This  sublunary  ball  —  But  strife,  for  what  ? 
In  thdr  own  cause  conflicting  ?     No ;  in  tkmg. 
In  man's.     His  wiffe  interest  blowa  the  flame ; 
His  the  V>Ie  stake ;  his  fete  the  trumpet  sounds 
Which  kindles  war  immortal.     How  it  bums ! 
Tumultuous  swarms  of  deities  in  arms ! 
Force,  force  opposing,  till  the  waves  run  bight 
And  tempest  Nature  s  universal  qdiere. 
Such  opposites  eternal,  stead&st,  stafn. 
Such  foes  implacable,  are  ^Md,  and  i^ ;  [tfaos. 

Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  mediate  peace  betmcs 

Think  not  this  Action,  *'  Tkerewas  war  m  Heaan.' 
Vram  Heaven's  high  crystal  mountain,  where  it  bua^ 
Th*  Almighty's  out-stretch'd  arm  took  down  his  !»*• 
And  shot  his  indignation  at  the  deep  : 
Re-thunder'd  Hell,  and  darted  all  her  fires. 
And  seems  the  stake  of  little  moment  still  ? 
And  slumbers  man,  who  singly  oaus'd  the  storm  ? 
He  sleeps.  -«-  And  art  thou  &ock'd  at  mystenes  f 
The  greatest,  thou.     How  dreadful  to  rdect, 
What  ardour,  care^  and  counsel  mortals  cause 
In  breasts  dirinc !  how  little  in  their  own ! 

Where'er  I  turn,  how  new  ;iro^  pour  upon  me  I 
How  b^ypily  this  wondrous  view  aupports 
My  former  argument !     How  strongly 
Immortal  life's  full  denioBstration,  here/ 
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Why  this  exertion  ?     Why  this  strange  regard 

From  Heaven's  Omnipotent  indulg*a  to  man  ?  — - 

Because,  in  man,  the  glorious  dreadful  power. 

Extremely  to  be  pain*d,  or  blest,  for  ever. 

Ihtration  gives  importance ;  swells  the  price. 

Aji  angel,  if  a  creature  of  a  day, 

What  would  he  be  ?     A  trifle  of  no  weight ; 

Or  stand,  or  fall ;  no  matter  which ;  he  *s  gone. 

Beeaute  immortal,  therefore  is  indulg'd 

Tliia  strange  regard  of  deities  to  dust. 

Heooe,  HeavenTooks  down  on  Earth  with  all  her  eyes : 

Hence,  the  souUs  mighty  moment  in  her  sight  : 
Hence,  every  soul  lu^  partisans  above, 
And  every  thought  a  critic  in  the  skies : ' 
Hcnoe^  cLsy,  vile  clay !  has  angeU  for  its  guard, 
And  every  guard  a  passion  for  bis  charge  : 
Hence,  from  all  age,  tiie  calnnet  divine 
Has  held  high  cowisel  o*er  the  fate  of  man. 

Nor  have  the  clouds  those  gracious  counsels  hid  : 
Angels  undrew  the  curtain  of  the  throne. 
And  PH)vidence  came  fortli  to  meet  mankind : 
In  various  modes  of  emphasis  and  awe, 
He  qmke  his  will,  and  trembling  Nature  heard  ; 
He  spoke  it  loud,  in  thunder  and  in  storm. 
Witness,  thou  Sinai !  whose  cloud-cover*d  height. 
And  shaken  basis,  own'd  tlie  presen^  God ; 
Witness,  ye  biUowt !  whose  returning  tide. 
Breaking  the  chain  that  fastened  it  in  air. 
Swept  ^ypt,  and  her  menaces,  to  Hell : 
Witness,  ye  Hames  f  th*  Assyrian  tyrant  blew 
To  sevenfold  rage,  as  impotent,  as  strong : 
And  thou,  l^xrth  !  witness,  whose  expanding  jaws 
Clos'd  o*er  presumption's  sacrilegious  sons  *  : 
Has  not  each  element,  in  turn,  subscribed 
The  touTt  high  pricey  and  swofn  it  to  the  wise  ? 
Has  not  flame,  ocean,  ether,  earthquake,  strove 
To  strike  thit  truth  through  adamantine  man  ? 
If  not  all  adamant,  Lorenso !  hear; 
AH  is  delusion ;  Nature  is  wr^t  up 
In  tenfold  night,  from  rea$on*B  keenest  eye ; 
There  *s  no  consistence,  meaning,  plan,  or  end, 
In  all  beneath  the  Sun,  in  all  above 

As  fiu  as  man  can  penetrate),  or  Heaven 

a  an  immense,  inestimable  prise ; 
Or  all  tt  nothing,  or  that  prize  is  all.  — 
And  shall  each  toy  be  still  a  match  for  Heaven, 
And  full  equivalent  for  groans  below?  , 
Who  would  not  give  a  trifle  to  prevent  ' 
What  he  would  give  a  thousand  worlds  to  cure  ? 

Lorenzo!  thou  hast  seen  (if  thine  to  see) 
All  Naturtf  and  her  God  (by  Nature's  coursf, 
And  Nature's  course  eontralVd)  declare  for  me : 
Tlie  skies  above  proclaim,  "  immortal  man  !*' 
And,  *'  man  immortat/**  all  below  resounds. 
The  world  *s  a  system  of  theology. 
Bead  by  the  greatest  strangers  to  the  schools ; 
If  honesty  leam*d ;  and  Moges  o*er  a  plough. 
Is  not,  Lorenzo !  then,  impos'd  on  thee 
TUs  hard  alternative ;  or,  to  renounce 
Thy  reason^  or  thy  sense ;  or,  to  believe  T 
What  then  is  unbdufT    'T  is  an  exploit ; 
A  strenuous  enterprise :  to  gain  it,  man 
Must  burst  throuf^  every  bar  of  common  sense ; 
Of  common  shame,  magnanimoosly  wrong ; 
And  what  rewards  the  sturdy  combatant  ? 
His  prise,  repentance  \  infamy,  his  crown. 

But  wherefore,  infamy  f  —  For  want  offaitht 
Down  the  steep  precipice  of  wrong  he  slidta; 

•  Korah,  &c 
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Hiere  's  nothing  to  support  him  in  tho  nghi» 
Faiih  in  the  future  wanting  is,  at  least 
In  embryo,  every  weakness,  every  guilt ; 
And  strong  temptation  ripens  it  to  birUu 
If  this  life's  gain  invites  him  to  the  deed, 
Why  not  his  country  sold,  his  father  slain  ? 
'T  is  virtue  to  pursue  our  good  supreme ; 
And  his  supreme,  his  only  good  is  here, 
jimbiiion,  avarice,  by  the  wise  disdain'd. 
Is  perfect  tramiom,  while  mankind  are  Jbols, 
And  think  a  turf,  or  tomh-stone^  covers  all : 
These  find  employment,  and  provide  for  sense 
A  richer  pasture,  and  a  larger  range ; 
And  sense  by  right  divine  ascends  the  throne, 
When  virtue's  prize  and  prospect  are  no  more ; 
Virtue  no  more  we  think  the  will  of  Heaven. 
Would  Heaven  quite  beggar  virtue,  if  bdov*d  ? 
'<  Has  t»r/u«  charms  ?"-» I  grant  her  heavenly 
fair; 
But  if  unportton*d,  all  will  interest  wed ; 

IHiough  that  our  admiration,  this  our  choice 
The  virtues  grow  on  immortality  ; 
That  root  destroyM,  they  wither  and  expire. 
A  deity  believ*^,  will  nought  avail ; 
Bewants  and  jmnishments  make  God  ador'd ; 
And  hopes  and  fears  give  conscience  all  her  power. 

As  in  the  dying  parent  dies  the  child. 
Virtue,  with  immortality,  expires. 
Who  tells  me  he  denies  his  soul  immortal, 
Whate'er  his  boast,  has  told  me,  he's  a  knave. 
His  duty  *t  is,  to  love  himself  alone  ; 
Nor  care  though  mankind  perish,  if  he  smiles. 
Who  thinks  ere  long  the  man  shall  wholly  die. 
Is  dead  already ;  nought  but  brute  survives. 

And  are  then  such  ?— Such  candidates  tlicre  are 
For  more  than  death ;  for  utter  loss  of  being, 
Being,  the  basis  of  the  Deity ! 
Ask  you  the  cause  ^— >The  cause  they  will  not  tell : 
Nor  need  they :  O  the  sorceries  of  sense  / 
They  work  this  transformation  on  the  60ul, 
Dismount  her,  like  the  serpent  at  the  fall. 
Dismount  her  from  her  native  wing,  (which  soarM 
Ere-while  ethereal  heights,)  and  throw  her  down, 
To  lick  tlie  dust,  and  crawl  in  such  a  thought. 

Is  it  in  words  to  paint  you?     O  ye  fall*n  ! 
Fall*n  from  the  wings  of  reaaon,  and  of  hojte  ' 
Erect  in  stature,  prone  in  appetite ! 
Patrons  of  pleasure,  posting  into  pain ! 
Lovers  d  argument,  averse  to  sense ! 
Boasters  of  liberty,  fast  bound  in  chains! 
Lords  of  the  wide  creation,  and  the  sluunc ! 
More  senseless  than  tfa*  irrcaionals  you  scorn !  [pity. 
More  base  than  those  you  rule{     Tlian  those  you 
Far  mofcr  undone  I     O  ye  most  infamous 
Of  beings,  from  superior  dignity  ! 
Deepest  in  woe  from  means  of  boundless  bliss  i 
Ye  curst  by  Uessings  infinite !  because 
Most  highly  favour'd,  most  profoundly  lost ! 
Ye  motley  mass  of  eot^tradiaiiun  strong ! 
And  are  you,  too,  oonvinc'd,  your  souls  fiy  off 
In  exhalation  soft,  and  die  in  air. 
From  the  full  flood  of  evidence  agmnU  you  ? 
In  the  coarse  drudgeries  and  sinks  of  sense. 
Your  souls  have  quite  worn  out  the  make  oS  Heaven, 
By  vice  new-cast,  and  creatures  of  jour  own: 
But  though 'you  can  deform,  you  can't  destroy  % 
To  curse,  not  uncreate,  is  oil  your  power. 

Lorenio !  this  black  brotlierhood  renounce ; 
Renounce  St.  Evremont,  and  read  Sl  Paul. 
Ere  rapt  by  mirpck^  by  reason  wing*d, 
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Hn  mounting  mind  foad«  Ifrng  dbode  in  Heaven. 
7^  is  freetkmkmgf  unconfin*a  to  parttf 
To  send  the  soul,  on  curious  travel  bent, 
Through  all  the  provinces  of  human  thought ; 
To  dart  her  flight  through  the  whole  sphere  of  nun ; 
Of  this  vast  universe  to  make  the  tour ; 
In  each  recess  of  ^tace,  and  time,  at  home ; 
Familiar  with  their  wonders ;  diving  deep ; 
And,  like  a  prince  of  boundless  interests  there. 
Still  most  ambitious  of  the  most  remote ; 
To  look  on  truth  unbroken,  and  entire ; 
Truth  in  the  system,  the  full  orb ;  where  truths 
By  truths  enlighten*d,  and  sustained,  afllbrd 
An  arch-like,.  :itrong  foundation,  to  support 
Th*  incumbent  weight  of  absolute,  complete 
Qmvu^n  ;  here,  the  more  we  press,  we  stand 
More  firm :  who  most  examine,  most  believe. 

I'ttrls,  like  half-sentenoes,  confound ;  the  whole 
Conveys  tlie  sense,  and  God  is  understood ; 
Who  not  infragmerUs  writes  to  human  race : 
Read  his  "whole  volume,  sceptic !  then  reply. 

This,  this,  is  thinking  free,  a  tliought  that  grasps 
Beyond  a  grain,  and  looks  beyond  an  hour. 
Turn  up  thine  eyes,  survey  this  midnight  scene ; 

"What  are  Earth's  kingdoms,  to  yon  boundless  orbs, 
Of  human  souls,  one  d&y,  the  desiin*d  range  ? 
And  what  yon  boundless  orbs,  to  godlike  man  f 

^Iliose  numerous  worlds  that  dirong  the  firmament. 
And  ask  mcMie  space  in  Heaven,  can  roll  at  large 

In  man's  capoicious  thought,  and  still  leave  room 
For  ampler  (mIm,  for  new  creations,  there. 
Can  suck  a  soul  contract  itself,  to  gripe 
A  point  of  no  dimension,  of  no  weight  ? 
It  can ;  it  does :  the  world  is  such  a  point : 

.  And,  of  tknt  point,  how  smaU  a  part  enslaves ! 
Hew  small  a  part  —  of  nothing,  shall  I  say  ? 
Why  not  ?  -—  Friends,  our  cAx^  treasure !  how  tliey 
drop! 

Luda,  Nardsaa  fair.  Philander,  gone ! 

Tlie  grave,  like  fabled  Cerberus,  has  op'd 

A  triple  mouth  ;  and,  in  an  aweful  voice. 

Loud  calls  my  soul,  and  utters  all  I  sing. 

How  the  world  falls  to  pieces  round  about  us. 

And  leaves  us  in  a  ruin  of  our  joy  ! 

What  says  this  transimrtaUau  of  my  friends  ? 

It  bids  me  love  the  place  where  now  they  dwell. 

And  scorn  this  wretched  spot  they  leave  so  poor. 

Eternity's  vast  ocean  lies  before  thee ; 

Tliere ;  there,  Lorenxo  !  thy  Clarissa  sail& 

Give  thy  mind  sea-room ;  keep  it  wide  of  £arth. 

That  rock  of  souls  «mmoria2;  cut  thy  cord  ; 

Weigh  anchor;  spread  thy  sails ;  call  every  wind ; 

Eye  thy  Great  Pole-star;  make  the  land  of  life. 
Two  kinds  of  life  has  double-wUur'd  man. 

And  two  of  death ;  the  last  fur  more  severe. 

Life  animal  is  nurtur'd  by  the  Sun ; 

Hirives  on  his  bounties,  triumphs  in  his  beams. 

life  rational  subsists  on  higher  food* 

Triumphant  in  his  beams,  who  made  the  day. 

"When  we  leave  that  Sun,  and  are  left  by  thi^ 

(The  fate  of  all  who  die  in  stubborn  guut,) 

*T  is  utter  darimess ;  strictly  double  death. 

We  sink  by  no  judicial  stroke  of  Heaven, 

But  Nature's  course;  as  sure  as  plummeta  faU. 

Since -God,  or  man,  must  alter,  ere  they  meet, 

{Since  light  and  darkness  blend  not  in  «ae  sphere^) 

*T  is  manfest,  JLorenso !  who  most  change. 
If,  then,  that  double  death  should  prove  tfajr  lot> 

Blame  not  the  bowels  of  the  Deity ; 

Jdan  ahall.br  blest,  as  far  as  man  permits. 


Not  man  alone,  all  rationals.  Heaven 

With  an  illustrious,  but  tremendous,  pow«r 

To  counteract  its  own  most  gracious  mds ; 

And  tliis,  of  strict  necessity,  not  choice ; 

That  power  denied,  men,  angels,  were  no  more 

But  passive  engines,  void  of  praise  or  blaroa 

A  nature  rational  implies  the  power 

Of  being  blest,  or  wretched,  as  we  please  ; 

Else  idle  reason  would  have  nought  to  do ; 

And  he  that  would  be  barr'd  capacity 

Of  pain,  courts  incapacity  of  bliss. 

Heaven  iviUs  our  happiness,  allows  our  doom  ; 

Invites  us  ardently,  but  not  compels  ; 

Heaven  but  persuades,  almighty  man  decrees ; 

Man  is  the  maker  of  immortal  &tcs. 

Man  falls  by  man,  if  finally  he  fidls ; 

And  fall  he  must,  who  learns  from  deatk  alone 

'llie  dreadful  secret  —  That  he  lives  for  ever. 

Why  this  to  thee  ?  —  Thee  yet,  perhaps,  in  douti 
Of  second  life  ?  But  wherefore  doubtful  still  ? 
Eternal  life  is  nature's  ardent  wish : 
What  ardently  we  wish,  we  soon  believe  : 
Thy  tardy  faith  declares  that  wish  detitroy'd : 
What  has  destroyed  it?  —  Shall  I  teU  thee  what  7 
When^r'd  the  future,  't  is  no  longer  wish'd; 
And,  when  unwish'd,  we  strive  to  disbelieve. 
"  Thus  iaJuUiity  our  gtaU  betrays.'* 
Nor  that  the  sole  detection  !  Blush,  Lorenzo ! 
Blush  for  hypocrisy,  if  not  for  guilt. 
Thefriturefear'd  t  —  An  ta/U^  and  fear  ? 
Fear  what?  A  dream  T  h  fable  f  —  How  thy  dieai. 
Unwilling  evidence,  and  therefore  strong, 
AiFordi  my  cause  an  undesign'd  support .' 
How  disbdief  »£BnDs  what  it  denies ! 

**  R,  unawares,  asserts  immortal  lifi.** 

Surprising !  infidelity  turns  out 

A  creed,  and  a  cot^ession  of  our  sins: 

Apostates,  thus,  are  orthodox  divines. 
Lorenso !  with  Lorenio  clash  no  more ; 

Nor  longer  a  trtmsparent  viior  wear. 

Think'st  thou,  religion  only  has  her  mask? 

Our  infidels  are  Satan's  hypocrites, 

Pretend  the  worst,  and,  at  the  bottom,  ^oiZ. 

When  visited  by  tbou^t  (thought  toiff  intrude}. 

Like  him  they  serve,  they  tremble  and  beHeve. 

Is  their  hypocrisy  so  foul  as  this ; 

So  fatal  to  the  welfare  of  the  world  ? 

What  detestation,  what  contempt,  their  due ! 

And,  if  impaid,  be  thank'd  for  their  escape 

That  Christian  candour  they  strtBe  hard  to  scorn : 

If  not  for  that  asylum,  they  might  find 

A  Hell  on  Earth ;  nor  'scape  a  worse  bdow. 
With  insolence,  and  impotence  of  thought, 

Instead  of  racking  fancy,  to  r^uie. 

Reform  thy  manners,  and  the  truth  ef\fa^  -^ 

But  shall  I  dare  confess  the  dire  result  ? 

Can  thy  proud  reason  brook  so  bla^  a  brand  ? 

From  purer  manners,  to  subUmerJaith, 

Is  Nature's  unavoidsljle  ascent ; 

An  honest  deist,  where  the  Gospel  shines, 

Matur'd  to  nobler,  in  the  Christian  ends. 

When  that  blest  change  arrives,  e'en  cast  aside 

Tliis  song^perflttous ;  Ufe  immortal  strikes 

Conviction,  in  a  flood  of  light  divine. 

A  Christian  dwells,  Uke  Uriel  •,  in  the  Sim; 

Meridian  evidence  puts  doubt  to  flight ; 

And  ardent  honfc  anticipates  the  skies. 

Of  C4at  bright  Sun,  Lorenso!  scale  the  npheia; 
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'T  is  eujrf  it  limtet  thee;  it  deicends         [ 
From  Heaven  to  woo,   and   waft  theo  whence  it 
Read  and  revere  the  waered  jp^^t  a  page 
Where  triumphs  tmmofriaiity  ;  a  page 
Which  not  the  whole  crtaikn  could  produce ; 
Which  not  the  amfiv^nl^an  shall  destroy : 
'T  is  printed  in  the  mind  of  gods  for  ever, 
In  Nature's  ruins  not  one  letter  loet. 

In  proud  disdain  of  what  e*en  gods  adorc^ 
Dost  smik?-— Poor  wretch!  tl^  guardian  angel 
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AngeU,  and  men,  assent  to  what  I  sing ; 

WiU  smile,  and  thank  me  for  my  fnidnighi  dream* 

How  ridooa  hearts  fume  phrensy  to  the  brain ! 

FarU  push  us  on  to  pride,  and  pride  to  shame ; 

Pert  ti^ideUiy  is  wit*s  cockade, 

To  gT«oe  the  brasen  brow  that  bnyes  the  skies. 

By  loMi  ofbemgf  dreadfully  secure. 

Lorenio !  if  thy  doctrine  wins  the  day, 

And  drives  my  dreams,  defeated,  from  the  field ; 

If  tkit  is  all,  if  Earth  ^  final  scene. 

Fake  heed ;  stand  last ;  be  sure  to  be  a  kfunet 

A  knave  in  grsin !  ne'er  deviate  to  the  rig^ : 

Shouldst  thou  be  good— how  infinite  thy  loss ! 

QuHt  only  makes  anrdkUatkm  gain. 

Blest  scheme !  which  life  deprives  of  comfort,  death 

Of  hopes  umI  which  vice  on^  recommends. 

[f  so^  tehere,  infidels!  your  bait,  thrown  out 

To  catch  weak  converts  ?  where  your  lofty  boast 

Of  xealfor  tftrtue,  and  of  love  to  man  f 

Annihilation !  I  confess,  in  thne. 

What  can  reclaim  you?  Dare  I  hope  profound 
Fhiloaophen  the  converts  of  e  song/ 
Yet  know,  iei  title  *  flatters  you,  not  mei 
Yoan  be  the  praise  to  make  my  title  good ; 
Mine^  to  bless  Heaven,  and  triumph  in  your  praise. 
But  sinor  so  pestilential  your  disease. 
Though  sovereign  is  the  medicine  I  prescribe, 
As  yet,  1*11  neither  triumph,  nor  despair : 
But  lu^  ere  long,  my  midnight  dream  will  wake 
Your  hearts,  and  teach  your  witdom — to  be  wise : 
For  why  should  souls  immortal,  made  for  bliss. 
E'er  wish,  (and  wish  in  vain !)  that  souls  could  die? 
What  ne*er  can  die,  oh !  grant  to  Uvej  and  crown 
The  wish,  and  aim,  and  labour  of  the  skies ; 
Increase,  and  enter  on  the  joys  of  Heaven : 
Thus  shall  my  title  pass  a  sacred  seal. 
Receive  an  imprimatuf  from  above, 
While  angels  shout  —  An  IfMd  BedavnCd  i 

To  close,  Lorenso !  spite  of  all  my  pains,    [ever  t 
sua  seems  it  strange,  that  thou  shouldst  Uve/n* 
Is  it  leu  stnuige,  that  thou  shouldst  UyeataUf 
This  is  a  miracle ;  and  that  no  more. 
Who  gave  beginning,  can  exclude  an  end. 
Deny  thou  art:  tiwn,  doubt  if  thou  MU  be. 
A  mirade  with  miracles  enclos'd. 
Is  man ;  and  starts  his  fidth  at  what  is  Urange  f 
What  less  than  wonders,  from  the  wondetfiil; 
What  less  than  miracles,  from  God,  can  flow  ? 
ifdsKt^  a  God  —  that  mystery  supreme ! 
That  cause  uncaus'd !  all  other  wonders  cease ; 
Nothing  is  marvellous  for  Aim  to  do : 
Deny  him  —  all  is  mystery  besides : 
Millions  of  mysteries!  each  darker  fiur, 
Hmu  that  thy  wisdom  would,  unwisely,  shun. 
If  weak  thy  faith,  why  choose  the  harder  side  ? 
We  nothing  know,  but  what  is  marvellous ; 
Yet  what  u  marvellous,  we  can't  Micftv. 

*  The  Infidel  Rodatmcd. 


So  weak  our  reason,  and  so  great  our  God, 
What  most  surprises  in  the  tacredpage. 
Or  full  as  strange,  or  stranger,  mutt  be  true. 
Faith  is  not  yvojon's  labour,  but  repose.  * 

To  faith,  and  virtue,  why  so  backward,  man  ? 
Ynm  hence:  -— The /ymmt  strongly  strikes  us  all; 
TheyWurf ,  &intly ;  can  we,  then,  be  iii«n  f 
If  men,  Lorenio !  the  reverse  is  right. 
Meason  h  man's  peculiar :  tense,  the  brute's. 
Hie  present  is  the  scanty  realm  oi  semet 
Tixe  future,  reaaon*%  empire  unconfin'd : 
On  that  expending  all  her  godlike  power. 
She  plans,  provides,  expatiates,  triumphs,  there; 
Hiere  builds  her  Uessmgt  /  there  expects  her /iraiir^ 
And  nothing  asks  cifnfune,  or  tiimen* 
And  what  is  reason  f  Be  she,  thus,  defin'd ; 
Reason  is  vipri^  stature  in  the  souL 
Oh  !  be  a  man  ;  and  strive  to  be  a  god.  • 

<*  For  what?  (thou  say'st)  To  damp  the  jojs  of  life  7**^ 
No ;  to  give  heart  and  suhstance  to  thy  joys. 
That  tyrant,  Aope  ;  mark  how  she  domineen-; 
She  bids  us  quit  realities,  for  dreams ; 
Safety  and  peace,  for  hasard  and  alarm ;. 
That  tyrant  o'er  the  tyrants  of  the  soul, 
She  bids  ambition  quit  its  taken  prise. 
Spurn  the  luxuriant  branch  on  which  it  sits^ 
Though  bearing  crowns,  to  qning  at  distant  gsme^ 
And  plunge  in  toils  and  dangen— for  repose. 
If  hop^  precarious,  and  of  things,  when  gain'd,- 
Of  litde  moment,  and  as  little  stay, 
dan  sweeten  toib  and  dangers  into  joys  ; 
What  then,  that  hope,  which  nothing  can  defeat. 
Our  leave  unask'd?  Rich  hope  of  boundless  blissi ! 
Bills,  past  man's  power  to  paint  it ;  time*B  to  clus«.  f 

This  hope  is  Earth's  most  estimable  prise : 
T%is  is  man's  portion,  while  no  more  than  man : 
Hope,  oi  all  passions,  most  befriends  us  here. ; 
Passions  of  prouder  name  befriend  us  less. 
Joy  has  her  tears /  and  tranqtort  has  her  deaths 
Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent,  though  strong, 
Man's  heart,  at  once,  inspirits,  and  serenes  / 
Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wisdom  for  his  joys; 
*T  is  all  our  present  state  can  safely  bttr, 
Health  to  the  frame !  and.vigour  to  the  mind ! 
A  joy  attcmper'd !  a  cAoilu'd  delight ! 
Like  the  fair  summer  evening,  mild  and  sweet ! 
*T  is  man's  full  cup ;  his  Paradise  below! 

A  blest  heresfter,  then,  or  hop'd,  or  gain'd. 
Is  all ;  our  whole  of  h^>piness :  full  proof, 
I  chose  no  trivial  or  inglorious  theme. 
And  know,  ye  foes  to  song !  (well-meaning  men. 
Though  quite  forgotten  half  your  Bible's  praise  * !) 
Important  truths,  in  spite  of  verse,  may  please : 
Grave  minds  you  praise ;  nor  can  you  praise  too 

much: 
If  there  is  weight  in  an  eternity. 
Let  the  grave  listen ;— and  be  graver  still* 

•  The  poetical  psrts  of  it 
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NiOHT  THE  Eighth. 


FJUlTUrs  APOLOGY; 


OR, 


mm  MAN  or  the  womld  anbwmmmd. 

IN    WHICH   AES   CONSlDIEKtS 

The  Love  ^  tkit  Life;  the  Ambition  and  Pleature, 
with  the  WU  and  Wisdom  of  the  WarUL 

Amd  has  all  Nature,  then,  espoused  my  part? 
Have  I  brib*d  Heaven  and  Earth  to  plead  against 

thee? 
And  is  thy  soul  immorUd  t  —  What  remains? 
AH,  all,  Lorenso !  —  Make  immortal,  blest 
Uhblest  immortals !  —  What  can  shock  us  more? 
And  yet  Lorenso  still  affects  the  wortd ; 
'Iliere,  stows  his  treasure;  thence,  his  title  draws, 
Man  of  the  world  (for  such  wouldst  thou  be  caU'd]. 
And  art  thou  proud  of  that  inglorious  style? 
Proud  of  reproach  ?  for  a  reproach  it  was, . 
In  ancient  days ;  and  CREiirriAN— >in  an  age 
When  men  were  men,  and  not  asham'd  of  Heaten  ^ 
Fir'd  their  ambition,  as  it  crown  *d  their  joy. 
Sprinkled  with  dews  from  die  Castalian  font, 
Fain  would  I  rB4M^>tise  thee,  .and  confer 
A  purer  spirit,  and  a  nobler  name. 

Thy  fond  attachments  fatal,  and  inflam'd, 
Point  out  my  path,  and  dictate  to  my  song : 
To  thee,  the  world  how  fair  /  How  strongly  strikes 
Ambition  !  and  gay  jleagwre  stronger  still  \ 
Hiy  triple  bane !  the  triple  bolt  that  lays 
Thy  virtue  dead !  Be  tkue  my  triple  theme ; 
Nor  shall  thy  imt,  or  wudom,  be  forgot 

Common  the  theme ;  not  so  the  song ;  if  she 
!Mj  song  invokes,  Urania  deigns  to  smile. 
The  charm  that  chains  us  to  the  worid,  her  foe, 
If  she  dissolves,  the  rnxm  of  earth,  at  onc^ 
Starts  finom  his  trance,  and  si^is  for  other  scenes ; 
Scenes,  where  these  sparks  of  nigbt,  these  jfors, 

shall  shine 
Unnuinber*d  suns  (for  all  things,  as  they  are. 
The  blest  bdiold) ;  and,  in  one  glory,  pour 
Their  blended  blase  on  man's  astonish'd  sight; 
A  blaze— > the  least  illustrious  object  there. 

Lorenso !  since  etemaLis  at  hand. 
To  swallow  iimtf*s  ambitions ;  as  the  vast 
Leviadian,  the  bubbles  vain,  that  ride 
High  on  the  foaming  billow ;  what  avail 
High  titles,  high  descent,  attainments  high, 
If  unattain'd  our  highest  f  O  Lorenso ! 
What  lofty  thoughts,  these  elements  above, 
What  towering  hopes,  what  sallies  from  the  Sun, 
What  grand  surveys  of  destiny  divine. 
And  pompous  presage  of  unfiithomM  fate. 
Should  roll  in  bosoms,  where  a  ^irit  bums. 
Bound  for  eternity  !  In  bosoms  read 
By  him,  who  foibles  in  archangels  sees ! 
On  human  hearts  he  bends  a  jealous  eye. 
And  marks,  and  in  Heaven's  register  enrolls 
Tbe  rise  and  progress  of  each  option  there ; 
Sacred  to  doomsday  !   That  the  page  unfolds. 
And  spreads  us  to  the  gase  of  gods  and  men. 

And  what  an  option,  O  Lorenzo !  thine  ? 
This  world  !  and  this,  unrivaird  by  the  skies ! 
A  world,  where  lu&t  of  jtlctisurtf  grandeur,  gold. 


Tlwee  demons  timt  dHide  its^mkiiK  between  tinrrpy 

With  strokes  alternate  bttlTct  to  and  fio 

Man's  restless  heart,  their  sport,  their  Hying  ball  s 

Till,  with  the  giddy  circle  sck  and  tir'dj 
It  pants  for  peace,  and  dropa  info  despair. 
Such  is  the  worid  Lorenao  seta  above 
That  glorious  ^roiinse  angels  were  cstenn'd 
Too  mean  to  bring ;  a  promise,  their  Adaw^d 
Descended  to  oommunicBtek  and 


By  counsel,  mirade,  lifie^  deaiii,  on 
Such  is  the  worid  Louenso's  wisdom 


And  on  its  thorny  pillow 

A  pillow,  which,  like  opiates  iU^irepttr'd, 

Intoxicates,  but  not  composes ;  fiUa 

llie  visionary  mind  with  gay  cliiincnai 

All  the  wild  trash  of  sleeps  wiAaut  tbt  n 

What  unfeigned  travel,  and  what  dmms  of  joy ! 

How  ftaU,  men,  things!  how  momflnCvy.  bolh! 
Fantastic  chase  of  shadows  hunting  shades ! 
The^^,  the  busy,  equal,  though  unlike  ; 
Equal  in  wisdom,  differently  wise !  Ira^e^ 

Through  flowery  meadows,  and   tfanmgh  draay 
One  bustling,  and  one  dancings  into  death. 
There's  not  a  day,  but,  to  the  man  of  tbougte. 
Betrays  some  secret,  tiiat  throws  new  rcpraacfa 
On  life,  and  makes  him  sick  of  seeing  more. 
The  scenes  of  6ii*m4f«»  teU  us —  "  What  are  men ;" 

The  scenes  of  ;ifeo«inf  —  «'  What  UaU  baade;' 
There,  others  we  despise ;  and  here,  ourseli 
Amid  disgust  eternal,  dwells  delight? 
'T  is  oi^irtiitelion  strikes  the  siring  of  joy. 

What  wondrous  prise  has  kindled  this 
Stuns  with  the  din,  and  chokes  us  with  the  dua^ 
On  life's  gay  stage,  one  inch  aboie  the grawe^ 
Hie  proud  run  up  and  down  in  quest  of  eyes ; 
The  sensual,  in  pursuit  of  somednng  worse; 
The  grave,  of  gold ;  the|mttK^  of  power; 
And  all,  of  other  butteriUea,  as  vain  ! 
As  eddies  dnw  things  frivolous  and  light. 
How  is  man's  heart  by  vanity  drawn  in  ; 
On  the  swift  circle  of  returning  toys,         [gulf*<lt 
Whirl'd,  straw-like,  round  and  round,  and  then,  i»- 
Where  gay  delusion  darkens  to  despair ! 
'  «  T^ir  is  a  fteofm  Inidb  "—Is  this  a  track 
Should  not  be  beaten?  never  beat  enough. 
Till  enough  leam'd  the  truths  it  would  inspinw 
Shall  truth  be  silent,  because  folly yrowni  f 
Turn  the  world's  history ;  what  fiiid  we  thcre^ 
Buty&rfi»H«'s  sports,  or  nature'^  mid  cUms, 
Or  woman's  artifice,  or  man's  revenge. 
And  endless  inhumanities  on  man  ? 
Fame's  trumpet  seldom  aounds,  but,  like  the  kacU, 
It  brings  bad  tidings :  how  it  hourly  blows 
Man's  misadventures  round  the  listwiing  world ! 
Man  is  the  tale  of  narrative  old  time; 
Sad  tale ;  which  high  as  Paradise  begins ; 
As  if,  the  toil  of  travel  to  delude. 
From  stage  to  stage,  in  liis  eternal  round* 
The  days,  hu  daughters,  as  they  spin  our  hows 
On fbrtune*M  wheel,  where  aoddent  untfaought. 
Oft,  in  a  moment,  snaps  life's  strongest  thread. 
Each,  in  her  turn,  some  tragic  story  tells, 
With,  now-^nd-tfaen,  a  wre^hed  fjunx  between. 
And  fills  his  chronicle  with  human  woes. 

Time's  daughters,  true  as  those  of  men,  deceive  us ; 
Not  one,  but  puts  some  cheat  on  all  mankind : 
While  in  ib&Tfather*s  bosom,  not  yet  ours. 
They  flatter  our  fond  hopes ;  and  promise  much 
Of  amiable ;  but  hold  him  not  o*erwtse. 
Who  dares  to  trust  them  ;  and  bugh  round  the  jvsi . 
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At  itill-coafidingy  iiU|.confoiiiidfid»  mui, 
Con6ding,  though  confounded ;  lioping  on. 
Untaught  hy  truil,  uiiconvinc'd  by  proofs 
And  ever-looking  for  the  never-acen. 
Life  to  the  lait,  like  harden*d  felons,  lies  | 
Nor  owns  itself  a  clwat,  till  it  expires. 
Its  little  joy  goes  out  by  one  and  one. 
And  leaves  poor  man,  at  length,  in  perfect  night ; 
Night  darker  than  what,  now,  involves  the  Pole* 

O  thou,  who  dost  pennit  these  ills  to  fidl  [mourn  ! 
For  gracious  ends,  and  wouldst  that  man  should 
O  thou,  whose  hands  tliis  goodly  fidoric  fnun'd. 
Who  know*st  it  best,  and  wouldst  that  man  should 

know! 
What  is  this  sublunary  world?  A  vapour  | 
A  vapour  all  it  holds ;  itself,  a  vapour ; 
From  the  damp  bed  of  chaos,  by  thy  beam 
Exhal'd,  ordain'd  to  swim  its  destin*d  hour 
In  ambient  air,  then  melt,  and  disqipeur. 
£tirtk*»  days  are  numbered,  nor  remote  her  doom ; 
As  mortal,  though  less  transient,  than  her  sons  ; 
Yet  they  dole  on  her,  as  the  world  and  they 
Were  both  eternal,  solid ;  thou,  a  dream. 

They  dote !  on  what?  Immortai  viemi  apali 
A  region  of  outsides !  a  land  of  shadows  1 
A  fruitful  field  of  flowery  promises ! 
A  wikkmeas  of  joy !  perplez'd  with  doubts. 
And  sharp  with  thorns !  a  troubled  ocean,  spread 
With  bold  adventuren,  their  aU  on  board ! 
No  second  liope,  if  here  their  fortune  frowns ; 
Frown  soon  it  mtuL     Of  various  rates  they  sail, 
Of  enjugns  various ;  all  alike  in  this, 
AU  restless,  anxioiu ;  tost  with  hopes,  and  fears, 
In  calmest  skies;  obnoxious  all  to  storm ; 
And  stormy  the  most  general  blast  of  life : 
jiU  bound  Ibr  happiness ;  yet  few  provide 
The  chart  of  knowMgCf  pointing  where  it  lies  ; 
Or  ptrhie's  helm,  to  shape  the  comae  design'd  s 
All,  more  or  less,  capricious  frte  lament, 
Now  lifted  by  the  tide,  and  now  resorb*d. 
And  further  from  their  wishes  than  before : 
Atlf  more  or  leas,  a^nst  each  other  dash. 
To  mutual  hurt,  by  gusts  of  passion  driven. 
And  suffering  more  from  folly,  than  from  fkteb 

Ocean !  thou  dreadful  and  tumultuous  home 
Of  dangers,  at  eternal  war  with  man ! 
ZImiA*s  capital,  where  most  he  domineers, 
With  all  hie  chosen  Urpourt  frowning  rounds 
(Tliough  lately  feasted  high  at  Albion's  cost  *) 
Wide-opening,  and  lottd«roaring  still  for  more ! 
Too  faithful  mirror !  how  dost  thou  reflect 
The  mebmcholy  face  of  human  life ! 
The  strong  rescmblanee  tempts  me  further  still : 
And,  haply,  Britain  asay  be  deeper  struck 
By  wtoral  truthy  in  sudi  a  mirror  seen. 
Winch  Nature  holds  for  ever  at  her  eye. 

Self-flatter*d,  unexperienc'd,  lugh  in  hope, 
When  jpoiMg,  with  sanguine  cheer  and  streamers  gay, 
We  cut  our  cable,  launch  into  the  world, 
And  fondly  dream  eaoh  wind  and  star  our  friend ; 
Atl«  in  some  darling  enterprise  embark*d : 
But  where  is  he  can  fathom  its  extent  ? 
Amid  a  multitude  of  artless  liands, 
iKaiii*s  sure  perquisite !  her  lawful  prise ! 
Same  steer  arighi ;  but  tlte  black  blast  bloW»  liard, 
And  puffs  them  wide  of  hope :  witli  liearts  of  i>roof. 
Full  against  wind  and  tide,  mme  win  tlieir  way ; 
And  when  strong  effort  lias  deaerv'd  tlie  port, 

*  Admiral  Balchon»&c. 


And  tugg*d  it  into  view,  *t  is  won!  't  is  lost ! 
Though  strong  their  oar,  still  stronger  is  their  fate : 
They  strike ;  and  while  they  triumph,  they  expire. 
In  stress  of  weather,  vwU ;  »oniB  sink  outright; 
0*er  them,  and  o*er  their  names,  the  billows  close ; 
To-morrow  knows  not  they  were  ever  borq* 
Others  a  short  memorial  leave  behind. 
Like  a  flag  floating,  when  the  bark  's  ingulf  *d ; 
It  floats  a  moment,  and  is  seen  no  more : 
One  CsBsar  lives ;  a  thousand  are  forgot. 
How  few,  beneath  auspicious  planets  bom, 
(Darlings  of  Proridence  !  fond  Fate's  elect !) 
With  swelling  sails  make  good  the  promis'd  port. 
With  all  their  wishes  frd^ed ;  yet  e'en  these. 
Freighted  with  all  their  wishes,  soon  complain ; 
F^  from  misfortune,  not  from  nature  free^ 
They  sdll  are  men ;  and  when  is  man  secure? 
As  fiUal  time^  as  ttorm  !  the  rush  of  years 
Beats  down  their  strength;  theur  numberless  escapes 
In  ruin  end:  and,  now,  tlieir  proud  success 
But  plants  new  terrours  on  the  rictor's  brow : 
What  pain  to  quit  the  world,  just  made  their  own ! 
Their  nest  so  deeply  down'd,  and  built  so  high ! 
Too  low  they  build,  who  build  beneath  the  stars. 

Woe  then  apart,  (if  woe  apart  can  be 
From  mortal  man,)  and  fortune  at  our  nod. 
The  gay !  rich !  great,  triumphant !  and  august ! 
What  are  they?—  The  moei  happy  (strange  to  say !} 
Conrince  me  most  of  human  misery ; 
What  are  they  ?  Smiling  wretches  %sX  to-morrow  / 
More  wretched,  lAen,  than  e'er  their  slave  eon  be  | 
Their  treacherous  blessings,  at  the  di^  of  need. 
Like  other  faithless  friends,  unmask,  and  sting : 
Thent  what  provoking  indigence  in  wealth ! 
What  aggravated  impotence  in  povrer ! 
High  titles^  then,  what  insult  of  their  pain ! 
If  that  sole  anchor,  equal  to  the  waves, 
Immortal  hope  /  defies  not  the  rude  storm» 
Takes  comfort  from  their  foaming  billows'  ragCi 
And  makes  a  welcome  harbour  of  the  tomb. 

Is  this  a  thetch  of  what  thy  soul  admires? 
'<  But  here,"  thou  say'st,  "  the  miseries  of  life 
Are  huddled  in  a  group.     A  more  dititinct 
Survey,  perhaps,  might  bring  thee  better  news." 
Look  on  life's  stages :  they  speak  pUiner  still ; 
Hie  phuner  they,  the  deeper  wilt  thou  siglk 
Look  on  thy  lovely  boy  ;  in  him  beliold 
The  best  that  can  befall  the  best  on  Earth ; 
Hie  boy  has  virtue  hy  his  mother's  side : 
Yes,  on  Fkirello  look :  ^ father's  heart 
Is  tender,  though  the  man's  is  made  of  stone  i 
Hie  truth,  throu^i  such  a  medium  seen,  may  make 
Impression  deep,  and  fondness  prows  thy  friend. 

Florello,  lately  cast  on  this  rude  coast 
A  helpless  infant ;  now,  a  heedless  child ; 
To  poor  Clarissa's  throes,  tliy  care  succeeds; 
Care  full  of  love,  and  yet  severe  as  liate ! 
O'er  thy  soul's  joy  how  oft  thy  fondness  frowns ! 
Needful  austerities  his  will  restrain ; 
As  thorns  fence-in  the  tender  plant  from  harm. 
As  yet,  his  reason  cannot  go  aJone ; 
But  asks  a  sterner  nurse  to  lead  it  on. 
His  little  heart  is  often  terrified ; 
The  blush  of  morning,  in  liis  cheek,  turns  paiu; 
Its  pearly  dew^rop  trembles  in  his  eye ; 
His  liarmlcss  eye !  and  drowns  an  angel  tliert. 
Ah  !  what  avails  his  innocence  ?  The  task 
Enjofn'd  must  discipline  his  eariy  powers; 
He  learns  to  sigh,  ere  he  is  known  lo  sin  ; 
Guiltless,  and  sad!  a  wrwich  before  tlw  fall .' 
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Hoir  crud  ddi !  mora  cruel  to  fbriietr. 
Our  nature  tuA,  with  neeeuary  ptinsy 
We  purchase  prospects  of  precmrumf  peace ; 
Though  not  afaiier,  this  might  steal  a  sigh. 
Suppose  him  disciplin'd  aright  (if  not, 
'T  wQl  sink  our  poor  account  to  poorer  stiU) ; 
Ripe  from  the  tutor,  proud  of  liberty. 
He  leaps  enclosure,  bounds  into  the  world ! 
The  world  is  taken,  after  ten  years*  toil. 
Like  ancient  Troy;  and  all  its  joys  his  own. 
Alas !  the  world  *s  a  tutor  more  serere ; 
Its  lessons  hard,  and  ill  desenre  his  pains ; 
Unteaching  all  hb  virtuous  nature  taught, 
Or  books  (fair  Tirtue's  advocates !)  inspir*d. 

For  vHio  receives  him  into  public  li&? 
Um  rf  tke  world,  the  terr8^-filial  breed, 
Welcome  the  modest  stranger  to  their  sphere, 
(Which  glittered  long,  at  distance,  in  his  sight,) 
And,  in  their  hospit&le  arms,  enclose : 
Men,  who  think  nought  so  strong  of  the  romance^ 
So  tank  knight^errant,  as  a  real  friend : 
Men,  diat  act  up  to  reofon's  golden  rule. 
All  weakness  of  afection  quite  subdued : 
Men,  that  would  blush  at  being  thought  sincere, 
And  feign,  for  glory,  ^few  fiiults  they  want : 
That  love  a  Ue,  where  truth  would  pay  as  well ; 
As  if,  to  them,  vice  shone  her  own  reward. 

Lorenso  !  canst  thou  bear  a  shocking  sight? 
Suchf  for  Flordlo's  sake,  't  will  now  appear : 
See,  the  steel*d  files  of  seasoned  veterans, 
TVun'd  to  the  world,  in  bumish'd  fidsdiood bright; 
Deep  in  the  fiital  stratagems  of  peace ; 
All  soft  sensation,  in  the  throng,  rubb*d  off; 
All  their  keen  purpose,  in  politeness  sheath*d ; 
His  fKends  eternal  —  during  interest ; 
His  foes  implacable  —  when  worth  dieir  while ; 
At  war  with  every  welikre,  but  their  own ; 
As  wise  as  Ludfh*,  and  ludf  as  good ; 
And  by  whom  none,  but  Lucifer,  can  gain  — 
Naked,  through  these  (so  common  fate  ordains), 
Naked  of  heart,  his  cruel  course  he  runs. 
Stung  out  of  all,  most  amiable  in  life,       [feign'd ; 
Fh>mpt  truth,  and  open  thought,  and  smiles  un- 
Affection,  as  his  species,  wide  duKis'd ; 
Noble  presumptions  to  mankind's  renown ; 
Ingenuous  trust,  and  confidence  of  love. 

These  claims  to  joy  (if  mortals  joy  might  claim) 
Will  cost  him  many  a  sigh  ;  till  time,  and  pains, 
fVom  the  slow  mistress  of  this  school,  experience. 
And  her  aasistant,  pausing,  pale,  distruat. 
Purchase  a  dear-bought  clue  to  lead  his  youth 
Through  serpentine  ci>liquities  of  life^ 
And  the  dark  labyrinth  of  human  hearts. 
And  happy !  if  the  clue  shall  come  so  cheap ; 
For,  while  we  learn  to  fence  with  public  guilt. 
Full  oft  we  feel  its  foul  contagion  too, 
If  less  than  heavenly  virtue  is  our  guard. 
Thns,  a  stnmge  kind  of  curst  necessity 
Brings  down  the  sterling  temper  of  his  soul, 
By  base  dloy,  to  bear  the  current  stamp, 
Belmv  caird  wisdom ;  sinks  him  into  safety. 
And  brands  iiim  into  credit  with  the  world ; 
Where  specious  titles  dignify  disgrace,  ' 
And  Nature^s  injuries  are  arts  of  life; 
Where  brighter  reason  prompts  to  bolder  crimes ; 
And  heavenly  talents  make  infernal  hearts ; 
That  unsurmountable  extreme  of  guilt ! 

Poor  Mi^chiavell  who  laboured  hard  his  plan, 
Foigot,  that  genius  need  not  go  to  school ; 
Foiyot,  that  man,  without  a  tutor  wise, 


Hit  plan  had  pncdsM  Idng  belbn  H  wm 

Hie  vrorld  *s  all  tide-jmge:  there 's  no  oantentt : 

Tlie  world 's  all  y«iee ;  the  man  who  shows  hb  Aeorf, 

Is  hooted  for  his  nudities,  and  scom*d. 

A  man  I  knew,  who  liv*d  upon  a  smile, 

And  well  it  fed  him ;  he  look*d  plump  and 

While  rankest  venom  foam*d  through  ciuy 

Lorenso !  what  I  tell  thec^  take  not  ill ! 

Living,  he  fawn*d  on  enryfiol  alive ; 

And,  dying,  curs'd  the  fiiend  on  whom  he  liv'd. 

To  such  proficients  thou  art  half  a  saint 

In  fbreign  realros  (for  thou  hast  travell'd  far) 

How  curious  to  contemplate  two  statasrooki, 

Studious  their  nests  to  feather  in  a  trice, 

With  all  the  neeromanticM  of  their  ait. 

Flaying  the  game  cf  facet  on  each  other. 

Making  court  sweet-meats  of  their  latent  gall. 

In  foolish  hope  to  steal  each  odier's  trust ; 

Both  cheating,  both  exulting,  both  deceived ; 

And  sometimes  both  (let  Ewrth  rejoice)  undone ! 

Tlieir  parts  we  doubt  not ;  but  be  that  their  sfasme; 

Shall  men  of  talents,  fit  to  rule  mankind. 

Stoop  to  mean  vriles,  that  vrould  disgrace  a  fool ; 

And  lose  the  thanks  of  tfaoae  few  fnends  they  serve? 

For  who  can  thank  the  man  he  cannot  tee  f 

Why  so  much  cover  ?     It  defeats  itself,     [hesrta 
Ye,  that  know  all  things!    know  ye  not,  mea*s 
Ara  therefore  known,  becaute  they  are  coaceal'd? 
For  why  conceal'd?— The  cause  they  need  not  teB. 
I  give  him  joy,  that  *s  awkward  at  a  lie; 
^il^iose  feeble  nature  truth  keeps  still  in  awe ; 
His  incapacity  is  his  renown. 
'Tis  great,  't  is  manly,  to  disdain  dkguueg 
It  shows  our  spirit,  or  it  proves  our  strength. 
Thou  say'st,  «  'Thneed/ul:"  is  it  therefore  r^ .' 
Howe*er,  I  grant  it  some  small  sign  of  grace. 
To  strain  at  an  excuse :  and  wouldst  thou  then 
Escsijpe  that  cruel  need  f  Tliou  may'st,  with  ease; 
Tliink  no  post  nee^d  that  demands  a  knavcw 
When  late  our  civil  helm  was  shifting  hands. 
So  Pulteney  thought :  think  better  if  you  can. 

But  this,  how  rare !  the  public  path  of  life 
Is  dirty :  -»  yet,  allow  that  dirt  b  due. 
It  makes  the  noble  mind  more  noble  still : 
llie  world  *s  no  neuter ;  it  will  wound,  or  save ; 
Or  virtue  quench,  or  indignation  fire.  [man  " 

You  wkj,  **  The  world,  well  known,  will  nuke  a 
The  world,  well-known,   will  give  our  hearts  to 

Heaven, 
Or  make  us  demons,  long  before  we  die. 

To  show  how  fair  the  worid^  My  mimma,  shines 
Take  either  part,  sure  ilb  attend  the  choioe ; 
Sure,  though  not  equal,  detriment  ensues. 
Not  virtue's  self  b  deify'd  on  Earth ; 
Virtue  has  her  relapses,  conflicts,  foes ; 
Foes,  dut  ne'er  fail  to  make  her  feel  their  hate. 
Virtue  has  her  peculiar  set  of  pain&. 
Thic  friends  to  virtue,  tait,  and  leaif,  oonplsni; 
But  if  l/iey  sigh,  can  othert  hope  to  smOe? 
If  witdom  has  her  miseries  to  mourn. 
How  can  poorfoify  lead  a  happy  life  ? 
And  if  both  suffer,  what  lias  Earth  to  boast, 
Where  he  mott  happy,  who  the  least  laments? 
Wliere  much,  much  patience,  the  most  envied  statr^ 
And  tome  forgireness,  needs  the  best  of  fnends? 
For  friend,  or  happy  life,  who  looks  not  highff. 
Of  neither  shall  he  find  the  shadow  here. 

The  world's  sworn  advocate,  without  a  fee, 
I^renio  smartly,  with  a  smile,  replies; 

us  far  thy  song  b  right ;  and  all  must  own 
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irtue  hat  kerpeaiUar  Mi  ofpaim*  ^' 
ntXjoyt  peetUiar  wlio  to  vice  deoiet  ? 
'  Tice  it  19,  with  nature  to  oomply : 
^  pride^  and  jnue,  are  so  predominant, 
o  cheeky  not  omereome  tiieni,  makes  a  saint. 
!an  Nature  in  a  plainer  Toioe  proclaim 
*Ua$urtf  and  ^Uny,  the  chief  good  of  man  ?'* 

Can  pride^  and  tentualiiy,  rejoice? 
'  rom  purity  of  thought,  aU  pUoMure  springs  ; 
Lnd,  froon  an  humble  qniit,  all  our  peocf. 
imhiHont  pleasure  !  let  us  talk  of  these : 
>f  these,  the  Porrii,  and  Academy,  talk'd ; 
>f  these,  cadi  following  age  had  much  to  say  • 
ret,  unexhausted,  still  the  needful  theme. 
1^  talks  of  lAesr,  to  mankind  all  at  once 
le  talks ;  for  were  the  ssints  from  either  free? 
Lre  tlMsa  thy  refiige?  —  No ;  these  rush  upon  thee; 
[liy  Titals  seise,  and,  niAiir».like^  devour : 
*U  try  if  I  can  pluck  thee  from  thy  rock, 
iVooictiieus!  from  thb  banen  ball  of  Esnh ; 
f  fTBosnt  can  unchain  thee,  thou  art  free. 

And,  first,  thy  Onvycanu^  ambition,  calls ; 
if  ountain  of  torments !  eminence  of  woes ! 
>f  courted  woes !  and  courted  through  mistake ! 
T  is  not  ambition  charms  thee ;  'tis  a  cheat 
^1  make  thee  stsrt,  as  H  —  at  his  ifoor. 
Jost  grasp  at  greatness  ?     First,  know  what  it  is : 
fhink'st  thou  thy  greatness  in  dittmciim.  lies  ? 
^ot  in  the  feather,  wave  it  e*er  so  high, 
iy  fortune  stuck,  to  mark  us  from  the  throng, 
s  glory  lodg'd :  *t  is  lodg*d  in  the  reverse ; 
:n  that  whidi  joins,  in  that  which  equals,  aU, 
rhe  monarch  and  his  slave ;  -« <'  a  deathless  soul, 
Unbounded  prospect,  and  immortal  kin, 
K  Father>God,  and  brothers  in  the  skies  ;*' 
BIder,  indeed,  in  time ;  but  less  remote 
[n  excellence,  perhaps,  than  thought  by  man ; 
(¥hy  greater  what  can  fall,  than  what  can  rise? 

If  stiU  delirious,  now,  Lorenso !  go ; 
And  with  thy  full-blown  brothers  of  the  vmrid^ 
Throw  acorn  around  thee ;  cast  it  on  thy  slaves ; 
Thy  slaves  and  equals :  how  scorn  cast  on  them 
Rebounds  on  thee !    If  man  is  mean,  as  man, 
Art  thou  a  god?  If  yortun^  makes  him  so^ 
Beware  the  consequence :  a  maxim  that. 
Which  draws  a  monstrous  picture  ci  mankind, 
Wbere^  in  the  drapery,  the  man  is  lost ; 
Extenuds  fluttering,  and  the  soul  forgot 
Thy  greatest  glory,  when  dispos'd  to  boast, 
Boast  that  aloud,  in  which  thy  servants  share: 

We  wisely  strip  the  steed  we  mean  to  buy : 
Judge  we^  in  thdr  raparisona,  of  men  f 
It  nought  avails  thee,  toAcre,  but  tnAof,  thou  art ; 
AU  the  distinctioas  of  this  little  life 
Are  quite  cutaneous,  foreign  to  the  man. 
When,  through  death's  streigfats,  JBort&'s  subtle 

serpents  creep. 
Which  wriggle  into  wodth,  or  climb  renown. 
As  crookedSatan  the  forbidden  tree. 
They  leave  dieir  party-colour'd  robe  behind, 
All  that  now  glitters,  while  they  rear  aloft 
Their  brasen  cresta,  and  hiss  at  us  below. 
Of  fortune's  fueu*  strip  them,  yet  alive : 
Strip  them  J\iioAy.t  too ;  nay,  closer  still. 
Away  with  all,  but  mora^  in  their  minds ; 
And  let  what  ttien  remains  impose  their  name. 
Pronounce  them  weak,  or  worthy ;  great,  or  mean. 
How  mean  that  snufT  of  glory  fortune,  lights, 
And  dentk  puts  out !     Dost  thou  demand  a  test, 
A  test,  at  once,  infallible^  and  short,   * 


Of  feo/ greatness?    That  man  greatly  lives, 
Whate'er  his  fate,  or  fame,  who  greatly  dies ; 
Higb-flush'd  with  hope,  where  heroes  shall  despair. 
If  thit  a  true  criterion,  many  courts. 
Illustrious,  might  afford  but  few  grandees. 

Th'  Alxnighty,  from  his  throne,  on  Earth  surveys 
Nought  greater,  than  an  honest,  bumble  heart ; 
An  humble  heart,  Au  residence !  pronouncM 
^t  second  seat ;  and  rival  to  the  skies. 
The  private  patli,  the  secret  acts  of  men, 
If  noble,  far  the  noblest  of  our  lives ! 
How  far  above  Lorenxo's  glory  sits 
Th*  illustrious  master  of  a  name  unknovan  ; 
Whose  worth  unrivall'd,  and  unwitness'd,  loves 
Life's  sacred  shades,  where  gods  converse  with  men ; 
And  peacet  beyond  the  world's  conception,  smiles  1 
As  thou  (now  dark),  before  we  part,  shalt  sec. 

But  thy  great  soul  this  AuUdng  glory  scorns. 
Lorenio's  ock,  but  when  Lorenzo's  seen  ; 
And  when  he  shrugs  at  public  business,  lies. 
Denied  the  public  eye,  the  public  voice^ 
As  if  be  liv'd  on  others*  breath,  he  dies. 
Fain  would  he  make  the  world  his  pedestal ; 
Mankind  the  gaaers,  the  sole  figure,  he. 
Knows  he,  th^  mankind  praise  against  their  will. 
And  mix  as  much  detraction  as  they  con  ? 
Knows  he,  that  faithless/bm^  her  whisper  has, 
As  well  as  trumpet  ?     Ihat  his  vanity 
Is  so  ipuch  tickled  from  not  hearing  all  f 
Knows  this  all-knower,  that  from  itch  of  praise^ 
Or,  from  an  itch  more  sordid,  when  he  shines, 
Taking  his  country  by  five  hundred  ears, 
Senates  at  once  admire  him,  and  despise, 
With  modest  laughter  lining  loud  applause. 
Which  makes  the  smile  more  mortal  to  his  fame  ? 
His/amr,  which  (like  the  mighty  Cssar),  crown'd 
With  laurels,  in  full  senate,  greatly  &lls. 
By  $eemin%  friends,  that  honour,  and  destroy. 
We  rise  in  glory,  as  we  sink  in  pride : 
Where  boasting  ends,  there  dignity  begins : 
And  yet,  mistaken  beyond  all  mistake. 
The  blind  Lorenso's  proud  «-  of  being  proud ; 
And  dreams  himself  ascending  in  his  falL 

An  eminence,  though  fStncy*d,  turns  the  brain  : 
All  vice  wants  hellebore  i  but  of  all  vice. 
Pride  loudest  caUs,  and  for  the  largest  bowl ; 
Because,  unlike  all  other  vice,  it  fliea^ 
In  factf  the  point  in  fancy  most  pursued. 
Who  court  applause^  oblige  the  world  in  thist 
They  gratify  man's  passion  to  r^tue, 
Superior  honour,  when  ossum'd,  is  lott ; 
E'en  good  men  turn  bandktif  and  rejoice. 
Like  &ouli-Kan,  in  plunder  of  the  proud. 

Though  somewhat  disconcerted,  steady  still 
To  the  isorU's  cause,  with  half  a  face  of  joy, 
Lorenso  cries  —  *'  Be,  then,  anUtitUm  cast ; 
Ambition's  dearer  far  stands  unimpeach'd. 
Gay  pleasure  I  proud  andntkn  is  her  slave ; 
For  her,  he  soars  at  gr«a<,  and  hasards  iUi 
For  her,  he  fights,  and  bleeds,  or  overcomes ; 
And  paves  his  way,  with  crowns,  to  reach  her  amile : 
Who  can  resist  her  charms  ?"  —  Or,  should  f   Lo- 


renso 


What  mortal  shall  resist,  where  angels  yield  ? 
Pleasure  *s  the  mistress  of  ethereal  powers ; 
For  her  contend  the  rival  gods  above ; 
Pleasure  *s  the  mistress  of  the  world  lielow ; 
And  well  it  was  for  man,  that  pleasure  charms ; 
How  would  all  stagnate,  but  for  jtleasure*s  ray ! 
How  would  the  fros^n  stream  of  action  cease ! 
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What  is  the  pulse  of  this  so  busy  worU? 
The  loTe  dpleature :  that,  through  eteiy  Tein, 
Hirows  motioo,  wanndi ;  sad  shuts  out  death  Ihm 
life. 

Though  various  are  the  tempera  of  manknid, 
Fteamre*s  gay  family  hold  all  in  chains : 
Some  mo8t  affect  the  black ;  and  some,  the  ftir ; 
Some  hooest/ifeafufv  court ;  and  some,  obscene. 
Pleasures  obiotne  are  various,  as  the  throng 
Of  passions,  that  can  err  in  human  hearts ; 
Mistake  their  objects,  or  transgress  their  bounds. 
Think  you  there  *s  but  one  whoredom  ?  Whotedom, 

all. 
But  when  our  reaton  licenses  delight : 
Dost  doubt,  Lorenxo?    Thou  shalt  doubt  no  man. 
Thy  father  chides  thy  gallantries,  yet  hugs 
An  ugly  common  htf  lot,  in  the  dark ; 
A  rank  adulterer  with  others'  gold  / 
And  that  hag,  vengeance,  in  a  comer,  charms 
Hatred  her  brothel  has,  as  well  as  love. 
Where  horrid  epicures  debauch  in  blood. 
Whate'er  the  motive,  pleasure  is  the  mark  : 
For  her,  the  black  assassin  draws  his  sword ; 
For  her,  dark  statesmen  trim  their  midnight  lamp^ 
To  which  no  single  sacrifice  may  fall ; 
For  her,  the  saint  abstains ;  the  miser  starves ; 
Hie  Stoic  proud,  for  pleasure,  pleasure  scom'd ; 
For  her,  qffliction**  daughters  grief  indulge. 
And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tean ; 
For  her,  guHt,  shame,  toil,  danger,  we  defy ; 
And  with  an  aim  voluptuous,  rush  on  deadk 
Thus  universal  her  despotic  power ! 

And  as  her  empire  wide,  her  praise  is  just 
Fistron  of  pleasure  f  doater  on  delight ! 
I  am  thy  rival !  pleasure  I  profess ; 
Pleasure  the  purpose  of  my  gloomy  song. 
Pleasure  is  nought  but  virtue's  gayer  name : 
I  wrong  her  still,  I  rate  her  worth  too  low  ; 
Virtue  the  root,  and  pleasure  is  the  flower; 
And  honest  Epicurus'  foes  were  fmds. 

But  this  sounds  harali,  and  gives  the  wu^offienoe! 
If  o'erstiBin'd  wisdom  still  retsins  the  namef 
How  knits  austeritv  her  cloudy  brow. 
And  blames,  as  bold,  and  hastfdons,  the  praise 
Of  pleasure,  to  manldnd,  unprai/d,  too  dear ! 
Ye  modem  Stoics!  hear  my  soft  reply; 
Tlieir  senses  men  will  trust :  we  can't  impose; 
Or,  if  we  could,  is  imposition  right? 
Own  honey  sweet  ;  but,  owning,  add  this  sting  ; 
'*  When  mixt  with  poison,  it  is  deadly  toa** 
Tmth  never  was  indebted  to  a  lie. 
Is  nought  but  virtue  to  be  prats'd,  as  good? 
Why  then  is  health  preferr'd  before  disease? 
Wlnt  nature  loves  is  good  without  our  leave ; 
And  where  no  future  drawback  cries,  •<  Beware,** 
Pleasure,  though  not  from  virtue,  should  prevaiL 
*T  is  balm  to  life,  and  gratitude  to  Heaven ; 
How  cold  our  thanks  for  bounties  unenjoy'd ! 
The  love  if  pleasure  is  man's  eldest-bom. 
Bom  in  hb  cradle,  living  to  his  tomb : 
Wisdom,  her  ycmngrr  uster,  though  more  ^itve^ 
Was  meant  to  mtidaer,  and  not  to  mar. 
Imperial  pleasure,  queen  of  human  hearts. 

Lorenzo !  thou,  her  majesty's  renown'd. 
Though  uncoift  counsel,  learned  in  the  world  I 
Who  think'st  thyself  a  Murray,  vrith  disdain 
May'st  lool^  on  me.     Yet,  my  Demosthenes ! 
Canst  thou  plead  pleasure's  cause  as  well  as  I  ? 
Know'st  tfiou  her  nature,  purpose,  jnrentas^  f 
Attend  my  song,  and  thou  shaH  kiww  < 
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And  know  tliyulf ;  and 

(Strange  troth}  the  moai 

TOl  not  Calisia ;  she  wiU 

Or  send  thee  to  her  banning  with  L 

Absurd  presnnptioB  \    Thaa  who 

A  serious  thoni^!  shak  thou  dare 

No  man  e'er  found  a  happy  U/e  by 

Or  yavm'd  it  into  beings  with  a  wish  ; 

Or,  with  the  shout  of  grovelling  ofiptiiu^ 

E'er  smelt  it  out,  and  grahb'd  it  from  the  dirt. 

An  Off  it  is,  and  must  be  leant ;  and  leant 

With  unwnritting  effort,  or  be  lost; 

And  leaves  us  perfect  Uockheads^  in  onr  Mom, 

The  douda  may  drop  down  titles  and  >slatsi ; 

WetMk  may  seek  us ;  but  msdom  must  be 

Sought  before  all ;  but  (how  unlika  all  ebe 

We  seek  on  Earth !)  'tis  never  souglit  in  vai 

Fhst, /iteficrv's  bir^  rise,  Hamg^  and 
deur  see. 

Brought  fikth  by  ««idom»  nur*  by  d&c^piM^ 
By  jMftmos  taught,  by  persescrttiies  crown'd. 
She  rears  her  hod  nugcstic ;  round  her  tlnoMb 
Erected  in  the  bosom  of  the  just. 
Each  virtue,  listed,  fbrms  her  manly  guard. 
For  what  are  swiuei/  (formidable  name !) 
What,  but  tibe  fountain,  or  defence,  of  joy  ?  [maads. 
Why,   then,  commanded?     Need  manlund 
At  ones  to  fnenl,  and  to  mnoke,  their  bliss? 
Great  Legidator!  scarce  so  great,  as  kind ! 
If  men  are  rational,  and  love  delight. 
Thy  gracious  law  but  flatters  human  choice ; 
In  the  transgression  lies  the  penalty ; 
And  they  the  most  indulge^  who  most  obey. 

O^pUasure,  next,  the  final  cause  espkre; 
Its  mighty  purpose.  Its  important  end. 
Not  to  turn  human  brutal,  but  to  build 
Dwtn^on  human,  jWieomrtf  came  from  HeavcsL 
In  aid  to  ftasan  was  the  goddess  sent; 
To  call  up  all  its  strength  by  such  a  diann. 
i%anirs^  first,  sncooun  larttitf  ;  in  ictura. 
Virtue  gives  /x^eanirr  an  eternal  reign. 
What,  but  the  pleasure  of  food,  frienddnp^  fiulK 
Supports  life  natural^  doU,  and  dtnnr .' 
'T  is  from  the  pleasure  of  repast,  we  live  ; 
*T  is  from  the  pleasure  of  appianse,  we  please  ; 
'T  is  from  the  pleasure  of  belief,  we  pray ; 

iAU  prayer  would  cease^  if  unbeliev'd  the  psiae ;) 
t  serves  ourselves,  our  apedes,  and  our  God ; 
And  to  serve  more,  is  past  the  qihere  of  naan. 
Glide,  then,  for  ever,  pleasure's  sacred  stream! 
Through  Eden,  as  Euphrates  ran,  it  runa» 
And  fosters  every  growth  of  happy  life; 
Makes  a  new  Eden  where  it  flows ; — hot  sncb 
As  must  \Kf  lost,  Lorenxo!  by  thy  fall.  [' 

•<  Whatlhean  I  by  tl^fiU T -^Tbau  It  slnrih 
While  pleasure's  mature  is  aC  huge  ^aplay'd  } 
Already  sung  her  origin,  and  ends^ 
Those  glorious  ends,  by  kind,  or  by  degree. 
When  pleasure  violates^  't  is  then  a  vice^ 
And  vengeance  too ;  it  hastens  int»  pain. 
FVom  due  refreshment,  life,  healthy  reason,  j«i7 , 
FVom  wild  excess,  pain,  grief,  distraction,  dmtb ; 
Heaven's  justice,  M»  proclaims,  and  that  ber  kmk 
What  greater  evil  can  I  wish  my  foe. 
Than  his  full  draught  of  pleasure,  from  a  cask 
Unbroach'd  bjjust  authority,  ungaug'd 
By  temperance,  by  rvnsim  unrefin'd  ? 
A  thoumnd  donons  lurk  within  the  lee. 
Heaven,  otfaers,  and  ourselves !  uninjur'd  thcMS, 
^ik  deep ;  the  deeper,  then,  the  more  dirinr : 
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Angds  are  angels,  fttmi  Indulgence  ^eres 
*T  is  unrcpenting  pleasure  indkes  a  god. 

Dost  think  th^lf  a  god  fttim  other  joys? 
A  victim  rather !  shortly  sure  to  bleed. 
Tlie  wrong  mutt  mourn :  can  Heaven's  appointi 

ments  fail  ? 
Can  man  outwit  Omnipotence  ?    Strike  out 
A  sel^wrougbt  happiness  unmeant  by  Am 
Who  made  us,  and  the  world  we  would  enjoy  ? 
Who  forms  an  instrument,  ordains  from  whence 
Its  dissonance,  or  harmony,  shall  rise. 
Heaven  bade  the  soul  this  mortal  frame  inspire: 
Bade  virtue's  ray  divine  inspire  the  soul 
\^h  unprecarious  flows  of  vital  joy; 
And,  without  breathing,  man  as  well  mi^t  hope 
For  life,  as  without  piety,  for  peace. 

**  Is  virtue,  then,  and  jtiety  the  same  ?" 
No ;  ]Ncty  is  more ;  *t  is  virtue*s  source ; 
Mother  of  every  worth,  as  that  of  joy. 
3ien  of  the  world  this  doctrine  ill  digest : 
They  smile  at  piety ;  yet  boast  aloud 
GooiL^iatt  to  men  /  nor  know  they  strive  to  part 
What  fiafufv  joins ;  and  thus  confute  themselves. 
With  piehf  bc^ns  all  good  on  £arth ; 
*T  b  the  first-bom  of  rationality. 
Cmudeneet  her  first  law  broken,  wounded  lies ; 
Enfeebled,  lifeless,  impotent  to  good ; 
A  fcign*d  affection  bounds  her  utmost  power. 
Somu  we  can*t  love,  but  for  the  Almighty's  sake ; 
A  foe  to  God  was  ne'er  true  friend  to  man ; 
Some  sfauster  intent  taints  sll  he  does ; 
And,  in  his  kindest  actions,  he  's  unkhid. 

On  piety,  humanity  is  buflt ; 
And  on  humanity,  much  hqipiness; 
And  yet  still  more  on  piety  itself. 
A  soul  in  commerce  with  her  God  is  Heaven  ; 
Feels  not  the  tumults  and  the  shocks  of  life ; 
Tha  whiris  of  passions,  and  the  strokes  of  heart. 
A  Deity  believ'd,  is  joy  begun  ; 
A  Deity  ador'd,  is  joy  advanc'd ; 
A  Deity  belov'd,  is  joy  matured. 
Each  brsndi  of  piety  delight  inspires ; 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  from  this  world  to  the  next, 
O'er  death's  dark  gulf,  and  all  its  horrour  hides ; 
Rraite,  the  sweet  exhalation  of  our  joy, 
That  joy  exalts,  and  makes  it  sweeter  still ; 
Prayer  ardent  opens  Heaven,  lets  down  a  stream 
Of  glory  on  the  consecrated  hour 
Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity. 
Who  worships  the  Great  God,  that  instant  joins 
The  first  in  Heaven,  and  sets  his  foot  on  Hell. 

Lorenso !  when  wast  thou  at  church  befirre  f 
Hiou  think'st  the  service  long  *.  but  is  it  just  ?        ' 
Though  just,  unwelcome ;  thou  hadst  rather  tread 
Unhallow'd  ground ;  the  Muse,  to  win  tliine  ear, 
Must  take  an  air  less  solemn.     She  complies. 
Good  cofucience  I  at  the  sound  the  world  rctises ; 
Verse  disafiects  it,  and  Lorenzo  smiles ; 
Tet  has  she  her  $era^  fuU  of  charms ; 
And  sudi  as  sge  shall  heighten,  not  impair. 
Art  thou  dejected  ?     Is  t^  mind  o'ercast  ? 
Amid  her  fair-ones,  thou  the  fairest  choose,    [truth} 
To  chase  thy  gloom.  — "  Go,   fix  some  weighty 
C^hain  down  some  poMtiont  do  some  generous  good  ; 
Teach  ignorance  to  see,  or  grief  to  smile ; 
Correct  ^  friend  i  befriend  thy  greatestybe  ; 
Or  with  warm  Iieart,  and  confidence  divine,    [thee. " 
!>pring  up,  and  lay  strong  hold  on  Aim  who  made 
Thy  glooin  in  scattcr'd,  sprightly  spirits  fioir ; 
Hiough  wither'd  is  thy  vine,  and  harp  unstrung* 


Dost  call  the  hcm\  the  riol,  and  the  donctf. 
Loud  mirth,  mad  laughter  ?    Wretched  comforters .' 
Thysidans !  more  than  half  of  thy  disease. 
Laughter,  though  never  censur'd  yet  as  sin, 
(Pisrdon  a  thoi^cht  that  only  oeena  severe,) 
Is  half-immortu :  is  it  much  indulg'd? 
By  venting  spleen,  or  dissipating  thought, 
It  shows  a  9cofner,  or  it  makes  Okfool ; 
And  sins,  as  hurting  others,  or  ourselves. 
'T  is  pride,  or  emptineit,  applies  the  straw. 
That  tickles  little  minds  to  mirth  effuse ! 
Of  grief  approaching,  the  portentous  sign  ! 
The  house  of  laughter  makes  a  house  of  woe. 
A  man  trtumphant  is  a  monstrous  sight ; 
A  man  defected  is  a  sight  as  mean. 
What  cause  for  friMmpA,  where  such  ills  abound? 
What  for  d^fectionf  where  presides  a  power, 
Who  call'd  us  into  being  to  be  blest  ? 
So  grieve,  as  conscious  grief  may  rise  to  joy  ; 
So  joy,  as  conscious  joy  to  grief  may  fall. 
Most  true,  a  wise  man  never  will  be  sad ; 
But  neither  will  sonorous,  bubbling  mirth, 
A  shallow  stream  of  happiness  betray  : 
Too  happy  to  be  sportive,  he  's  serene. 

Yet  wouldst  thou  laugh  fbut  at  thy  own  expense^ 
This  counsel  strange  should  I  presume  to  give  — 
*<  Retire,  and  read  thy  BiUe,  to  be  gay." 
There  truths  abound  of  sovereign  aid  to  peace  ; 
Ah  !  do  not  prise  them  less,  benuse  inspir'd. 
As  thou,  and  thine,  are  apt  and  proud  to  do. 
If  not  inspir'd,  that  pregnant  page  had  stood. 
Timers  treasure ;  and  the  wonder  of  the  wise  f 
Thou  think'st,  perhaps,  thy  toul  alone  at  stake ; 
Alas !  —  Should  men  mistake  thee  for  afool ; — 
What  man  of  taste  for  genius,  wisdom,  truth,  * 
Though  tender  of  tiiy  nm^  could  interpose? 
Beiieve  me^  sense^  here,  acts  a  double  part. 
And  the  true  critic  is  a  CArulsaii  toa 

But  theoe,  thou  think'st,  are  gloomy  paths  to  joy. 
True  joy  in  sunshine  ne'er  was  found  at  first; 
They,  first,  themselves  offend,  who  greatly  please; 
And  travel  only  gives  us  sound  repose. 
Heaven  teOs  all  pleasure ;  effort  is  the  price ; 
The  joys  of  conqu^t  are  the  joys  of  man ; 
And  ^ory  tlic  victorious  laurel  spreads 
O'er  pleasure*^  pure,  perpetual,  placid  stream. 

There  is  a  time,  whien  toil  must  be  preferr'd^ 
Or  joy,  by  mistim'd  fondness,  is  undone. 
A  man  of  pleamre  is  a  man  of  jNims. 
Thou  wilt  not  take  the  trouble  to  be  blest. 
Faite  joys,  indeed,  are  bom  from  want  of  tbou^ : 
From  thoughts  full  bent,  and  energy,  the  true  g 
And  that  demands  a  mind  in  equal  poise. 
Remote  from  gloomy  grief  and  glaring  joy. 
Much  joy  not  only  speaks  small  happiness. 
But  happiness  that  shortly  must  expire. 
Can  joy,  unbottom'd  in  reflection,  stand? 
And,  in  a  tempest,  can  reflection  live  ? 
Can  joy,  like  tldne,  secure  itself  an  hour  ? 
Can  joy,  like  thine,  meet  accident  unshock'd  ? 
Or  ope  the  door  to  honest  poverty  ? 
Or  talk  with  threatening  death,  and  not  turn  pale  ? 
In  such  a  world,  and  such  a  nature,  theoe 
Are  needful  fundamentals  of  deUght ; 
These  fundamentals  give  delight  indeed  g 
Delight,  pure,  delicate,  and  durable ; 
Delight,  unshaken,  masculine,  divine ; 
A  constant,  and  a  sound,  but  teriou*  joy. 

Is  joy  the  daughter  of  severity  ? 
It  is ;  —yet  far  my  doctrine  from  severe. 
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"  Rejoice  for  ercr :  '*   it  becomes  &  man  : ' 

£xalt%  and  sets  him  nearer  to  the  goda. 

"  Rejoice  for  crer!"    Nature  cries  "  Rejoice  !** 

And  drinks  to  man,  in  her  nectareous  cup, 

IVIixt  up  of  delicates  for  every  sense ; 

To  the  great  Founder  of  the  bounteous  feast, 

Drinks  glory,  gratitude,  eternal  praise ; 

And  he  that  will  noi  pledge  her,  is  a  churi. 

JU  firmly  to  support,  goo4  fully  taate^ 

Is  the  whole  science  of  felicity : 

Yet  sparing  pledge :  her  bowl  is  not  the  best 

Mankind  can  boast.  —  <*  A  ntfional  repast; 

Exertion,  Tigilance,  a  mind  in  armsy 

A  military  discipline  of  thought, 

To  foil  temptation  in  the  doubti\il  field ; 

And  ever-waking  ardour  for  the  right." 

*T  is  thete  first  give^  then  guard,  a  cheerful  heart. 

Nought  that  is  right,  think  little ;  well  aware, 

What  reason  bids,  God  bids ;  by  Ait  command 

How  aggrandlx'd,  the  smallest  thing  we  do ! 

Thus,  nothing  is  insipid  to  the  wise : 

To  thee^  insipid  all,  but  what  is  mad  ; 

Jays  seasoned  high,  and  tasting  strong  of  guilt. 

<*  Mad/"  (thou  reply*st,  with  indignation fir*d) 
"  Of  ancient  sages  proud  to  tread  the  steps, 
I  follow  n(Uure,  **  —  Follow  nature  still. 
But  look  it  be  thine  own :  is  contdence,  then. 
No  part  of  nature  ?     Is  she  not  tuprtme  f 
Thou  regicide !  O  raise  her  from  the  dead ! 
Then  follow  nature,  and  resemble  God. 

When,  spite  of  consaence,  pleasure  is  pursued, 
Jfan*s  nature  is  unnaturally  pleas'd ; 
And  what  *s  unnatural  is  painful  too 
At  intervals,  and  must  disgust  e*en  thee ! 
The  fact  thou  know*st ;  but  not,  perhaps,  the  cause. 
Virttie*s  foundations  with  the  world's  were  laid ; 
Heaven  mizt  her  with  our  make,  and  twisted  dose 
Her  sacred  interests  with  the  strings  of  life. 
Who  breaks  her  aweful  mandate,  shocks  hiniaelf. 
His  better  self;  and  is  it  greato'  pain. 
Our  soul  should  murmur,  or  our  dust  repine? 
And  one,  in  tlieir  eternal  war,  must  bleed. 

If  one  must  suffer,  which  should  least  be  spar*d? 
llie  pains  of  mind  surpass  the  pains  of  sense : 
Ask,  then,  the  gout,  what  torment  is  in  guilt. 
The  joys  of  sense  to  mental  joys  are  mean : 
Sense  on  the  present  only  feeds ;  the  soul 
On  past,  and  future,  forages  for  joy. 
*T  is  hers,  by  retrospect,  through  time  to  range ; 
And  forward  time's  great  sequel  to  survey. 
Could  human  courts  take  vengeance  on  the  mind^ 
Axes  might  rust,  and  neks  and  gibbets  fall : 
Guard  tbien,  thy  mind,  and  leave  the  rest  to  fate. 

Lorenxo !  wilt  thou  never  be  a  man  ? 
The  man  is  dead,  who  for  the  body  lives, 
Lur'd,  by  the  beating  of  his  pulse,  to  list 
With  every  lust  that  wars  against  his  peara : 
And  sets  him  quite  at  variance  with  himself. 
Thyself,  first,  know ;  then  love :  a  self  there  is 
Of  virtue  fond,  that  kindles  at  her  charms. 
A  se^therv  is,  as  fond  of  every  vice. 
While  every  virtue  wounds  it  to  the  heart : 
Humility  degrades  it,  jiuHce  robs, 
Blest  bounty  beggars  it,  fair  truth  betrays. 
And  god-like  magnonimity  destroys. 
T*his  self,  when  rival  to  the  former,  acorn ; 
When  not  in  competition,  kindly  treat ; 
Defend  it,  feed  it :  —  but  when  virtue  bids. 
Toss  it  or  to  the  fowls,  or  to  the  fiamefc 


And  why?  'T  is  love  of /lAmityv  bids  thee  blcrd ; 
Comply,  or  own  self-love  exUnct,  or  htind. 

For  what  is  race  K  Self-love  in  a  mistake : 
A  poor  blind  merdiant  buying  joys  too  dear. 
And  virtue,  what?  *T  is  self-love  in  her  wits 
Quite  skiU^  in  the  market  of  delighL 
Self-love's  good  sense  is  love  of  thjtt  dread  power, 
FVom  whom  herself,  and  all  she  can  enjoy. 
Other  self-love  is  but  disguis'd  selfJiate ; 
More  mortal  than  Uie  malice  of  our  foes ; 
A  self-hate,  now,  scarce  felt ;  then  felt  fulUoors 
When  being  curst ;  extinction,  loud  implor'd ; 
And  every  thing  preferr*d  to  what  we  ore. 

Tet  this  self-love  Lorenso  makes  his  choice: 
And,  in  this  choice  triumphant,  boasts  of  joj. 
How  is  his  want  of  happiness  betmy'd. 
By  disaflbction  to  the  present  hour  ! 
Imagination  wanders  far  afield : 
The  future  pleaaes :  why?  The  present  pains <— 
<*  But  that  *a  a  secret."   Yes,  which  all  men  know; 
And  know  from  thee,  disoover'd  unawares 
Thy  ceaseless  agitation,  restless  roll 
From  cheat  to  cheat,  impatient  of  a  pause ; 
What  is  it  ?  —  'T  is  the  cradle  of  the  soul. 
From  instinct  sent,  to  rock  her  in  disease. 
Which  her  physidan,  reasan,  will  iwt  cant. 
A  poor  expedient !  yet  thy  best ;  and  while 
It  mitigates  thy  pain,  it  oipim  it  too. 

Such  are  Lorenzo's  vrretched  remedies ! 
The  weak  have  remedies;  the  wise  have  joys. 
Superior  wisdom  is  superior  bliss. 
Ami  what  sure  mark  distinguishes  the  wise  ? 
Consistent  wisdom  ever  wills  the  same  ; 
Thy  fickle  wish  is  ever  on  the  wing. 
Sick  of  herself,  isjblly*%  character ; 
As  iiMK^iii's  is,  a  modest  self-applause. 
A  change  of  erils  is  thy  good  supreme ; 
Nor,  but  in  motion,  canst  thou  find  thy  rest 
Man's  greatest  strength  is  shown  in  standing  sCalL 
The  first  sure  symptom  of  a  mind  in  health 
Is  rest  of  heart,  and  pleasure  felt  at  liorae. 
False  pleasure  from  abroad  her  joys  imports ; 
Rich  from  within,  and  sclf-sustain'd,  the  trueg 
The  true  is  fixt,  and  solid  as  a  rock  ; 
Slippery  the/ahe,  and  tos^ng,  as  the  wave. 
7%t(,  a  wild  wanderer  on  Eairth,  like  Cain  ; 
That,  like  the  fabled,  self-enamour'd  boy. 
Home-contemplation  her  supreme  delight ; 
She  dreads  an  interruption  from  without. 
Smit  with  her  own  condition  ;  and  the  move 
Intense  she  gases,  still  it  charms  the  more. 

No  man  is  happy,  till  he  thinks,  on  Earth 
There  breathes  not  a  more  happy  than  himself: 
Then  envy  dies,  and  love  o'erflows  on  all ; 
And  love  o'erflowing  makes  an  angel  here. 
Such  angels,  all,  entitled  to  repose 
On  him  who  governs  fate :  though  tempest  frowns. 
Though  nature  shakes,  bow  soft  to  lean  on  Heaven! 
To  lean  on  him,  on  whom  archangels  lean  ! 
With  inward  eyes,  and  silent  as  the  grave. 
They  stand  collecting  every  beam  of  thought. 
Till  their  hearts  kinme  with  divine  delight ; 
For  all  their  thoughts,  like  angels,  seen  of  old 
In  Israel's  dream,  come  from,  and  go  to.  Heaven: 
Hence,  are  they  studious  of  sequester'd  scenes  ; 
While  noise,  and  dissipation,  comfort  thee. 

Were  all  men  happy,  revelings  would 
That  opiate  for  inquietude  witmn. 
Lorenxo !  never  man  was  truly  blest. 
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But  it  eompos'd,  and  gave  him  wch  •  east» 

Asybffy  might  mistake  for  want  of  joj. 

A  cast,  unluLe  the  trimnph  of  the  proud ; 

A  modeat  aspect,  and  a  smile  at  heart. 

O  for  a  joy  from  thy  Fhilander's  spring ! 

A  spring  perennial,  rising  in  the  breast. 

And  permanent,  as  pure !  no  turbid  stream 

Of  TBpturoos  exultation,  swelling  high ; 

Which,  like  land-floods,  impetuous  pour  awhile. 

Then  sink  at  onoe^  and  leave  us  in  the  mire. 

What  does  the  man,  who  tnsnsient  joy  prefers  ? 

What,  but  prefer  the  bubbles  to  the  stream  T 
Vain  are  all  sudden  sallies  of  delight ; 

Convulsions  of  a  weak,  distemper'd  joy. 

Joy  's  a  fixt  state ;  a  tenure,  not  a  start. 

Bliss  there  is  none,  but  unprecariouM  bliss : 

That  is  the  gem  :  sell  all,  and  purchase  that 

Why  go  a-begging  to  contingenctesy 

Not  gain*d  with  ease,  nor  safely  lov'd,  if  gain'd? 

At  good  fortuitous,  draw  back,  and  pause ; 

Suspect  it ;  what  thou  canst  ensure,  enjoy ; 

And  nought  but  what  thou  giv*st  thyself,  is  sure. 
Reason  perpetuates  joy  that  reason  gives, 
And  makes  it  as  immortal  as  herself: 
To  mortals,  nou^t  immortal,  but  their  worth. 

Worth,  conscious  worth !  should  abioiuUly  reign ; 
And  other  joys  ask  leave  for  their  approach ; 
Nor,  unexamin'd,  ever  leave  obtain. 
Thou  art  all  anarchy ;  a  mob  of  joys 
Wage  war,  and  perish  in  intestine  broils; 
Not  the  least  promise  of  internal  peace ! 
No  bosom-comfort !  or  unborrow*d  bliss  ! 
Thy  thoughts  are  vagabonds;  all  outward-bound, 
*Mid  sands,  and  rocks,  and  storms,  to  cruise  for 

pleasure ; 
If  gain'd,  dear-bought ;  and  better  miss*d  than  gain'd. 
Much  pain  must  expiate  what  much  pun  procur'd. 
JFofuy,  and  teruef  from  an  infected  shore. 
Thy  cargo  bring ;  and  pestilence  the  prizes 
Then,  such  thy  thirst,  (insatiable  thirst ! 
By  fond  indulgence  but  inflam'd  the  more !) 
Fancy  still  cruises,  when  poor  tense  is  tir'd. 

Imagination  is  the  Paphian  shop. 
Where  feeble  happiness,  like  Vulcan,  lame, 
Bidt  foul  ideaSf  in  their  dark  recess, 
And  hot  as  Hell  (which  kindled  the  bUM:k  fires). 
With  wanton  art,  Uiose  fatal  arrows  form, 
>Vhich  murder  all  thy  time,  health,  wealth,  and  fame. 
Wouldst  thou  receive  them,  other  thoughts  there  are. 
On  angeUwing,  descending  from  above. 
Which  these,  with  art  divine,  would  counter-work, 
And  form  celestial  armour  for  thy  peace. 

in  this  h  seen  imagination's  guiU; 
But  who  can  count  HrJolUet  f     She  betrays  thee^ 
To  think  in  grandeur  there  is  something  great. 
For  works  of  curious  art,  and  ancient  fiune, 
Thy  genans  hungers,  elegantly  pain'd; 
And  foreign  climes  must  cater  for  thy  taste. 
Hence,  what  disaster !  — Though  the  price  was  paid, 
That  persecuting  priest,  the  Turk  of  Rome, 
Whosefoot  (ye  gods !)  though  cloven,  mustbekiii'd, 
Detain'd  tbj  dinner  on  the  Latian  shore ; 
(Such  is  the  fiite  of  honest  Protestants!) 
And  poor  magmfioence  i^  stanr*d  to  death. 
Hence  just  resentment,  indignation,  irei 
Be  pacified  ;  if  outward  things  are  great, 
^T  is  magnanimity  great  things  to  scorn; 
Pompous  expenses,  and  paraded  eugust, 
And  cowrts,  that  insalubrious  soil  to  pea^ 
True  happiness  ne*er  enter'd  at  an  eye ; 


Thie  happineas  reridaa  in  tfaingi  unseen. 
No  smiles  oi  fortune  ever  blest  the  bad. 
Nor  can  her  frowns  rob  mnocettee  of  joys ; 
That  jewel  wanting,  triple  crowns  are  poor : 
So  teU  his  hoUnets,  and  be  reveng'd. 

IHeaaure,  we  both  agree,  is  man's  chief  good; 
Or  only  contest,  what  deserves  the  name. 
Give  pleasure**  name  to  nought,  but  what  has  paas'd 
Th*  authentic  seal  ofreaton,  (which,  like  Yorke, 
Demurs  on  what  it  passes^)  and  defies 
The  tooth  of  Time ;  when  past,  a  pkasun  still ; 
Dearer  on  trial,  lovelier  for  its  age. 
And  doubly  to  be  prix'd,  as  it  promotes 
Our  future,  while  it  forms  our  present,  joy. 
Some  joys  the  future  overcast ;  and  some 
l^row  all  their  beams  that  way,  and  gild  the  tombw 
Some  joys  endear  etemitjr ;  some  give 
Abhorr'd  annihilation  dreadful  charma. 
Are  rival  joys  contending  for  thy  choice? 
Consult  thy  tohole  eaisience,  and  be  safe ; 
That  oracle  will  put  all  doubt  to  flight. 
Short  is  the  lesson,  though  my  lecture  long, 
£e  goo<f— and  let  Heaven  answer  for  the  lesL 

Yet,  with  a  sigh  o'er  all  mankind,  I  grant 
In  this  our  day  of  proof,  our  land  of  hope. 
The  good  man  has  his  clouds  that  intervene  ; 
Clouds,  that  obMCure  has  sublunary  day. 
But  never  conquer  :  e'en  the  best  must  own» 
Patience^  and  resiptationi  are  the  pillars 
Of  human  peace  on  Eardi.     The  pfllars,  these : 
But  those  of  Seth  not  more  remote  from  thee. 
Till  tku  heroic  lesson  thou  hast  learnt ; 
To  frown  at  pUasuref  and  to  smile  in  pain. 
Fir'd  at  the  prospect  of  unclouded  bliss. 
Heaven  in  reversion,  like  the  Sun,  as  yet 
Beneath  th*  horixon,  cheers  us  in  this  world ; 
It  sheds,  on  souls  susceptible  oi  light. 
The  glorious  dawn  of  our  eternal  day. 

*'  This,"  says  Lorenzo,  '<  is  a  fair  liarangue : 
But  can  harangues    blow  back  strong   Nature's 


Or  stem  the  tide  Heaven  pushes  through  our  veins. 
Which  sweeps  away  man's  impotent  resolves. 
And  lays  his  labour  level  with  the  %Dorld  ?** 

Themselves  men  make  their  comment  on  mankind  ; 
And  think  nought  if,  but  what  they  find  at  home  t 
Hius  weakness  to  chimera  turns  the  truth. 
Nothing  romantic  has  the  Muse  prescrib'd. 
Above  *,  Lorenzo  saw  the  man  of  Earth, 
The  mortal  man  ;  and  wretched  was  the  sight. 
To  balance  that,  to  comfort,  and  exalt. 
Now  see  the  man  immortal :  him,  I  mean. 
Who  lives  as  such ;  whose  heart,  full  bent  on  Heaven, 
Leans  all  that  vray,  his  bias  to  the  stars. 
The  world's  dark  shades,  in  contrast  set,  shall  raise 
Hit  lustre  more ;  though  bright,  without  a  soil : 
Observe  his  aweful  portrait,  and  admire ; 
Nor  stop  at  wonder ;  imitate,  and  live. 

Some  angel  guide  my  pencil,  while  I  draw. 
What  nothing  leas  than  angel  can  exceed ! 
A  man  on  Earth  devoted  to  the  skies ; 
Like  ships  in  seas,  while  tn,  above  the  world.       ^ 

With  aspect  mild,  and  elevated  eye. 
Behead  him  seated  on  a  mount  serene. 
Above  the  fogs  of  teniCf  and  pattum**  storm  ; 
All  the  black  cares,  and  tumults,  of  this  lift. 
Like  harmless  thunders,  breaking  at  his  feet. 
Excite  his  pity,  not  impair  his  peace. 

•  In  o  foimcr  Night 
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Earth*s  genuine  loni,  the  leepknd,  and  the  dav^ 
A  mingled  mob  !  a  wandering  herd !  he  wet, 
Iiewilder*d  in  the  vale ;  in  all  unlike ! 
His  full  reverse  in  all !  what  higher  praise  ? 
What  stronger  demonstration  of  the  right  ? 

The  present  all  their  care ;  the  future,  his. 
When  public  welfiue  calls,  or  private  want. 
They  give  to  fame ;  his  bounty  he  conceals. 
7%ctr  Tirtues  Tarnish  nature ;  Au  exalt. 
Mankind*8  esteem  thejf  court ;  and  he,  hia  own. 
Their$,  the  wild  chase  of  ^o^  felicities ; 
jETtf,  the  compos'd  possession  of  the  true. 
Alike  throughout  is  his  consistent  peac^ 
All  of  one  colour,  and  an  even  thread ; 
While  party-colour*d  shreds  of  hi^ppiness, 
With  hideous  gaps  between,  patch  up  for  them 
A  madman's  robe;  each  puff  c/tjortune  blows 
The  tatters  by,  and  shows  their  nakedness. 

He  sees  with  other  eyes  than  theirs .-  where  thejf 
Behold  a  sun,  he  spies  a  J>eity : 
What  makes  them  only  smile,  makes  him  adore. 
Where  they  see  moufUains,  he  but  tUoms  sees ; 
An  emfnre,  in  his  balance,  weighs  a  grain. 
They  things  terrestrial  worship,  as  divine : 
His  hopes  immortal  blow  them  by,  as  dusk. 
That  duns  his  sight  and  shortens  Ms  survey. 
Which  longs,  in  infinite,  to  lose  all  bound, 
lltles  and  honours  ^if  tliey  prove  hit  fate) 
He  lays  aside  to  fina  his  dignity ; 
No  dignity  they  find  in  aught  bcddea. 
They  triumph  in  externals  (which  conceal 
Man*s  real  glory),  proud  of  an  eclipse. 
Himself  too  much  he  prises  to  be  proud, 
And  nothing  thinks  so  great  in  man,  as  mant 
Too  dear  he  holds  his  interest,  to  neglect 
Another's  welfare,  or  his  right  invade ; 
Their  interest,  like  a  lion,  lives  on  prey. 
They  kindle  at  the  shadow  of  a  wrong ; 
Wrong  he  sustains  with  temper,  looks  on  Heaven, 
Nor  stoops  to  think  his  injurer  his  foe ;         [p^mc^ 
Nought,  but  what  wounds  his  virtue,  wounds  his 
A  cover'd  heart  their  character  defends ; 
A  cover'd  heart  denies  him  half  his  praise. 
With  nakedness  his  innocence  agrees ; 
While  their  broad  foliage  testifies  their  fall 
Their  no-joys  end,  whoe  his  lull  feast  be^ms : 
Hisjayi  create,  theirs  murder,  future  bliss. 
To  triumph  in  existence,  his  alone; 
And  his  alone,  triumphantly  to  think 
His  true  existence  is  not  yet  begun. 
His  glorious  course  was,  yesterday,  comi^ete ; 
Death,  then,  was  wdcome ;  yet  li^  still  is  sweet 

But  nothing  charms  Lorenao,  like  the  firm 
Undaunted  breast— And  whose  is  that  high  praise  ? 
Thev  jrield  to  pleasure,  though  they  danger  brave^ 
And  ^ow  no  fortitude^  but  in  the  field ; 
If  there  they  show  it,  't  is  for  glory  shown ; 
Nor  will  that  cordial  always  man  their  heartik 
A  cordial  his  sustains  that  cannot  fail ; 
By  pleasure  unsubdued,  unbroke  by  pain, 
He  shares  in  that  Omnipotence  he  trusts. 
All-bearing,  all-attempting,  till  he  falls ; 
And  when  be  fidls,  writes  VICI  on  his  shield. 
From  magnanimity,  all  fear  above ; 
From  nobler  recompense,  above  apjttauee; 
Which  owes  to  man's  short  out-look  all  its  charms. 

Backward  to  credit  what  he  never  felt, 
Lorenzo  cries,  —  **  Where  shines  this  miracle  ? 
Fron>  what  root  riyes  this  immortal  man  f" 


A  root  tlnk  grain  not  in  Ixmnao's  ground ; 
Tlie  root  disnct,  nor  wonder  at  the  J^omr. 

He  follows  nature  (not  like  thee  *}  and  dhowv  a» 
An  uninvcrtcd  system  of  a  man. 
His  appetite  wean  nea«m*s  goldoi  chun. 
And  finds,  in  due  restzaint;  its  luxury. 
His  /MUAnn,  like  an  eagle  well  roclaim'd* 
Is  taught  to  fly  at  nou^it,  but  infinite. 
Patient  his  hc^,  unanxious  is  his  care. 
His  caidfon  fearless,  and  his  grief  (if  grief 
The  gods  ordain)  a  stranger  to  aespair. 
And  why? —  Because,  affection,  more  than  mcs. 
His  wisdom  leaves  not  disengag'd  from  Heai 
Those  secondary  goods  that  smile  on  £aith. 
He,  loving  in  proiwrtiony  loves  in  peace^ 
Hiey  most  the  world  enjoy,  who  least  admire. 
His  undemanding  'scapes  the  common  dood 
Of  fumes,  arisiug  from  a  boiling  breast. 
His  head  Is  dear,  because  his  heart  is  cool. 
By  worldly  competitions  uninflam'd. 
The  moderate  movements  of  his  soul  admit 
Distinct  ideas,  and  matur'd  debate. 
An  eye  impartial,  and  an  even  scale ; 
Whence  judgment  sound,  and  uniepenting 
Thus,  in  a  double  sense,  the  good  are  wise  ; 
On  its  own  dungjhiU,  wiser  ^an  the  world. 
Whet,  then,  the  world?     It  attar  be  doubly  weak  . 
Strange  truth !  as  soon  vrould  they  bdieve  tUir 
Creed. 

Yet  thus  it  is ;  nor  otherwise  can  be; 
So  far  from  aug^t  romantic,  what  I  sing. 
Bliss  has  no  bemg,  virtue  has  no  strength. 
But  from  the  prospect  of  immortal  life. 
Who  think  Earth  all,  or  (what  wdgfas  just  the  saw 
Who  care  no  further,  must  prize  what  it  yi^ds; 
Fond  of  its  fancies,  proud  of  its  parades. 
Who  tfainka  Earth  nothing,  con'l  its  charms  admin 
He  can't  a  foe,  though  most  malignant,  hate. 
Because  thatliate  would  prove  his  sweater  Cm. 
'T  is  hard  for  them  (yet  who  so  loudly  boast 
Good-will  to  men  ?)  to  love  their  dearest  firiend  \ 
For  may  not  he  invade  their  good  supreme.. 
Where  the  least  jealousy  turns  love  to  gaU  ? 
All  shines  to  them,  that  for  a  season  shinea. 
Each  act,  each  thought,  he  questions^  **  What  i:> 

weight. 
Its  colour  what,  a  thousand  ages  benoe?** 
And  what  it  there  appears,  he  deems  it  tuv. 
Hence,  pure  are  the  recesses  of  his  souL 
"Die  god4ike  man  has  nothing  to  conceaL 
His  virtue,  constitutionally  dieep. 
Has  habit*i  firmness,  and  affection'a  flame  ; 
Angels,  allied,  descend  to  Teed  tlie  fire ; 
And  death,  which  others  slays,  makes  him  a  gnL 

And  now,  Lorenxo !  bigot  of  this  worid ! 
Wont  to  disdain  poor  bigots  caught  by  Heaven ! 
Stand  by  thy  scorn,  and  be  reduc'd  to  nought : 
Forwhat  art  thou  ? — Thou  boaster !  while  tby  gbre^ 
Tliy  gaudy  grandeur,  and  mere  worldly  worth, 
Xdke  a  broad  miat,  at  distance,  strikes  us  noost ; 
And  like  a  mist,  is  nothing  when  at  hand  ; 
His  merit,  like  a  mountain,  on  approadi. 
Swells  more,  and  rises  nearer  to  the  skie^ 
By  promise  now,  and  by  possesion  foon, 
(Too  soon,  too  much,  it  cannot  be)  his  own. 

Ytom.  this  thy  just  anmhilation  rise, 
Lorenso !  rise  to  something,  by  reply. 
Tlie  vrorld,  tby  client,  listens,  and  expects  ; 
An4  Inogt  to  crown  thee  with  immortal  praiscL 

•  See  p.  £68. 
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CaiiKt  thou  be nkiil?    No;  for  tot^  it  thine; 
And  wit  talks  mott^  when  Uati  she  hae  to  aay, 
And  reaton  interrupts  not  her  cmreer. 
She  'U  wy  — >  T^of  mists  above  the  fmmntains  risei 
And,  with  e  thousand  plesasntries,  amuse ; 
She  '11  spsrkle,  pusale,  flutter,  raise  a  dust, 
And  fly  conriction,  in  the  dust  she  rais'd. 

Wit,  how  delicious  to  man's  dainty  taHe  I 
*T  is  precious,  as  the  vehicle  of  sensci 
But,  as  its  substitute,  a  dire  disease. 
Pernicious  talent !  flatter'd  by  the  world, 
By  the  blind  world,  which  thinks  the  talent  rare. 
Wisdom  is  nie,  Ixirenso !  wit  aboonds ; 
Psssiofi  can  give  it ;  sometimes  wme  inspires 
The  lucky  flash ;  and  madness  mrely  fails. 
Whatersr  cause  the  spirit  strongly  stirs, 
Confers  the  bays,  and  rinds  thy  renown. 
For  thy  renown,  *t  were  well,  was  this  the  wont; 
Chance  often  hits  it ;  and,  to  pique  the  roort^ 
See  did$setSf  blundering  on  Tirndties, 
Shakes  her  sage  head  at  the  calamity, 
Which  has  eipos'd,  and  let  her  down  to  thecb 
But  wttiiDas*  Bweful  wisdom!  which  inspects. 
Discerns,  compares,  weighs,  separates,  infers, 
Seises  the  right,  and  holdi  it  to  the  last; 
How  rare !  in  senates,  synods,  sought  in  tain ; 
Or,  if  there  found,  *t  is  sacred  to  the^^ ; 
AVhile  e  lewd  prostitute  to  multitudes. 
Frequent,  as  fatal,  wit:  in  dril life^ 
tnt  makes  an  enterpriser ;  smse,  a  man. 
Wit  hates  authority ;  commotion  lores, 
And  thinks  herself  tlie  lightning  of  the  storm. 
In  states,  *t  is  dangerous ;  in  reHgionf  death : 
ShaU  wit  turn  Chnstian,  when  the  dull  heimef 
Sense  is  our  helmet,  wit  is  but  the  plume ; 
The  plume  exposes,  't  is  our  helmet  sares. 
Sense  is  the  diamond,  weighty,  solid*  sound.; 
When  cut  by  wit,  it  casts  a  brighter  beam ; 
Tet,  wii  apart,  it  is  a  diamond  stiU. 
Wit,  widow*d  of  good  sense,  is  worse  than  nought ; 
It  hoists  more  soil  to  run  against  a  rock. 
Thus,  a  Aoj^-Cbesterfield  is  quite  a  fool ; 
Whom  dtUl  fools  scorn,  and  Mess  their  want  of  wit. 

How  ruinous  the  rock  I  warn  tliee,  shun, 
Where  Syrens  at,  to  sing  thee  to  thy  fate  I 
A  Joy,  in  which  our  reason  bears  no  part. 
Is  but  a  sorrow  tickling,  ere  it  stings. 
Let  not  the  cooings  of  the  world  tJlure  thee ; 
Whidi  of  her  lorers  ever  found  her  true  ? 
Happy  I  of  tlus  had  world  who  little  know :  ^ 
And  yet,  we  much  must  know  her,  to  be  s^. 
To  Jhiois  the  world,  not  Une  her,  is  thy  point ; 
She  gires  but  little,  nor  that  little,  long. 
There  is,  I  grant,  a  triumph  of  the  pidse ; 
A  dance  of  ^rits,  a  mere  froth  of  joy ; 
Our  tkou(^kitleu  ag^tation*%  idle  child. 
That  maqties  high,  that  sparkles  and  expires, 
Leaving  the  soul  moie  vapid  than  before. 
An  animal  ovation !  such  as  holds 
No  commerce  with  our  reason,  but  subsists 
On  juices,  through    the    wdUton'd  tubes,    well 

strain'd; 
A  nice  machine  1  scarce  ever  tun*d  aright ; 
And  when  it  jars*- thy  Syrens  sing  no  more, 
Thy  dance  is  done ;  the  demi-god  is  thrown 
(Short  apotheosis!)  beneath  tlw  man. 
In  coward  gloom  immers'd,  or  fell  despair. 

Art  thou  yet  ditU  enough  despair  to  dread« 
And  startle  at  dcatn»ction  ?    If  thou  art. 
Accept  a  buckler,  tiSu  it  to  the  field; 


(A  field  of  battle  it  this  noftal  Ufe  I) 
When  danger  threatens,  lay  it  on  thy  heart ; 
A  single  seotence  proof  against  the  world  / 
"  Soul,  body,  fortune  I  every  good  pertain 
To  one  of  these ;  but  prise  not  all  alike ; 
The  goods  of  fortune  to  the  body's  healUi, 
Body  to  soul,  and  soul  submit  to  God." 
Wouldst  thou  build  lasting  happiness  ?     Do  tiu's ; 
The  invert'd  pyramid  can  never  stand. 

Is  this  tru^  doubtful  ?     It  outshines  the  Sun ; 
Nay  the  Sun  shines  not,  but  to  show  us  this. 
Hie  single  lesson  of  mankind  on  Earth. 
And  yet— yet  what?—  No  news !  mankind  is  mt 
Such  mighty  numbers  list  against  the  right, 
( And  what  can't  numbers,  when  bewitch'd,  achiei 
They  talk  themselves  to  something  like  belief, 
Hiat  all  Earth's  joys  are  theirs :  as  Athens*  foo' 
Grinn'd  from  the  port,  on  every  sail  his  own. 

They  grin ;  but  wherefore  ?  and  how  lonf 
laugh? 
Half  ignorance,  their  mirth  ;  and  half,  a  lie ; 
To  cheat  the  world,   and  cheat  themselves,  ua.7 

smile.  • 

Hard  either  task  !     The  most  abandon'd  own. 
That  others,  if  abandon'd,  are  undone : 
Then  for  themsdves,  the  moment  reason  wake^ 
(And  Phnridence  denies  it  long  repose,) 
O  how  laborious  is  their  gaiety ! 
They  scarce  can  swallow  their  ebullient  spleen, 
Scaroe  muster  patience  to  suf^KMt  the  hrce. 
And  pump  sad  laughter  till  the  curtain  falls. 
Scarce,  did  I  say  ?     Some  cannot  sit  it  out ; 
Oh  their  own  daring  hands  the  curtain  draw, 
And  show  us  what  their  joy,  by  their  despair. 

The  dotted  hair !  gor'd  breast  I  blaspheming  eye ! 
Its  impious  fury  still  alive  in  death  I 
Shut,  shut  the  shocking  scene. — But  Heaven  denies 
A  cover  to  such  guilt ;  and  so  should  man. 
Look  round,  Lorenso !  see  the  reeking  blade, 
Th*  enveuom'd  phial,  and  the  fatal  ball ; 
The  strangling  cord,  and  suffocating  stream ; 
The  loathsome  rottenness,  and  foul  decays 
From  raging  riot  (slower  suiddes !) 
And  pride  in  these,  more  execrable  stUl  \ 
How  horrid  all  to  thought ! — But  horroura,  these, 
Tliat  vouch  the  truth ;  and  aid  my  feeble  song. 
Yrom  vice,  sense,  fancy,  no  man  can  be  blest : 
Bliss  is  too  great,  to  lodge  within  an  hour : 
When  an  immortal  bdng  aims  at  bliss, 
Duration  is  essential  to  Uie  name. 
O  for  a  joy  from  reasani  joy  from  that, 
Which  nuJLes  man  man  ;  and,  exerds'd  aright, 
Will  make  him  mare :  a  bounteous  joy  !  that  givea. 
And  promises ;  that  weaves,  with  art  divine. 
The  ridiest  prospect  into  present  peace : 
A  joy  ambitious  f  Joy  m  common  held 
With  thrones  ethereal,  and  their  greater  fkr ; 
A  joy  high-privileg'd  fhun  chance,  time,  death ! 
A  joy,  which  death  shall  doMa,  judgment  crown! 
Crown'd  higher,  and  still  higher,  at  each  stage. 
Through  blest  eternity's  long  day :  yet  still. 
Not  more  remote  from  sorrow,  than  from  Atm, 
Whose  lavish  hand,  whose  love  stupendous,  poura 
So  much  of  Ddty  on  guilty  dust. 
T%ere,  O  my  Luda !  may  I  meet  thee  dicre, 
Where  not  thy  presence  can  improve  my  bliss ! 

Aflfkcts  not  this  the  sages  of  the  worldf 
Ckn  nought  t^ect  them,  but  what  fools  them  too  ? 
Eternity,  depending  on  an  hour,  [praise. 

Makes  serious  thought  roan's   wisdofu*   j<7»  *^ 
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Nor  need  yoa  blnth  (though  tomethiiM  jour  de- 
signs 
Mmy  shun  the  light)  at  your  desgna  on  HesTcn : 
Sole  point !  whm  ooer-JfoMMvl  is  your  bhnne. 
Are  you  not  tpuef  -—You  know  you  are :  yet  hew 
One  truth,  amid  your  numerous  schemes,  mislaid, 
Or  civerlook*d,  or  thrown  aside,  if  seen ; 
"  Our  schemes  to  pkn  by  this  world,  or  the  next. 
Is  the  sole  diflference  between  wise  and  fooL** 
All  worthy  men  will  weigh  you  in  this  scale ; 
What  wonder  then,  if  they  pronounce  you  i^ht  f 
Is  their  esteem  alone  not  worth  your  care? 
Accept  my  simple  scheme,  of  common  tense ;  [own. 
Thus,  sa^e  your  fame,  and  make  two  worlds  your 

The  world  repliet  not ;  — but  the  worid  penutsj 
And  puts  the  cause  off  to  the  longest  day. 
Planning  evasions  for  the  day  of  doom. 
So  far,  at  that  re-Jiearing,  from  redress. 
They  then  turn  witnesses  against  themaelTea : 
Hear  that,  Lorenio !  nor  be  wise  to-morrow. 
Haste,  haste !  A  man,  by  nature,  is  in  haste ; 
For  who  shall  answer  for  another  hour  ? 
'T  is  highly  prudent,  to  make  one  sure  friend  ; 
And  that  thou  canst  not  do^  this  side  the  skies. 

Ye  sons  of  EUurth !  (nor  wHUng  to  be  more !) 
Since  tferse  you  think  fit»i  priestoraft  somewhat  free^ 
Hius,  in  an  age  so  gay,  the  Muse  plain  truths 
(TVuthfl^  which,  at  diurch,  you  might  ha^  heard  in 

prose) 
Has  Tentur*d  into  light ;  well-pleas*d  the  Terse 
Should  be  forgot,  if  you  the  truths  retain : 
And  crown  ha  with  your  welfare,  not  your  praiaa 
But  praise  she  need  not  fear :  I  see  my  &te ; 
And  headlong  leap,  like  Curtius,  down  the  gulf. 
Since  many  an  ample  tfolume,  mighty  tom£f 
Must  die  ;  and  die  unwept ;  O  thou  minute^ 
Devoted  pag^  /  go  forth  among  thy  foes ; 
Go  nobly  proud  of  martyrdom  for  truth. 
And  die  a  double  death :  mankind,  incens*d, 
Denies  thee  long  to  live :  nor  shalt  thou  rest 
When  thou  art  dead ;  in  Stygian  shades  arraign'd 
By  Lucifer,  as  traitor  to  his  throne. 
And  bold  blasphemer  of  his  friend  —the  world ; 
Hie  world,  whose  legions  cost  him  slender  pay. 
And  volunteers  arounid  his  banner  swarm ; 
Brudent,  as  Prussia,  in  her  teal  for  Gaul ! 

«  Are  all,  then,  fools?"  Lorenxo  cries— Yea,  all. 
But  such  as  hold  this  doctrine  (new  to  thee)  ; 
**  The  mother  of  true  wisdom  is  the  toitf  ;'* 
The  noblest  intellect,  a  fool  without  it. 
World-wisdom  much  has  done,  and  more  may  do. 
In  arts  and  sciences,  in  wan  and  peace ; 
But  art  and  science,  like  thy  wealth,  will  leave  thee^ 
And  make  thee  twice  a  beggar  at  thy  death. 
TAii  is  the  most  indulgence  can  affoxd  ;— 
**  Thy  wisdom  all  can  do,  but -^  make  thee  wee* 
Nor  think  this  censure  is  severe  on  thee : 
Satan,  thy  master,  I  dare  call  a  dunce. 
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»—  Fatis  contraria  hstm,  rependcns.  —  Vi a& 

As  vrhen  a  traveller,  a  long  day  past 
In  painful  search  of  what  he  osnnot  find. 
At  night's  ^iproach,  content  with  the  nest  eol^ 
There  ruminates,  awhile,  his  labour  loat ; 
Then  cheers  his  heart  vrith  what  his  &fte  aflovd^ 
And  chants  his  sonnet  to  daocive  ilie 
Till  the  due  season  calla  hhn  to  repoai 
Thus  I,  loog-travell*d  In  the  ways  of 
And  dancing,  with  the  rest,  the  giddy 
Where  iltsarpomlmail  smUes  at  Adpe*s 
Wam*d  by  the  languor  of  life's  evemng  raj. 
At  length  have  hous'd  me  in  an  humble  abed  ; 
Where,  fiiture  wandering  baniah'd  fran  my  tboogfa^ 
And  waiting,  patient,  the  sweet  hour  of  real, 
I  chase  tfie  moments  with  a  serious  song. 
Song  soothes  our  pains ;  and  age  has  pains  to  aooiha. 
Whev  age^  care,  crime,  and  fncnda  cmfarac'd  si 
heart,  [shade, 

Tom  from  my  bleeding  breast,  and  dmik'%  dark 
Which  hovers  o*er  me,  quench  tii*  ethereal  6re ; 
Canst  thou,  0  Night  I  indulge  one  labour  more  ? 
One  labour  more  indulge !  then  sleep,  my  straia  \ 
Till,  haply,  wak'd  by  Raphaers  golden  lyr^ 
Where  night,  death,  age,  care,  crime^  and 


To  bear  a  part  in  everlasting  lays ; 
Though  far,  far  higher  set,  in  aim,  I  trust, 
Symphonious  to  tlus  humble  prelude  kett. 

Has  not  the  Muse  asserted  jtieaeures  fmre^ 
Like  those  above;  exploding  other  joys  r 
Weigh  what  was  urg'd,  Lorenio !  hdriy  wci^h  ; 
And  tell  me,  hast  thou  cause  to  triumph  still  ? 
I  think,  thou  wilt  fbibear  a  boast  so  bold. 
But  if,  beneath  the  favour  of  mistake. 
Thy  smile  's  sincere ;  not  more  sincere  can  be 
tdxeoMo'*  smile,  than  mj  compassion  for  faim. 
The  sick  in  body  call  for  aid ;  the  sick 
In  mind  are  covetous  of  more  diseaae ; 
And  when  at  worst,  they  dream  themselTca  quite  aiefi. 
To  know  ourselves  diseaa'd,  u  half  our  curcu 
Whea  fuUure't  blush  by  custom  is  wip*d  ofl^ 
And  conscience,  deaden*d  by  repeated  stroke^ 
Has  into  manners  naturalia'd  our  criaiei; 
The  curse  of  cuncs  is,  our  curse  to  love; 
To  triumph  in  the  blackness  of  our  guilty 
(As  Indians  glory  in  the  deepest  jet,) 
And  throw  alide  our  senses  with  our  pence. 

But  grant  no  guilt,  no  shame,  no  least  alloy; 
Grant  joy  and  glory  quite  unsully'd  dione  ; 
Yet,  still,  it  ill  deserves  Ix>renso*s  heart. 
No/uy,  no  glory,  glitten  in  tliy  sight. 
But,  tlirougli  the  thin  partition  of  an  hour, 
I  see  its  sal>lcs  wove  by  destiny  / 
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nd  tkai  in  iorrow  buried ;  f  A»,  in  ahame  ; 
Hiile  homllngjuriet  tingibe  doleful  knell ; 
nd  corudence,  now  so  soft  thou  Marce  canst  hear 
[er  whisper,  echoes  her  eternal  peal. 

Where,  the  prime  actors  oi  the  last  year's  scene ; 
heir  port  so  proud,  their  buskin,  and  their  plume  ? 
low  many  tlup,  who  kept  the  world  awake 
lith  lustre^  and  with  noise!  Kaslkatk  proclaim*d 
i  truce,  and  hung  his  sated  lance  on  high  ? 
r  b  brandish'd  rtill ;  nor  shall  the  pment  year 
Ke  more  tenacious  of  her  human  leaf, 
>t  spread  of  feeble  life  a  thinner  fall.     ' 

But  needless  monumertis  to  wake  the  thought ; 
Jfe*s  gayea  scenes  speak  man's  mortality, 
liougfa  in  a  s^le  more  florid,  full  as  plain, 
ks  mausoleunUf  puramidSf  and  tombt. 
VhmX  are  our  noblest  omamentai,  but  deaths 
um*d  flatteren  of  life,  in  paint  or  marble, 
lie  weli-staiu'd  canTasa,  or  the featur'd  stone? 
hur  fathers  grace,  or  radier  haunt,  the  scene. 
by  peoplca  her  pavilion  from  the  dead. 

**  Frtfat  dhoerwna  !  —cannot  these  escape?*'— 
*ar  from  it :  these  present  us  with  a  shroud ; 
knd  talk  of  deatiL,  Uke  garlands  o'er  a  grave. 
Ls  some  bold  plunderers,  forbury'd  wealthy 
Ve  ransack  tombs  Uxpattimei  from  the  duat 
^1  up  the  sleeping  hero ;  bid  him  tread 
lie  scene  for  our  amusement :  how  like  gods 
V^e  sat ;  and,  wrapt  in  immortality, 
bed  generous  tears  on  wretches  bcHn  to  die ; 
TAWr  fitte  deploring',  to  forget  our  own  / 
Vliat  all  the  pomps  and  triumphs  of  our  lives, 
$ttt  legacies  in  blossom  ?  Our  lean  soil, 
[^Qxuriant  grown,  and  rank  in  vanities, 
"'rom  frienoi  interr'd  beneath,  a  rich  manure .' 
^ike  other  worms,  we  banquet  on  the  dead ; 
Like  other  worms,  shall  we  crawl  on,  nor  know 
[>ur  present  frailties,  or  approaching  ftte? 

Lorenso !  such  the  glories  of  the  world ! 
WYml  H  the  world  itself?  Thy  workl  — a  gtave. 
MTbere  u  the  dust  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 
rhe  spade,  the  plough,  disturb  our  anoestars ; 
Prom  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread. 
The  globe  around  Earth's  hollow  surfiuse  shakes, 
And  is  the  ceiling  of  her  sleeping  sons. 
O'er  devastation  we  blind  revels  keep ; 
Whole  bury'd  towns  support  the  dancer's  heel. 
The  maitt  of  human  frame  the  Sun  exhales ; 
Winds  scatter  through  the  mighty  void  the  dry ; 
Earth  reposseses  part  of  what  she  gave^ 
And  the  freed  spirit  mounts  on  wmgs  of  fire ; 
Each  element  partakes  our  scatter'd  spoils ; 
As  Nature,  wide,  our  ruins  spread :  man's  death 
Inhabits  all  things,  but  the  thought  of  man. 

Nor  man  alone ;  his  breathing  bust  expires. 
His  tomb  is  mortal ;  empires  die :  where  now 
The  Roman  ?  Greek  ?  they  stalk,  an  empty  name ! 
Yet  few  regard  them  in  this  useful  light ; 
Thott|^  halif  our  learning  is  thar  epitaph. 
When  down  thy  vale,  unlock'd  by  midnight  thought, 
IW  loves  to  wander  in  thy  sunless  realms, 
O  Death  !  I  stretch  my  view  ;  what  visions  rise ) 
What  triumphs !  toils  imperial !  arts  divine ! 
In  withcr'd  laurels  glide  before  my  sight ! 
What  lengths  of  for^ifom'd  ages,  billow'd  high 
With  human  agitation,  roll  along 
In  nnsnhstantial  images  of  air ! 
The  melancholy  ghosts  of  dead  renown. 
Whispering  front  echoes  of  the  world's  applause^ 
With  penitential  aspect,  aa  they  pass, 


All  point  at  Earth,  and  bias  at  human  pride, 

The  wisdom  of  the  toiir,  and  prancings  of  the  greor. 

But,  O  Lorenso !  hx  the  rest  above. 
Of  ghastly  nature,  and  enormous  siie, 
One  form  assaults  my  sight,  and  chills  ray  blood. 
And  shakes  my  frame.     Of  ome  departed  world 
I  see  the  mighty  shadow :  oosy  wreath 
And  dismal  sea-weed  crown  her ;  o*vx  her  urn 
Reclin'd,  she  weeps  her  desolated  realms. 
And  bloated  sons ;  and,  weeping,  prophesies 
jinother*B  dissolution,  soon,  in  flames. 
But,  like  Cassandra,  prophesies  in  vain ; 
In  vain,  to  many ;  not,  I  trust,  to  thee. 

For,  know'st  thou  not,  or  art  thou  loth  to  know, 
Tlie  great  decree,  the  counsel  of  the  skies  ? 
Dduge  and  conflagraHonj  dreadful  powers ! 
Prime  ministers  cMf  vengeance  !  chain  *d  in  caves 
Distinct,  apart  the  giant  furies  roar ; 
Apart ;  or,  such  thdr  horrid  rage  for  ruin. 
In  mutual  conflict  would  they  rise,  and  wage 
Eternal  war,  till  one  was  quite  devour'd. 
But  not  for  thit  ordain'd  their  boundless  rage ; 
When  Heaven's  inferior  instruments  of  wrath, 
WaTfJamine,  pestUence,  are  found  too  weak 
To  scouige  a  world  for  her  enormous  crimes, 
l%ete  are  let  loose,  alternate :  down  they  rush. 
Swift  and  tempestuous,  from  th'  eternal  throne^ 
With  irresistible  commission  arm'd, 
The  world,  in  vain  corrected,  to  destroy. 
And  ease  creation  of  the  shocking  scene. 

See'st  thou,  Lorenio !  what  dqiends  on  man  ? 
The  fate  of  Nature ;  •*/»•  man,  her  inrth. 
Earth\  acton  change  fiarth's  transitory  scenes. 
And  make  creation  groan  with  human  guilt 
How  must  it  groan,  in  a  new  deluge  whelm'd. 
But  not  of  waters !  at  the  destin'd  hour. 
By  the  loud  trumpet  summon'd  to  the  charge, 
See,  all  the  formidable  sons  of  fire. 
Eruptions,  earthquakes^  comets,  lightnings,  play 
Their  various  engines ;  all  at  once  disgorge 
Tlieir  blazing  magasines ;  and  take,  by  storm, 
This  poor  terrestrial  citadel  of  man* 

Amasing  period !  when  each  mountain-height 
Out-bums  Vesurius ;  rocks  eternal  pour 
Their  melted  mass,  as  rivers  once  they  pour'd ; 
Stars  rush ;  and  final  ruin  fiercely  drives 
Her  ploughshare  o'er  creation !  —  while  aloft. 
More  than  astonishment !  if  more  can  be ! 
Far  other ^/Srmani^ni  than  e'er  was  seen. 
Than  e'er  was  thought  by  man !  far  other  jfart/ 
Stars  animate,  that  govern  these  of  fire; 
Far  other  tun  /  —  A  sun,  O  how  unlike 
The  babe  at  Bethlem  !  how  unlike  the  man 
That  groan*d  on  Calvary }  —  Yet  Ar  it  is ; 
That  Man  of  Sorrows !  Ohowchang'd!  what  pomp! 
In  grandeur  terrible,  all  Heaven  descends ! 
And  gods,  ambitious,  triumph  in  his  trai& 
A  BwUt  archangel,  with  his  golden  win^. 
As  blots  and  clouds,  that  durken  and  disgrace 
Tlie  Bcene  dirine,  aweeps  stars  and  suns  aside. 
And  now,  all  dross  remov'd.  Heaven's  own  pure  day. 
Full  on  the  confines  of  our  ether,  flames. 
While  (draadfiil  oontraat !  >  far,  how  for  beneath ! 
Hell,  bursting,  belches  forth  her  biasing  aeas, 
And  storms  mdphureous ;  her  vorscious  jaws 
Expanding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  prey. 
Lorenso !  welcome  to  this  scene ;  the  last 
In  Nature's  course ;  the  first  in  wisdom's  thought. 
7^  atrikea,  if  aught  can  atrike  thee ;  Mas  awakes 
The  moat  supine ;  tkk  anatcbes  roan  frum  death. 
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Ri>use,  rouse,  Lorenzo,  tben,  and  follow  me^ 
Where  truth,  thenxwt  momentous  man  can  bear, 
Loud  calb  my  soul,  and  ardour  wings  her  flight 
I  find  my  inspirstion  in  my  theme ; 
The  grandeur  of  my  subject  is  my  Muse^ 

At  midnig^,  when  mankind  is  wrapt  in  peace, 
And  worldly yoncy  feeds  on  golden  dreams ; 
To  give  more  dread  to  man's  most  dreadful  hour, 
At  midnight,  't  is  presumed  this  pomp  will  bunt 
From  tenfold  daricness ;  sudden  as  the  spaiic 
From  smitten  steel ;  from  nitrous  grain,  the  blaae. 
Man,  starting  from  his  couch,  shall  sleep  no  more ! 
The  day  is  broke,  whidi  never  more  shdl  dose ! 
Above,  around,  beneath,  amazement  all ! 
Terrour  and  glory  join*d  in  their  extremes ! 
Oiu*  God  in  grandeur,  and  our  vwid  on  fire ! 
All  Nature  struggling  in  the  pangs  of  death ! 
Dost  thou  not  hear  her  ?  Dost  thou  not  deplore 
Her  strong  convulsions,  and  her  final  groan  ? 
Where  are  we  now  f  Ah  me !  the  ground  is  gone 
On  which  we  stood :   Lorenzo !  while  thou  may*at. 
Provide  more  firm  support,  or  sink  for  ever!    [late ! 
Where?  How?  F^txn  whence?  Vain  hope!  itistoo 
Where,  where,  for  shelter,  shall  the  guil^  fly. 
When  consternation  turns  the  gwid  man  pale  ? 

Great  day  !  for  which  all  other  days  were  made ; 
For  which  Earth  rose  from  cAcuis,  man  from  Eofih  ; 
And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  Gods, 
Descended  on  poor  earth-created  man ! 
Great  day  of  dread,  decision,  and  despair  I 
At  dioa^t  of  thee,  each  sublunary  wish 
Lets  go  its  eager  grutp,  and  drops  the  world ; 
And  catdies  at  each  reed  of  hope  in  Heaven. 
At  thought  of  thee !  — and  art  thou  ab$ent  dien? 
Lorenzo !  no ;  't  is  here ;  it  is  begun  ^  — 
Already  is  b^un  the  grand  assize. 
In  thee,  in  all :  deputed  conscience  scales 
The  dread  tribunal,  and  forestalls  our  doom ; 
Forestalls  ;  and,  by  forestalling,  proves  it  ture. 
Why  on  himself  should  man  void  judgment  pass  ? 
Is  idle  Nature  laughing  at  her  sons  ? 
Who  conscitnce  sent,  her  sentence  will  support 
And  God  above  assert  that  god  in  man. 
llirice  happy  they  !  that  enter  now  the  court 
Heaven  opens  in  their  bosoms :  but,  how  rare, 
Ah  me  !  that  magnanimity,  how  rare ! 
What  hero,  like  the  man  who  stands  Inmself ; 
Who  dares  to  meet  his  naked  heart  alone ; 
Who  hears  intrepid,  the  full  diarge  it  brings, 
Resolv*d  to  silence  future  murmurs  there  ? 
The  coward  flies ;  and,  flying,  is  undone. 
(Art  thou  a  coward ?  No :)  the  coward  flies ; 
Uliinks,  but  thinks  slightly ;  asks,  but  fears  to  Anow; 
Asks,  <«  What  is  truth  r*  with  Pilate;  and  retires; 
Dissolves  the  court,  and  mingles  with  tlie  throng ; 
Asylum  sad !  from  reason,  hope,  and  Heaven ! 

Shall  all,  but  man,  look  out  with  ardent  eye. 
For  that  great  day,  which  was  ordain'dybr  man? 
O  day  of  consummation !  mark  supreme 
(If  men  are  wise)  of  human  thought !  nor  leas^ 
Or  in  the  sight  of  angels,  or  their  King  > 
jingels,  whose  radiant  circles,  height  o'er  height. 
Order  o'er  order,  rising,  blaze  o'er  blaze, 
As  in  a  theatre,  surround  this  scene. 
Intent  on  man,  and  anxious  for  his  fate. 
Angels  look  out  for  thee ;  for  thee,  their  Lord, 
To  vindicate  his  glory  ;  and  for  thee, 
Creation  universal  calls  aloud. 
To  di^involve  the  moral  WM'ld,  and  give 
To  Nature* s  renovation  brighter  charms. 
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Shall  man  ahme^  wfaoae  firte,  whose Jlfiar  late. 
Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  bis  tlMJo^it 
I  think  of  nothing  else;  I  see  !   Ifeelit! 
All  Nature,  like  an  earthquake,  trembling  iwind 
All  deities,  like  sununer's  swarma,  on  wing  > 
All  basking  in  the  full  meridian  Maze ! 
I  see  the  Judge  enthron'd !  the  flaming  govd! 
The  volume  open'd !  <^ien'd  every  heart ! 
A  sun-beam  pointing  out  each  secret  tboogfaft; 
No  patron !  intercessor  none !  now  past 
The  sweet,  the  clement,  mediatorial  hour! 
For  guilt  no  plea!  to  pain,  no  pause !  no 
Inexond>le,  all !  and  all,  extreme ! 

Nor  man  alone;  the  foe  of  God  and 
FVom  his  dark  den,  blaspheming,  diacs  iua 
And  rean  his  braaen  front,  with  thunder 
Receives  his  sentence,  and  begins  fab  heU. 
All  vengeance  past,  now,  seema  abundant 
Like  meteon  in  a  stormy  sky,  how  roll 
His  baleful  eyes;  he  cuma  whom  he  dreads; 
And  deems  it  the  fint  moment  of  his  &IL 

'  T  is /irram/ to  my  thought! — and  yet  ahin 
Angds  can't  tell  me ;  angels  cannot  gua$ 
The  period ;  from  emied  beings  lock'd 
In  darkness.     But  the  process,  and  the  place. 
Are  less  obscure ;  for  these  may  man  faiquirew 
Say,  thou  great  close  of  human  hopes  and  lean  J 
Great  key  of  hearts !  great  finisher  of  fates  ! 
Great  end !  and  great  beginning !  say,  Whciv 

thou? 
Art  thou  in  time,  or  in  eternity  f 
Nor  in  eternity,  nor  time,  I  find  tbecu 
These,  as  two  monarchs,  on  their  borden 
(Mpnarchs  of  all  elaps'd,  or  unarriv'd !) 
As  in  debate,  how  best  their  ^wers  ally'd. 
May  swell  the  grandeur,  or  discharge  the 
Of  him,  whom  both  their  monarchies  obey. 

Time,  this  vast  fabric  for  him  built  (and 
With  him  to  fall)  now  bursting  o'er  his  head  ; 
His  lamp,  the  Sun,  extinguish'd ;  from  bcncadi 
The  frown  of  hideous  darkness,  calls  his  aotis 
From  their  long  slumber!  from  Earth's 

womb. 
To  second  birth  I  contemporary  throng  ! 
Rous'd  at  one  call,  upstarted  from  one  bed* 
Prest  in  one  crowd,  appall'd  with  one  amaae. 
He  turns  them  o'er.  Eternity  /  to  thee, 
Hien  (as  a  king  depos'd  disdains  to  live) 
He  falls  on  his  own  scythe ;  nor  falls  aUmes 
His  greatest  foe  falls  with  liim  ;  Time,  and  be 
Who  murde'r'd  all  Time's  offspring,  Death, 

Time  was  !  Eternity  now  reigns  alone ! 
Awdul  eternity  !  offended  queen  ! 
And  her  resentment  to  mankind,  how  just ! 
With  kind  intent,  soliciting  access. 
How  of^n  has  she  knock'd  at  human  hcaita  ! 
Rich  to  repay  their  hospitality. 
How  often  oJl'd  !  and  with  the  voice  of  God.i 
Tet  bore  repulse,  excluded  as  a  cheat ! 
A  dream !  vrbSA&  foulest  foes  found  wclcone 
A  dream,  a  cheat,  now,  all  things,  but  her 

For,  lo !  her  twice  ten  thousand  gates  thrown 
As  thrice  from  Indus  to  the  froaen  Pole, 
With  banners  streaming  as  the  comef  *s  Uaae, 
And  clarions,  louder  than  the  deejt  in  stormy 
Sonorous  as  immortal  breath  can  blow. 
Pour  forth  their  myriads,  potentates,  and  powcti, 
Of  light,  of  darkness;  in  a  middle  field. 
Wide,  as  creation  !  populous,  as  wide ! 
A  neutral  region !  there  to  mark  tb'  event 
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Of  that  great  drama,  whose  preceding  leenef 
Detain  *d  them  dose  ipectaton^  through  a  length 
Of  ages,  ripening  to  this  grand  mult; 
Ages  as  yet  unnumber'd,  but  by  God ; 
Who  now  pronouncing  aentenoe,  vindicates 
The  rights  of  virtue,  and  his  own  renown. 

Eternity,  the  various  sentence  past. 
Assigns  the  aever*d  throng  distinct  abodes. 
Sulphureous,  or  ambrosial :  what  ensues? 
The  deed  predominant !  the  deed  of  deeds ! 
Which  makes  a  Hell  of  HeU,  a  Heaven  of  Heaven. 
The  goddess,  with  detennin'd  aspect,  turns 
Her  adamantine  key's  enonnous  sise 
Through  destiny's  inextricable  wards. 
Deep  driving  every  bolt,  on  both  their  fates. 
Then,  ftom  the  crystal  battlements  of  Heaven, 
Down,  down,  she  hurls  it  through  the  dark  profound, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  firthom ;  there  to  rust. 
And  ne*er  unlock  her  resolution  more. 
The  deep  resounds;    and   HeU,  through  all  her 

glooms, 
Rrtaims,  in  groans,  the  melancholy  roar. 

O  how  unlike  the  chorus  of  the  skies ! 
O  how  unlike  those  shouts  of  joy,  that  shake 
The  whole  ethereal  I  How  the  concave  rings ! 
Nor  strange !  when  deities  tibeir  voice  exalt ; 
And  louder  lar,  than  when  erea^on  rose. 
To  see  ereatiotCn  godlike  aim,  and  end. 
So  well  accompliah'd !  so  divinely  cloa'd  \ 
To  sea  the  mighty  dnmaHti*^  last  act 
(As  meet)  in  glory  rising  o'er  the  rest 
No  fisncy'd  god,  a  god  indeedf  descends, 
To  solve  all  knots  ;  to  strike  the  mortd  home ; 
To  throw  full  day  on  diukest  scenes  of  time ; 
To  clear,  commend,  exalt,  and  crown  the  whole. 
Hence,  in  one  peal  of  loud,  eternal  praise, 
The  cliaim'd  spectators  thunder  their  applause  f 
And  the  vast  void  beyond,  applause  resounds. 

WkattMenam  /.^— - 

Amidst  applauding  worlds^ 
And  worids  celestia],  b  there  found  on  Evth, 
A  peevish,  dissonant,  rebellious  string, 
WUch  jars  on  the  grand  chorus,  and  eompiams  f 
Censure  on  thee^  Lorenso !  I  suspend, 
And  turn  it  on  myse^i  how  greatly  due ! 
All,  all  M  right,  by  God  ordain *d  or  done ; 
And  who,  but  God,  resumed  the  friends  he  gave? 
And  have  I  been  compUnningf  then,  so  long  ? 
OnmpUrimmg  of  his /favourt,  pain,  and  death  f 
Who,  without  pain^M  advice,  would  e'er  be  good  ? 
Who,  without  death,  but  would  be  good  in  vain  ? 
I^in  is  to  save  ftom  pain ;  all  punidiment. 
To  make  lor  peace  ;  and  death  to  save  fhrni  death; 
And  second  death,  to  guard  immortal  life ; 
To  rouse  the  careless,  the  presumptuous  awe, 
And  turn  the  tide  of  souls  another  way ; 
By  the  same  tenderness  divine  ordain'd, 
That  planted  Eden,  and  higb-bloom'd  for  man 
A  fairer  Eden,  endless,  in  the  skies. 

Heaven  gives  us  friends  to  bless  the  present  scene ; 
Resumes  them,  to  prepara  us  for  the  next. 
All  evils  natwnd  are  morai  goods ; 
All  discipline,  indulgence,  on  the  whole. 
None  are  unhappy  :  att  have  cause  to  smile, 
But  such  as  to  themselves  that  cause  deny. 
Our^/hn/Ct  are  at  the  bottom  of  our  pains  s 
Errour,  in  acts,  w  Judgment,  is  the  source 
Of  endless  sighs :  we  sin,  or  we  mistake ; 
And  Nature  taoL,  when  fidse  optnisfi  stings. 
Let  impiotts  grief  be  banirii'd,  joy  indulg'd ; 


But  chiefly  then,  when  grief  puts  in  her  claim, 
Joy  fhim  the  joyoM,  frequently  betrays, 
Oft  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in  woe. 
Joy,  amidst  ills,  corroborates,  exalts ; 
*T  is  joy,  and  oonoucst ;  joy,  and  virtue  toa 
A  noble  fortitude  in  His,  delights 
Heaven,  Earth,  ourselves ;  't  is  duty,  glory,  peace. 
^4ffliction  is  the  good  man's  shining  scene; 
Prosperity  concods  his  brightest  ray ; 
As  night  to  Stan,  looe  lustre  gives  to  man. 
Heroes  in  battle,  pilots  in  the  storm, 
I  And  virtue  in  calamities,  admire; 
The  crown  of  manhood  is  a  winter-joy ; 
An  evergreen,  that  stands  the  northern  blast. 
And  blossoms  in  the  rigour  of  our  fitte. 

*T  is  a  prime  part  of  happiness,  to  know 
How  mudi  unhappiness  must  prove  our  lot ; 
A  part  which  few  possess !  I'll  pay  life's  tax, 
Without  one  rebel  murmur,  from  this  hour. 
Nor  think  it  misery  to  be  a  man; 
Who  thinks  it  is,  shall  never  be  a  God, 
Some  ills  we  wish  for,  when  we  wish  to  live. 

What  spoke  jmmd  passion  f^**  Wish  my  being 
lost  •  ?" 
Resumptuous  I  blasphemous !  absurd !  and  fidse  I 
The  triumph  of  my  soul  is— >  That  I  am ; 
And  therefore  that  I  ffioy  be  —  w^af  /  LoreasoJ 
Look  inward,  and  look  deep ;  and  deeper  still ; 
Unfathomably  deep  our  treasure  runs 
In  golden  veins,  through  all  eternity ! 
"  Ages,  and  ages,  and  succeeding  still 
New  ages,  where  the  phantom  of  an  hour, 
Which  courts,  each  night,  dull  slumber,  for  repair, 
Shall  wake,  and  wonder,  and  exult,  and  praise, 
And  fly  through  infinite,  and  all  unlock ; 
And  (if  dcserv'd)  by  Heaven's  redundant  love, 
Made  half-adorable  itself,  adore ; 
And  find,  in  adoration,  endless  joy  ! 
Where  thou,  not  master  of  a  moment  here, 
FVail  as  the  flower,  and  fleeting  as  the  gale, 
May'st  boast  a  whole  eternity,  enrich'd 
With  all  a  kind  Omnij)otence  can  pour. 
Since  Adam  fell,  no  mortal,  uninspir'd. 
Has  ever  yet  conceiv'd,  or  ever  shall, 
How  kind  is  God,  how  great  (if  good]  is  man. 
No  man  too  largely  fVom  Heaven's  love  can  hopc^ 
If  what  is  hop*d  he  labours  to  secure. 

Ills  ?  •—  there  are  none  :  —  AlUgradous  !    ni^ua 
firom  thee ; 
FVom  man  full  many  *  numerous  is  the  race 
Of  blackest  ills,  and  thos«  immortal  too. 
Begot  by  madneu  on  fair  liberty  ; 
Heaven's  daughter,  Hell-debauch'd !  her  hand  alone 
Unlocks  destruction  to  the  sons  of  men. 
First  barr'd  by  tSwne :  hi|^waU'd  with  adamant. 
Guarded  with  terroun  reaching  to  this  world, 
And  oover'd  #ith  the  thunden  of  thy  law ; 
Whose  threats  are  merdks,  whose  injun^ons,  ffddtSt 
Assisting,  not  restraining,  reason  %  choice ; 
Whose  sanctions,  unawMbU  results 
From  Nature's  course,  indulgently  reveal'd; 
If  unreveal'd,  mora  dangerous,  nor  less  sure. 
Thus,  an  indulgent  father  warns  his  sons, 
<•  Do  this ;  fly  that"  —  nor  always  tells  the  cause ; 
Heas'd  to  reward,  as  duty  to  his  will, 
A  conduct  needfiil  to  their  own  repose. 
Great  God  of  wonders !  (if,  thy  tone  survcy'd. 
Aught  else  the  name  of  wonderful  retains) 
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Mrbat  ft>db  ara  <Aeae»  on  which  to  build  our  trust! 
Thy  ways  admit  no  blemish;  none  I  find ; 
Or  this  alone  —  <*  T^hat  none  is  to  be  found.** 
Not  one,  to  soften  cennare*s  hardy  crime ; 
Not  one,  to  palliate  peevish  grief*9  complaint, 
Who  like  ti  demon,  murmuring  from  the  dust. 
Dares  into  judgment  call  her  Judge.  —  Supreme ! 
For  all  I  bless  thee ;  most,  for  the  tetfere  ; 
Her  *  death  — my  own  at  hand — the  fieiy  gulf. 
That  flaming  bound  of  wrath  omnipotent ! 
It  thunders; — but  it  thunders  to  preserve ; 
It  strengthens  what  it  strikes;  its  wholesome  dread 
Averts  the  dreaded  pain ;  its  hideous  groans 
Join  Heaven's  sweet  hallelujahs  in  thy  praise^ 
Great  source  of  good  aUme  /  How  kmd  in  all ! 
In  vengeance  kind  !  pain,  death,  gehenna,  save. 

Thus,  in  thy  world  material,  Mighty  Mind.' 
Not  that  alone  which  tolace*,  and  shinet. 
The  rovgh  and  gloomy,  challenges  our  praise. 
The  winter  is  as  needlful  as  the  spring ; 
The  thunder,  as  the  Sun ;  a  stagnant  mass 
Of  vapours  breeds  a  pestilential  air ; 
Nor  more  propitious  the  Favonian  breexe 
To  Nature's  health,  than  purifying  storms ; 
Hie  dread  volcano  ministers  to  good. 
Its  smother'd  flames  might  tmdermine  the  world. 
Loud  ^tnas  fulminate  in  love  to  man ; 
Comets  good  omens  are  when  duly  scann*d; 
And,  in  their  use,  ecUpses  learn  to  shine. 

Man  is  responsible  for  iUs  received ; 
Those  we  call  wretched  are  a  chosen  band, 
Compell'd  to  refuge  in  the  right,  for  peace. 
Amid  my  list  of  blessings  infinite. 
Stand  this  the  foremost,  "  That  my  heart  has  hied.** 
*T  is  Heaven's  last  effort  of  good  will  to  man ; 
\Viic>n  pain  can't  bless,  Heaven  quits  us  in  despair. 
Who  fails  to  grieve,  when  just  occasion  calls, 
Or  grieves  too  much,  deserves  not  to  be  blest ; 
Inhuman,  or  effeminate,  his  heart ; 
Reason  absolves  the  grief,  which  reason  ends. 
May  Heaven  ne'er  trust  my  fnend  with  happiness, 
Till  it  has  taught  him  how  to  bear  it  well. 
By  previous  pain ;  and  made  it  safe  to  smik  I 
Such  smiles  are  mine,  and  such  may  they  remain ; 
Nor  haxard  their  extinctions,  from  excess. 
My  change  of  hairt  a  change  of  s(y/^- demands ; 
The  consolation  cancels  the  complaint. 
And  makes  a  convert  of  my  guilty  song. 
And  when  o'erlabour'd,  and  inclin'd  to  breathe, 
A  panting  traveller  some  rising  ground. 
Some  small  ascent,  has  gain'd,  he  turns  him  round, 
And  measiu'es  with  his  eye  the  various  vales, 
The  fields,  woods,  meads,  and  rivers,  he  has  past; 
And,  satiate  of  his  journey,  thinks  of  home, 
Endear'd  by  distance,  nor  affects  more  toil ; 
Hius  I,  though  small,  indeed,  is  that  ascent 
Tlie  Muse  has  gain'd,  review  the  paths  she  trod ; 
Various,  extensive,  beaten  but  by  few ; 
And,  conscious  of  her  prudence  in  repose. 
Pause ;  and  with  pleasure  meditate  an  end. 
Though  still  remote ;  so  fruitful  is  my  theme. 
Titfough  many  a  field  of  moral,  and  divine, 
Tlie  muse  has  stray'd ;  and  much  of  sorrow  seen 
In  human  ways ;  and  much  oi  false  and  vain  ; 
Which  none,  who  travel  this  bad  road,  can  miss. 
O'er  friends  deceas*d  full  heartily  she  wept ; 
Of  love  dkdne  the  wonders  she  display'd ; 
Prov'd  man  immortal ;  show'd  the  source  of  joy ; 


Tlie  grand  tribunal  rats'd ;  assign'd  the  bounds 
Of  human  grief  f  ifi  few,  to  close  the  whole, 
The  moral  Muse  has  sbadow'd  out  a  dcctch. 
Though  not  in  form,  nor  with  a  Raphael-stnkc^ 
Of  most.our  weakness  needs  beUeve,  or  do, 
In  this  our  land  of  travel  and  of  hope^ 
For  peace  on  Earlk,  or  prospect  of  the  sijea 

What  then  remains?  Much!  much!   a  mighty 
debt  tlone: 

To  be  discharg'd:  these  thoughts,  O  Nigfat!  are 
From  thee  they  came,  like  lovers*  secret  sighs, 
While  others  slept.     So  Cynthia  (poets  feign) 
In  shadows  veil'd,  soft  sliding  from  ber  sphere. 
Her  shepherd  cheer'd ;  of  her  enamour'd  leaa, 
Than  I  of  thee.  —  And  art  thou  still  unsung, 
Beneath  whose  brow,  and  by  whose  aid,  I  sing  ? 
Immortal  silence !  where  sbsll  I  b^^n  ? 
Where  end  ?  Or  how  steal  music  from  the 
To  soothe  their  goddess  ? 

O  majestic  Nigbt! 
iVo^rtf's  great  ancestor !  day's  elder4}ora ! 
And  fated  to  survive  the  transient  Sun  ! 
By  mortals,  and  immortals,  seen  with  awe ! 
A  starry  croivn  thy  raven  brow  adorns. 
An  azure  cone,  thy  %vaist ;  clouds,  in  Heaven's  loon 
Wrought  through  varieties  of  thmpe  and  shade. 
In  ample  folds  of  drapery  divine. 
Thy  flowing  mantle  form ;  and  Heaven  througboot* 
Voluminously  pour  thy  pompous  train. 
Thy  gloomy  grandeurs  (Nature**  most  augma^ 
I  Inspiring  aspect  I)  claim  a  grateful  verse ; 
And,  like  a  sable  curtain  starr'd  with  gold. 
Drawn  o*er  my  labours  past,  shall  close  the 

And  what,  O  man  !  so  wcHhy  to  be  sung  ? 
What  more  prepares  us  for  the  scMigs  of  Hi 
Creation,  of  archangels  is  the  theme ! 
Wliat,  to  be  sung,  so  needful  T  What  so  well 
Celestial  joys  prepare  us  to  sustain  ? 
The  soul  of  man,  his  face  design'd  to  see 
•  Who  gave  these  wonders  to  be  seen  by  man. 
Has  here  a  previous  scene  of  objects  grtat. 
On  which  to  dwell ;  to  stretch  to  that 

t  * 

Of  thought,  to  rise  to  that  exalted  hei^it 

Of  admiration,  to  contract  that  awc^ 

And  give  her  whole  capacities  that  strength. 

Which  best  may  qualify  for /Sua/  joy. 

The  more  our  spirits  are  enlarg'd  on  EarA, 

The  deeper  draught  shaU  they  receive  of  Ht 

Heaven's  King!   whose  fape  unveil'd 
mates  bliss; 
Redundant  bliss  !  which  fills  that  mighty  void. 
The  whole  creation  leaves  in  human  beuta ! 
Thou,  who  didst  touch  the  lip  of  Jesse's  son. 
Rapt  in  sweet  contemplation  of  these  fire% 
And  set  his  harp  in  concert  with  the  qihcres  ; 
While  of  thy  works  material  the  supreme 
I  dare  attempt,  assist  my  daring  song : 
Loose  me  from  £arth*s  enclosure,  from  the  Sun** 
Contracted  circle  set  my  heart  at  large ; 
Eliminate  my  spirit,  give  it  range 
Hvough  provinces  of  thought  yet  unexplor'd  ; 
Teach  me  by  this  stupendous  scaffolding. 
Creation's  golden  steps,  to  climb  to  thee. 
Teach  xne  with  art  great  Nature  to  controul. 
And  spread  a  lustre  o'er  the  shades  of  nighL 
Feel  I  thy  kind  assent?  and  shall  the  Sun 
Be  seen  at  midnight,  rising  in  my  scmg  ? 

Lorenso!  come,  and  warm  thee:  thou,  whose  bcait. 
Whose  little  heart,  is  moor'd  within  a  nook 
Of  this  obscure  temstriaL  anchor  weigh. 
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Another  ocean  ctHU,  m'nobUr  port ;  '    ' 
I  am  thj  pilot,  I  thy  pnMpcrous  gale. 
Gainful  thy  voyage  thrauj^  yon  asure  main ; 
Main,  without  tempest,  pirate^  rock,  or  ibore ; 
And  whence  thou  mayit  impart  eternal  wealth ; 
And  leare  to  be^ar^d  minds  the  pearl  and  gold. 
Thy  travels  dost  thou  hoast  o*er  foreign  realms  ? 
TIkni  ttnmger  to  the  world  i  thy  tour  begin ; 
Thy  tour  through  Nature**  uniTerwl  orb. 
Nature  delineates  her  whole  chart  at  large, 
On  soaring  souls,  that  sail  among  the  spheres ; 
And  man  how  purblind,  if  unknown  thie  whole ! 
Who  circles  spacious  Earth,  then  travels  here, 
Shidl  own,  he  never  was  finom  home  before ! 
Come,  my  Prometheus  *,  from  thy  pointed  rock 
Of/aUe  ambition  if  unchained,  we  *11  mount ; 
We  *11,  mnocenily,  steal  celestial  fire. 
And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the  start  i 
A  theft,  that  shall  not  chain,  but  set  thee  five. 

Above  our  atmosphere's  intestine  wars, 
Rain'a  fountain4icad,  the  magazine  of  hail ; 
Above  the  northern  nests  of  feather'd  snows, 
The  brew  of  thunders,  and  the  flaming  forge 
That  forms  the  crooked  lightning  ;  above  the  caves 
Where  infant  tempests  wait  their  growing  wings, 
And  tune  their  tender  voices  to  that  roar, 
Which  soon,  perh^M,  shall  shake  a  guilty  world ; 
Above  misconstrueid  omens  of  the  sky, 
Far-traveird  comets'  calculated  blaze ; 
Elance  thy  thought,  and  think  of  more  than  man. 
Thy  soul,  till  now,  contracted,  wither'd,  shrunk. 
Blighted  by  blasts  of  JSarM's  unwholesome  air. 
Will  blossom  here ;  spread  all  her  faculties 
To  these  bright  ardours  ;  every  power  unfold. 
And  rise  into  sublimities  of  thought. 
Stan  teach,  as  well  as  thine.     At  Nature**  birth, 
Thus  their  commission  ran  —  «  Be  kind  to  man.** 
Wliere  art  thou,  poor  benighted  traveller !         [faiL 
The  Mart  will  light  thee,  though  the  Moon  should 
Where  art  thou,  more  benighted !  more  astray ! 
In  ways  immoral  ?     Tlie  ttart  call  thee  back ; 
And,  if  obey'd  their  counsel,  set  thee  rigliL 

Tliis  prospect  vast,  what  is  it  ?  -«  Weigh'd  aright, 
*T  is  Nature's  S3rstem  of  divinity. 
And  every  student  of  the  lugfu  inspires. 
'T  is  elder  scripture,  writ  by  God's  own  hand ; 
Scripture  authentic  !  uncomipt  by  maiv 
Lorenzo  !  with  my  radiut  (the  rich  gift 
Of  thought  nocturnal !)  I'll  point  out  to  thee 
Its  various  lessons ;  some  that  may  surprise 
An  un-adept  in  mysteries  of  night ; 
Little,  peilmps,  expected  in  her  sclxwl, 
Nor  thought  to  grow  on  planet,  or  on  star. 
Bulls,  lioos,  scorpions,  monsters  here  we  feign ; 
Ouiaehrcs  more  monstrous,  not  to  see  what  here 
Exists  uideetf  ."-^-a  lecture  to  mankind. 

What  read  we  here  f  —  Th*  existence  of  a  God? 
Yes ;  and  of  other  beings,  man  above ; 
Natives  of  ether !  Sons  of  higher  climes ! 
And,  what  may  move  Lorenzo's  wonder  more. 
Eternity  is  written  in  the  skies. 
And  whose  eternity  ? — Lorenzo!  thine ; 
Mankind**  eternity.     Nor  faith  alone. 
Virtue  grows  here ;  here  springs  the  sovereign  cure 
Of  almost  every  vice ;  but  chiefly  thine  g 
Wrath,  pride,  ambition,  and  impure  detire. 

Lorenzo !  thou  canst  wake  at  midnight  too, 
lliougb  not  on  maralt  bent :  ambition,  pUamre  / 

•  Night  the  Eighth.     • 


Those  tynuita  I  for  thee  so  Uitely  *  fought, 
Aflbrd  their  harass'd  slaves  but  slender  rest, 
lliou,  to  whom  midnight  is  immoral  noon. 
And  the  Sun's  noon-tide  blaze,  prime  dawn  of  day; 
Not  by  thy  climate,  but  capricious  crime. 
Commencing  one  of  our  Antipodet  I 
In  thy  nocturnal  rove  one  moment  halt, 
'Twizt  stage  and  stage,  of  riot,  and  cabal ; 
And  lift  thine  eye  (if  bold  an  eye  to  lif^ 
If  bold  to  meet  the  face  of  injur'd  Heaven) 
To  yonder  stan :  for  other  ends  they  shine, 
Tlian  to  light  revellers  from  shame  to  shame^ 
And,  thus,  be  made  accomplices  in  guilt 

Why  from  yon  arch,  that  infinite  of  fcpeae. 
With  infinite  of  lucid  orbs  replete. 
Which  set  the  living  firmament  on  fire. 
At  the  first  glance,  in  such  an  overwhelm 
Of  wonderful,  on  man's  astonish'd  sight. 
Rushes  Omnipotence  ?  —  To  curb  our  pride  ; 
Our  reaton  rouse,  and  lead  it  to  that  power. 
Whose  love  lets  down  these  silver  chains  of  light ; 
To  draw  up  man's  ambil^on  to  himtelf. 
And  bind  our  chaste  affectiont  to  his  throne. 
Thus  the  three  virtues,  least  alive  on  Earth, 
And  welcom'd  on  Heaven's  coast  vrith  most  ap- 
plause. 
An  hunMe,  pure,  and  heavenly^minded  heart, 
Are  here  inspired :  —  And  canst  thou  gaze  too  long? 

Nor  stands  thy  wrath,  depriv'd  of  its  reproof^ 
Or  un-upbraided  by  this  radiant  choir. 
The  planets  of  each  system  represent 
Kind  neighbours  ;  mutual  amity  prevails ; 
Sweet  interchange  of  rays,  receiv'd,  retum'd ; 
Enlightening,  and  enlighten'd !    All,  at  once 
Attracting,  and  attracted !  Fatriot-like, 
None  sins  against  the  welfare  of  the  whole ; 
But  their  reciprocal,  unselfish  aid. 
Affords  an  emblem  of  miUennud  lore. 
Nothing  in  Nature,  much  less  contdout  being, 
Was  e'er  created  scJlely  for  itMlf : 
Thus  man  his  sovereign  duty  learns  in  this 
Material  picture  of  benevolenoe. 

And  know,  of  all  our  supercilious  laoe^ 
Hwu  most  inflammable !  thou  wasp  of  men ! 
Man's  angry  heart,  tntpeeted,  would  be  found 
As  rightly  set,  as  are  the  starry  spheres ; 
'T  is  Nature**  structure,  broke  by  stubborn  will. 
Breeds  all  that  un-celestial  disconi  there. 
Wilt  thou  not  feel  the  bias  Nature  gave  ? 
Canst  thou  descend  from  converse  with  the  skies, 
And  seize  thy  brother's  throat?— -For  what — a 

dod. 
An  inchof  earMf  Hie  o<afi€«< cry,  <<  Forbear !" 
Tliey  chase  our  double  darkness ;  Nature**  gloom. 
And  (kinder  still !)  our  intellectual  night 

And  see.  Day's  amiable  sister  sends 
Her  invitation,  in  the  softest  rays 
Of  mitigated  lustre ;  courto  thy  sight. 
Which  suffers  from  her  tyrant-brother's  blaze. 
Night  grants  thee  the  full  freedom  of  the  skies, 
Nor  rudely  reprimands  thy  lifted  eye ; 
With  gain,  tmdjoy,  she  bribes  thee  to  be  wise. 
^Jight  opes  the  noblest  scenes,  and  sheds  an  awe. 
Which  gives  those  yenersble  scenes  full  weight, 
And  deep  reception,  in  th'  intender'd  heart ; 
While  Ught  peeps  through  the  darkness,  likeaspyi 
And  darkness  shows  ito  grandeur  by  the  light 
Nor  is  the /N^  greater  than  the  joy, 

•  Night  the  Eigbtfi. 
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I£  human  hearts  at  glorious  objects  glow, 
And  admiration  can  inspire  deUght 

What  speak  I  more,  than  I,  this  moment,  feel? 
With  pleasing  stupor  first  the  soul  is  struck 
(Stupor  ordain*d  to  make  her  truly  wise !] 
Then  into  transport  starting  from  her  trance, 
With  lore,  and  admiration,  how  she  glows  i 
This  gorgeous  apparatus !  this  display  ! 
This  ostentation  of  creative  power ! 
Tbis  theatre !  —  what  eye  can  take  it  in  ? 
By  what  divine  enchantment  was  it  rais'd. 
For  minds  ot  the  first  magnitude  to  launch 
In  endless  speculation,  and  adore  ? 
One  sun  by  day,  by  night  ten  ihoumnd  shine : 
And  light  us  deep  into  the  Deity ; 
How  boundless  in  magnificence  and  might ! 
O  what  a  confluence  of  ethereal  fires, 
Vwrn  urns  unnumbered,  down  the  steep  of  Heaven, 
Streams  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  sight ! 
Nor  tarries  there;  I  fed  it  at  my  heart. 
My  heart,  at  once,  it  humbles,  and  exalts ; 
Lays  it  in  dust,  and  calls  it  to  the  skies. 
Who  sees  it  unexalted  ?  or  unaw'd  ? 
Who  sees  it,  and  can  stop  at  what  is  seen  ? 
Material  ofikpring  of  Omnipotence ! 
Inanimate,  all-animating  birth ! 
Work  woithy  him  who  made  it !  worthy  praise! 
All  praise !  praise  more  than  human  !  nor  deny'd 
Thy  piaise  dwine  /  —  But  though  man,  drown'd  in 

sleep. 
Withholds  his  homage,  not  alone  I  wake ; 
Bright  legions  swnrm  unseen,  and  sing,  unheard 
By  mortal  ear,  the  glorious  Architect, 
In  this  his  universal  temple  hung 
With  lustres,  with  innumerable  lights, 
That  shed  religion  on  the  soul :  at  once, 
The  temj)le,  and  the  preacher  I  O  how  loud 
It  calls  devotion  !  genuine  growth  of  ni^  t 

Devotion!  daughter  of  astronomy ! 
An  undevout  astronomer  is  matL 
True,  all  things  speak  a  God ;  but  in  the  small. 
Men  trace  out  him;  in  great,  he  seizes  man; 
Seizes,  and  elevates,  and  wraps,  and  fills 
With  new  inquiries,  *mid  associates  new. 
Tell  me,  ye  stars !  ye  pbmets  !  tell  me,  all 
Ye  starred,  and  planetcd,  inhabitants !  What  is  it? 
What  are  these  sons  of  wonder  ^    Say,  proud  arch, 
(Witliin  whose  azuxe  palaces  they  dwell,) 
Built  with  divine  ambition  !  in  disdain 
Of  limit  built !  built  in  the  taste  of  Heaven ! 
Vast  concave !  ample  dome !  waat  thou  design'd 
A  meet  apartment  for  the  Deity  ?  ^ 
Not  so ;  that  thought  alone  thy  state  impairs, 
Thy  lofty  sinks,  and  shallows  thy  pr^ound. 
And  straitens  thy  diffutive  ;  dwiurfii  the  whole. 
And  makes  an  universe  an  orrery. 

But  when  I  drop  mine  eye,  and  look  on  man. 
Thy  right  regain'd,  thy  grandeur  is  restor'd, 
O  Nature  /  wide  flies  off  the  expanding  round. 
As  when  whole  magazines,  at  once,  are  fir*d. 
The  smitten  air  is  hollow'd  by  the  blow ; 
The  vast  displosion  dissipates  the  clouds ; 
Shock*d  ether's  biUows  dash  the  distant  skies ; 
Thus  (but  far  more)  th*  expanding  round  flies  off. 
And  leaves  a  migh^  void,  a  spacious  womb. 
Might  teem  with  new  creation  ;  re-inflam'd 
Thy  luminaries  triumph,  and  assume 
Divinity  themselves.     Nor  was  it  strange, 
Matter  high-wrought  to  such  surprising  pomp, 
Such  god^iike  glory,  stole  the  style  of  gods. 


Ftcm.  ages  daric,  obliiac^  and  Meep*d  in 

For,  sure,  to  tenae,  they  truly  are  divine ; 

And  half-absolv'd  idolatry  fitnn  guih ; 

Nay,  tum'd  it  into  virtue.     Such  it  losj 

In  those,  who  put  forth  all  they  had  of  i 

Unlost,  to  lift  their  thought,  nor  moiimed  father ; 

But,  weak  of  wings,  on  planets  perda*d ;  and  tbottghi 

What  was  their  highewr,  must  be  dieir  adar*d. 

But  they  how  weakf  who  could  no  hi^ier  iDoum  ! 
And  are  there,  then,  Loccnao !  tboae^  to  whom 
Unseen,  and  unexistent,  are  the  same  ? 
And  if  incomprehensible  is  jain'd. 
Who  dare  pronounce  it  madness,  to  Mine  / 
Why  has  the  mighty  builder  thrown  aside 
All  measure  in  his  wc^k ;  stretcb'd  out  his  Uae 
So  far,  and  spread  amazement  o'er  the  whole  ? 
Then  (as  he  took  delight  in  wide  extremes) 
Deep  in  the  bosom  of  his  nniverae^ 
Drc^  down  that  retuontng  mite,  that  insect,  moh. 
To  crawl,  and  gaze,  and  wonder  at  the  scene  ?  — 
That  man  might  ne'er  presume  to  plead  amasEmeoi 
For  disbelief  of  wondcn  in  Amikj^ 
Shall  God  be  less  miraculous,  than  what 
His  hand  has  form'd  ?     Shall  myMeriet  descend 
From  unrmytterkms  f     Things  more  elevate,  * 
Be  more  familiar  ?     Uncreated  lie 
More  obrious  than  created,  to  the  gnap 
Of  human  thought?     Hie  moftf  of  wonderlbl 
Is  heard  in  Aim,  the  more  we  should  assent. 
Could  we  conceive  him,  God  he  could  not  be  ; 
Or  he  not  God,  or  vte  could  not  be  mtn, 
A  God  alone  can  comprehend  a  God ; 
3fan's  distance  how  immense !     On  nbck  a  Cheney 
Know  this,  Lorenzo !  (seem  it  ne'er  ao  straage) 
Nothing  can  sati^,  but  what  conpmndi  ; 
Nothing,  but  what  astonisheSf  is  true. 
The  scene  thou  seest,  attests  the  truth  I  an^ 
And  every  star  sheds  light  upon  thy  creed. 
These  stars,  this  furniture,  this  cost  of  Heaven, 
If  but  reported,  thou  hadst  ne'er  believ'd ; 
But  thine  eye  tells  the^  the  romance  is  tme. 
llie  grand  of  Nature  is  th*  Ahnigbty's  oath. 
In  irajon's  court,  to  silence  unMirf. 

How  my  mind,  opening  at  this  scene,  ianfaibes 
The  moral  emanations  of  the  skies. 
While  nought,  perhaps,  hareaab  leas  admires ! 
Has  the  Great  Sovereign  sent  ten  thousaml  worlds 
To  tell  us,  he  resides  above  them  all. 
In  glory's  unapproachable  recess? 
And  dare  Earth's  bold  inhabitants  deny 
The  sumptuous,  the  magnific  embassy 
A  m<»nent's  audience  ?     Titm  we,  nor  will  beer 
FVxnn  whom  they  come,  or  what  they  would  in^/  irt 
For  man's  emolument;  sole  cause  that  stoops 
Their  grandeur  to  man's  eye  ?     Lorenzo !  rouse  ; 
Let  thought,  awaken'd,  take  the  lightning'a  win^ 
And  glance  from  east  to  west,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Who  sees,  but  is  confounded,  or  oonvinc'd? 
Renounces  reoum,  or  a  God  adores? 
Mankind  was  sent  into  the  world  to  nee: 
Sight  gives  the  science  needful  to  their  pepoe; 
That  d)vioua  scieikee  asks  tmaU  leaming'a  aid. 
Wouldst  thou  on  metaphysie  pinions  soar  ? 
Or  wound  thy  patience  amid  logic  thorns? 
Or  travel  history's  en<irmous  round  ? 
Nature  no  such  hard  task  enjoine :  she  gave 
A  make  tt>  man  directire  of  his  tfaottght; 
A  make  set  upright,  pointing  to  the  stars. 
As  who  shall  say,  **  Read  tl^  chief  lesson  there.** 
Too  late  to  read  this  mannacript  of  Heaven, 
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>^'lK<!n,  like  a  parchment-scroll  shrunk  up  by  flames, 
It  folds  Lorenzo*s  lesson  from  his  sight. 

l^efson  how  various !    Not  the  God  alone, 
I  see  his  ministers :  1  see,  diff\is*d 
I  n  radiant  orders,  essences  sublime. 
Of  various  offices,  of  various  plume. 
In  heavenly  liveries  distinctly  clad, 
Azure,  green,  purple,  pearl,  or  downy  gold. 
Or  all  commix'd  ;  they  stand,  with  wings  outspread, 
Listening  to  catch  the  master*s  least  command, 
And  fly  through  Nature,  ere  the  moment  ends  ; 
Numbers  innumerable !  — >  Well  conceived 
By  Pagan,  and  by  Christian  /     O'er  each  sphere 
Presides  an  angel,  to  direct  its  course. 
And  feed,  or  fan,  its  flames  ;  or  to  discharge 
Other  high  trusts  unknown.     For  who  can  see 
5>4ich  pomp  of  matter,  and  imagine,  Tnind, 
Vor  which  alone  inanimate  was  made, 
More  sparingly  dispens'd  ?     That  nobler  son, 
Far  liker  the  great  Sire  !  ^  *T  is  thus  tlie  skies 
Inform  us  of  superiors  numberless, 
As  much  in  excellence,  above  mankind. 
As  above  Earth,  in  nwgtiUude,  the  spheres. 
These,  as  a  cloud  of  witnesses,  hang  o*er  us ; 
In  a  throng'd  theatre  are  all  our  deeds ; 
Perhaps,  a  thousand  demigods  descend 
On  every  beam  we  see,  to  walk  with  men. 
Aweful  reflection  !     Strong  restraint  from  ill ! 
Yet,  /tere^  our  virtue  finds  still  stronger  aid 
From  these  etliereal  glories  Ofnse  surveys. 
Something,  like  nugic,  strikes  from  tliis  blue  vault; 
With  just  attention  is  it  view*d?     We  feel 
A  sudden  succour,  unimplor*d,  untliought ; 
J^Tnture  herself  does  Iialf  the  work  of  man. 
Seas,  rivers,  mountains,  forests,  deserts  rocks. 
The  promontory's  height,  the  deptli  profound 
Of  subterranean,  eicavated  grots, 
Black  brow*d,  and  vaulted  high,  and  yawning  wide 
From  Xature*s  structure,  or  the  scoop  of  Time, 
If  ample  of  dimension,  vast  of  size,  — 
E'en  these  an  aggrandizing  impulse  give ; 
Of  solemn  thought  enthusiastic  heights 
E'en  these  infuse.  —  But  what  of  vast  in  these  f 
Nothing  ;  —  or  we  must  own  the  skies  forgot. 
Much  less  in  are  /  —  Vain  art !  Thou  pigmy  power ! 
How  dost  thou  swell  and  strut,  with  human  pride, 
To  show  thy  littleness !     What  childish  toys, 
Thy  watery  columns  squirted  to  the  clouds ! 
lliy  bason'd  rivers,  and  imprison'd  seas  ! 
Iliy  nK>untains  moulded  into  forms  of  men .' 
'lliy  hundred-sated  cajntals  !  or  those 
Wltere  three  days*  travel  lef\  us  much  to  ride ; 
Gazing  on  miracles  by  mortals  wrought, 
Arches  triumphal,  theatres  immense. 
Or  nodding  gardens  pendent  in  mid-air ! 
Or  temjiles  proud  to  meet  their  Gods  half-way  J 
Yet  these  afi'ect  us  in  no  common  kind. 
Wlutt  then  tlic  force  of  such  superior  scenes  ? 
Enter  a  temple,  it  will  strike  an  awe : 
What  awe  from  this  the  Deity  has  buUt ! 
A  good  man  seen,  though  silent,  counsel  gives : 
'l^e  touch'd  qiectalor  wishes  to  be  wise : 
In  a  bright  mirror  his  own  hands  have  made, 
Here  we  see  something  like  the  face  c^  God. 
Seems  it  not  then  enough,  to  say,  Lorenzo ! 
To  man  abandon'd,  "  Hasi  thou  seen  the  skies  ? 

And  yet,  so  tliwarted  Nature's  kind  design 
L>y  (bring  man,  he  makes  her  sacred  awe 

i'hat  guard  from  ill)  his  shelter,  his  temptation 
To  more  than  eommon  guilt,  and  quite  inverts 
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Celestial  art's  intent.     Hie  trembling  stars 
See  crimes  gigantic,  stalking  through  the  gloom 
With  front  erect,  that  hide^  their  head  by  day, 
And  making  night  still  darker  by  their  deeds. 
Slumbering  in  covert,  till  the  shades  descend, 
Rajrine  and  murder,  link'd,  now  prowl  for  prey. 
The  miser  earths  his  treasure ;  and  the  thief, 
Watching  the  mole,  half-beggars  him  ere  mom. 
Now  jflots,  and  foul  conspiracies,  awake  ; 
And,  muffling  up  their  horhiurs  from  the  Moon, 
Havock  and  devastation  they  prepare, 
And  kingdoms  tottering  in  the  field  of  blood. 
Now  sons  of  riot  in  mid-revel  rage. 
What  shall  I  do?  —  Suppress  it?  or  proclaim?-— 
Wliy  sleeps  the  thunder  ?    Now,  Lorenzo !  now, 
His  best  friend's  couch  the  rank  adulterer 
Ascends  secure ;  and  laughs  at  gods  and  men. 
Preposterous  madmen,  void  of  fear  or  shame. 
Lay  their  crimes  bare  to  these  chaste  eyes  of  Heaven ; 
Yet  shrink,  and  shudder,  at  a  mortal's  sight. 
Were  Moon  and  stars  for  villains  on/y  made  ? 
To  piide,  yet  screen  them,  with  tenebrious  light? 
No,  tliey  were  made  to  fashion  the  sublime 
Of  human  hearts,  and  unser  make  the  wise.       [liv'd 

Those  ends  were  answer'd  once ;  when  mortals 
Of  stronger  wing,  of  aquiline  ascent 
In  tlieory  sublime.     O  how  unlike 
Tliose  vermin  of  the  night,  this  moment  sung, 
Who  crawl  on  Earth,  and  on  her  venom  feed ! 
Those  ancient  sages,  human  stars  /  they  met 
Tlieir  brothers  of  the  skies,  at  midnight  hour; 
'llieir  counsel  ask*d ;  and,  what  they  ask'd,  ii>ey*d> 
Tlie  Stagirite,  and  Plato,  he  who  drank 
Tlic  poiwn'd  bowl,  and  he  of  Tusculum, 
With  him  of  Corduba  (immortal  names!) 
In  these  unbounded,  and  Elysian,  walks. 
An  area  fit  for  gods,  and  godlike  men,  [paths 

They  took  their   nightly  round,   through  radiant 
By  seraphs  trod  ;  instructed,  chiefly,  thus. 
To  tread  in  their  bright  footsteps  here  below ; 
To  walk  in  worth  still  brighter  than  the  skies. 
There  they  contracted  tlieir  contempt  of  Earth  / 
Of  hopes  eternal  kindled,  there,  the  fire ; 
There,  as  in  near  approach,  they  glow'd,  and  grew 
(Great  visitants !)  more  intimate  with  God, 
More  worth  to  men,  more  joyous  to  Uiemselves, 
Tlirough  various  virtues,  they,  with  ardour,  ran 
The  zodiac  of  their  leam'd  illustrious  lives. 

In  Christian  hearts,  O  tor  a  Pagan  seal! 
A  needful,  but  opjtrobrious  prayer !  as  much 
Our  ardinir  less,  as  greater  is  our  light. 
How  monstrous  tliis  in  mortals  /  Scarce  more  strange 
Would  tliis  phenomenon  in  Nature  strike, 
A  sun,  that  froze  her,  or  a  star,  that  warm'd. 
What  taught  these  heroes  of  the  moral  world? 
To  these  thou  giv'st  thy  praise,  give  credit  too. 
These  doctors  ne'er  were  pension'd  to  deceive  tnee ; 
And  Pagan  tutors  are  thy  taste.  — Tliey  taught, 
I%at  narrow  views  betray  to  misery : 
That  wise  it  is  to  comprehend  the  whole : 
That  tirtue  rose  from  Nature,  ponder'd  well, 
The  single  base  of  virtue  built  to  Heaven: 
That  God  and  Nature  our  attention  claim ; 
That  Nature  is  the  glass  reflecting  God, 
As,  by  the  sea,  reflected  is  tlie  Sun, 
Too  glorious  to  be  gaz'd  on  in  liis  8|)herc . 
That  mind  immortal  loves  immortal  aims  : 
That  boundless  viind  aflects  a  Imtndlt'ss  sjtaee : 
That  vast  surveys,  and  the  sublime  of  tilings. 
The  soul  assimUate,  and  make  licr  great ; 
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TktUt  therefore,  HeftTim  her  glories  ma  ftind. 

Of  inspintioii,  thus  ipreads  out  to  man. 

Such  are  their  doctrines ;  ^tuck  the  night  inspir'd. 

And  what  more  true  ?    What  truth  of  greater 
weight? 
The  soul  of  man  was  made  to  walk  the  skies ; 
Delightful  outlet  of  her  prison  here/ 
There,  disencumber'd  firom  her  chains,  the  ties 
Of  toys  terrestrial,  she  can  rove  at  large ; 
There,  freel  j  can  respire,  dilate,  extend. 
In  fiill  proportion  let  loose  all  her  powers ; 
And,  undeittdedj  grasp  at  something  great 
Nor,  as  a  stranger,  does  she  wander  there ; 
But,  wonderful  hcnelf,  through  wonder  strays ; 
Contemplating  tkar  grandeur,  finds  her  own  ; 
Dives  deep  in  their  economy  divine, 
Sits  high  in  judgment  on  their  various  laws. 
And,  like  a  master,  judges  not  amiss. 
Hence  greatly  pleas*d,  and  justly  proud,  the  soul 
Grows  conscious  of  her  biith  celestial ;  breathes 
More  life^  more  vigour,  in  her  native  air ; 
And  feels  herself  at  home  amongst  the  stars ; 
And,  feeling,  emulates  our  country's  praise. 

What  call  we,  then,  the  firmament,  Lorenso?  — 
As  earth  the  body,  since  the  ikies  sustain 
The  soul  with  food,  that  gives  immortal  life^ 
Call  it,  the  noble  pasture  of  the  mind  g 
Which  there  expatiates,  strengthens,  and  exults, 
And  riots  through  the  luxuries  of  thought 
Call  it,  the  garden  of  the  Deity, 
Blo8som*d  with  stars,  redundant  in  the  growth 
Of  fruit  ambrosial ;  moral  fruit  to  man. 
Call  it,  the  breast-plate  of  the  true  High- Priest, 
Ardent  with  gems  oracular,  that  give. 
In  points  of  highest  moment,  right  response ; 
And  ill  neglected,  if  we  prise  our  peace. 

Tlius  have  we  found  a  true  astrology  ; 
Hius  have  we  found  a  new,  and  noble  sense. 
In  which  alone  stars  govern  human  fates. 

0  that  the  stars  (as  some  have  feign'd)  let  fall 
Bloodshed,  and  havock,  on  embauled  realms. 
And  rescued  monarchs  from  so  black  a  guilt ! 
Bourbon!  this  wish  how  generous  in  a  foe !  [God, 
Wouldst  thou  be  great,  wouldst  thou  become  a 
And  stick  thy  deathless  name  among  the  stars. 
For  mighty  conquests  on  a  needle's  point  ? 
Instead  of  forging  chains  for  foreigners, 

BastUe  thy  tutor :  grandeur  all  thy  aim  ? 
As  yet  thou  know'st  not  what  it  is :  how  great. 
How  glorious,  then,  appears  the  mind  of  man, 
When  in  it  all  the  stars,  and  planets,  roll ! 
And  what  it  seems,  it  is :  great  objects  make 
Great  minds,  enlarging  as  their  views  enlarge ; 
Those  still  more  godlike,  as  these  more  divine. 

And  more  divine  than  these,  thou  ciuist  not  see. 
Daszled,  o'er.power'd,  with  the  delicious  draught 
Of  miscellaneous  splendours,  how  I  reel 
FVom  thought  to  thought,  inebriate,  without  end ! 
An  Eden,  this !  a  Paradise  unlost  ! 

1  meet  the  Deity  in  every  view, 

And  tremble  at  my  nakedness  before  him ! 
O  that  I  could  but  reach  the  tree  <flife  ! 
For  here  it  grows,  unguarded  from  our  taste ; 
Vo^ming  sword  denies  our  entrance  here ; 
Would  man  but  gather,  he  might  live  for  ever. 

Lorenzo !  miich  of  moral  hast  thou  seen. 
Of  curious  arts  art  thou  more  fond  ?  Then  mark 
The  mathemaiic  glories  of  the  skies. 
In  number,  weight,  and  measure,  all  ordain'd. 
Lorenxo's  boosted  builde«>  chance,  and  fate, 


Are  left  to  finish  hia  aiSrial  towen; 

Wisdom  and  choice,  their  weU-known 

Here  deep  impiea;  and  daim  it  for  dieir  own. 

Though  splendid  aU,  no  splendour  void  of  me  ; 

Use  rivals  beauty  i  art  contends  wilii  pswrrg 

No  wanton  waste,  amid  eflPuae  expcnae  ; 

The  great  economist  adjusting  all 

To  prudent  pomp,  magnificently  wise. 

How  rich  the  pro^wct !  and  for  ever  new  ! 

And  newest  to  the  man  that  views  it  wsosi  g 

For  newer  still  in  infinite  succeeds. 

Then,  these  aerial  racers,  O  bow  swift  ! 

How  the  shaft  loiters  from  the  strangert  atnag ! 

Spirit  alone  can  distance  the  career. 

Orb  above  ort>  ascending  without  end ! 

Circle  in  cirde,  without  end,  enclos'd ! 

Wheel,  within  wheel ;  Esekiel!  like  to  tUne ! 

Like  thine,  it  seems  a  vision  or  a  dream ; 

Though  seen,  we  labour  to  believe  it  true  I 

What  involution!  what  extent!  what  swanna 

Of  worlds,  that  laugh  at  Earth  /  immense!  j  great ! 

Immensely  distant  from  each  other's  s|4icfes ! 

What,  then,  the  wondrous  space  throng  wfaicli  tbej 

roll? 
At  once  it  quite  ingulfs  all  human  thought ; 
'T  is  oomprdiension's  absolute  defeat 

Nor  think  thou  seest  a  wild  disorder  here  ; 
Tlntnigh  this  illustrious  chaos  to  the  sight. 
Arrangement  neat,  and  chastest  order,  retgn. 
The  path  prescrib*d,  inriolably  kept, 
Upbraids  the  lawless  sallies  of  mankind. 
Worlds,  ever  thwarting,  never  interfere  ; 
What  knots  are  ty*d !  How  soon  are  they  diaolv^d^ 
And  set  the  seeming  marry'd*plenets  free ! 
Ttiey  rove  for  ever,  without  emmr  rove ; 
Confusion  unconfus'd  !  nor  lesa  adnaire 
This  tumult  untumultuous ;  all  on  wing  I 
In  motion,  all !  yet  what  profound  repose  I 
What  ferrid  action,  yet  no  noise !  aa  aw*d 
To  silence  t^  the  presence  of  their  Lord  ; 
Or  hush'd  by  his  command  in  love  to  man. 
And  bid  let  fall  soft  beams  on  human  rest. 
Restless  themselves.     On  yon  cerulean  plaii^ 
In  exultation  to  their  God,  and  tkine, 
Tliey  dance,  they  sing  eternal  jubilee. 
Eternal  celebration  of  Air  praise. 
But,  since  their  song  arrives  not  at  our  ear. 
Their  dance  perplex'd  exhibits  to  the  sight 
Fair  hieroglyphic  of  Ait  peerless  power. 
Mark,  how  the  labyrinthian  turns  they  takc^ 
The  circles  intricate,  and  mystic  mase. 
Weave  the  grand  cypher  of  Omnijiotence  f 
To  Gods,  how  great !  how  leg3>le  to  man  I 

Leaves  so  much  wonder  greater  wonder  still  ? 
Where  are  the  pillars  that  support  the  skies  ? 
What  more  than  jitlantean  shoulder  props 
Th*  incumbent  load  ?  what  magic,  what  strange  «% 
In  fluid  air  these  ponderous  orbs  sustains  ? 
Who  would  not  think  them  hung  in  golden  chnina? 
And  so  they  are ;  in  the  hi^  will  of  Heaven, 
Which  fixes  all ;  makes  adamant  of  air. 
Or  air  of  adamant ;  makes  all  of  nought, 
Or  nou^t  of  all ;  if  such  the  dread  decteei 

Imagine  from  their  deep  foundations  torn 
TTie  most  gigantic  sons  of  Earth,  the  broad 
And  towering  Alps,  all  tost  into  the  sea  ; 
And,  light  as  down,  or  volatile  as  air, 
Their  bulks  enormous,  dancing  on  the  waves. 
In  time,  and  measure,  exquisite  ;  %rhiie  all 
The  winds,  in  emulation  o^  the  splieres, 
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Tune  their  lODorbiis  Iniftruiiiente  aloft ; 

The  concert  twdl,  and  animate  the  balL 

Would  thb  appear  amaiing  ?  What,  then,  worlds 

In  a  far  thinner  element  sustain *d, 

And  acting  the  same  part,  with  greater  skill, 

More  rapid  morement,  and  for  noblest  ends  f 

More  tMoMM  ends  to  pass,  are  not  these  stars 
The  seats  majestic,  proud  imperial  thrones, 
On  which  angelic  delegates  of  Hearen, 
At  certain  periods,  as  the  Sovereign  nods. 
Discharge  high  trusts  of  vengeance^  or  aihve ; 
To  dothe,  in  outward  grandeur,  grand  design. 
And  acta  most  solemn  stUl  more  solemnise  ? 
Ye  citizens  of  air !  what  ardent  thanks. 
What  full  effusion  of  the  grateful  heart, 
Is  due  from  man  indulg'd  in  such  a  sight  J 
A  sight  so  noble !  and  a  sight  so  kind ! 
It  drops  new  truths  at  erery  new  surrey ! 
Feela  not  Lorenio  something  stir  within. 
That  sweeps  away  all  period  ?  As  these  spheres 
Measure  duration,  they  no  less  inspire 
The  godlike  hope  of  ages  without  end.  [take 

The  boundless  <paof,  through  which  these  rovers 
rheir  restless  roam,  suggests  the  sister-thought 
Of  boundless  time.     Thus,  by  kind  Nature**  skill, 
To  man  unlabour'd,  that  important  guest, 
Btemity,  finds  entrance  at  the  nght  : 
And  an  eternity^  for  man  ordain'd. 
Or  these  his  destin'd  midnight  counsellon. 
The  ttarSf  had  never  whisper'd  it  to  man. 
Sature  infbrmi,  but  ne'er  huuits,  her  sons. 
Could  she  then  kindle  the  most  ardent  wish 
To  (Htappaha  it?^That  is  blasphemy. 
Ilius,  of  thy  creed  a  second  article, 
Momentous,  as  the  existence  of  a  God, 
[s  found  (as  I  conceive)  where  rarely  sought ! 
And  thou  mayst  read  thy  $tnil  immortal,  here. 

Here,  then,  Lorenxo !  on  these  glories  dwell ; 
Nor  want  the  guilt-illuminated  roof, 
Fhat  calls  the  wretched  gay  to  dark  delights. 
AttemblieB f—  This  is  one  divinely  bright; 
Here^  unendanger'd  in  health,  wnlth,  or  fame. 
Range  throdgh  the  fairest,  and  the  Sultan  scorn. 
He,  wise  as  thou,  no  crescent  holds  so  fair, 
As  that,  which  on  his  turban  awes  a  world  • 
And  thinks  the  Moon  is  proud  to  copy  liim. 
Look  on  her,  and  gain  more  than  worlds  can  give^ 
A  mind  superior  to  the  charms  of  jwtoer. 
Thou  muffled  in  delusions  of  this  life  ! 
Can  yonder  Moon  turn  ocean  in  his  bed, 
Kraoi  side  to  side,  in  constant  ebb  and  flow. 
And  purify  fhxn  stench  his  watery  realms? 
And  fails  her  moral  influence  ?  wants  she  power 
To  turn  Lorenso*s  stubborn  tide  of  thought 
From  stagnating  on  Earlh*%  infected  shore. 
And  purge  from  nuisance  his  corrupted  hnrt  ? 
Fails  her  attraction  when  it  draws  to  Heaven  ? 
Nay,  and  to  what  thou  valuest  more,  Earth*%yrfl 
M\ti6s  elevate,  and  panting  for  unseen, 
And  defecate  from  sense,  alone  obtain 
Full  relidi  of  existence  undeflower*d, 
The  life  of  /ufe,  the  sesf  of  worldly  bb'ss : 
All  else  on  £arth  amounts— to  what?  ToUds: 
'*  Bad  to  be  su/fer'd  /  blessings  to  be  left  .•" 
Earth's  ricliest  inventory  boasts  no  more. 

Of  higher  scenes  be,  then,  the  call  obey'd.' 
O  let  me  gase  !  ^Of  gazing  there  *s  no  end. 
O  let  mc  think  !  —•  Thought  too  is  wilder'd  here  ; 
In  mid. way  flight  imagination  tirrs; 
Yet  soon  re-prunes  her  wing  to  soar  anew. 


Her  point  unabk  to  foriiear,  or  gain ; 

So  great  the  pleasure,  so  pr^imnd  the  plan  f 

A  banquet,  this,  whone  men  and  angels  mec^ 

Eat  the  same  nunrna^  mingle  Earth  and  Hcavca» 

How  distant  some  of  the  nocturnal  suns ! 

So  distant  (says  the  sage),  't  were  not  absord 

To  doubt,  if  beams,  set  out  at  Nature**  birthy 

Are  yet  arriv*d  at  this  so  foreign  world ; 

Though  nothing  half  so  rapid  as  their  flight. 

An  eye  of  awe  and  wonder  let  me  nrfl. 

And  roliybr  ever  .•  who  can  satiate  sight 

In  such  a  scene  ?  in  sudi  an  ocean  wide 

Of  deep  astonishment?  where  depth,  height,  lireadth» 

Are  lost  in  their  extremes ;  and  where  to  count 

The  thick-sown  glories  in  this  field  of  fire. 

Perhaps  a  seraph*s  computation  fiuls. 

Now,  go,  AnMHon  /  boast  thy  boundless  might 

In  conquest  o*er  the  tenth  part  of  a  grain. 

And  yet  Lorenzo  calls  for  mirades. 
To  give  his  tottering  faith  a  solid  base. 
Why  call  for  less  tlMU  is  already  thine  ? 
Tliou  art  no  novice  in  theology ; 
What  is  a  mtrac/e  ^^  'T  is  a  reproach, 
'T  is  an  implicit  satire,  on  mankind ; 
And  while  it  satins,  it  censures  too. 
To  common  sense,  great  Nature's  course  proclaima 
A  Deity :  when  mankind  falk  asleep, 
A  miracle  is  sent,  as  an  alarm ; 
To  wake  the  world,  and  prove  hhn  o'er  again. 
By  recent  argument,  but  not  more  strong* 
Say,  which  imports  more  plenitude  of  power. 
Or  Natura's  laws  to  fie,  or  to  repeal  f 
To  make  a  sun,  or  stop  his  mid  career  ? 
To  countermand  his  orders,  and  send  back 
Hie  flaming  courier  to  the  freighted  Eatt^ 
Waim'd,  and  astonish'd,  at  his  evening  ray ; 
Or  bid  the  Motm,  as  with  her  journey  tir*d. 
In  Ajalon*s  soft,  flowery  vale  repose  ? 
Great  things  are  these;  still  greater,-  to  create* 
Fhmi  Ad^*s  bower  look  down  through  the  whole 

train 
Of  mirades ;  — resistless  is  their  power  ? 
They  do  not,  can  not,  more  amaze  the  mindy 
Than  this,  aUtd  un-miraculous  survey. 
If  dvly  wdgh*d,  if  rationally  seen. 
If  seen  with  human  eyes.     The  brute,  indeed. 
Sees  nought  but  ^xni^les  here ;  tbe/ool,  no  more. 
Say'st  thou,   **  The  course  of  Nature  goveraa  all  ?'* 
The  course  of  Nat%tre  is  the  or(  of  God. 
The  mirades  thou  call'st  for,  <Au  attests; 
For  say.  Could  Nature  Nature's  course  control  ? 
But  mirades  ^>art,  who  sees  him  not. 
Nature's  Controller,  Author,  Guide,  and  End ! 
Who  turns  his  eye  on  Nature's  midnight  face. 
But  must  inquire  —  "  What  hand  behind  the  scene* 
What  arm  Almighty,  put  these  wheeling  globes 
In  motion,  and  wound  up  the  vast  machine  ? 
Who  rounded  in  his  palm  these  spadous  oibs  ? 
Who  bow'd  them  flaming  through  the  dark  profound^ 
Numerous  as  glittering  gems  €£  moming-dew, 
Or  sparks  from  populous  dties  in  a  btaze^ 
And  set  the  bosom  of  old  ntfA/  on  fire  ? 
Peopled  her  desert,  and  made  horrour  smOe  ?" 
Or,  if  the  military  style  delighu  thee,  [man,) 

(For  stare  have  fouffhtthdr  battles,  leagu'd  with 
«  Who   mardials  this  bright  host  ?    enrols    thdr 

names? 
Appoints  their  post,  their  marches,  and  returns 
Punctual  at  stated  periods  ?     Who  disbancb 
These  veteran  troops^  their  fiiud  duty  done. 
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If  e'er  disbanded  ?**  —  He,  wfaoae  potent  word, 
Xiike  the  loud  trumpet,  levy'd  first  their  powen 
In  rUg/U*s  inglorious  empire,  where  they  slept 
In  beds  of  diurkness :  ann'd  them  with  fierce  fiames, 
Arrang'd,  and  disctplin*d,  and  cloth*d  in  gold  ; 
And  rall'd  them  out  of  ckaot  to  the  field. 
Where  now  they  war  with  vice  and  unbelief, 
O  let  us  join  this  army !  joining  these, 
VrmX  give  us  hearts  intrepid,  at  that  hour, 
When  brighter  flames  shall  cut  a  darker  night ; 
When  these  strong  demonstrations  of  a  God 
Shall  hide  their  heads,  or  tumble  from  their  spheres, 
And  one  Vernal  curtain  cover  all  J 

Struck  at  thai  thought,  as  new  awak*d,  I  lift 
A  more  enlighten'd  eye,  and  read  the  stars 
To  man  still  more  propitious ;  apd  th^  aid 
(Though  guiltless  of  idolatry)  implore ; 
Nor  longer  rob  them  of  their  noblest  name. 
O  ye  dividen  of  my  time  I  Ye  bright 
Acoomptants  of  my  days,  and  months,  and  years, 
In  your  fair  calendar  (tistinctly  marked  \ 
Since  that  authentic,  radiant  register, 
Tliough  man  inspects  it  not,  stands  good  against  him ; 
Since  you  and  years  roll  on,  though  man  stands 

still; 
Teadi  me  my  days  to  number,  and  apply 
My  trembling  heart  to  wisdom  ;  now  beyond 
All  shadow  of  excuse  for  fooling  on. 
A^e  smooths  our  path  to  prudence  !  sweeps  aside 
llie  snares  keen  ajtpetHe  and  passion  ^r^ul 
To  catch  stray  souls ;  and  woe  to  tlmt  gray  head. 
Whose  foUtf  would  undo  what  age  has  done ! 
Aid  then,  aid,  all  ye  stars !  •—  Much  rather,  thou, 
Great  Artist !  thou,  whose  finger  set  ari^t 
Hiis  exquisite  maekinef  with  aU  its  voheeUf 
Though  intervolv'd,  exact ;  and  pointing  out 
Life's  rapid  and  irrevocable  flight, 
With  such  an  index  fiur  as  none  can  miss. 
Who  lifts  an  eye,  nor  sleeps  till  it  is  clos'd ; 
Open  mine  eye,  dread  Deity !  to  read 
Hic  tacit  doctrine  of  thy  works  ;  to  see 
Things  as  they  are,  un^ter'd  through  the  glass 
Of  worldly  widies.      Time,  etemitv  / 
('T  is  these,  mis-measured,  ruin  all  mankind^ 
Set  them  licfore  me ;  let  me  lay  them  both 
In  equal  scale,  and  learn  their  various  weight. 
Let  time  appear  a  moment,  as  it  it; 
And  let  eternity's  full  orb,  at  once. 
Turn  on  my  soul,  and  strike  it  into  Heaven. 
When  shall  I  see  far  more  than  charms  me  now  ? 
Gate  on  creation's  modd  in  thy  breast 
Unveil'd,  nor  wonder  at  the  tnmacript  more  ? 
When  this  vile,  foreign  dust,  which  smothers  all 
That  travel  Earthen  deep  vale,  shall  I  shake  off? 
When  shall  my  soul  her  incarnation  quit, 
And,  re-adopted  to  thy  blest  embrace^ 
Obtain  her  apotkeom  in  thee  ? 

Dost  think,  Lorenao,  this  is  wandering  wide  ? 
No,  *t  is  directly  striking  at  the  mark ; 
To  wake  thy  dead  devotion  *  was  my  point ; 
And  how  I  bless  nigkt^i  consecrating  shades^ 
Which  to  a  temple  turn  an  nnivene ; 
Fill  us  with  great  ideas,  full  of  Heaven, 
And  antidote  the  pestilential  Earth  ! 
In  every  storm,  tint  either*frowns,  or  falls. 
What  an  asylum  has  the  soul  in  prayer ! 
And  what  a  fane  b  this,  in  which  to  pray ! 
And  wha(  a  God  must  dwell  in  such  a  fane ! 
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O  what  a  genius  mast  inftmi  the  iBesJ 
And  is  Lorenso's  salamander  heut 
Cold,  and  untouch'd,  amid  the  sacred  fiica? 
O  ye  nocturnal  sparks!  ye  glowing 
On  Heaven's  broad  health !  who  bura, 

more^ 
Who  blaae,  or  die,  as  great  Jdionih's  breatii 
Or  blows  you,  or  forbears:  assist  my  aong 
Pour  your  whole  influence ;  exorcise  his 
So  long  possest ;  and  bring  him  bock  to 

And  is  Lorenzo  a  demurrer  stiU^ 
'Pride  in  thy  parts  provokes  thee  to  contest 
Truths,  wluch,  contested,  put  thy  parts  to 
Nor  shame  they  more  Lorenso's  head  than 
Afaithleu  heart,  bow  despicably  small ! 
Too  strait  aught  great,  or  generous,  to 
Fill'd  witii  an  atom !  fiil'd,  and  foul'd,  with  se^f 
And  self-mistaLen !  self,  that  lasts  an  hour! 
Instincts  and  jtassions,  of  the  noUer  kind* 
Lie  sufibcated  there ;  or  they  alone^ 
Reason  apart,  would  wake  high  hope  ;  and ' 
To  ravish'd  thought,  that  intelleehuU  spheti 
Where  order,  wisdom,  goodness,  proadence. 
Their  endless  miracles  of  love  di^lay. 
And  promise  all  the  truly-great  desire. 
The  mind  that  would  be  hajipy,  must  be , 
Great,  in  its  wishes:  great,  in  its  nireeys; 
Extended  views  a  narrow  mind  extend  ; 
Push  out  its  coiTugate,  expansive  make. 
Which,  ere  long,  mare  than  planets  shall 
A  man  of  compass  makes  a  man  of  worik  / 
Divine  contemplate,  and  become  duaine* 

As  man  was  made  for  glory,  and  for  blis% 
All  littieness  is  in  approach  to  woe  ; 
Open  thy  bosom,  set  thy  wishes  wide. 
And  let  in  manhood  g  let  in  happtnessg 
Admit  the  boundless  theatre  of  thought 
From  nothing,  up  to  God ;  which  makes  a  mng 
Take  God  from  Nature,  nothing  great  is  left ! 
Man's  mind  is  in  a  pit,  and  nothing  sees ; 
Man's  heart  is  in  a  jakes,  and  loves  the  mirc^ 
Emerge  finom  thy  profound ;  erect  thine  eye ; 
See  thy  distress  !  how  close  art  thou  besieg'dj 
Besieg'd  by  Nature,  the  proud  sceptic's  foe  \ 
Enclos'd  by  these  innumerable  woiids. 
Sparkling  conviction  on  the  darkest  mind. 
As  in  a  golden  net  of  Providence. 
How  art  thou  caught,  sure  captive  of  belief ! 
From  this  thy  bl£st  captivity,  what  ait, 
What  blasphemy  to  reason,  sets  thee  free ! 
This  scene  is  Heaven's  indulgent  violence  : 
Canst  thou  bear  up  against  this  tide  of  glory  ? 
Wliat  is  earth  bosom  *d  in  these  ambient  orbs. 
But,  faith  in  God  impos'd,  and  press'd  on  man  ? 
DAr'st  tiiou  still  litigate  thy  desperate  cause^ 
Spite  of  these  numerous,  aweful  witnesaet. 
And  doubt  the  deposition  of  the  skies? 
O  how  laborious  is  thy  way  to  ruin ! 

Laborious  !  't  is  impracticabie  quite  ; 
To  sink  beyond  a  doubt,  in  this  debate^ 
With  all  his  weight  of  wisdom  and  of  will. 
And  crime  flagitious,  I  defy  a  fool. 
Some  wish  they  did;  but  no  man  disbeUeoeu 
God  is  a  ^mit ;  ^nrit  cannot  strike 
Hiese  gross,  material  organs ;  God  by  man 
As  much  is  seen,  as  mmi  a  God  can  see^ 
In  these  astonishing  exploits  of  power. 
What  order,  beauty,  motion,  disunce,  siac ! 
Conception  of  design,  Iiow  exquisite ! 
How  complictte,  in  their  divine  police ! 
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pt  mesiis  !  great  end* !  consent  to  general  good ! 
ach  attribute  of  tbeae  materiai  g(Kk, 
>  long  (and  that  with  spcdous  pleas)  ador*d, 
separate  conquest  gains  o'er  rebel  thought ; 
nd  leads  in  triumph  the  whole  mind  of  man. 
LiOrenzo !  this  may  seem  harangue  to  diee ; 
iich  all  is  apt  to  seem,  that  thwarts  our  wiU. 
nd  dost  thou,  tlien,  demand  a  simple  proof 
>f  this  great  master-moral  of  the  skies, 
inskiird,  or  dis-inclin'd,  to  read  it  there  f 
tnce  *t  is  the  basis,  and  all  dro(w  without  it, 
'ake  it,  in  one  compact,  unbroken  chain. 
uch  proof  insists  on  an  attentive  ear ; 
r  wiJt  not  make  one  amid  a  mob  of  thoughtSi 
nd,  for  thy  notice,  struggle^  vrith  the  world. 
:.7irtf;— the  world  shut  oot;^-thy  thoughts  call 

home;  — 
'na;pnatian%  aify  wing  repress ;  — 
Ajck  up  thy  tetueMs  — let  no  jtamon  stir ;  —• 
Take  all  to  reason ,—— let  her  reign  alone ; 
lien,  in  thy  9ouV%  deep  silence,  and  the  depth 
>f  Nature's  silence,  midnight,  thus  inquire, 
i»  /  have  done ;  and  shall  inquire  no  more. 
n  Nature's  channel,  thus  the  questions  run :  ^ 
**  What  am  I  ?  and  from  wherice  t  —  I  nothing 

know 
tut  that  I  am  ;  and,  since  I  om,  conclude 
umething  etemat :  had  there  e*er  been  nought, 
^ituf^fit  still  liad  been ;  eternal  there  must  be.  — 
I  at  what  eternal  ?  — Why  not  human  race  T 
ind  Adam's  ancestors  without  an  end?  — 
liat  's  hard  to  be  conceiv'd,  since  every  link 
If  that  long-chain'd  succession  is  so  fraO* 
!an  every  part  depend^  and  not  the  tt'Ao/^  / 
'et  grant  it  true ;  new  difficulties  rise ; 
'm  still  quite  out  at  sea;  nor  see  the  shore,     [too? 
V'^hence  £arih,  and  these  bright  orbs  f  —  Eternal 
rrant  matter  was  eternal ;  still  these  orbs 
Vould  want  some  other  father ;  •^  much  design 
s  seen  in  all  their  motions,  all  their  makes  g 
)e^n  implies  intelligence,  and  art ; 
^'hat  can't  be  from  themselves  —or  man :  that  art 
rian  scarce  can  comprehend,  could  man  bestow  ? 
ind  nothing  greater  yet  allow'd  than  man,  -— 
Vbo,  motion,  foreign  to  the  smalleist  grain, 
ihot  through  vast  masses  of  enormous  weight  ? 
V!io  bid  brute  matters  restive  lump  assume 
iuch  various  forms,  and  gave  it  wings  to  fly  ? 
las  matter  innate  motion  ?  then  each  atom, 
liiserting  its  indisputable  right 
[  o  dance,  would  form  an  universe  of  dust : 
las  matter  rwne  f  Then  whence  tliese  glorious  forms 
Vnd  boundless  flights,  from  shapeless,  and  re]tos*d  f 
ias  matter  mare  than  motion  ?  has  it  thought, 
udgment,  and  genius  ?  is  it  deeply  learn 'd 
n  mathematics  T  Has  it  fram'd  siuih  laws, 
Vliich  but  to  guess,  a  Newton  made  immortal  ?  — 
f  vo,  liow  each  sagje  atom  laughs  at  me, 
Vho  think  a  clod  inferior  to  a  vmn  ! 
f  art,  to  form;  and  counsel,  to  conduct; 
knd  that  with  greater  far  tlum  human  skill, 
lefJdes  not  in  each  block ;  —  a  Godhead  reigns, 
tyrant,  then,  invisible,  etenul.  Mind ; 
Vhal  granted,  all  is  solv'd  —  But,  granting  that, 
3raw  I  not  o'er  me  a  still  darker  cloud  ? 
jrant  I  not  that  which  I  can  ne'er  conceive  ? 
\  being  without  origin,  or  end !  — * 
Hail,  humaiK  liberty !  'Ilicre  is  no  God— 
k'et,  why?  On  either  scheme  that  knot  subsists ; 
MilMut  it  must,  in  God,  or  human  race : 


If  in  the  last,  how  many  knots  beside^ 
IndisBoluble  all  ? —  Why  chooae  it  there. 
Where,  chosen,  stUl  subsist  ten  thousand  more  ? 
Reject  it,  where,  that  chosen,  all  the  rest 
Dispers'd,  leave  reason's  whole  horison  clear ; 
This  is  not  reason's  dictate ;  reavm  says,     [scale ;' 
'  Close  with  the  side  where  one  grain  turns  the 
What  vast  preponderance  is  here !  can  reason 
With  louder  voice  exclaim  — '  Believe  a  God  ?* 
And  reason  heard,  is  the  sole  mark  of  man. 
What  things  impossible  must  man  tfiink  true^ 
On  any  other  system !  and  how  strange 
To  diAelieve,  through  mere  credulity !" 
If,  in  this  chain,  Lorenso  finds  no  flaw. 
Let  it  for  ever  bind  him  to  beUrf, 
And  where  the  link,  in  which  a  ilaw  he  finds  ? 
And,  if  a  God  there  is,  that  God  how  great ! 
How  great  that  power,  whose  providential  care 
Tlirough  these  brisht  orbs'  dark  centres  darts  a  ray ! 
Of  Nature  universal  threads  the  whole .' 
And  hangs  creation,  like  a  precious  gem, 
Though  little,  on  die  footstool  of  hik  throne ! 

That  little  gem,  how  large !  a  weight  let  fall 
From  a  fix'd  star,  in  ages  can  it  reach 
This  distant  Ettrth  f  Say,  then,  Lorenzo !  where. 
Where  ends  this  mighty  building  ?  Where,  begin 
The  suburbs  of  Creadon  ?   Where,  the  wall 
Whose  battlements  look  o'er  into  the  vale 
Of  nonexistence  ?  Nothing's  strange  abode ! 
Say,  at  what  point  of  space  Jehovah  dropp'd 
His  slacken'd  line,  and  laid  his  balance  by ; 
Weigh'd  vforids,  and  measur'd  infinite,  no  more? 
Where^  rears  his  terminating  piUar  high 
Its  extra-mundane  head?  and  says,  to  gods, 
In  characters  illustrious  as  the  Sun, 
"  I  stand,  the  plan's  proud  period ;  I  pronounee 
The  work  accomplish'd  ;  the  creation  clos'd : 
Shout,  all  ye  gods !  nor  shout,  ye  gods  alone; 
Of  all  that  lives,  or,  if  devoid  of  life. 
That  rests,  or  rolls,  ye  heights,  and  depths,  resound ! 
Resound  !  resound !   ye  deptlis,   and  heightsy  r^ 
sound !" 

Hard  are  those  questions ;  ^answer  harder  still. 
Is  this  the  sole  exploit,  the  single  birth, 
llie  solitary  son  of  jmrcer  divine  f 
Or  has  th'  Almighty  Father,  with  a  breath, 
Impregnated  the  womb  of  distant  space  f 
Has  he  not  bid,  in  various  provinces, 
Brotherereations  the  dark  bowels  burst 
Of  night  primeval ;  barren,  now,  no  more? 
And  he  the  central  sun,  transpiercing  all 
Hiow  giant'generatumt,  which  disport. 
And  dance,  as  motes,  in  his  meridian  ray ; 
That  ray  withdrawn,  benighted,  or  absorb'd, 
In  that  abyss  (fhorrour,  whence  they  sprung ; 
While  Chaos  triumphs,  repossest  of  all 
Rival  creation  ravish'd  from  his  throne? 
Chaos !  of  Nature  both  the  womb,  and  grave ! 

Think'st  thou  my  scheme,  Lorenso,  spreads  too 
wide? 
Is  this  extravagant  T-^^o;  this  ujust; 
Just  in  cof^ecture,  though  't  were  false  in/act. 
If 't  is  an  errour,  *t  is  an  errour  sprung 
From  noble  root,  high  thought  of  the  Most-High. 
But  wherefore  errour?  who  can  prove  it  such?— 
He  that  can  set  Omnipotence  a  bound. 
Can  man  coTiceive  beyond  what  God  can  dof 
Nothing  but  quUe  imjtossible  is  hard. 
He  stinunons  into  being,  with  like  case, 
A  whole  creation,  and  a  single  grain. 
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speaks  he  tiw  fvord?  a  thouand  worlds  are  bom  f 

A  thousand  woride!  there's  space  for  tniUions more; 

And  in  what  space  can  his  great  jSol  fiu)  ? 

Condemn  me  not,  odd  critic !  but  indulge 

The  warm  imagintaioH  .*  why  condemn  ? 

Why  not  indulge  such  thoughts,  as  swell  our  hearts 

With  fuller  admuation  of  that  power,  [swell  ? 

Who  gives  our  hearts  with  such  high  thoughts  to 

Why  not  indulge  in  hit  augmented  praise  ? 

Darts  not  hit  glory  a  still  brighter  ray. 

The  less  is  left  to  chaot,  and  the  realms 

Of  hideous  mghi,  mheK  fancy  strays  aghast ; 

And,  though  most  totto/uv,  makes  no  report  f 

Still  seems  my  thought  enormous?  Hiink  again ; 
Experience  'self  shall  aid  thy  lame  belieC 
Glattet  (that  revelation  to  the  sight !) 
Have  they  not  led  us  in  the  deep  disclose 
Of  imfr-spun  Nature,  exquisitely  tmaUf 
And,  though  demonttrated,  still  Ol-conceiv'd  f 
If  then,  on  the  reverse,  the  mind  wcmld  mount 
In  magidtude,  what  mind  can  mount  too  lar. 
To  keep  the  balance,  and  creation  poite  f 
Defect  alone  can  err  on  such  a  theme ; 
What  is  too  great,  if  we  the  caute  ntroey  t 
Stupendous  Architect !  thou,  thou  art  all ! 
My  soul  flies  up  and  down  in  thoughts  of  thec^ 
And  finds  herwlf  but  at  the  centre  still ! 
I  Am,  thy  name !  esattence  all  tidne  own  I 
CrealAon  's  nothing ;  flatter'd  much  if  styl'd 
^  The  thifh  theJUeting  atmoaphere  of  God."     [voice 

O  for  the  voice — of  what  ?  of  whom? — Wbat 
Can  answer  to  my  wants,  in  tuch  ascent. 
As  dares  to  deem  one  universe  too  small  ? 
Tell  me,  Lorenio !  (for  now  fancy  glows, 
Fir'd  in  the  vortex  of  Almighty  power) 
Is  not  this  home^^reation,  in  the  map 
Of  univenal  Nature,  as  a  speck. 
Like  fair  Britannia  in  our  little  ball : 
Exceeding  fiur,  and  glorious,  for  its  sixe. 
But,  elsewhere,  &r  out-measur'd,  &r  outshone  ? 
Infancy  (for  ^fact  beyond  us  lies) 
Canst  thou  not  figure  it,  an  itle,  almost 
Too  small  for  notice,  in  the  vast  of  being ; 
Sever'd  by  mighty  seas  of  unlmiU  space 
From  other  realmt ;  from  ample  continentt 
Of  higher  life,  whoe  nobler  natives  dwell ; 
Less  northern,  less  remote  from  Deity, 
Glowing  beneath  the  line  of  the  Supreme ; 
Where  souls  in  excellence  make  haste,  put  forth 
Luxuriant  growths ;  nor  the  late  autumn  wait 
Of  human  worth,  but  ripen  soon  to  gods  ? 

Yet  why  drown^ncy  in  such  depths  as  these  ? 
Return,  presumptuous  rover,  and  confess 
The  bounds  of  man ;  nor  blame  them,  as  too  smalL 
Enjoy  we  not  full  scope  in  what  is  teen  f 
Full  ample  the  dominions  of  the  Sun ! 
Full  glorious  to  behold,  how  far,  how  wide 
The  matchless  monarch^  from  his  flaming  throne. 
Lavish  of  lustre,  throws  his  beams  about  him, 
Further,  and  fiurter,  than  a  tbouj^t  can  fly. 
And  feeds  his  planets  with  eternal  fires  \ 
This  Heliopolis,  by  greater  &r 
Tlian  the  proud  tyrant  of  the  Nile,  was  buiU ; 
And  he  alone^  w1k>  built  it,  can  destroy. 
Beyond  this  dty,  why  strays  human  thought  ? 
One  wonderful!  enoii^  for  man  to  know ! 
One  infinite !  enough  for  man  to  range ! 
One  firmament !  enough  for  man  io  read ! 
O  what  voluminous  instruction  here ! 
What  page  of  wisdom  is  denied  liim  ?    None ; 
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If  leanhig  fab  ddcf 
Nor  is  inttrueiiom^  bera^  our  only  gpin  ; 
There  dwdls  a  noble  paikot  in  the  ^acs^ 
Which  warms  our  passinns,  proaelytes  our 
How.  eloquently  shinca  the  glowing  Pole  ! 
With  what  authority  it  gives  its  charge, 
Remonstrating  great  truths  in  style  suWimty 
Though  silent,  loud !  heard  Earth  around  ; 
The  planets  heard  ;  and  not  unheard  in  Hell ; 
HeU  has  her  wonder,  though  too  proud  to 
Is  Eartki  then,  more  infernal  ?  has  she  those. 
Who  neither  protsff  (J.«orenxo !)  nor  adware  T 

Lorenxo's  admiration,  pre-engag'd, 
Ne'ef  ask'd  the  Moon  one  qucsdon ; 
Least  correspondence  Irith  a  ringle 
Ne'er  rear'd  an  altar  to  the  queen  ^  Hoan 
Walking  in  brightness ;  or  her  tram  ador'd. 
Their  niblunary  rivals  have  long  since 
Engross'd  his  whole  devotion ;  sCort  malign. 
Which  made  the  fond  attronomer  run  mad, 
Darke;n  his  tnleUect,  corrupt  his  heart ; 
Cause  him  to  sacrifice  his  fame  and  peace 
To  momentary  madness,  call'd  deli^rt, 
Id<dater,  more  gross  thui  ever  kiss'd 
The  liflcd  hand  to  Luna,  or  pour'd  out 
The  blood  to  Jove !  —  O  thou,  to  whom  bdoogs 
AU  sacrifice !  O  thou  Great  Jove  unfeignM  ; 
Divine  Instructor !     Ihy  Jirtt  volunae,  this. 
For  man's  perusal ;  all  in  capitals ! 
In  Moon,  and  ttart  (Heaven's  golden  alpfanbct !) 
Emblax'd  to  seise  this  sight ;  who  runs,  may  ran . 
Who  readt,  can  underttand,     'T  is  unronfin'd 
To  Oirittian  land,  or  Jewry  g  fiurly  writ 
In  language  universal,  to  mankind : 
A  language,  lofty  to  the  leam'd ;  yet  plain 
To  those  that  feed  the  flock,  or  guide  the  plough. 
Or,  from  hu  husk,  strike  out  the  boundii^  grain, 
A  language,  worthy  the  Great  Mind,  that  speaks  [ 
Preface,  and  comment,  to  the  aacred  ftage  ! 
Which  oft  refers  its  render  to  the  skies. 
As  pre-supposing  his  first  lesson  there. 
And  scripture  'self  a  fragment,  that  unread. 
Stupendous  book  of  wisdom,  to  the  wise ; 
Stupendous  book  !  and  open'd.  Night !  by  tfaee. 

By  thee  much  open'd,  I  confess,  O  Nigikt  I 
Yet  more  I  wish ;  but  how  shall  I  prevail  ? 
Say,  gentle  Ni^  /  whose  modest,  maiden  beams 
Give  us  a  new  creation,  and  present 
The  world's  great  picture  soften'd  to  the  sight ; 
Nay,  kinder  far,  fiur  more  indulgent  still. 
Say,  thou,  whose  mild  dominion's  silver  key 
Unlocks  our  hemisphere,  and  sets  to  view 
Worlds  beyond  number ;  worlds  amceal'd  by  dsv 
Behind  the  proud,  and  envious  star  of  noon  1 
Canst  thou  not  dnw  a  deeper  scene? -—  And  shoe 
Tlie  mighty  potentate,  to  whom  belong 
These  rich  regalia  pompously  display'd 
To  kindle  that  h^h  hope  ?     Like  him  of  Us, 
I  gaxe  around ;  I  search  on  every  side  -» 
O  for  a  glimpse  of  him  my  soul  adores  ! 
As  the  chas'd  hart,  amid  the  desert  wastes 
Fsnts  for  the  living  stream ;  for  him  who  made  her. 
So  pants  the  thirsty  soul,  amid  the  blank 
Of  sublunary  joys.     Say,  goddess!  where? 
Where  biases  hit  bright  court  ?     Where  bums  ka 
throne  ?  [rouiM) 

Thou  know'st ;  for  thou  art  near  him ;  by  thor. 
Hit  grand  pavilion,  sacred  fiime  reports 
Tlic  sable  curtain  drawn.     If  not,  can  none 
I  Of  r'  ^ain,  so  swift  of  vt^g. 
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VTho  trmvel  hr,  diiooTer  where  Atf  dwells? 

A  $tar  his  dwelling  pointed  out  below, 

Ife  PIdsdes!  Arcturus!  Massroth!  ^ 

^nd  thou»  Orion !  of  still  keener  eye ! 

^<^7  y^  ^^  guide  the  wilder'd  in  the  wavesi 

^od  bring  them  out  of  tempest  into  port ! 

On  whidi  hand  must  I  bend  mj  course  to  find  Mm  t 

These  courtiers  keep  the  secret  of  their  King; 

1  wake  whole  nights,  in  vain,  to  steal  it  from  tbem. 

I   wake;    ao£  waking,    climb  mgkli*%  radiant 
scale, 
Fram  sphere  to  sphere ;  the  steps  by  Nature  set 
Por  man's  ascent ;  at  once  to  tempt  and  aid ; 
To  tempt  his  eye,  and  aid  his  towering  thought ; 
Till  it  arriTes  at  the  great  Ood  of  all. 

In  ardent  contemplation**  rapid  car, 
Prom  Earthy  as  from  ray  barrier,  I  set  out 
How  swift  I  mount !  diroinish'd  Earth  recedes ; 
I  pass  the  Moon  ;  and,  from  her  farther  side, 
Pierce  Heaven's  blue  curtain  ;  strike  into  remotes 
Wliere,  with  his  lifted  tube,  the  subtle  sage 
Mis  artificial,  airy  journey  takes. 
And  to  ceUttial  lengthens  human  sight. 
I  pause  at  erery  planet  on  my  road. 
And  ask  for  him  who  gives  their  orbs  to  roll, 
Their  foreheads  fair  to  shine.     From  Saturn's  ring, 
In  which,  of  JEartht  an  army  might  be  lost, 
With  the  bold  comet  take  my  bolder  flight, 
Amid  those  »overeign  glories  of  the  skies. 
Of  independent,  native  lustre,  proud ; 
The  souls  of  ^stems !  and  the  lords  of  life^ 
Through  their  wide  empires  !^  What  behold  I  now  f 
A  wilderness  of  wonder  burning  round ; 
Where  larger  suns  inhabit  higher  spheres; 
Perhaps  the  viUaa  of  descending  gods ; 
Nor  halt  I  here ;  my  toil  is  but  begun ; 
*T  is  but  the  threshold  of  the  Deity ; 
Or,  fox  beneath  it,  I  am  grovelling  still. 
Nor  is  it  strange  ;  I  built  on  a  mistake ; 
The  grandeur  of  his  works,  whence  foUy  sought 
For  aid,  to  reojon  sets  his  glory  fai^ier ; 
Who  built  thus  high  for  worms  (mere  worms  to  him) 
O  where,  Lorenso !  must  the  Builder  dwell  ? 

Pause,  then,  and,  for  a  moment,  here  respire  — 
if  human  thought  can  keep  its  station  here. 
Where  am  I  ?  —  Where  is  Earth  T  —  Nay,  where 

art  thou, 
O  Am  /  ^  Is  Uie  Sun  tum*d  recluse  ?  — •  And  ore 
Hu  boasted  expeditions  short  to  misne  /— - 
To  mine^  bow  short !     On  Nature's  alps  I  stand, 
And  see  a  thousand  firmaments  beneath ! 
A  thousand  systems !  as  a  thousand  grains ! 
So  much  a  stranger,  and  so  late  arriv'd, 
How  can  man's  curious  spirit  not  inquire, 
What  are  the  natives  of  this  world  sublime. 
Of  this  so  foreign,  un-terrestrial  sphere. 
Where  mortal,  untrandated^  never  stray'd  ? 

**  O  ye,  as  distant  from  my  little  home. 
As  swiftest  sun-beams  in  an  age  can  fly ! 
Far  from  my  native  element  I  roam, 
In  quest  of  new,  and  wonderful,  to  man. 
What  province  this,  of  Au  immense  domain, 
Whom  all  obeys?  or  mortals  here,  or  gods  ? 
Ye  borderers  on  tiie  coasts  of  bliss !  what  are  you  ? 
A  colony  from  Heaven  ?  Or,  only  rsis'd,    [realms. 
By   frequent    risit  from   Heaven's  nei^ibouring 
To  secondary  gods,  and  half-divine  ?— 
Whate'er  your  nature,  tM*  is  past  dispute^ 
Far  other  life  you  live,  ftr  other  tongue 
You  talk,  fiur  other  thought,  perhaps,  you  think. 


Tlian  man.     How  various  are  the  works  of  God ! 

But  say,  toAo/  thou^^t  ?  is  reaton  here  enthron'd, 

And  absolute  ?  or  oenae  in  arms  against  her  ? 

Have  you  two  lights?  or  need  you  no  reveoTd  f 

Enjoy  your  happy  realms  their  golden  age  ? 

And  had  your  Eden  an  abstemious  Eve  ? 

Our  Eve's  fair  daughters  prove  their  pedigree^ 

And  ask  their  Adams  —  *  Who  would  not  be  wijt  f* 

Or,  if  your  mother  fdl^  are  you  redeem* d  t 

And  if  redeem'd  —is  your  Redeemer  teom*df 

Is  this  your  final  residence  ?  if  not. 

Change  you  your  scene,  trandated  f  or  by  death  T 

And  if  by  death,  what  d&Uh  f  —  Know  you  diteaae  t 

Or  horrid  war  T  —  With  war,  this  fatal  hour, 

Europa  groans  (so  call  we  a  small  field,         [putet 

Where  kings  run  mad).     In  owr  world,  Deaih  de* 

Intemperance  to  do  the  work  of  age  ; 

And  hanging  up  the  quiver  Nature  gave  himi 

As  slow  of  execution,  for  dispatch 

Sends  forth  imperial  butchers ;  bids  them  slay 

Tlieir  sheep  (the  silly  sheep  they  fleec'd  before) 

And  toss  him  twice  ten  thousand  at  a  meal. 

Sit  all  your  executioners  on  thrones  ? 

With  yoitf  can  rage  for  plunder  make  a  god  f 

And  bloodihed  wash  out  every  other  stain  ?  -— 

But  you,  perhaps,  can't  bleed  :  from  matter  gross 

Your  tpiritt  dean,  are  delicately  dad 

In  fine^un  ether,  privileg'd  to  soar. 

Unloaded,  uninfected ;  how  unlike 

The  lot  of  man  I     How  few  of  human  race 

By  their  own  mud  unmurder'd !     How  we  wage 

Self-Mvar  eternal !     Is  your  painful  day 

Of  hardy  conflict  o'er?    Or,  are  you  still 

Raw  candidates  at  school?     And  have  you  those 

Who  disaffect  revernons,  as  with  u*  f 

But  what  are  Ktf  /     You  never  heard  of  mant 

Or  Eortht  the  bedlam  of  the  universe ! 

Where  reason  (undiseas'd  with  you)  runs  mad. 

And  nurses yUfys  children  as  her  own; 

Fond  of  the  foulest.     In  the  sacred  mount 

Of  hoUnen,  where  reason  is  pronounc'd 

MalUblei  and  thundery  like  a  god ; 

£  en  there,  by  aaintit  the  demons  are  outdone ; 

What  these  think  wrong,  our  udnti  refine  to  right ; 

And  kindly  teach  dull  Hell  her  own  black  arts; 

Satan,  instructed,  o'er  their  morait  smiles.  — 

But  thitf  how  strange  to  you,  who  know  not  fiiaa  / 

Has  the  least  rumour  of  our  rsoe  arriv'd  ? 

Call'd  here  Elijah  in  his  flaming  car  ? 

Pass'd  by  you  the  good  Enoch,  on  his  road 

To  those  fair  fields,  whence  Lucifer  was  hurl'd ; 

Who  brush'd,  perhaps,  your  sphere  in  his  descent, 

Stain'd  your  pure  crystal  ether,  or  let  fall 

A  short  eclipse  from  his  portentous  shade  ? 

O !  that  the  fiend  had  lodg'd  on  some  broad  oib 

Athwart  his  way  ;  nor  reuh'd  his  present  home. 

Then  bhicken'd  Earth  with  footsteps  foul'd  in  HeU» 

Nor  wash'd  in  ocean,  as  from  Rome  he  paas'd 

To  Britain's  isle ;  too,  too,  conspicuous  there  /** 

But  this  is  all  digrnsion :  where  b  he, 
That  o'er  Heaven's  battlements  the  fekm  hurl'd 
To  groans,  and  chains,  and  darkness?  Where  b  1% 
'Who  sees  creation's  summit  in  a  vale? 
He,  whom,  while  man  is  man,  he  can't  hut  ae^} 
And  if  he  finds,  commences  mare  than  man  ? 
O  for  a  telescope  his  throne  to  reach ! 
Tell  me,  ye  leam'd  on  Earth  I  or  blest  ofoee  / 
Ye  searching,  ye  Newtonian  angels !  tell,    [where? 
Where,  your  great  Mastcr^s  orb?      His  plandt 
Those  contcumt  satellites,  those  fNorm^^iCan^ 
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Fint4M}rn  of  Danj !  from  central  love^ 
Bf  Teneraticm  most  profound,  thrown  off; 
By  sweet  attraction,  no  leas  strongly  drawn  ; 
Aw*d,  and  yet  raphir*d;  raptur*df  yet  $erene: 
Past  thought  illustrious,  but  with  borrow'd  beams ; 
In  still  approaching  circles,  still  remote. 
Revolving  round  the  Snn*s  eternal  Sire  ? 
Or  sient,  in  lines  direct,  on  embassiea 
To  nations  —  in  what  latitude  ?  —  Beyond 
Terrestrial  thought's  horizon  !  —  And  on  what 
High  errands  sent  ?  —  Here  human  effort  ends ; 
And  leaves  me  still  a  stranger  to  his  throne. 

Full  well  it  might !     I  quite  mistook  my  road ; 
Bom  in  an  age  m6re  curious  than  devout ; 
More  fond  to  fix  the  jdace  of  Heaven,  or  Hell, 
Tlian  studious  this  to  shun,  or  that  secure. 
*T  is  not  the  curious,  but  the  pious  path. 
That  leads  me  to  my  point :  Lorenxo !  know, 
Without  or  star,  or  angel,  for  their  guide, 
Who  worship  God,  shall  find  him.     Humble  hvCt 
And  not  proud  reason,  keeps  the  door  of  Heaven ; 
Zxtve  finds  admission,  where  proud  science  fails. 
Man's  science  is  the  culture  of  his  heart ; 
And  not  to  lose  his  plummet  in  the  depths 
Of  Nature,  or  the  more  profound  of  God. 
Either  to  know,  is  an  attempt  that  sets 
The  wisest  on  a  level  with  the  fopl. 
To  fiithom  Nature  (ill-attempted  Arr«/) 
Past  doubt  is  deep  philosophy  above ; 
Higher  degrees  in  bliss  archangels  take. 
As  deeper  leam*d  ;  the  deepest,  learning  still. 
For,  what  a  thunder  of  Omnipotence 

So  might  I  dare  to  speak)  is  seen  in  all ! 

n  man  /  in  Earth  !  in  more  amazing  xitirj  / 
Teaching  tins  lesson,  fnide  is  loth  to  learn  — 
**  Not  deeiUy  to  discern,  not  muck  to  know. 
Mankind  was  bom  to  wonder,  and  adore.  '* 

And  is  dierc  cause  for  higher  wonder  still. 
Than  that  which  struck  us  fhim  our  past  surveys  ? 
Yes  ;  and  for  deeper  adonUion  too. 
From  my  late  airy  travel  unconfin*d. 
Have  I  leam'd  nothing  ?  —  Yes,  Lorenzo !  this ; 
Each  of  these  stars  is  a  religious  house ; 
I  saw  their  altars  smoke,  their  incense  rise ; 
And  heard  hosannas  ring  through  every  sphere, 
A  seminary  fraught  with  future  gods. 
Nature  all  o'er  is  consecrated  ground. 
Teeming  with  growths  immortal  and  divine. 
The  great  proprietor's  all-bounteous  hand 
Leaves  nothing  waste  ;  but  sows  these  fiery  fields 
Witli  seeds  of  reason,  which  to  virtues  rise 
Beneath  his  genial  ray :  and,  if  escap'd 
The  pestilential  blasts  of  stubborn  unti. 
When  grown  mature,  are  gather'd  for  the  skies. 
And  is  devotim  thought  too  much  on  Earth, 
When  beings,  so  superior,  homage  boast. 
And  triumph  in  prostration  to  the  throne? 
But  wherefore  more  of  planets,  or  of  stan  ? 
Ethereal  journeys,  and,  discover'd  there, 
Ten  thousand  worlds,  ten  thousand  ways  devout, 
All  Nature  sending  incense  to  the  throne. 
Except  the  bold  Lorenzos  of  our  sphere  ? 
Opening  the  solenm  sources  of  my  soul. 
Since  I  have  pour'd,  like  feign'd  Eridanus, 
My  flowing  numbers  o'er  the  flaming  skies. 
Nor  se^  ^ fancy,  or  of  fact,  what  more 
Invites  the  Muse '—  Here  turn  we,  and  review 
Onr  past  nocturnal  landscape  wide :  —  Then  say, 
Say,  then,  Lorenzo !  with  what  burst  of  heart. 
Tile  whole,  at  once«  revolving  in  fait  thought. 


Must  man  ezclahn,  adoring^  and  agtiMt  ? 

**  O  what  a  root !  O  what  a  branch,  k  here! 

O  what  a  Father !  What  a  family  I 

Worlds !  systems !  and  creatioas !  ^-  And 

In  one  agglomerated  cluster,  hong, 

Great  Mne !  *  on  thee ;  on  tfaee  die  dtiafter  hangs ; 

The  filial  cluster !  infinitely  spread 

In  glowing  globes,  widi  various  being  fraogfat ; 

And  drinks  (nectareous  draught !)  immortal  liCe. 

Or,  shall  I  say  (for  who  can  say  enough  ?) 

A  constellation  of  ten  thousand  gems, 

(  And,  O  !  of  what  dimension  !  of  what  weight !) 

Set  in  one  signet,  flames  on  the  right  hand 

Of  Majesty  Divine !  The  Uaang  seal. 

That  deeply  stamps,  on  all  created  imiM^ 

Indelible,  Ait  soverrign  attributes. 

Omnipotence,  and  love !  That,  paasing  bound ; 

And  this,  surpasang  that.     Nor  stop  we  here. 

For  want  of  power  in  God,  but  thou^  in  maa 

E'en  this  acknowledg'd,  leaves  us  still  in  debt: 

If  greater  aught,  that  greater  all  is  thine, 

Dread  Sire  !  —  Accept  this  mmiatvre  of  thee; 

And  pardon  an  attempt  from  mortal  thou^tt. 

In  which  archangels  mij^t  have  fail'd,  unUam'd.** 

How  such  ideas  of  th*  Almighty's  power^ 
And  such  ideas  of  th*  Almighty's  pUtn^ 
(Ideas  not  absurd,)  distend  the  thought 
Of  feeble  mortals  !  Nor  of  them  alone ! 
The  fulness  of  the  Deity  breaks  forth 
In  inconceivables  to  men,  and  gods. 
Think,  then,  O  think,  nor  ever  drop  the  tfaougfac. 
How  low  must  man  descend,  when  ffods  adore  I 
Have  I  not,  then,  accomplish'd  my  proud  boast  ? 
Did  I  not  tell  thee,  **  We  would  mount,  Lorenaof, 
And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the  stars  T** 

And  have  IfaWd  ?  And  did  \  fatter  tbcc? 
And  art  all  adamant?  And  dost  confute 
All  urg'd,  with  one  irrefragable  smde  T 
Lorenzo !  mhih  how  miserable  here  ! 
Swear  by  the  stars,  by  him  wIk)  made  them,  swear. 
Thy  heart,  henceforth,  shall  be  as  pure  as  tA<y  .- 
Then  thxm,  like  them,  shalt  shine  ;  like  Utem,  shik 

yine 
From  low  to  lofty ;  from  obscure  to  bright ; 
By  due  gradation.  Nature*  %  sacred  law. 
The  stars,  from  whence? — Ask  dooi  •— he  can  te^ 
These  bright  temptations  to  idolatry. 
From  darkness  and  confusion,  took  their  bizdi ; 
Sons  of  deformity  !  from  fluid  dregs 
Tartarean,  first  they  rose  to  masses  rude ; 
And  then,  to  spheres  opaque ;  then  dimly  shone ; 
Then  brighten'd ;  then  blaz'd  out  in  pe^fieci  day* 
Nature  delights  in  progress ;  in  advance 
From  worse  to  better;  but,  when  minds  ascend. 
Progress,  in  part,  depends  upon  themtdves. 
Heaven  aids  exertion  ;  greater  makes  the  great ; 
Tlie  voluntary  little  lessens  more. 
O  be  a  fiian  /  and  thou  slialt  be  a  God  / 
And  half  self-made  /  -—  Ambition  how  divine ! 

O  thou,  ambitious  of  disgrace  alone ! 
Still  undevout  ?  Unkindlcd  ?— Though  high-tao^ 
School'd  by  the  skies,  and  pupil  of  tlie  stan ; 
Rank  coward  to  the  fashionable  world ! 
Art  thou  asham*d  to  bend  thy  knee  to  Heaven  ? 
Curst  fume  of  pride,  cxhal'd  from  deepest  Hell ! 
Pride  in  religion  is  man's  high^t  praise. 
Bent  on  destmction  !  and  in  love  with  death  t 
Not  all  these  luminaries,  quench'd  at  oooe. 


•  John,  XV.  U 


t  FlBge596. 


NiORT  IXf 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


«07 


Were  half  to  sad,  as  one  benighted  mihd. 
Which  gropes  for  happiiiets,  and  meets  detpabr,  * 
How,  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  tdghi. 
Amid  her  glimmering  tapers,  silent  sits ! 
How  sorrowful,  liow  desolate,  she  weeps 
Perpetual  dews,  and  saddens  Nature's  scene  ! 
A  scene  more  sad  ah  makes  the  darken'd  soul, 
All  comfort  kills,  nor  leaves  one  spark  alive. 

Though  blind  of  heart,  still  open  is  thine  eye : 
Why  such  magnificence  in  all  tlpu  secst  ? 
Of  nuUier^  grandeur,  know,  one  end  is  this. 
To  tell  the  rational^  who  gazes  on  it  — 
'*  Though  thed  immensely  great,  still  greater  /i^, 
Wliose  bieast,  capacious  can  embrace,  and  lodge, 
Unbuxthen'd,  Nature's  universal  scheme ; 
Can  grasp  creation  with  a  nngle  thought ; 
Crtatum.  graap ;  and  not  exclude  its  Sire."i— 
To  tell  him  farther  —  **  It  behoves  him  much 
To  jpjard  th*  important,  yet  depending,  fate 
Of  being,  brighter  than  a  thousand  suns  : 
One  single  ray  of  I/jom^/i/  outshines  them  alL'*  — 
And  if  man  hears  obedient,  soon  he  *ll  soar 
Superior  heights,  and  on  his  purple  wing, 
Hts  pur|>le  wing  liedropt  witli  eyes  of  gold. 
Rising,  where  thought  in  now  dem'ed  to  rise. 
Look  down  triumpiiant  on  these  dazzling  spheres. 

WTjy  then  persist?  —  No  mortal  ever  Tiv'd, 
But,  tfyinje,  he  pronounc'd  (when  words  are  true) 
Tlie  whole  tiiat  charms  thee,  absolutely  vain  ; 
Vain,  and  far  worse !  —  lliink  thou,  with  dying  men ; 
O  condrscend  to  think  as  angels  think  ! 
O  tolrmte  a  chance  for  happiness ! 
Our  nature  such,  ill  choice  ensures  ill  fate ; 
And  Hell  had  been,  tliough  tliere  had  been  no  God. 
Dost  thou  not  know,  my  new  astronomer! 
Earth t  turning  from  the  Sun,  brings  night  to  man? 
^fnny  turning  from  his  Gwi,  brings  eruUeu  night ; 
Where  thou  canst  read  no  month,  find  nojrkndf 
Amend  no  mannerSf  and  expect  no  peaxx* 
How  <Uep  the  darkness  !  and  the  groan,  how  loud  ! 
And  far,  how  far,  from  lanHtenl  are  the  flames !  — 
Such  \%  Lorenzo's  purchase !  such  his  praise ! 
'Die  proud,  the  politic,  Lorenzo's  praise ! 
Tciough  in  his  ear,  and  levell'd  at  his  heart, 
I've  half  read  o'er  tlie  volume  of  the  skies. 

For  tliink  not  thou  hast  heard  all  this  from  mt ; 
My  song  but  echoes  what  great  Nature  speaks. 
Wliat  has  she  spoken  ?  Thus  the  goddess  spoke. 
Thus  speaks  for  ever :  — - "  Place,  at  Nature's  head, 
A  sovereign,  which  o'er  all  things  aolls  his  eye. 
Extends  his  wing,  promulgates  liis  commands. 
But,  above  ail,  diffuses  endless  good : 
To  u:t/u*ni,  for  sure  redress,  tlie  wrung'd  may  fly ; 
The  vile,  for  mercy  ;  and  the  pain'd,  for  peace ; 
Jfy  u'/iitm,  the  various  tenants  of  tliese  spheres, 
Diversified  in  fortunes,  place,  and  powers, 
llai&'d  in  enjoyment,  as  in  worth  they  riiie, 
Arrive  at  lengtli  (if  wortliy  such  approach) 
At    that    blent    fountain-head,    from    wliich  they 

streamy 
Where  conflict  past  redoubles  present  joy ; 
And  present  joy  looks  forward  on  increase ; 
And  that,  on  more ;  no  period  !  every  step 
A  double  boon  !  a  /m»mt«e,  and  a  blu*.  ** 
How  easy  sits  this  scheme  on  human  hearts ! 
It  Huits  their  make;  it  soothes  their  vast  desires ; 
Passian  is  pleas'd ;  and  reaton  asks  no  more ; 
'T  is  rational !  *t  is  great !  —  But  what  is  Uune  f 
It  darkens !  shocks .  excruciates !  and  confounds ! 
Leaves  ui  quite  naked,  both  of  help,  and  hope. 


Sinking  from  had  to  worse ;  few  years,  the  sport 
Of  fortune  ;  then  the  morsel  of  despair. 

Say,  then,  Lorenzo !  (for  thou  knows't  it  well) 
What  's  vice  f  —  Mere  want   of  compass  in  our 

thought 
Religwh  what  ?  —  Tlie  proof  of  CMnmon^-sense. 
How  art  thou  hooted,  where  the  least  prevails! 
Is  it  my  &ult,  if  these  truths  call  iheefiol  f 
And  thou  shalt  never  be  miacaWd  by  me. 
Can  neither  shame,  nor  temmr,  stand  thy  friend? 
And  art  thou  still  an  insect  in  the  mire  ? 
How,  like  thy  guardian  angel,  have  I  flown ; 
Snatch'd  thee  from  Earth ;  escorted  thee  through  all 
'Dr  ethereal  armies  ;  walk'd  thee,  like  a  god. 
Through  splendours  of  first  magnitude,  arrsng'd 
On  either  liand ;  clouds  thrown  beneath  thy  feet ; 
Close-cniis'd  on  the  bright  Paradise  of  God ; 
And  almost  introduc'd  thee  to  the  throne ! 
And  art  tliou  stilf  carousing,  for  delight. 
Rank  poison ;  first  fermenting  to  mereyrviA, 
And  then  subsiding  into  final  gaO  T 
To  beings  of  sublime,  immortal  make. 
How  shocking  is  all  joy,  whose  end  is  sure ! 
Such  joy,  more  shocking  still,  tlie  more  it  charms  / 
And  dost  thou  choose  what  ends  ere  well-b^un ; 
And  infamous,  as  short  ?  And  dost  tliou  choose 
( Tkou,  to  whose  palate  gloiy  is  so  sweet) 
To  wade  into  jterdUion,  through  contempt. 
Not  of  poor  bigots  only,  but  tliy  oum  f 
For  I  have  pecp'd  into  thy  cover'd  heart. 
And  seen  it  blush  beneath  a  boastful  brow ; 
For,  by  strong  guilt's  most  violent  assault. 
Conscience  is  but  disabled,  not  destroyed. 

O  thou  most  aweful  being  ;  and  most  vain  ! 
Tliy  will,  Xxow  frail !  how  glorious  is  thy  power ! 
Though  dread  eternity  has  sown  her  seeds 
Of  bliss,  and  woe,  in  thy  despotic  breast ; 
Though  Heaven  and  Hell  depend  upon  thy  choice ; 
A  butterfly  comes  'cross,  and  botli  are  fled. 
Is  this  the  picture  of  a  rational  ? 
This  horrid  image,  shall  it  be  most  just  ? 
Lorenzo  !  No :  it  cannot,  —  shall  not,  be,   - 
If  there  is  force  in  reason  /  or,  in  sounds 
Chanted  beneath  the  glimpses  of  the  Moon, 
A  magic,  at  this  planetary  hour. 
When  slumber  locks  the  general  lip,  and  dreams 
Through  senseless  mazes  hunt  souls  un4n^nr'tL 
Attend  —  The  sacred  mysteries  begin  — 
My  solemn  niglU'bnm  adjuration  hear ; 
Hear,  and  I'll  raise  thy  spirit  from  the  dust ; 
While  the  stars  gaze  on  tliis  enchantment  new^ 
Enchantment,  not  infernal,  but  divine  ! 

"  By  silence,  Death's  peculiar  attribute  ; 
By  darkness,  guilt's  inevitable  doom  ; 
By  darkness,  and  by  silence,  sisters  dread ! 
Tliat  draw  tlie  curtain  round  Night's  ebon  throne. 
And  raise  ideas,  solemn  as  the  scene ! 
By  Night,  and  all  of  aweful.  Night  presents 
To  thought  or  sense  (of  aweful  much,  to  both. 
The  goddess  brings !)  By  these  her  treinbling^ret. 
Like  Vesta's,  ever-burning ;  and,  like  hers. 
Sacred  to  thoughts  immaculate,  and  pure  ! 
By  these  bright  orators,  that  fmn^e,  and  jmtise. 
And  press  thee  to  revere  tlie  Deity  ; 
Periiaps,  too,  aid  thee,  when  rever'd  awliile. 
To  reach  his  throne ;  as  stages  of  tlie  soul, 
Through  which,  at  different  periods,  slie  shall  pass, 
Refining  gradual,  for  her  final  height. 
And  purging  oflTsome  dross  at  every  sphere ! 
By  this  £rk  pall  thrown  o*er  the  silent  worid ! 
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B J  the  worid'«  kingi,  and  kingdomi,  moit  KAown'dy 
From  short  ambition't  weniih  tet  for  ever, 
Sad  pmage  to  vain  boastaa,  now  in  bloom  ! 
Bj  the  long  list  of  swift  moitaUtj, 
From  Adam  downward  to  this  evening  knell, 
Which  midnight  waves  in  /irncy**  stutlcd  eye, 
And  shocks  her  with  an  hundred  centuries ; 
Round  Deaik*s  black  banner  throng*d,  in  human 

thousbt! 
By  thouaandtt,  nam,  resigning  their  last  breath, 
Aiid  calling  thee  —  wert  thou  so  wise  to  hear ! 
By  tombs  o*er  tombs  arising ;  human  earth 
Ejected,  to  make  room  for  -~  human  earth ; 
The  monarch's  ierrour  /  and  the  sexton's  trade  ! 
By  pompous  obsequies  that  shun  the  day. 
The  lordk  funereal,  and  the  nodding  ptume. 
Which  makes  poor  man's  humiliation  proud ; 
Boast  of  our  mm  /  triumph  of  our  tkui  I 
By  the  damp  vault  that  weeps  o'er  royal  bones ; 
And  the  pale  lamp  that  shows  the  ghiotly  dead, 
Mort  ghastly  through  the  thick  incumbent  gloom ! 
By  visits  (if  there  are)  from  darker  scenes^ 
The  gliding  spectre !  and  the  groaning  grave ! 
By  groans,  and  graves,  and  miseries  that  groan 
For  the  grave's  shelter !     By  desponding  men. 
Senseless  to  pains  of  death,  from  pangs  of  guiltl 
By  guilt's  laist  audit !     By  yon  Moon  in  blood. 
The  rocking  firmament,  the  falling  stars, 
*  And  thunder's  last  discharge,  great  Nature's  knell ! 
By  second  ekaat  and  eternal  night,**  — 
Be  wise  ^  Nor  let  Philander  blame  my  charm ; 
But  own  not  ill-discharg'd  my  double  debt. 
Love  to  the  living ;  duty  to  the  dead ! 

For  know  I'm  but  executor ;  he  left 
This  mural  legacy ;  /  make  it  o'er 
By  hit  command ;  Philander  hear  in  me ; 
And  Heaven  in  both.  —  If  deaf  to  these,  O  !  hear 
Florello's  tender  voice ;  his  weal  depends 
On  thy  resolve ;  it  trembles  at  thy  choice ; 
For  hit  sake  —  love  tkyadf:  example  strikes 
AU  human  hearts ;  a  had  example  more ; 
More  still  a  father's ;  that  ensures  his  ruin. 
As  parent  of  his  being,  wouldst  thou  prove 
Th'  unnatural  parent  of  his  miseries. 
And  make  him  curse  the  being  which  thou  gavest  ? 
Is  lAii  the  blessing  of  so  fond  a  father  ? 
If  careless  of  Lorenxo !  spare.  Oh !  spare 
Florello's  Cither,  and  Fhilander's  friend ! 
Florello's  father  ruin'd,  ruins  him ; 
And  from  Philander's  friend  the  worid  expects 
A  conduct,  no  dishonour  to  the  dead. 
Let  pastion  do^  what  nobler  motive  should ; 
Let  love,  and  emulation,  rise  in  aid 
To  reaton :  and  persuade  thee  to  be  —blest, 

This  seems  not  a  request  to  be  denied ; 
Yet  (sudi  the  infatuation  of  mankind !) 
*T  is  the  most  hopelest,  man  can  make  to  man. 
Shall  I  then  rise  in  argument,  and  warmth  ? 
And  urge  Philander's  posthumous  adrice. 

From  topics  yet  unbroach'd  ? 

But,  Oh !  I  fiunt !  My  spirits  fail !  —  Nor  strange ! 
So  long  on  wing,  and  in  no  middle  clime ! 
To  which  my  great  Creator's  glory  call'd ; 
And  coflf — but,  now,  in  vain.     SUep*%  dewy  wand 
Has  strok'd  my  drooping  lips,  and  promitet 
My  long  arrear  of  rest;  the  downy  god 
(Wont  to  return  with  our  returning  jieaee) 
Win  pay,  ere  long,  and  bless  me  witfi  repose. 
Haite^  haste,  sweet  stranger!  from  tiie  nMMnt** 
cot. 


{  The  shipjMy'fl  hnimoek,  or  the  wldiar's 
Whence  torrom  never  cfaM*d  diee ;  with  tfatc  bru^ 
Not  hideous  visions,  as  of  late;  but  dnoghcs 
Delicious  of  wdUtasted,  cordial,  rest ; 
Man's  rich  restorative ;  his  balmy  bath, 
Tliat  supples,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  pby 
The  various  movements  of  this  nice  madnne^ 
Which  asks  such  frequent  periods  of  repair. 
When  tir'd  with  vain  rotatioos  of  the  day, 
Shep  winds  us  up  fqr  the  succeeding  dawn  ; 
FVeah  we  spin  on,  tOl  tichneat  dogs  our  wheels 
Or  Death  quite  breaks  the  spring,  and  mocioo  o^ 
When  will  it  end  with  me? 

«  THOU  only  knov'tf. 

Thou,  whose  broad  eye  thejuiure,  and  tbe  /^#» 
Joins  to  tfie  present ;  making  one  of  three 
To  mortal  thought !  Thou  know'st,  and  diou  aloa^ 
AU-knowing !  —  alUunknown  !  —  and   yet  wlU 

known! 
Near,  though  remote !  and,  though  nnlathom'd.  Irk ! 
And,  though  invisible^  for  ever  seen  ! 
And  seen  in  all !  the  gr«a<  and  the  mtrntte  z 
Each  globe  above^  widi  its  gigantic  race. 
Each   flower,   each   lea^   with   its   mornXL 

swann'd, 
(Those  puny  vouchers  of  Omnipotence !) 
To  the  first  thought,  that  aaks»  <  From 

declare 

Their  common  source.  Thou  fottntsin,  runini^  o'er 
In  riven  of  communicated  joy ! 
Who  gav'st  us  speech  for  far,  far  humbler  themes! 
Say,  by  what  name  shall  I  presume  to  call 
Him  I  see  burning  in  these  countless  suus. 
As  Moses,  in  the  buth  t  Illustrious  Mind  ! 
The  whole  creation,  less,  far  less,  to  thee. 
Than  that  to  the  creation's  ample  round. 
How  shall  I  name  thee?  —  How  my  labouring  sonl 
Heaves  underneath  the  thought,  too  big  for  birth ! 

*<  Great  ^stem  of  perfections !  mighty  cause 
Of  causes  nughty !  cause  uncaus'd  !  sole  ruoc 
Of  Nature,  that  luxuriant  growth  of  God ! 
First  Father  of  effecU  !  that  pipgenj 
Of  endless  series ;  where  tlie  golden  cfaain*a 
Last  link  admits  a  period,  who  can  tell  ? 
Father  of  all  that  is  or  heard,  or  bean  ! 
Father  of  all  that  is  or  seen,  or  sees ' 
Father  of  all  that  it,  or  thdU  arise ! 
Father  of  this  immeasursble  mass 
Of  matter  multiform ;  or  dense,  or  rare ; 
Opaque,  or  ludd;  rapid,  or  at  rest ; 
Minute,  or  passing  bound !  in  each  extreme 
Of  like  amaae,  and  mysteiy,  to  man. 
Father  of  these  bright  millions  of  the  ju^  ! 
Of  which  the  least  fuU  godhead  had  prodaim'd. 
And  thrown  the  gaaer  on  his  knee—  Or,  msf. 
Is  appellation  higher  still,  thy  choioe  7 
Father  of  matter*^  temporary  lord ! 
Father  of  tphritt  /  nobler  o^iring  !  apaika 
Of  high  paternal  glory ;  rich  endow'd 
With  various  measures,  and  with  varioua  modes 
Of  inttmct,  reaton,  xntuiHon  ;  beams 
More  pale,  or  bright  from  day  divine,  to  break 
The  darker  matter  organMZ*d  (the  ware 
Of  eil  created  spirit) ;  beams,  that  rise 
Each  over  other  in  superior  light. 
Till  the  last  ripens  into  lustre  strong. 
Of  next  approach  to  godhead.     Father  fond 
(Far  fonder  than  e'er  bore  that  name  on  £anh) 
Of  int^ectnal  bangs !  beings  Uest 

*'h  powers  to  please  thee !  not  of  panrive  ply 
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To  Unrs  they  know  not ;  bdngt  lodgM  in  anti 

Of  weU-adbplcd  joyiy  in  different  domet 

Of  thb  imperial  paJace  for  thy  aons ; 

Of  tbia  proud,  populous,  wf*ll-poUcy*d, 

Though  boundlcas  habitation,  plann'd  by  thee : 

Whoae  aevcial  dana  their  leTeral  cUmatei  suit ; 

And  tmupositiony  doubtless,  would  destroy. 

Or,  Oh !  indulge^  immartal  King,  indulge 

A  title  less  august  indeed,  but  man 

Endearing ;  ah !  how  sweet  in  human  eai% 

Sweet  in  our  ears,  and  triumph  In  our  hearts ! 

Faiker  ofimmortatify  to  mmn  / 

A  theme  that  lately  *  set  my  soul  on  fire— 

And  tbou  the  next !  yvt  coual !  thou,  by  whom 

Thai  blessing  wasoonvey'd ;  far  more !  was  bought : 

IncAble  the  price !  by  whom  all  worlds 

Were  made ;  and  one  redeem*d !  illustrious  light 

¥nm  light  Ulustrious !  Thou,  whose  regal  power, 

Finite  in  <tm«,  but  infinite  in  j^xiee, 

On  more  than  adamantine  basis  fiz*d. 

O'er  more,  hr  more,  than  diadems  and  thrones, 

InriolaUy  reigns ;  the  drend  of  gods ! 

And  Oh  !  ihefiiend  of  man  !  beneath  whose  foot, 

And  by  the  mandate  of  whose  aweful  nod. 

All  regions,  revolution,  fortunes,  fates, 

Of  high,  of  low,  of  mind,  and  matter,  roil 

Through  the  short  channels  of  expiring  time. 

Or  shoreless  ocean  of  eternity, 

Calm,  or  tempestuous  (as  <Ay' spirit  breathes). 

In  absolute  suUection  !  —  And,  O  thou 

The  glorious  third !  distinct,  not  separate ! 

Beaming  from  both  /  with  both  incorporate ; 

And  (strange  to  tell !)  incorpomte  with  dust! 

By  condescension,  as  thy  glory,  great, 

Eoshrin'd  in  man !  of  human  hesrts,  if  pure, 

Dirine  inhabitant !  the  tie  dirine 

Of  Hearen  with  distant  Earth !  by  whom  I  trust, 

(If  not  inspir'd)  uncensur*d  this  address 

To  thee,  to  them  ^  to  whom !  —  Mysterious  power ! 

Rereal'd !  — yet  unreveal'd !  darkness  in  light ! 

Number  in  unity !  our  joy !  our  dread ! 

The  tr^  bolt  that  lays  all  wrong  in  ruin ! 

That  animates  all  right,  the  tiyUg  sun ! 

Sun  of  the  soul !  her  nerer-setting  sun  ! 

Triune,  unutterable^  unoonceiT'd, 

Absconding,  yet  demonstrable,  great  God ! 

Greater  than  greatest !  Better  than  tlie  best ! 

Kinder  than  kindest !  with  soft  pity's  eye. 

Or  (stronger  still  to  tipetk  it)  with  thine  own. 

From  thy  bright  home,  firom  that  high  firmament. 

Where  thou,  lh>m  all  eternity,  hast  dwelt ; 

Beyond  ardiaXigels*  unassisted  ken; 

Vtim  ihr  above  what  mortals  highest  call ; 

Vnm  dcvation's  pinnacle ;  look  down, 

TlwNMfa — What?  confounding  interval !  through 

aU 
And  more  than  labouringySincy  can  conceive ; 
Through  radiant  ranks  of  essences  unknown ; 
Through  faicnrdues  fWmi  hierarchies  detach*d 
Round  various  banners  of  onmipotence. 
With  endless  change  of  npturous  duties  fir*d ; 
Through  wondrous  beings  interposing  swarms, 
All  clustering  at  the  call,  to  dwell  in  thee ; 
Hmugh  tins  wide  waste  of  worlds !  this  oitta  vast, 
AU  sanded  o'er  with  suns ;  suns  turn'd  to  night 
Before  thy  fiBci>lest  beam~Look  down  — down— - 

down. 
On  a  ^oar  bftaSking  partieU  in  dutft, 

•  Nights  the  Sixth  and  Seventh. 


Or,  lower,  an  immorlcl  in  his  crimes. 

His  criaaes  fotgtre  \  forgive  his  virtues,  too ! 

Those  smaller  faults,  luUf-converts  to  the  right 

Nor  let  me  close  these  eyes,  which  never  more 

May  see  the  Sun  (though  night's  descending  scale 

Now  weighs  iq>  mom),  unpity'd,  ond  unblest ! 

In  My  displeasure  dwells  eternal  pain ; 

Psin,  our  aversion ;  pain,  which  strikes  me  stow ; 

And,  since  all  pain  is  terrible  to  man. 

Though  transient,  terrible ;  at  thy  good  liour. 

Gently,  ah  gently,  lay  me  in  my  bed. 

My  day^oU  bed  /  by  nature  now,  so  near ; 

By  nature,  near ;  stiU  nearer  by  disease ! 

TUl  then,  be  cAts,  an  emblem  of  my  grave : 

Let  it  out*preach  the  preafeher ;  every  nigiit 

Let  it  out^«ry  the  boy  at  Philip's  ear ; 

Hut  tongue  of  death !  that  herald  of  the  tomb  ! 

And  when  (the  shelter  of  tliy  wing  implor'd) 

My  $enae$,  sooth'd,  shall  sink  in  soft  repose^ 

O  sink  thii  truth  still  deeper  in  my  soul, 

Suggested  by  my  pillow,  sign'd  by  fate. 

First,  mfate**  volume,  at  the  page  of  man— 

Man*»  tiddy  toul,   though    turnd  and  ioss*d  for 

ever. 
From  tide  to  dde,  can  rett  on  nought  but  thee : 
Here,  in  full  trust ;  heret^ter,  in  full  joy  ; 
On  thee,  the  promis'd,  sure,  eternal  down 
Of  spirits,  totl'd  in  trevel  through  this  vale. 
Nor  of  that  pillow  shall  my  soul  despond ; 
For  —  Love  almighty  !  Love  almi^ity  !  (sing,        * 
Ezultf  creation  !)  Lcnre  almighty,  reigns ! 
Tliat  death  of  death  !  that  cordial  of  despair  / 
And  loud  eternity's  triumphant  song  ! 
**  Of  whom,  no  more :  —  For,   O  tliou   Fatron- 
God! 
Thou  God  and  mortal  I  Thence  more  God  to  man ! 
Man's  theme  etenial !  man's  eternal  theme ! 
Thou  canst  not  'scape  wnif|;vr'</  from  our  jtraite* 
Uninjur'd  from  our  praise  can  he  escape, 
Who,  disembosom'd  from  the  Father,  bows 
The  Heaven  of  Heavens,  to  kiss  the  distant  Earth ! 
Breathes  out  in  agonies  a  sinless  soul .' 
Against  the  crou,  Death*^  iron  sceptre  breaks  \ 
From  famish'd  ruin  plucks  her  haman  prey  ! 
Throws  wide  the  gates  celestial  to  has  foes  f 
Their  gratitude,  for  such  a  boundless  debt. 
Deputes  their  steering  brothers  to  receive ! 
And,  if  deep  human  guilt  in  payment  fails ; 
As  deeper  guilt  prohibits  our  despair  / 
Enjoins  it,  as  our  duty,  to  r^'otor  S 
And  (to  close  all)  omnipotently  kind. 
Takes  his  delights  among  the  sons  of  hmh.**  * 
What  wordsare these  —  And  did  they  come  firom 
Heaven  ? 
And  vrere  they  spoke  to  man?  to  guilty  man ? 
What  are  all  mysteries  to  love  like  this? 
The  songs  of  angels,  all  tlie  melodies 
Of  chorsl  gods,  are  wafted  in  the  sound ; 
Heal  and  exhilarate  the  broken  heart ; 
Thou^  plung'd,  before,  in  horrours  dark  as  n^A/.* 
Rich  prelibation  of  consummate  yay  ! 
Nor  wait  we  dissolution  to  be  blest. 

Tins  final  effort  of  the  moml  Muse, 
How  justly  titled  f  T  nor  for  me  alone : 
For  all  that  read ;  what  spirit  of  support. 
What  heights  of  Consolation,  crown  my  song ! 
Hien,   farewell   Night!  of  darkness,   now,  no 
more: 
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Joj  breaks;  ihiiivs;  triiunphi ;  't  n  ctanial  d^f . 
Shall  that  whidi  rises  out  of  nou^  compUun 
Of  a  fSew  erila,  paid  with  endless  jojs  ? 
My  soul !  henceforth,  in  sweetest  union  join 
The  two  supports  of  human  happiness, 
Whidi  some,  erroneous,  think  can  never  meet; 
True  tasie  ffWe^  and  constant  thtm^  of  death  I 
The  tkm»^  of  death,  sole  victor  of  its  dread  / 
J7c>pe,  be  tfay/uy;  waAprobittfy  thy  daU; 
Hiy  patron  he,  whose  diadem  has  dropp'd 
Yon  gems  of  Heaven ;  eternity^  thy  prixe  t 
And  leave  the  racers  of  iheworid  their  own, 
Their  feather,  and  their  froth,  for  endless  toils: 
They  part  with  all  for  that  wAicA  it  hot  bread  ; 
Hftey  mortify,  they  starve,  on  wealth,  fiune^  power ; 
And  laugh  to  soom  iheJboU  that  aim  at  more. 
How  must  a  spirit,  late  escap'd  from  Earth, 
Suppose  Fhilander's,  Luda*s,  or  Nardssa's, 
The  truth  tfUungf  new-blazing  in  its  eye. 
Look  back,  astonish'd,  on  the  ways  of  men. 
Whose  lives'  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  giaves ! 
And  when  onr  preteta  prixUege  is  past^ 
To  scourge  us  with  due  sense  of  its  a6iue^ 
The  tame  astomsfament  will  seiie  us  alL 
What  then  must  pain  us,  would  preserve  us  nam, 
Lorenso!  *t  is  not  yet  too  late ;  Lorenzo ! 
Seise  wisdom,  ere  't  is  torment  to  be  wise ; 
That  is,  seize  wttdom,  ere  she  seizes  thee. 
For  what,  my  small  philosopher,  is  Hell  f 
*T  is  nothing  but  full  knowledge  of  the  truth. 
When  truth,  resisted  long,  is  sworn  our  foe : 
And  calls  eternity  to  do  her  right. 

Tlius,  darknett  aiding  intellectual  light, 
And  sacred  tUence  whispering  truths  divine. 
And  tnukt  dhnne  converting  pain  to  peace, 
"My  Mng  the  midnight  raven  has  outwing*d. 
And  shot,  ambitious  of  unbounded  scenes. 
Beyond  the  flaming  limits  of  the  world. 
Her  gloomy  flight.     But  what  avails  the  flight 
Of  fancy,  when  our  heartt  remain  below  ? 
Virtue  abounds  in  flatteries  and  foes ; 
*T  is  pride  to  praise  her ;  penance  to  perform. 
To  more  than  words     to   more  than   worth  of 

tongue, 
Lorenzo !  rise^  at  this  auspicious  hour ; 
An  hour,  when  Heaven  *s  most  intimate  vrith  man ; 
When,  like  a  failing  star,  the  ray  divine 
Glides  swift  into  the  bosom  oftbejutt; 
And  just  are  all,  determined  to  reclaim ; 
Which  sets  tliat  title  high  within  thy  r^ch. 
Awake,  then :  thy  Philander  calls :  awake ! 
Thou,  who  shalt  wake,  when  the  creation  sleeps ; 
When,  like  a  taper,  all  these  suns  expire ; 
"When  Time,  like  him  of  Gaza  in  his  wrath, 
Plucking  the  pillars  that  support  the  worid. 
In  Nature's  ample  ruins  lies  entomb'd ; 
And  midnight,  imtoersa/ midnight !  reigns. 
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Mt  verse  is  Satire ;  Dorset,  lend  your 

And  patronise  a  Muse  you  cannotyinr. 

To  poets  sacred  is  a  Dorset's  name ; 

Their  wonted  passport  through  the  gates  of  Fa^; 

It  hribet  the  partial  reader  into  praiae^ 

And  throws  a  glory  round  the  shelter'd  lays : 

The  dazzled  judgment  fewer  fiiults  can  sec^ 

And  gives  applause  to  Blackmore,  or  to  me. 

But  you  decline  the  mittreu  we  pursue : 

Others  are  fond  of  Fame,  but  Fame  of  you. 

Instructive  Satire,  true  to  virtue's  cause ! 
Tliou  shining  tuppiement  of  public  lawe  / 
\^hiexijlatter*d  crimet  of  a  licentious  age 
Reproach  our  silence,  and  demand  our  r^ge ; 
When  jmrehat'dfoUiet,  from  each  distant  land. 
Like  arts,  improve  in  Britain's  skilful  hand ; 
When  the  Law  shows  her  teeth,  but  dares  not  bil^ 
And  South-sea  treasures  are  not  brought  to  ligiit; 
When  churchmen  Scripture  for  the  dasaca  quit, 
Polite  apostates  from  God's  grace  to  tuiti 
When  men  grow  great  from  their  revemte  tpent. 
And  fly  from  bailiflfs  into  parliament ; 
When  dying  sinners,  to  blot  out  their  sooie, 
Bequeath  tbe  church  the  leavings  of  a  wkareg 
To  chafe  our  spleen,  when  themes  like  these  incnaK^ 
Siall  pan^yric  reign,  and  censure  cease  ? 

Shall  poesy,  like  law,  turn  wrong  to  rigfac. 
And  dedications  wash  an  ^thiop  white. 
Set  up  each  senseless  wretch  for  nature's  boast, 
On  whom  praise  shines,  as  trophiet  on  a  pott  f 
Shall  funersl  eloquence  her  colours  spread. 
And  scatter  roses  on  the  wealthy  dead  ? 
Shall  authors  smile  on  such  illustrious  days, 
And  satirite  with  nothing — but  their  praite  T 

Why  slumbers  Pope,  who  leads  the  tunefijl  trns, 
Nor  hears  that  virtue,  which  he  loves,  complain  ? 
Donne,  Dorset,  Dryden,  Rochester,  are  dead. 
And  guilt's  chief  foe,  in  Addison,  is  fled  ; 
Congreve,  who^  crown'd  with  laurels,  fiririy  vran. 
Sits  smiling  at  the  goal,  while  others  run. 
He  will  not  write ;  and  (more  provoking  still !) 
Ye  gods !  he  will  not  write,  and  Masviua  wiU. 

Doubly  distrest,  what  author  shall  we  fiad. 
Discreetly  daring,  and  severely  kind, 
The  couitly  Roman's  *  shining  path  to  tread. 
And  sharply  imtfe  prevailing  folly  dead  ? 
Will  no  superior  genius  snatch  the  quill. 
And  save  me,  on  the  blink,  from  writing  ill  ? 
Though  vain  the  strife,  I'll  strive  my  voice  to 
What  will  not  men  attempt  for  sacred  prttm  f 
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The  love  (fpntUe,  howe'er  concml'd  by  art, 
Kdgns,  more  or  le»,  and  {flows,  in  every  heart : 
The  proud,  to  gain  h,  toils  on  t<Mls  endure ; 
The  modest  sliun  it,  but  to  make  it  sure. 
O'er  globes,  and  sceptres,  now  on  thrones  it  swells; 
Now,  trims  tlie  midnight  lamp  in  college  cells : 
'T  is  Tory,  Whig ;  it  plots,  prays,  pre^hes,  pleads. 
Harangues  in  senates,  squodcs  in  masquerades. 
Here,  to  Steele's  humour  makes  a  bold  pretence ; 
There,  bolder,  aims  at  Pulteney's  eloquence. 
It  aids  the  dancer'*  heel,  the  tm/er*s  head, 
And  heaps  the  plain  with  mountains  of  the  dead ; 
Nor  ends  with  life ;  but  nods  in  sable  plumetf 
Adorns  our  kearse,  and  flatters  on  our  tombt. 

What  is  not  ftroud  f  the  jnmn  is  proud  to  see 
So  many  like  himself  in  high  degree : 
The  whore  is  proud  her  beauties  are  the  dread 
Of  peevish  virtue,  and  the  marriage-bed ; 
And  the  brih*d  cuckold,  like  crown*d  rictima  bom 
To  slaughter,  glories  in  his  gilded  horn. 

Some  go  to  church,  jrroud  humbly  to  repent. 
And  come  back  much  more  guilty  than  tliey  went : 
One  way  tliey  look,  another  way  they  steer, 
Pray  to  the  gods,  but  would  liave  mortals  hear ; 
And  when  tlieir  sins  they  set  sincerely  down. 
They  *11  find  ttiat  their  religion  has  been  one. 

Others  witli  wistful  eyes  on  glory  look. 
When  they  have  got  their  jncture  towards  a  book : 
Or  jtomitous  title,  like  a  gaudy  sign, 
Meant  to  betray  dull  sots  to  wretched  wine. 

If  at  his  title  T had  dropp*d  his  quill, 

T  might  have  pass'd  for  a  great  genius  still. 

But  T—  alas!  (excuse  him  if  you  can) 
Is  now  a  scribbler,  who  was  once  a  man. 
Imperious,  some  a  classicybifu;  demand. 
For  heaping  up,  with  a  laborious  hand, 
A  waggon-load  of  meanings  for  ofte  word, 
While  A  *s  de]tos*d,  and  B  with  pomp  reslor*d. 

Some,  for  renown,  on  scraps  of  learning  dote. 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  quote. 
To  patch- work  learn  *d  quotations  are  ally*d ; 
Both  strive  to  make  our  jwverty  our  jnide. 

On  glass  how  witty  is  a  noble  peer ! 
Did  ever  diamond  cost  a  man  so  dear  f 

Polite  diseases  make  some  idiots  twin ; 
Which,  if  unfortunately  well,  tliey  feign. 

Of  folly,  vice,  disease,  men  proud  we  see ; 
And,  (stranger  still !)  of  blockheads'  flattery ; 
Whose  praise  d^mcs ;  as  if  a  foo(  should  mean, 
By  fitting  on  your  face,  to  make  it  clean. 

Nor  is  *t  enough  all  hearts  are  swoln  with  jtride, 
Her /jouer  is  mighty,  as  her  retdm  is  wide. 
What  can  she  not  perform?  The  love  of  Fame 
Made  bold  Alphonsus  his  Creator  blame : 
Erapedoclcs  hurl'd  down  tlie  burning  steep: 
And  ^stronger  still !)  made  Alexander  Mrecp. 
Nay,  It  holds  Delia  from  a  second  bed. 
Though  her  lov'd  lord  lias  four  lialf  months  been  dead. 

This  passion  with  a  pimjJe  have  I  seen 
Retard  a  cause,  and  g\\e  a  judge  the  spleen. 
By  this  inspired  (O  ne'er  to  be  forgot !) 
Some  lords  have  learn  *d  to  spdl,  and  some  to  knot. 
It  makes  Globose  a  speaker  in  die  liouae; 
He  hems,  and  is  delivered  of  his  mouse. 
It  makes  dear  selfon  well-bred  tongues  prevail. 
And  /  the  little  hero  of  each  talc. 
Sick  with  tlie  Xotv  if  Fame,  what  throngs  pour  in, 
Unpeople  court,  and  leave  tlic  settate  thin  ? 
My  growing  subject  seems  but  just  begun. 
And,  charioulike,  I  kindie  as  1  nuu 


Aid  me,  great  Homer !  iritb  thy  qrie  rules, 
To  take  a  catalogue  of  British  fools. 
Satire !  had  I  thy  Dorset's  force  divine, 
A  knave  or  fool  should  perish  in  each  line ; 
Though  for  the  first  aU;;Westmioster  should  plead. 
And  fur  the  last  all  Gresbam  intercede. 

Begin.     Who  first  the  catalogue  shall  grace  ? 
To  quatily  belongs  the  higliest  place. 
My  lord  comes  forward;  forward  let  him  come  J 
Ye  vulgar !  at  your  peril,  give  him  room : 
He  stands  for  fame  on  hb  forefathers*  feet. 
By  heraldry,  prov'd  valiant  or  discreet : 
Witli  what  a  decent  pride  he  throws  his  eyei 
Above  the  man  by  three  descents  leas  wise ! 
If  virtues  at  his  noble  hands  you  crave, 
You  bid  him  raise  his  father's  from  the  grave. 
Men  should  press  forward  in  Fame's  glorious  chase; 
Nobles  look  backward,  and  so  lose  the  race. 

Let  high-birth  triumph!  What  can  be  more  great? 
Nothing  ^but  merit  in  a  low  estate. 
To  virtue's  humblest  son  let  none  prefer 
Vice,  tliough  descended  from  the  Conqueror. 
Shall  men,  like^/i^gurci^  pass  for  high,  or  baae^ 
Slight,  or  important,  only  by  theur  place  ? 
Titles  are  marks  of  honest  men,  and  wisej 
The  fool,  or  knave,  that  wears  a  title,  /yea. 

They  that  on  glorious  ancestors  enlarge, 
Produce  their  tleiu,  instead  of  their  discharge, 
Dorset,  let  those  who  proudly  boast  their  line^ 
Like  thee,  in  worth  hiveditary,  shine. 

Vain  as  false  greatness  is,  the  Muse  must  own 
We  want  not  fools  to  buy  that  Bristol  stone. 
Mean  sons  of  earth,  who  on  a  South-sea  tide 
Of  full  success,  swam  into  wealth  and  pride. 
Knock  with  a  purse  of  gold  at  Anstis*  gate^ 
And  beg  to  be  descended  from  the  great. 

When  men  of  infiuny  to  grandeur  soar, 
Tliey  light  a  torch  to  show  their  sliame  tlie  more. 
Those  governments  which  curb  not  evils,  cause  I 
And  a  rich  knave  's  a  idni  on  our  laws, 

Belus  with  solid  glory  will  be  crown 'd ; 
He  buys  no  phantom,  no  vain  empty  sound  ; 
But  builds  himself  a  name ;  and,  to  lie  grea^ 
Sinks  in  a  quarry  an  immense  estate  J 
In  cost  and  grandeur,  Cbandos  he  '11  outdo  ; 
And  Burlington,  thy  taste  is  not  so  true. 
Tlie  pile  is  iinish'd  ;  every  toil  is  past ; 
And  full  perfection  is  arriv'd  at  last ; 
When  lo  !  my  lord  to  some  small  comer  runs. 
And  leaves  state-rooms  to  ^mtv^ers  and  to  duns. 

The  man  who  builds,  and  wants  wherewith  to  pay 
Provides  a  home  from  which  to  run  away. 
In  Britain,  what  is  many  a  lordly  seat. 
But  a  discharge  in  full  for  an  estate  ? 

In  smaller  compass  lies  Pygmalion's  fame ; 
Not  domes,  but  antique  statues,  are  his  flame : 
Not  Fountaine's  self  more  Parian  charms  has  known 
Nor  is  good  Pembroke  more  in  love  with  stone. 
The  bailifl^  como  (rude  men,  prophanely  bold  !) 
And  bid  him  turn  his  Venus  into  gold. 
«*  No,  sirs,"  he  cries;  «*  I'll  sooner  rot  in  jail: 
Shall  Grecian  arts  be  truck'd  for  EngUsh  bail  ?" 
Such  huAs  might  make  their  very  bustos  laugh : 
His  daughter  starves ;  but  Cleopatra  's  safe.  * 

Men,  overloaded  with  a  large  estate. 
May  spill  their  treasure  in  a  nice  conceit : 
The  rich  may  be  polite ;  but,  oh  !  *t  is  sad 
To  say  you  're  curioui,  when  we  swear  you  *re  mod. 

*  A  famous  statue. 
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By  yourievemie  meastire  yoor  eipeoie ; 
And  to  your  funds  and  aeret  join  your  aetue. 
No  man  is  bleasM  by  accident  wguettg 
True  wisdom  is  the  price  of  happbuss  : 
Yet  few  without  longnlisciplikie  are  sage ; 
And  our  youih  only  lays  up  sighs  for  age. 
But  how,  my  Muse,  canst  thou  resist  so  long 
The  bright  temptation  of  the  courtly  throngt 
Thy  most  inviting  theme  ?  The  court  afibrda 
Much  food  for  satire ;  —  it  abounds  in  lords. 
'<  What  lords  are  those  saluting  with  a  grin  ?" 
One  is  just  out,  and  one  as  lately  tn. 
*<  How  comes  it  then  to  pass,  we  see  preside 
On  both  their  brows  an  equal  share  of  jtride  /" 
Vndey  that  impartial  passion,  reigns  tlirough  all, 
Attends  our  glory,  nor  deserts  our  falL 
As  in  its  home  it  triumphs  in  high  place. 
And  frowns  a  haughty  exile  in  disgrace. 
Some  lords  it  bids  admire  their  hands  so  white, 
Which  bloom,  like  Aaron's,  to  their  ravidi'd  sight : 
Some  lords  it  bids  resign ;  and  turns  their  wands. 
Like  Moses*,  into  serpents  in  their  hands. 
These  sink,  as  diTcrs,  for  renown ;  and  boastf 
With  pride  inverted,  of  their  honours  lost 
But  against  reason  sure  *t  is  equal  sin, 
The  boist  of  merely  being  out,  or  tn* 

What  numbers  here,  through  odd  ambition  strive 
To  seem  the  moat  transported  things  alive ! 
As  if  by  joy,  desert  was  understood : 
And  all  the  fortunate  were  wise  and  good. 
Hence  aching  bosoms  wear  a  visage  gay. 
And  stifled  groans  frequent  the  ball  aitd  play. 
Completely  dress*d  by  Monteuil  *  and  grimace, 
'lliey  take  their  birlh-dat^  suit  and  ptMic  face : 
Their  smiles  are  only  part  of  what  they  wear. 

Put  off  at  night,  with  Lady  B *s  hair. 

What  bodily  fatigue  is  half  so  bad  ? 
With  anxious  care  diey  labour  to  be  glad. 

What  numbers,  here,  would  into  fame  advance. 
Conscious  of  merit,  in  the  coxcomb*8  dmux; 
The  tavern  !  park  !  assembly  !  mask  !  and  play ! 
Those  dear  destroyers  of  the  tedious  day  ! 
Hiat  wheel  of  fops !  that  saunter  of  tlie  town  J 
Call  it  diversion,  and  the  pill  goes  down. 
Fools  grin  on  fooU,  and,  staic-hke,  support. 
Without  one  sigh,  die  pleasures  of  a  court. 
Courts  can  give  nothing  to  the  vnse  and  good. 
But  scorn  of  pomp,  and  love  of  solitude. 
High  stations  tumult,  but  not  bliss,  create : 
None  think  the  great  unhappy,  but  tlie  great : 
Fools  gaxe,  and  envy ;  envy  darts  a  sting, 
Which  makes  a  swain  as  wretched  as  a  king. 

I  envy  none  their  pageantry  and  show ; 
I  envy  none  the  gU^ng  of  their  woe. 
Give  me,  indulgent  gods !  with  mind  serene, 
And  guiltless  heart,  to  range  the  sylvan  scene; 
No  splendid  poverty,  no  smiling  care, 
No  well-bred  hate,  or  servile  grandeur,  there  : 
Tbere  pleasing  objects  useful  thoughts  suggest ; 
The  sense  is  ravish*d,  and  the  soul  is  blest ; 
On  every  thorn  delightful  wisdom  grows ; 
In  every  rill  a  sweet  instruction  flows. 
But  some,  untaught,  overhear  the  whispering  rill, 
In  spite  of  sacred  leisure,  blockheads  still : 
Nor  shoots  up  folly  to  a  nobler  bloom 
In  her  own  native  soil,  the  drawing-room, 

ITic  squire  is  jmnid  to  see  his  coursers  strain, 
Or  wen-breath*d  beagles  sweep  along  the  plain. 

*  A  fiunous  tailor. 


Say,  dear  Hippdyiii^  (wlioae  drink  u  aK 
Whoae  eniditioD  is  a  Qvistmaa  tale. 
Whose  mistress  is  saluted  with  a  snoa^ 
And  friend  receiv'd  with  thumpa  upon  the  badk») 
When  thy  sleek  gelding  nimbly  Icaqpa  the  mound, 
And  Rii^pNrood  opens  on  the  tainted  gnmad. 
Is  that  thy  praise?  Let  Rtngwood's  fione  aloae; 
Just  Ringwood  leaves  each  animal  his  own  ; 
Nor  enries,  when  a  gjTpeej  you  couunit. 
And  shake  the  clumsy  bench  irith  country  wit ; 
When  you  the  dullest  of  dull  things  have 
And  then  ask  pardon  for  the/eil  you  made. 

Here  breathe,  my  Muse !  and  then  thy  tad: 
Ten  thousand  focrfs  unsung  ere  still  in  view. 
Fewer  lay-atheists  made  br  church  debatea; 
Fewer  great  beggars  ftm*d  for  large  cstalea  ; 
Ladies,  whoae  love  is  constant  as  the  wind  ; 
Cits,  who  prefer  a  guinea  to  mankind  ; 
Fewer  gnve  lords  to  Scrope  discreetly  bend ; 
And  fihver  shocks  a  statesman  gives  )mJnaifL 

Is  there  a  man  of  an  etemafvein. 
Who  hills  the  town  in  winter  with  his  strain. 
At  Bath,  in  summer,  chanta  the  reigning  laa^ 
And  sweetly  whistles  as  the  waters  pass  ? 
Is  there  a  tongue,  like  Delia's  o*er  her  cup^ 
That  runs  for  ages  without  winding-up? 
Is  there,  whom  his  tenth  epic  mounts  to  fisme  ? 
Such,  and  such  only,  might  exhaust  my  tbeme: 
Nor  would  these  heroes  of  the  task  be  glad. 
For  who  can  write  so  fast  as  men  run  wtad  f 

Satikk  IL 

I  Mv  Muse,  proceed,  and  readi  thy  dcatin'd  cod; 

I  Tliough  toils  and  danger  t&e  bold  task  attend. 
Jfcrties  and  giids  make  other  poems  fine ; 
Plain  Satire  calls  for  sense  in  every  Kne : 
Ulien,  to  wliat  swarms  thy  faults  1  dare  f  fpoea ! 
All  friends  to  vice  smd/olfy  are  thy  fbea. 
>Vhen  such  the  foe,  a  war  eternal  wage  ; 
'T  is  most  ill-nature  to  repress  thy  rage : 
And  if  tliese  strains  some  nobler  Muse  ezcilc^ 
1*11  glory  in  tlie  verse  I  did  not  write. 

So  weak  are  buman-kind  by  nature  madc^ 
Or  to  such  weakness  by  their  vice  betray'd. 
Almighty  Vanity  I  to  thee  they  owe 
Their  sesi  of  pleasure,  and  thdr  balm  of  wocl 
Thou,  like  the  Sun,  all  crWburt  dost  contain. 
Varying,  like  rays  of  light,  on  drops  of  rain. 
For  every  soul  finds  reason  to  be  proud. 
Though  hiss*d  and  booted  by  the  pointing  crowd 

Warm  in  pursuit  of  foxes  and  renown, 
Hippolytus  *  demands  the  m^team  crown; 
But  flario*a  lame,  the  product  of  a  shower. 
Grows  in  his  garden,  an  illustriona  flower  ! 
Why  teems  the  Earth?  Why  melt  the  vernal  Aies? 
Why  shines  the  Sun?   To  make  Paul  Diack  f  riia 
From  mom  to  night  has  Florio  gating  stood. 
And  wonder*d  how  the  gods  could  be  ao  good : 
What  sh^ie !  What  hue !  Was  ever  nymph  ao  ftir? 
He  dotes !  he  dies !  he  too  is  roofed  there. 
O  solid  bliss!  which  nothing  can  destroy. 
Except  a  cat,  bird,  snail,  or  idle  boy. 
In  fame*s  full  bloom  lies  Florio  down  at  nigbt. 
And  wakes  next  day  a  most  inglorious  wig^ ; 
The  tulip  *s  dead !     See  thy  fair  sister's  fiue^ 
O  C !  and  be  kind,  ere 't  is  too  late. 

*  This  refers  to  the  first  Satire. 
f  The  name  cS  a  tulip. 
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Nor  «re  thote  enemies  I  mentionM,  all ; 
Beware,  O  florist,  thy  ambition's  fail. 
A  friend  of  mine  indulg*d  this  noble  flame ; 
A  Quaker  serv*d  him,  Adam  was  his  name ; 
To  one  lov'd  tulip  oft  the  master  went, 
Hung  o*er  it,  and  whole  days  in  rapture  spent; 
But  came,  and  miss*d  it,  one  ilUfated  hour : 
He  ng'd !  he  roar*d !    '*  What  demon  cropt  my 

flower?" 
Scvmc^  quoth  Adam,  "  Lo !  *t  was  crusli'd  by  me ; 
Fall'n  is  the  Baal  to  which  thou  bow'dst  thy  knee." 

But  all  men  want  amusement ;  and  what  crime 
In  such  a  Fuadise  to  fool  their  time  ? 
NfMie:  but  why  proud  of  this  ?  To  fiune  they  soar : 
We  f^rant  tkey  *re  idie^  if  they  'U  ask  no  more. 

We  smile  at  florists,  we  despise  their  joy, 
And  think  their  hearts  enamour'd  of  a  toy : 
But  are  those  wiser  whom  we  most  admire. 
Survey  with  envy,  and  pursue  with  fire? 
What  *s  he  who  sighs  for  wealth,  or  fame,  or  power? 
Another  Florio  doting  on  a  flower ! 
A  shorUliv*d  flower ;  and  which  has  often  sprung 
Vrota  sordid  arts,  as  Florio*s  out  of  dung. 

With  what,  O  Codrus !  is  thy  fancy  smit? 
Thtjhwer  of  Icanung,  and  the  bioom  of  wit. 
Tliy  gaudy  shelves  with  crimson  bindings  glow. 
And  fipictctus  is  a  pericct  beau. 
How  fit  for  thee,  bound  up  in  crimson  too^ 
Gilt»  and  like  them,  devoted  to  the  view ! 
Hiy  books  n%  furniture.     Methinks  't  is  hard 
That  sdenoa  should  be  purchas*d  by  the  yard; 
And  Tonson,  tum'd  upholsterer,  send  home 
The  gilded  leather  ioft  up  thy  room. 

If  not  to  some  peculiar  end  design*d, 
Siwdjf  *s  the  qpedous  tryUng  of  the  mind ; 
Or  is  at  beat  a  secondary  aim, 
A  chase  for  tport  alone,  and  not  for  game. 
If  so^  sure  they  who  the  mere  volume  prisc^ 
But  love  the  thicket  where  the  quarry  lies. 

On  buying  books  Lorenso  long  was  bentt 
But  found  at  length  that  it  reduc'd  his  rent ; 
His  fisrms  were  flown ;  when,  lo !  a  sale  comes  on, 
A  cfaoioe  collection  !  wiut  is  to  be  done  ? 
He  sells  his  taei;  for  he  the  whole  will  buy ; 
Sells  e'en  his  house ;  nay,  wants  whereon  to  lie : 
So  high  the  generous  ardour  of  tlie  man 
For  Romans,  Greeks,  and  Orientals  ran. 
When  terms  were  drawn,  and  brought  him  by  the 

clerk, 
Lorenao  sign'd  the  bargain  —  with  his  mai4c» 
Unlearned  men  of  books  assume  the  care^ 
As  eunuchs  are  the  guardians  of  the  fair.. 

Not  in  his  authors*  tweriet  alone 
Is  Codrus*  erudite  ambition  shown : 
Bditions  various,  at  high  prices  bought, 
Inform  the  world  what  Codrus  would  be  thou^i 
And  to  this  cost  another  must  succeed. 
To  pay  a  sage,  who  mye  that  he  can  read ; 
Who  UUet  knows,  and  indexes  has  seen ; 
But  leaves  to  Chesterfield  what  lies  between ; 
Of  pompous  books  who  shuns  the  proud  expense^ 
And  humbly  is  contented  with  their  aente. 

O  ficanhope,  whose  accomplishments  make  good 
The  promite  of  a  long-illustrious  blood. 
In  oris  and  maniKrs  eminently  gnc'd, 
The  strictest  honour  /  and  the  finest  tasie  / 
Accept  this  verse ;  if  Satire  can  agree 
With  so  consummate  an  humaniljf. 

By  your  example  would  Hilario  mend, 
How  would  it  grace  the  talents  of  my  ftiend ; 


Who,  with  the  diarms  of  his  own  genius  smit, 

Conceives  all  virtues  are  compris'd  in  wit ! 

But  time  his  fervent  petulance  may  cool ; 

For  though  he  is  a  wU,  he  u  nofooL 

In  time  be  'U  learn  to  use,  not  vxiste,  his  sense  ; 

Nor  make  A/raiiiy  of  an  excellence. 

He  spares  nor  firiend  nor  foe ;  but  calls  to  mind. 

Like  doom*s-day,  all  the  faults  of  all  manfcm^j. 

What  though  wU  tickles  ?  tickUng  is  unsafe, 
If  still  't  is  pamftU  while  it  makes  us  laugh. 
Who,  for  the  poor  renown  of  being  smarts 
Would  leave  a  sting  within  a  brother's  heart? 

Fbrts  may  be  prais'd,  good-nature  is  ador'd ; 
Then  draw  your  unt  as  seldom  as  your  sword  g 
And  never  on  the  weak;  or  you  *11  appear 
As  there  no  hero^  no  great  genius  here. 
As  in  smooth  oil  the  razor  best  is  whet^ 
So  1H(  is  hy  politeness  sharpest  set : 
Their  want  of  edge  from  their  offence  is  seen ; 
Both  pain  us  least  when  exquisitely  keen. 
Theybffitf  men  give  is  for  the  Jciy  they  find ; 
DuXL  is  the^«ter,  when  the  joke  *»  unkind. 

Since  Marcus,  doubtless,  thinks  himself  a  wil» 
To  pay  my  compliment,  what  place  so  fit  ? 
His  most  facetious  letters  *  came  to  band. 
Which  my  First  Satire  sweetly  reprimand  i 
If  that  a/Mjf  offence  to  Marcus  gave. 
Say,  Marcus,  which  art  thou,  a/uo^  or  knave  f 
Foe  all  but  such  vi-itlt  caution  I  fortwre  j 
That  thou  wast  either,  I  ne'er  knew  before : 
I  know  thee  now,  both  what  thou  art,  and  whot 
No  mask  so  good,  but  Marcus  must  shine  through : 
False  names  are  vain,  thy  lines  their  author  tell ; 
my  best  concealment  had  been  writing  wells 
But  thou  a  brave  neglect  of  fame  hast  shown. 
Of  others'  fame,  great  genius !  and  thy  own. 
Write  on  unheeded ;  and  this  maxim  know, 
Hie  man  who  jtardons,  disappoints  liis  foe. 

In  malice  to  jmnul  loits,  some  proudly  lull 
Their  peetnsh  reason ;  vain  of  being  dull ; 
When  some  home  joke  has  stung  their  solemn  souls^ 
In  vengeance  they  determine  -» to  he  fools  / 
Through  spleen,  that  little  Nature  gave,  make  letSf 
Quite  zealous  in  the  ways  of  heaviness  g 
To  lumps  inanimate  a  fondness  take ; 
And  disinherit  sons  that  are  awake. 
These,  when  their  utmost  venom  they  would  spit. 
Most  barbarously  tell  you  —  "  He  *s  a  v?U.** 
Poor  ftegroes,  thus  to  show  their  burning  spite 
To  cacodemons,  say,  they  *rc  devilisli  relate, 

Lampridius,  from  tlie  bottom  of  his  breast, 
&gf»s  o'er  one  child ;  but  triumphs  in  the  rest. 
How  just  his  grief!  one  Carries  in  his  head 
A  less  proportion  of  the  father's  lead ; 
And  is  in  danger,  without  special  grace. 
To  rise  above  a  justice  of  the  peace. 
The  dung-hill  breed  of  men  a  diamond  srom. 
And  feel  a  passion  for  a  grain  of  com  j 
Some  stupid,  plodding  money-loving  wigbt. 
Who  wins  their  hearts  by  knowing  black  from  whit^ 
Who  with  much  pains,  exerting  all  his  sense. 
Can  range  aright  liis  shillings,  pounds,  and  pence. 

The  booby  father  craves  a  booby  son  ; 
And  by  Heaven's  blessing  thinks  himself  undomei 

Wants  of  all  kinds  are  made  to  fame  a  plea ; 
One  learns  to  Usp ;  another  not  to  see : 

Miss  D ,  tottering,  catches  at  your  hand  t 

Was  ever  thing  so  pretty  born  to  stand  ? 

*  Letters  sent  to  the  autlior,  signed  Marcus. 
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Whilst  thcsCy  wlnt  Natim  gsvcy  disowii  tiiroogh 

pride, 
Others  affect  what  Nature  has  denied ; 
What  Nature  has  denied,  foobwiU  punne : 
As  apes  are  erer  walking  upon  rioo> 

Cra5sus,  a  gratefid  sage^  our  awe  and  sport ! 
Supports  grsTe  forms ;  for  forms  the  sage  support. 
He  hems ;  and  cries,  with  an  important  air, 
**  If  yonder  clouds  withdraw,  it  will  be  fair  :'* 
Hien  quotes  the  Stagyrite,  to  prove  it  true  : 
And  adds,    «  The  leam'd  del^  in  something 

Is  *t  not  enough  the  blockhead  scarce  can  resd. 
But  must  he  lotaej^  look,  and  gravely  plead  ? 
As  far  aijomuditt  from  witdom  sits. 
In  judging  eyes,  as  Ubertmet  from  wits. 

These  subtle  wights  (so  blind  are  mortal  men, 
Hiou^  Satire  couch  them  with  her  keenest  pen) 
For  ewer  wiU  hang  out  a  solemn  face^ 
To  put  off  nonsense  with  a  better  grace : 
As  pedlars  with  some  hero*s  head  make  bold, 
Illustrious  mark  !  where  pins  are  to  be  sold* 
What  's  the  bent  brow,  or  neck  in  thought  redin'd  ? 
The  My's  wisdom  to  conceal  the  mind. 
A  man  of  sense  can  artifice  disdain ; 
As  men  of  wealth  may  Tenture  to  go  plain  ; 
And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne*er  forgot, 
Solemnity  's  a  cover  for  a  sot. 
I  find  theyW,  when  I  behold  the  skreen; 
For  't  is  the  wise  man's  interest  to  be  seen. 

Hence,  Chesterfield,  that  openness  of  heart. 
And  just  disdain  for  that  poor  mimic  art ; 
Hence  (manly  praise  !)  that  manner  nobly  frec^ 
Which  all  admire,  and  I  commend,  in  thee. 

With  generous  scorn  how  oft  hast  thou  survey'd 
Of  court  and  town  the  noontide  masquemde ;  • 
Where  swarms  of  knaves  the  vizor  quite  disgrace 
And  hide  secure  behind  a  naked  face  / 
Where  Nature's  end  of  language  is  declin'd, 
And  men  talk  only  to  conceal  the  mind : 
Where  generous  hearts  the  greatest  hazard  rui% 
And  he  who  trusts  a  brother,  is  undone ! 

These  all  their  care  expend  on  outward  show 
For  wealth  and  fame :  for  fame  alone^  the  beau. 
Of  late  at  White's  was  young  Florello  seen ! 
How  blank  his  look  !  how  discompos'd  his  mien! 
So  hard  it  proves  in  grief  sincere  to  feign  ! 
Sunk  were  his  spirits  ;  for  his  coat  was  plain. 

Neit  day  his  breast  regain 'd  its  wonted  peace ; 
His  health  was  mended  with  a  silver  lace. 
A  curious  artist,  long  inured  to  toils 
Of  gentler  sort,  with  combs,  and  fragrant  oils, 
Whether  by  chance,  or  by  some  god  inspir'd. 
So  touch'd  his  curb,  his  mighty  soul  was  fir'd. 
The  well'-swoln  ties  an  equal  homage  claim, 
And  either  shoulder  has  its  share  of  fame ; 
His  sumptuous  watch-case,  though  conceal'd  it  lies. 
Like  a  good  consdence,  solid  joy  supplies. 
iie  only  thinks  himself  (so  far  from  vain !) 
Stanhope  in  wit,  in  breeding  Deloraine 
Whene'er,  by  seeming  chance,  he  throws  his  eye 
On  mirron  that  reflect  his  l^rian  dye, 
Vnth  how  sublime  a  transport  leaps  his  heart ! 
But  Fate  ordains  that  dearest  friends  must  part 
In  active  measures,  brought  from  France,  he  wheels. 
And  triumphs,  conscious  of  his  learned  heels. 

80  have  I  seen,  on  some  bright  summer's  day, 
A  calf  of  genius,  debonnair  and  gay, 
Dance  on  the  bank,  as  if  inspir'd  by  fame, 
'  cilhe  pretty  JfeUow  in  the  stnsm.   ' 
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Ifbroae  11  sunk  widi  rimnc^ 
In  linen  dean,  or  penike 
No  sublunary  chance  hb 
Valued,  l&e  leopards,  as  their  ^Mts  appear. 
A  fam'd  suitout  he  wears,  whkh  once  was  bluc^ 
And  his  foot  swims  in  a  capacious  shoe ; 
One  day  hu  wife  (for  who  can  wives  radaias  ?) 
Levell'd  her  baibarous  needle  at  his  fame : 
But  open  fSorce  vras  vain ;  by  night  she  vpcot. 
And,  while  he  slept,  surprb'd  the  darling  rent : 
Where  yawn'd  the  firieie  »  now  beoome  •  doubt, 
**  And  glory,  at  one  entrance,  quite  shut  out.**  * 

He  scorns  Flordlo,  and  Fiorello  him ; 
This  hates  the/l%creatui«;  that,  the  ;iinM  .> 
Tlius,  in  each  other,  both  these  fools  despise 
Their  own  dear  selves,  with  undlscenung  eyes; 
Their  methods  various,  but  alike  their  aim ; 
The  slotren  and  thsfopling  are  the  same. 

Ye  Whigs  and  Tories !  thus  it  fares  with  you. 
When  party-rage  too  warmly  you  pursue  ; 
Then  both  club  nonsense,  and  impetuous. pride, 
AxkdJoUy  joins  whom  sentiments  divide. 
You  vent  your  spleen,  as  monkeys,  when  they  paM» 
Scratch  at  the  mimic  monkey  in  the  glass  ; 
While  both  are  one :  and  henceforth  be  it  known. 
Fools  of  both  sides  shall  stand  for  fools  alcme. 

<<  But  who  art  thou  ?"  methinks  Florello  cria : 
«  Of  all  thy  spedes  art  thou  only  wise?" 
Since  smallest  things  can  give  our  sins  a  twitdii 
As  crossing  straws  retard  a  pasang  witch, 
Florello,  thou  my  monitor  shalt  be ; 
I'll  cof^jure  thus  some  profit  out  of  thee* 
O  THOU  myself!  abroad  our  counsels  roam. 
And,  like  ill  husbands,  take  no  care  at  baoie : 
Hiou  too  art  wounded  with  the  common  dart, 
And  Love  of  Fame  lies  throbbing  at  thy  heart ; 
And  what  vrise  means  to  gain  it  hast  thou  dboK  ? 
Yiuom,fame  smA  fortune  both  are  made  of  prose; 
Is  thy  ambition  sweating  for  a  rhyme^ 
Thou  unambitious  fool,  at  this  late  time  ? 
Wliile  I  a  moment  luune,  a  moment  *s  past ; 
I'm  nearer  death  in  this  verse,  than  the  lost : 
What  then  is  to  be  done  ?     Be  wise  with  speed ; 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 

And  what  so  foolish  as  the  chase  of  fame  ? 
How  vain  the  prise !  how  impotent  our  aim  ! 
For  what  are  men  who  grasp  at  praise  sublime^ 
But  bubbles  on  the  rapid  stream  of  time. 
That  rise,  and  fall,  that  swell,  and  are  no  more, 
Bomt  andforgotf  ten  thonsand  in  an  hour  ? 


Satiu  III. 
TO  THK  moHT  HOH.  XB.  noouroiox. 

Long,  Dodington,  in  debt  I  long  have  sought 
To  ease  the  burthen  of  my  gnuend  thought; 
And  now  a  poet's  gratitude  you  see ; 
Grant  him  two  favours,  and  he  '11  ad^  for  thne : 
For  whose  the  present  glory,  or  the  gain  ? 
You  give  protection,  I  a  worthless  strain. 
You  love  and  fed  the  poef  s  sacred  flamc^ 
And  know  the  basis  of  a  solid  hme ; 
Though  prone  to  like,  yet  cautious  to  commend, 
You  read  with  all  the  malice  of  a  friend  ; 
Nor  favour  my  attempts  that  way  alone. 
But,  more  to  raise  my  versey  cemceal  your  ow& 

•  Milton. 


Satirs  in. 


LOVE  OF  FAME. 


eis 


An  iU-lmi'd  modesty !  ttum  ages  o^er, 
When  wanted  Britain  bright  examples  more? 
Her  Uamingf  and  her  genius  too,  decays ; 
And  ttark  and  cold  are  her  declining  days ; 
As  if  men  now  were  of  another  cast, 
They  meanly  live  on  alms  of  ages  past. 
Men  still  are  men ;  and  they  who  boldly  dare, 
Shall  triumph  o*er  the  sons  of  cold  despair  j 
Or,  if  they  fail,  they  justly  still  take  place 
Of  such  who  rtin  in  debt  for  their  disgrace ; 
Wlio  borrow  much,  then  fairly  make  it  known, 
And  damn  it  with  improvements  of  their  own. 
We  bring  some  new  materials,  and  what  *s  old 
New-ca$t  with  care,  and  in  no  borrowed  mould ; 
Late  times  the  verse  may  read,  if  these  refuse  ; 
And  from  sour  critics  vindicate  the  Muse; 
"  Your  work  is  long,"  the  critics  cry.     *Tis  true, 
And  lengthens  still,  to  take  in  fools  like  you : 
Shorten  my  labour,  if  its  length  you  blame ; 
For,  grow  but  wise,  you  rob  me  of  my  game ; 
As  hunted  hags,  who,  while  tlie  dogs  pursue, 
Renounce  their  four  legs,  and  start  up  on  twa 

Like  the  bold  bird  upon  the  banks  of  Nile, 
That  picks  the  teeth  of  the  dire  crocodUe, 
Will  I  enjoy  (dread  feast !)  the  critic's  rage, 
And  with  tlie  fell  desln*^  fifcd  ray  page. 
For  wliat  ambitious  fools  are  more  to  blame, 
Tlian  those  who  tliunder  in  tlie  critic's  name  ? 
Good  authors  damn*d,  liave  their  revenge  in  Mi«, 
To  sec  what  ^vretches  gain  the  praise  tliey  miss. 

Balbutius,  muffled  in  his  sable  cloak, 
Like  an  old  Druid  from  his  liollow  oak. 
As  ravens  solemn,  and  as  boding^  cries, 
«*  Ten  thousand  worlds  for  tlie  three  unities  !** 
Ye  doctors  sage,  who  through  Parnassus  teach. 
Or  quit  the  tub,  or  practise  what  you  preach. 

One  judges  as  the  weather  dictates  ;  right 
The  poem  is  at  noon,  and  wrong  at  night : 
Another  judges  by  a  surer  gage. 
An  author's /»rtncJ/)^<,  or  jmrentage  ; 
Since  his  great  ancestors  in  Flanders  fell. 
The  poem  doubtless  must  be  written  well. 
A notlK*r  judges  by  tbe  writer*s  look  j 
Another  judges,  for  he  bought  the  book ; 
Some  judge,  their  knack  of  Judging  tvrong  to  keep; 
Some  judge,  because  it  is  too  soon  to  sleep. 

Thus  all  will  judge,  and  with  one  single  aim. 
To  gain  themselves,  not  give  the  writer  fame. 
The  very  best  ambitiously  advise. 
Half  to  serve  you,  and  half  to  pass  for  wise. 

Critics  on  verse,  as  squibs  on  triumphs  wait. 
Proclaim  tbe  glory,  and  augment  the  state ; 
Hot,  envious,  noisy,  proud,  the  scribblmg  (ry 
Bum,  hiss,  and  bounce,  waste  paper,  stink,  and  die. 
Rafl  on,  my  friends !  what  more  my  verse  can  crown 
Than  Compton's  smile,  and  your  obliging  frown  ? 

Not  all  on  books  their  criticism  waste : 
Tbe  genius  of  a  dish  some  justly  taste, 
And  eai  their  way  to  fame  /   Hith  anxious  thought 
Tbe  salmon  is  refus'd,  the  turbot  bought 
Impatient  art  rebukes  the  Sun's  delay, 
And  bids  December  yield  the  fruits  of  May  ; 
'Hieir  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine 
Tlie  business  of  their  lives,  that  is— /o  dine. 
Half  of  their  precious  day  they  give  the  /easi  ; 
And  to  a  kind  digestion  spare  tlie  rest. 
Apicius,  here,  the  taater  of  the  town. 
Feeds  twice  a  week,  to  settle  their  renown. 

The^e  worthies  of  the  palate  guard  with  cire 
The  sacred  annals  of  their  bills  of  fare  ; 


In  thote  choice  books  thdrjwfMgyricf  ready 
And  scorn  the  creatures  that  for  hunger  fted. 
If  man  bj  feeding  well  commences  ^>rea<. 
Much  more  the  worm  to  whom  that  man  is  meat 

To  glory  some  advance  a  Ijring  claim. 
Thieves  of  renown,  and  pilferers  of  fame : 
Their  front  supplies  what  their  ambition  lacks ; 
They  know  a  thousand  lords,  behind  their  backs, 
Cottil  is  apt  to  wink  upon  a  peer, 
fFhen  tum'd  aiwiy,  with  a  familiar  leer ; 
And  Harvey's  eyes,  unmercifully  keen. 
Have  murder'd  fops,  by  whom  she  ne'er  was  seen. 
Niger  adopts  stray  libels ;  wisely  prone 
To  covet  shame  still  greater  than  his  own.  ^ 
Bathyllus,  in  the  winter  of  threescore, 
Belies  his  innocence,  and  keeps  a  whore. 
Absence  of  mind  Brabantio  turns  to  fame, 
Learns  to  mistakej  nor  Juiows  his  brother's  name ; 
Has  words  and  thoughts  in  nice  disorder  set. 
And  takes  a  memorandum  to  forget. 
Thus  vain,  not  knowing  what  adorns  or  blots. 
Men  forge  the  patents  that  create  them  sots. 

As  love  of  plessure  into  pain  betrays. 
So  most  grow  infamous  through  love  of  praise. 
But  whence  for  praise  can  sudi  an  ardour  rise. 
When  those,  who  bring  that  incense,  we  despise  ? 
For  such  the  vanity  of  great  and  small. 
Contempt  goes  round,  and  all  men  laugh  at  att. 
Nor  can  e'en  Satire  blame  them ;  for  *t  is  true. 
They  have  most  ample  cause  for  what  they  do. 
O  fruitful  Britain  !  doubtless  thou  wast  meant 
A  nurse  of  foolst  to  stock  the  continent. 
Though  Fhflebits  and  the  Nine  for  ever  mow. 
Rank  folly  underneath  the  scythe  will  grow. 
The  plenteous  harvest  calls  me  forward  still. 
Till  I  surpass  in  length  my  lawyer's  bill ; 
A  Welsh  descent,  which  well-paid  heralds  damn ; 
Or,  longer  still,  a  Dutchman's  epigram. 
When  cloy'd,  in  fury  I  tlux)w  down  my  pen. 
In  comes  a  coxcomb,  and  I  write  again. 

See  Titjrrus,  with  merriment  possest. 
Is  burst  with  laughter  ere  he  hears  the  jest : 
What  need  he  stay  ?  for,  when  the  joke  is  o'er, 
His  teeth  will  be  no  wliiter  than  before. 
Is  there  of  these^  ye  fair !  so  great  a  dearth. 
That  you  need  purchase  monkeifs  for  your  mirth  ? 

Some,  vain  of  paintings^  bid  the  world  admire ; 
Of  houses  some ;  nay,  houses  that  they  hire : 
Some  (perfect  wisdom !)  of  a  beauteous  wfis 
And  boast,  like  Cordeliers,  a  scourge  forhfe.  [airs; 

Sometimes,  through  pride,  the  sexes  change  their 
My  lord  has  vapours^  and  my  lady  swears  ; 
Then,  stranger  still !  on  turning  of  the  wind. 
My  lord  wears  breeches,  and  my  lady  's  kind* 

To  show  the  strength,  and  infamy  of  pride. 
By  all 't  u  follow'd,  and  by  all  denied. 
What  numbers  are  Uierc,  which  at  once  pursue 
Praise,  and  the  glory  to  contemn  it,  too! 
Vincenna  knows  se^-praise  betrays  to  shame. 
And  therefore  lays  a  stratagem  for  fame ; 
Makes  liis  approach  in  modesty's  disguise. 
To  win  applause ;  and  takes  it  by  surprise. 
«  To  err,"  says  he,  *'  in  small  things  is  my  fate. 
You  know  your  answer,  "  He  's  exact  in  great' 
<<  My  stjfU,**  says  he,  **  is  rude  and  full  of  faults. 
«  But  oh  !  what  sense !  what  energy  of  thoughu! 
That  he  wanto  algebra,  he  must  confess ; 
<<  But  not  a  soul  to  give  our  arms  success.*' 
*<  Ah !  Huit  's  a  hit  indeed,"  Vincenna  cries ; 
''  But  who  in  heat  of  blood  was  ever  wise? 
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I  own  't  was  wrong,  when  tbousandscaird  me  bock. 
To  make  that  hopelets,  ill-«dm*d,  attack ; 
All  say,  't  was  madness;  nor  dare  I  deny ; 
Sure  nercr  fool  so  well  deserv*d  to  die.  ** 
Could  this  deceive  in  others,  to  be  free, 
It  nc*er,  Vlncenna,  could  deceive  in  thee ; 
Whose  conduct  is  a  comment  to  thy  tongue, 
So  clear,  tlie  dullest  cannot  take  thee  wrong. 
Thou  on  one  deeve  wilt  thy  rtvennes  wear ; 
And  liaunt  the  court,  without  a  prospect  there. 
Arc  tliese  expedients  for  renown  ?  Confess  j 

Thy  little  self,  that  I  may  scorn  thee  less. 

Ik*  wise,  vlncenna,  and  the  court  forsake ; 
Our  fortunes  (here,  nor  thou  nor  /  shall  make. 
Even  men  of  meritf  ere  their  point  they  gain, 
In  hardy  service  make  a  long  campaign ; 
Most  manfully  besiege  the  patron's  gate, 
And,  oft  repuls'd,  as  oft  attack  the  great 
With  painful  art,  and  application  warm. 
And  take,  at  last,  some  little  jtlace  by  storm ; 
Enough  to  keep  two  tkoes  on  Sunday  clean. 
And  starve  upon  discreetly,  in  Sheer- Lane. 
Already  this  thy  fortune  can  afford ; 
Then  starve  without  the  favour  of  my  iord< 
*T  is  true,  great  fortunes  some  great  men  confer : 
But  often,  even  in  doing  right,  they  err  : 
From  ca])nce,  not  from  chaicet  their  favours  come: 
They  give,  but  think  it  toil  to  know  to  whom  : 
Hie  man  that  *s  nearest,  yamiing,  they  advance : 
•T  is  inhumanity  to  Uess  by  chance. 
If  merit  sues,  and  greatness  is  so  loth 
To  break  its  downy  trance,  I  pity  both, 

I  grant  at  court,  Philander,  at  his  need, 
(Thanks  to  his  lovely  wife,)  fini^  friends  indeed, 
or  every  charm  and  virtue  she  *s  possest : 
Fliilander !  thou  art  exquisitely  blest ; 
The  public  envy  !  Now  then,  't  is  allow'd, 
I1)c  man  is  found,  who  may  be  justly  proud : 
lUit,  sec  !  how  sickly  is  ambition's  taste ! 
Ambition  feeds  on  trash,  and  loaths  a  feast ; 
>  or,  lo  !  PhiUnder,  of  reproach  afraid, 
In  secret  loves  his  wife,  but  keeps  her  maid. 

Some  nymphs  sell  reputation ;  others  buy  ;  | 

And  love  a  market  where  tlie  rates  run  high  : 
Italian  music  's  sweet,  because  't  i9  dear ;  > 

lljcir  vanity  is  tickled,  not  their  ear':  j 

Their  tastes  would  lessen,  if  the  prices  fell,  ' 

And  Sliakspeare's  wretched  stuff  do  quite  as  well ;    ! 
Away  tlie  disenclianted  fair  would  throng,  ! 

And  own,  that  English  is  their  mother  tongue.         "l 

To  sliow  how  much  our  northern  tastes  refine,       | 
Imjwrted  nymphs  our  peeresses  outshine  ;  , 

AVhile  tradesmen  starve,  these  Philomels  are  gay ; 
For  generous  lords  had  rather  g^ve  than  pay. 

Behold  the  masquerade's  fantastic  scene  ! 
Tlie  le^slature  join'd  with  Drury>Lane  ! 
When  Britain  c»Ils,  th*  embroider'd  patriots  run, 
And  serve  their  country  —  if  the  dance  is  done. 
**  Are  we  not  then  allow'd  to  be  polite  ?** 
Yes,  doubtless!  but  first  set  your  notions  right 
IForth,  <!€ politeness  is  the  needful  ground ; 
Where  that  is  wanting,  this  can  ne'er  be  found. 
Trifiers  not  e'en  in  trifles  can  excel ; 
*T  is  solid  bodies  only  polish  well. 

Great,  chosen  prophet !  for  these  hitter  days, 
To  turn  a  willing  world  yVom  righteous  ways ! 
Well,  Heydegger,  dost  diou  thy  master  serve  ; 
Well  has  he  seen  his  servant  sliould  not  starve. 
Tliou  lo  his  name  hast  splendid  temples  rab'd ; 
In  variuus  fonns  of  worship  seen  him  prais*^ 


Gaudy  derotioii,  like  a  Roman,  rfwwn, 

And  sung  sweet  anthems  in  a  tongue  KnAnom. 

Inferior  offerings  to  thy  god  of  vice 

Are  duly  paid,  in  fitdleSf  cards,  and  dice  ; 

Thy  sacrifice  supreme,  an  hundred  maids  ! 

That  solemn  rite  of  midnight  masquerades ! 

If  maids  the  quite  exhausted  town  deniesy 

An  hundred  head  dt  cuckolds  may  saffioew 

Thou  smil'st,  well  pleas'd  with  the  oomvesied  laad^ 

To  see  the  fifty  churches  at  a  stand. 

And  that  thy  minister  may  never  ftfl. 

But  what  thy  hand  has  planted  still  prevail. 

Of  minor  pnphets  a  succession  sure 

The  propagation  of  thy  zeal  secure. 

Sec  commons,  peo^  and  ministers  of  slali^ 
In  solemn  council  met,  and  deep  debate  I 
What  god-like  enterprise  is  taking  birth? 
What  wonder  opens  on  th*  expecting  Earth? 
*T  is  dcme !  with  loud  applause  the  council  rings ! 
Flx'd  b  the  fate  of  whores  KoAfddk-striMgs  ! 

Though  bold  these  truths,  thou.  Muse,  vritfa  tmda 
like  these, 
Wilt  none  ofllcnd,  whom  *t  is  a  praise  to  please : 
Let  others  flatter  to  be  flatter'd;  thou. 
Like  just  trUnmaU^  bend  an  aweful  brow. 
How  terrible  it  were  to  oommon-aenae. 
To  write  a  joltre,  which  gave  none  offence  / 
And,  since  from  Vfe  I  take  the  draughts  joa  soi^ 
If  men  dislike  than,  do  they  censure  sue  / 
The  fool,  and  knave,  't  is  glorious  to  offend. 
And  god-like  an  attempt  Sie  world  to  mend ; 
The  world,  where  lucky  throws  to  Uockkeads  60, 
Knaves  know  the  game,  and  Aen^jf  men  pay  alL 

How  hard  for  rod  worth  to  gain  ita  price ! 
A  man  shall  make  his  fortune  in  a  trice. 
If  blest  with  pliant,  though  but  slender,  acnse^ 
Feign'd  modesty,  and  real  impudence : 
A  supple  knee,  smooth  tongue,  an  easy  grace, 
A  curse  within,  a  smile  upon  Ids  face ; 
A  beauteous  sister,  or  convenient  wife. 
Are  piiaxs  in  the  lottery  of  life ; 
Genius  and  virtue  they  will  sewn  defca^ 
And  lodge  you  in  the  bosom  of  the  greoC. 
To  merit,  is  but  to  provide  %pain 
For  men's  refusing  what  you  ought  to  gain. 

May,  Dodington,  tliis  maxim  fail  in  you. 
Whom  my  presaging  thou^ts  already  view 
By  Walpole's  conduct  fir'd,  and  friendship  grac'd. 
Still  higher  in  your  prince's  fiivour  plac*d  ; 
And  lending,  here,  those  aweful  councils  aid. 
Which  you,  abroad,  with  such  success  obeyed! 
Bear  this  from  one,  who  holds  your  frienddiip  dcff; 
What  most  we  wish,  with  eaw  we  fancy  m 


Satuls  IV. 

TO  THS  EIOBT  HOV.  OE  aRlTCIK  0OMnO!K. 

RouHD  some   fair  tree  th*  ambitioiia    woodbiat 

grows. 
And  breathes  her  sweets  on  the  supporting  boogfas: 
So  sweet  the  verse,  th'  ambitious  verse,  sbould  be, 
(O  !  pardon  mine)  that  hopes  support  from  thee ; 
Thee,  Compton,  bom  o'er  senates  to  preside^ 
Their  dignity  to  ruse,  their  councils  guide  ; 
Deep  to  discern,  and  widely  to  surrey. 
And  kingdoms'  fates,  without  ambition,  weigh ; 
Of  distant  virtues  nice  extremes  to  blend, 

wn*s  asKFtor,  and  the  pcople*a  friend : 
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Nor  dott  thou  tcorn,  aaid  sublimer  views. 
To  listen  to  the  labours  of  the  Muse ; 
Tby  mules  protect  her,  while  thy  talents  Jbt, 
And  't  it  but  kaff'  thy  glory  to  inspire, 
Vex'd  at  a  pubhc  fame,  so  justly  won, 
The  jealous  Chremes  is  with  spleen  undone ; 
Chremes,  for  airy  pensions  of  renowftf 
I>eTOCes  his  service  to  the  state  and  ctxiwn : 
All  schemes  he  knows,  and,  knowing,  all  improves, 
Though  Britain 's  thankless,  still  this  patriot  loves : 
But  patriots  differ ;  some  may  shed  their  blood. 
He  drinks  his  cofiXf  for  the  public  good ; 
Consults  the  saoed  steam,  and  there  foresees 
What  storms,  or  sunshine^  Plrovidenoe  decrees ; 
Knows,  for  each  day,  the  weather  of  our  fate ; 
A  quidnunc  is  an  almanac  of  state. 

You  smile,  and  think  this  statesman  void  of  use; 
Why  may  not  time  his  secret  worth  produce  ? 
Since  apes  can  roast  the  choice  Castanian  nut  / 
Since  steeds  ci  genius  are  expert  at  put: 
Since  half  the  Senate  «  Not  content**  can  say, 
Geeae  nations  save,  and  puppies  plots  betray. 

What  makes  him  model  raJms,  and  counsel 
kings? 
An  incapacity  for  smaller  thinn : 
Poor  Chremes  can't  conduct  his  own  estate. 
And  thence  has  undertaken  Europe's  fiite. 
Gchcnno  leaves  the  realm  to  Chremes'  ddU, 
And  boldly  claims  a  province  higher  still : 
To  raise  a  name,  th*  ambitious  boy  has  got. 
At  once,  a  Bible,  and  a  shoulder-knot: 
I>Bcp  in  the  secret,  he  looks  through  the  whole. 
And  pities  the  dull  rc^e  that  saves  his  soul; 
To  talk  with  rev'renoe  you  must  take  good  heed. 
Nor  shodc  his  tender  reason  with  the  Creed ; 
Howe'er  well-bred,  in  public  he  complies, 
ObUging  fnends  alone  with  blasphemies. 

Peerage  is  poison,  good  estates  are  bad 
For  this  disease ;  poor  rogues  run  seldom  mad. 
Have  not  attainders  brought  unhop'd  relief. 
And  falHHg  stocks  quite  cur'd  an  unbelief? 
While  the  Sun  shines.  Blunt  talks  with  wondrous 

force; 
But  thunder  mars  small  beer,  and  weak  discourse. 
Such  useful  instruments  the  weather  show, 
Just  as  their  mercury  is  high  or  low : 
Health  chiefly  keeps  an  atheist  in  the  dark ; 
A  fevw  aigues  better  than  a  Clarke  : 
Ijct  bat  the  logic  in  his  jnUse  decay, 
The  Grecian  he  *U  renounce,  and  learn  to  pny ; 
While  C  mourns,  with  an  unfeigned  seal. 

Til*  apostate  youth,  who  reason'd  once  so  wclL 

C        ,  who  makes  merry  with  the  Creed, 
He  almost  thinks  he  disbelieves  indeed: 
But  only  thinks  so :  to  give  both  their  due, 
Satan,  and  he,  believe,  and  tremble  toa 
Of  aome  for  gftny  such  the  boundless  rage. 
That  they  're  the  bhickest  scandal  of  their  aga 

Narcissus  the  Tartarian  dub  disclaims; 
Nay,  a  fiee-mason,  with  some  terrour,  names ; 
Onaits  no  duty ;  nor  can  envjf  say. 
He  mias'd,  these  many  years,  the  church,  or  play : 
He  makes  no  noise  in  parliament,  't  is  true ; 
But  pays  his  debts,  and  tfisit,  when  't  is  due ; 
His  character  and  ^oves  are  ever  clean, 
And  then,  he  can  ouubow  the  bowing  dean  s 
A  smile  eternal  on  hu  lip  he  wears. 
Which  equally  the  wise  and  wotthless  shares. 
In  gay  fatigues,  this  most  undaunted  chief, 
Patient  of  idleneu  beyond  belief, 


Most  charitably  lends  the  town  his  Jkce, 

For  ornament,  in  every  public  place ; 

As  sure  as  cards,  he  to  th'  assembfy  comes, 

And  ia  the  furniture  of  drawing-rooms : 

When  ombre  calls,  his  hand  and  heart  are  free^ 

And,  join'd  to  two,  he  fails  not  —  to  make  three : 

Narcissus  is  the  glory  of  his  race ; 

For  who  does  nothing  with  a  better  grace  ? 

To  deck  my  list,  by  nature  were  design'd 
Such  shining  explaives  of  human  kind* 
Who  want,  while  through  blank  life  ifaey  drMin 

along. 
Sense  to  be  riglit,  and  pasnon  to  be  wrong. 

To  counterpoise  this  hero  of  the  mode. 
Some  for  renown  are  singular  and  odd; 
What  other  men  dislike,  is  sure  to  pleaae. 
Of  all  mankind,  these  dear  ani^jodes  g 
Hirough  pride,  not  malice,  they  run  counter  stilly 
And  Urthndttifs  are  their  days  xi  dressing  ilL 

Arbuthnot  is  a  fool,  and  F a  sage, 

S — ly  will  fright  you,  E  engage ; 

By  nature  streams  run  backward,  name  descends, 
Stones  mount,  and  Sussex  is  the  worst  of  friends  ; 
They  take  their  rest  by  day,  and  wake  by  n^lu. 
And  blush,  if.  you  surprise  them  in  the  rig^t 
If  they  by  chance  blurt  out,  ere  well  aware, 
A  swan  is  white,  or  Queensberry  is  fair. 

Nothing  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt, 
A  fool  m  fashion,  but  a  fool  that 's  out* 
His  passion  for  absurdity  's  so  strong. 
He  cannot  bear  a  rival  in  the  wrong ; 
Tbough  wrong  the  mode,  comply ;  more  sense  ia 

shown 
In  wearing  othas^  follies,  than  your  own. 
If  what  is  out  of  fashion  most  you  prise, 
Methinks  you  should  endeavour  to  be  wise. 
But  what  in  oddness  can  be  more  sublime 
Than  Sloane,  the  foremost  Unfman  of  his  time  ? 
His  nice  ambition  lies  in  curious  fancies. 
His  daughter's  portion  a  rich  shell  inhanccs. 
And  Ashmole's  baby-house  is,  in  his  view, 
Britannia's  golden  mine,  a  rich  Peru  ! 
How  his  eyes  languish !  how  his  thoughts  adore 
That  painted  coat,  which  Joseph  never  wore.' 
He  shows,  on  holidays,  a  sacred  pin, 
That  touch'd  the  rufl',  that  touched  Queen  Bess's  diin. 

**  Since  that  great  dearth  our  chronicles  deplore. 
Since  that  great  plague  that  swept  as  many  more. 
Was  ever  year  unblest  as  this  f**  he  '11  cry, 
*<  It  has  not  brought  us  one  new  buiterfiy  /" 
In  times  that  suffer  such  leam'd  men  as  titese. 
Unhappy  I^-^y !  how  came  you  to  please  ? 

Not  gaudy  butterflies  are  Lico's  g»me ; 
But,  in  effect,  his  chase  is  much  the  same : 
Warm  in  pursuit,  he  levees  all  the  great, 
Stanch  to  the  foot  of  titie  and  estate  : 
Where'er  their  lordshiffs  go,  they  never  find 
Or  Uoo,  or  their  shadows,  lag  behind ; 
He  sets  them  sure,  where'er  their  lordships  run. 
Close  at  their  elbows,  as  a  maming-dun ; 
As  if  their  grandeur  by  contagion  wrought. 
And  fame  was  like  a  fever,  to  be  caught : 
But  afier  seven  years  dance,  from  place  to  ph^c^ 
The  Dane  *  is  more  familiar  witli  his  grace. 

Who  'd  be  a  crutch  to  prop  a  rotten  peer ; 
Or  living  pendant  dangling  at  his  ear. 
For  ever  whispering  secrets,  which  were  blown 
For  months  before,  by  trumpeto  through  the  town? 

•  A  Danish  dog  of  the  Duke  of  Argyll. 
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Who  *d  be  a  gtnst,  with  flattering  grimace^ 

Still  to  reflect  the  temper  of  fait  face  ? 

Or  happy  pin  to  stick  upon  his  sleere, 

When  mj  lord  *s  gracious,  and  vouchsafes  it  leaTe  ? 

Or  cushion,  when  his  heaviness  shall  please 

To  loll,  or  thump  it,  for  his  better  ease  ? 

Or  a  rile  butt,  for  noon,  or  night,  bespoke. 

When  the  peer  rashly  swears  he  '11  club  his  joke  ? 

Who  'd  shake  with  laughter,  though  he  could  not 

'  find 
His  lordship's  jest;  or,  if  his  nose  broke  wind. 
For  blessings  to  the  gods  profoundly  bow. 
That  can  cry,  **  Chimney  sweep,*'  or  drive  a  plough  f 
With  terms  like  these,  how  mean  the  tribe  that  dose  ! 
Scarce  meaner  they,  who  terms  like  these  impose. 

But  what  *s  the  tribe  most  likely  to  comply  ? 
T1)e  men  of  ink,  or  ancient  authors  lye ; 
The  writing  tribe,  who  shameless  auctions  hold 
Of  praise,  by  inch  of  candle  to  be  sold : 
All  men  they  flatter,  but  themselves  the  most, 
With  deathless  fiune,  their  everlasting  boast: 
For  Fame  no  cully  makes  so  much  her  jest. 
As  her  old  constant  spark,  the  bard  profest. 
*'  Boyle  shines  in  council,  Mordaunt  in  the  fight, 
Felham's  magnificent ;  but  I  can  write. 
And  what  to  my  great  soul  like  glory  dear?" 
"nil  some  god  whispers  in  his  tingling  ear. 
That  fame  's  unwholesome  taken  without  meat, 
And  life  is  best  sustain'd  by  what  is  eat : 
Grown  lean,  and  wise,  he  curses  what  he  wri^ 
And  wishes  all  his  wants  were  in  his  wit. 

Ah !  what  avails  it,  when  his  dinner  *s  lost, 
Tliat  his  triumphant  name  adorns  a  post  ? 
Or  that  his  shining  page  (provoking* fate !) 
Defends  sirloins,  which  sons  of  dullness  etU  ? 

What  foe  to  verse  without  compassion  hears. 
What  cruel  prose-man  can  refrain  from  tears. 
When  the  poor  Muse,  for  less  than  half-a-crown, 
A  jirostitute  on  every  hulk  in  town. 
With  other  whores  undone,  though  not  in  print. 
Clubs  credit  for  Geneva  in  tlie  Mint  ? 

Yc  bards  !  why  will  you  sing,  thou^  uninspir'd  ? 
Ye  bards  !  why  will  you  starve,  to  be  admird  f 
Defunct  by  Phcebus*  laws,  beyond  redress. 
Why  will  your  sjtectres  haunt  the  frighted  press  ? 
Bad  metre,  that  excrescence  of  the  hesd, 
like  hair,  will  sprout,  although  the  poet 's  dead. 

All  other  trades  demand,  verse-makers  beg  ; 
A  dedication  is  a  uvoden-^eg ; 
A  barren  Labeo,  the  true  mumper's  fashion, 
Exposes  borrowed  brats  to  move  compassion. 
Though  such  myself,  vile  bards  I  discommend ; 
Nay  more,  though  gentle  Damon  is  my  Jriend. 
'*  Is  't  then  a  crime  to  unite .'" — If  talent  rare 
Proclaim  the  god,  tlie  crime  is  to  forbear : 
For  some,    though  few,  there  are,   laxge-minded 

men, 
Who  watch  unseen  the  labours  of  the  pen  ; 
Who  know  the  Muse's  worth,  and  therefore  court. 
Their  deeds  her  theme,  their  bounty  her  support; 
Wlio  serve,  unasked,  the  least  pretence  to  wit ; 
My  sole  excuse,  alas !  for  baring  writ. 
Argyll  true  wit  is  studious  to  restore ; 
And  Dorset  smiles,  if  Fhabus  smil'd  before ; 
Pembroke  in  years  the  long-lov'd  arts  admires. 
And  Henrietta  like  a  Muse  inspires 

But  ah  !  not  ins^nration  can  obtain 
That  fame,  which  poets  languish  for  in  vain. 
How  mad  their  aim,  who  thirst  for  glory,  strivr 
'^'^  grasp,  wliat  no  man  can  possess  aUve/ 


Satikx  IY. 

's  A  rtvermnt  in  wfaadi  mcB  take  plaee 
(O  late  reversion  !)  at  their  own  dacrimii. 
This  tnith  sagacious  Lintot  knows  so  wdl. 
He  starves  his  antfaors,  that  their  works  mij 

Hiat  fame  is  ufealth,  fiintastir  poets  cry  ; 
That  w^tUk  h/ame^  another  clan  reply  ; 
Who  know  no  guilt,  no  scandal,  but  in  r^^i  g 
And  swell  in  just  propoftion  to  their  bags. 
Nor  only  the  low4KMrn,  deibrm'd,  and  oU, 
Think  gloty  nothing  bat  the  beams  ^  gaid; 
The  finft  young  lord,  which  in  the  Mall  yom 
Shall  match  the  veriest  hunks  in  Loodiard-alrec^ 
From  rescued  candles'  ends  who  rais'd  a  wsaas^ 
And  starves,  to  join  a  penny  to  a  plmm, 
A  beardless  miser !     'T  is  a  guilt  unknown 
To  former  times,  a  srandal  off  our  own. 

Of  ardent  lovers,  the  true  modem  band 
Will  mortgage  Celia  to  redeem  their  Intd. 
For  love,  young,  noble,  rich,  Castalio  dies ; 
Name  but  the  fair,  love  swells  into  his  eyes. 
Diyine  Monimia,  thy  fond  fears  lay  down ; 
No  rival  can  prevail  — but  ht^  a  auwsu 

He  glories  to  late  times  to  be  convey*d. 
Not  for  tlie  poor  he  has  rdiev'd,  but  made^ 
Not  such  ambition  his  great  fathen  fir*d. 
When  Harry  conquer'd,  and  half  France  cxpir'd 
He  *d  be  a  slave,  a  pimp,  a  dog,  for  gain  : 
Nay,  a  dull  sherif  for  his  golden  chm, 

"  Who  'd  be  a  slave?"  the  gallant  Colonel     ' 
While  love  of  glory  sparkles  from  his  eyes. 
To  deathless  fame  he  loudly  pleads  hb  right- 
Just  is  his  title  —  for  he  will  notfght,' 
All  soldiers  valour,  all  dirines  have  graces 
As  maids  of  honour  beauty  ^by  their  plaeei 
But,  when  indulging  on  the  last  campaign^ 
His  lofty  terms  climb  o'er  the  hills  of  slain  ; 
He  gives  tlie  foes  he  slew,  at  each  vain  word, 
A  sweet  revenge,  and  half  absolves  hb  sworcL 

Of  boasting  more  than  of  a  bomb  afedUl, 
A  soldier  snould  be  modest  as  a  rndid.* 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  reserv'd  enjoy ; 
Who  strive  to  grasp  it,  as  they  touch,  destrayi, 
*T  is  the  world's  debt  to  deeds  of  high 
But  if  you  pay  yourself,  the  worid  is  free. 
Were  there  no  tongue  to  speak  them  but  fab 
Augustus'  deeds  in  arms  had  ne'er  been  ~ 
Augustus*  deeds !  if  that  ambiguous 
Confounds  my  reader,  and  misguides  his  aim 
Such  u  the  prince's  worth,  of  whom  I  apeak 
The  Roman  would  not  blush  at  Ae  miAkWi 
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Satimc  V. 

OX  WOMEN.  , 

O  fairest  of  creation  !  last  and  beat! 

Of  all  God's  works  !  Creature  in  whom  emoeird. 

Whatever  can  to  sight,  or  thought,  be  fini'd 

Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  gr  sweet ! 

How  art  thou  lost !  —  Mj 

Noa  rrigns  ambitwn  in  bold  mam  alone  ; 
Sott  female  hearts  the  rude  invader  own; 
But  there,  indeed,  it  deals  in  nicer  things. 
Than  routing  armies,  and  dethroning  ib^.- 
Attend,  and  you  discern  it  in  the  fiur 
''•*rr,  or  reclaim  a  hair  g 
•l,  orbit  of  an  eye; 
^aborate  a  f^A. 
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LOVE  OF  FAME. 
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The  acx    wc  honour^    thougti   their  faults  we 
blame : 
fay,  thank  their  faults  for  such  tijruitfvl  theme ; 
.  tlieroe,  fair  — — !  doubly  kind  to  rae, 
ince  satirising  those  is  praising  thee ; 
t^ho  wouldst  not  bear,  too  modestly  rcfin'd, 
.  panegyric  of  a  grosser  kind. 

Britannia's  daughters,  much  more  fair  than  nice, 
'oo  fond  of  admiration,  lose  their  pnce ; 
k'om  in  the  public  eye,  give  cheap  delight 
b  throngs,  and  tarnish  to  the  sated  sight : 
.s  unreserr'd,  and  beauteous,  as  the  Sun, 
hrough  erery  sign  of  vanity  they  run  ; 
ss«9nblies,  parks,  coarse  feasts  in  city-halls; 
cctures,  and  trials,  plays,  committees,  balls, 
Tells  bedlams,  executions,  Smithfield  scenes, 
nd  fortune-tellers,  cares,  and  lions'  dens, 
avema,  exchanges,  bridewells,  drawing-rooms, 
vstalraents,  pillories,  coronations,  tombs, 
umblers,  and  funerals,  puppet-shows,  reviews, 
lies  races,  rabbits,  (and,  still  stranger!)  pews. 

Clarinda*s  bosom  burns,  but  burris  for  Fame ; 
nd  love  lies  vanquish'd  in  a  noUer  flame; 
^arm  gleams  of  hope  she,  now,  dispenses  ;  then, 
ike  April  suns,  dives  into  clouds  again : 
•'ith  all  her  lustre,  jtow,  her  lover  warms ; 
'hrn,  out  of  ostentation,  hides  her  charms ; 
r  is  next,  her  ple&surc  sweetly  to  complain, 
nd  to  be  taken  with  a  sudden  pain  ; 
hen,  she  starts  up,  all  ecstasy  and  bliss, 
nd  is,  sweet  soul  !  just  as  sincere  in  this: 
•  how  she  rolls  her  cliarming  eyes  in  spite  I 
nd  looks  delightfully  with  all  her  might ! 
ut,  like  oiwr  heroes,  much^more  brave  than  wise^ 
be  conquers  for  the  triumph,  not  the  jtrixe, 

Zam  resembles  ^tna  crown'd  with  snows ; 
ritliout  she  freexes  and  within  she  glows : 
wice  ere  the  Sun  descends  with  zeal  inspir'd, 
rom  the  vun  converse  of  the  world  retir'd, 
\¥s  reads  the  psalms  and  chapters  for  the  day, 
1  —  Cleopatra,  or  the  last  new  play, 
bus  gloomy  Zara,  with  a  solemn  grace, 
deceives  mankind,  and  hides  behind  her  Jiux, 

Nor  far  beneath  her  in  renowti,  is  she, 
rho  through  good-breeding  is  ill  company ; 
Those  manners  will  not  let  her  larum  cease, 
Tho  thinks  you  are  urdiajrpy,  when  at  paice ; 
o  find  you  news,  wlio  racks  her  subtle  head, 
t.nd  vows  ^  '<  that  her  great-grandfather  is  dead." 

A  dearth  of  words  a  woman  need  not  fear ; 
»ut  *t  is  a  task  indeed  to  learn  —  to  hear  : 
n  that  the  skill  of  conversation  lies ; 
hat  shou»,  or  makes,  you  both  polite  and  wise. 

Xantippe  cries  "  I^  nymphs  who  nought  can 

■■7 

le  lost  in  silence,  and  resign  the  day  ; 

ind  let  the  guilty  wife  her  guilt  confess 
(y  tame  behsviour,  and  a  sof^  address !" 
"hrough  mrtue,  she  refuses  to  comply 
V\ih  ail  the  dictates  of  humanity  ,* 
Itfough  wisdom,  she  refuses  to  submit 
'o  wisdom's  rules  And  raves  to  prove  her  wit  ; 
'hen,  her  unblemish'd  honour  to  maintain, 
Lcjcctb  her  husband's  kindness  with  disdain  : 
(ut  if,  by  chance,  an  ill-adapted  word 
>rops  from  the  lip  of  her  unwary  lord, 
f  er  darling  china,  in  a  whirlwind  sent, 
u«t  intimates  the  lady's  discontent 

Wine  may  indeed  excite  the  meekest  dame  ; 
iut  kitMi  ?iantipi)e,  scorning  borrowed  flame. 


Can  vent  her  thunders  end  her  lightnings  play. 

O'er  cooling  grudj  and  composing  tea : 

Nor  rests  by  night,  bus  more  sincere  than  nice, 

She  shakes  the  curtains  with  her  kind  advice : 

Doubly,  like  echo,  siouful  is  her  delight. 

And  the  last  word  is  her  eternal  right. 

Is  *t  not  enough  plagues  wars  iuid  famines  ""^ 

To  lash  our  crimes  but  must  our  wives  be  uaie  f 

Famine,  plague,  war,  and  an  unnumber'd  throng 
Of  guilt-avenging  ills  ^  ™An  belong  : 
What  block,  what  ceaseless  cares  besiege  our  state  J 
What  strokes  we  feel  from^^mcy,  and  from /ate  / 
If  fate  forbears  us  fancy  strikes  the  blow ; 
We  make  misfortune ;  suicides  in  woe. 
Superfluous  aid  !  unnecessary  skill ! 
Is  Nature  backward  to  torment,  or  kill  ? 
How  oft  the  twont  how  oft  the  midni^,  bell, 
(That  iron  tongue  of  Death  !)  Mrith  solenm  knell. 
On  FoUy*^  errands  as  we  vainly  roam,  [home  t 

Knocks  at  our  hearts  uid  finds  our  thoughts  from 
Men  drop  so  fast,  ere  life's  mid-stage  we  tread, 
Few  know  so  many  friends  alive,  as  dead^ 
Yet,  as  immortal,  in  our  up-hill  chase 
We  press  coy  Fortune  with  unslacken'd  pace  ; 
Our  ardent  labours  for  the  toys  we  seek, 
Join  night  to  day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week; 
Our  very  joys  are  anxious  and  expire 
Between  satiety  and  JEerce  desire. 
Now  what  reward  for  all  this  grief  and  toil  ? 
But  one,  a  female  friend's  endearing  smile ; 
A  tender  smils  our  sorrows'  only  balm, 
And,  in  life's  tempest,  tlie  sad  sailor's  calm. 

How  have  I  seen  a  gentle  nymph  draw  ni^ 
Peace  in  her  air,  persuasion  in  her  eye ; 
Victorious  tenderness !  it  all  o'ercams 
Husbands  look'd  mild,  and  savages  grew  tamei 

The  sylvan  race  our  active  nymphs  pursue  ; 
Man  is  not  all  the  game  they  have  in  view  : 
In  woods  and  fields  their  glory  they  complete; 
Hiere  Master  Betty  leaps  a  five-barr'd  gate ; 
While  fair  Miss  Charles  to  toilets  is  confin'd. 
Nor  rashly  tempts  the  barbarous  iiun  and  wind. 
Some  nymphs  afiect  a  more  heroic  breed. 
And  volt  f^om  hunters  to  the  managed  steed  ; 
Command  his  prancings  with  a  martial  air. 
And  Fobert  has  the  forming  of  the  fair. 

More  than  one  steed  must  Delia  s  empire  feel. 
Who  sits  triumphant  o'er  the  flying  wheel; 
And  as  she  guides  it  through  th'  admiring  throng 
With  what  an  air  she  smacks  the  silken  thong ! 
Graceful  as  John,  she  moderates  the  reins 
And  whistles  sweet  her  diuretic  strains ; 
Sesostris-liks  such  durioteers  as  these 
May  drive  six  hamess'd  monarrJu,  if  they  plcaie : 
They  drive,  row,  run,  with  love  of  glory  smit, 
Leaj},  swim,  shoot  Jlying,  and  pronounce  on  mL 

O'er  the  belle».lettres  lovely  Daphne  reigns ; 
Again  the  god  Apollo  wears  her  chains : 
With  legs  toss'd  high,  on  her  sophee  slie  sits 
Vouchsafing  audience  to  contending  wits; 
Of  each  peHbrnumce  she  's  the  final  test ; 
One  act  read  o'er,  she  proi^iesies  the  rest ; 
And  then,  pronouncing  with  decisive  air, 
Fully  convinces  all  tlie  town— sA^  **fair. 
Had  lovely  Daphne  Hecatessa's  face, 
How  would  her  elegance  of  taste  decrease ! 
Some  IsuAien*  judgment  in  their  features  lies 
And  all  their  genius  sparkles  from  their  eyes. 

**  But  hold,"  she  cries  ''  lampooner !  have  a  care ; 
Must  I  want  common  sense,  because  I'm  fiur  ?*' 
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O  no :  see  Stella ;  her  eyet  shine  as  bright, 
As  if  her  tongue  was  never  in  the  right ; 
And  yet  what  real  learning,  judgment,  fire ! 
She  seems  inspir'd,  and  can  herself  inspire : 
How  then  (if  malice  rul'd  not  all  the  fiur) 
Could  Daphne  publish,  and  could  she  foabear? 
We  grant  that  beauty  is  no  bar  to  tentCj 
Nor  is  *t  a  sanction  for  impertinence, 

Sempronia  lik*d  her  man ;  and  well  she  might ; 
Tht  youth  in  person,  and  in  parts,  was  bright ; 
Posaes8*d  of  every  virtue,  graoe^  and  art, 
That  claims  just  empire  o*er  the  female  heart : 
He  met  her  passion,  all  her  sighs  retum'd. 
And,  in  full  rage  of  youthful  ardour,  bum*d : 
Lam  his  possessions,  and  beyond  her  own ; 
Tlieir  bliss  the  theme  and  envy  of  the  town : 
The  day  was  fiz'd,  when,  with  one  acre  more. 
In  stepp'd  deform*d,  debauch*d,  diseas'd,  tkreescort. 
The  &bil  sequel  I,  through  shame,  fort)ear ; 
Of  pride  and  avarice  who  can  cure  the  fair  ? 

Man  's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true; 
Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few ; 
Hiose  few  wants  answer'd,  bring  sincere  delights  ; 
But  fools  create  themselves  new  qipetites : 
Fancy  and  pride  seek  things  at  vast  expense^ 
Whidi  relish  not  to  reaton,  nor  to  $en$e. 
'When  nafeUj  or  unthankfidnas,  destroys, 
In  niUure*s  narrow  sfhere^  our  solid  joys» 
In  faatey*n  airy  land  of  noise  and  show, 
Where  nought  but  dreams,  no  real  pleasures  grow ; 
Like  cats  in  mr-pumps,  to  subsist  we  strive 
On  joys  too  thin  to  keep  the  soul  alive. 
Lenoira  's  sick ;  make  haste;  the  doctor  call : 
He  comes ;  but  where  's  his  patient  ?  At  the  ball 
The  doctor  stares ;  her  woman  curt'sies  low. 
And  cries,  "  My  lady,  sir,  is  always  lo : 
Diversions  put  bier  maladies  to  flight ; 
TVuc,  she  can't  stand,  but  she  can  dance  all  night : 
I  *ve  known  my  lady  (for  she  loves  a  tune) 
Vsxrfevert  tske  an  opera  in  June : 
Ajoit  though  periiaps  you  *11  think  the  practice  bold, 
A  midnight  park  is  sovereign  for  a  cold; 
With  c(£ic*,  break&sts  of  green  fruit  agree ; 
With  indigestunu,  supper  just  at  three.** 
A  strange  alternative,  replies  Sir  Hans, 
Must  women  have  a  doctor,  or  a  dance  f 
Though  sick  to  death,  abroad  they  safely  roam. 
But  droop  and  die,  in  perfect  health,  at  home  : 
Tot  want—  but  not  of  health,  are  ladies  ill; 
And  tickets  cure  beyond  the  doctor's  hUL 

Alas,  my  heart !  how  languishingly  fair 
Yon  lady  lolls !  With  what  a  tender  air  J 
Pale  as  a  young  dramatic  author,  when, 
0*er  darling  lines,  fell  Gibber  waves  his  pen. 
Is  her  lord  angry,  or  has  Veny  *  chid  ? 
Dead  is  her  father,  or  the  mask  forbid  ? 
**  Late  sitting-up  has  tum'd  her  roses  white." 
Why  went  she  not  to  bed  ?  "  Because  *t  was  m^** 
Did  she  then  dance  or  play?  **  Nor  this,  northaL** 
Well,  night  soon  steals  away  in  pleasing  chat 
*<  No,  all  alone,  her  prayers  she  nther  chose, 
Itum  be  that  wrett^  to  deep  till  morning  roae.'* 
Then  lady  Cynthia,  mistress  of  the  shade^ 
Goes,  widi  the  fashionable  owls,  to  bed : 
This  her  pride  covets,  this  her  heaith  denies ; 
Her  soul  is  siUy,  but  her  body  *s  wise. 

Others,  with  curious  arts,  dim  charms  revive^ 
And  triumph  in  tha  bloom  fiiffiy-fioe. 

*  Lap^log. 


Tou,  in  themoming,  ^fairnjmpb  Invite; 
To  keep  her  word,  a  6n>vit  one  comes  at  night : 
Next  day  she  shines  in  gloasy  blaeki  and  Uicn 
Revolves  into  her  native  red  again : 
Like  a  dove's  neck,  she  shifts  her  transit 
And  is  her  own  dear  rival  in  your  amuk 

But  one  admirer  has  the  painted  lass  ; 
Nor  tinds  dmt  one,  but  in  her  looking-^aas  s 
Yet  Laura  *s  beautiful  to  such  excess, 
Hiat  all  her  art  scarce  makes  her  please  as  iesa. 
To  deck  the  female  cheek,  HE  only  knows^ 
Who  paints  less  fiur  the  lHy  and  the  roee,       [poan, 

How   gay   they  smile!  Such  bleanigs 
0*erstock*d  mankind  enjoy  but  half  ber  tton 
In  distant  wilds,  by  human  eyes  unseen^ 
She  rears  her  flowers,  aiH  spreads  her  nJict 
Pure  gurgling  rills  the  lonely  deseit  trmee^ 
And  waste  thor  music  on  the  aavage  tbob. 
Is  Nature  then  a  niggard  of  her  blias? 
Repine  we  guiltless  in  a  world  like  this? 
But  our  lewd  tastes  her  lawful  chaims  ralaae. 
And  painted  art's  deprav'd  alluremmta  cfaooH 
Such  Fulvia's  passion  for  the  town ;  fresh  air 
(An  odd  eflfect !)  gives  ympoun  to  tfie  finr ; 
Green  fields,  and  shady  groves,  and  crystal 
And  larks,  and  nightingales,  are  odious  tings ; 

But  smoke^  and  dust,  and  noise^  and  ciowdi  ddigM ; 
And  to  be  press'4  to  death,  transports  her  qfuU : 
Where  silver  rivulets  play  through  Bowtrj 
And  woodbines  give  their 


Black  kennels'  absent  CNiourt  she  regrec% 
And  stops  her  nose  at  beds  of  violeta. 

Is  stormy  life  prefe^'d  to  the  serene? 
Or  is  the  public  to  the  jHivate  scene  ? 
Retir'd,  we  tread  a  smoodi  and  open  wuy  : 
Tlurough  brien  and  brambles  in  the  warid  we  stiaf ; 
Stif  opposition,  and  perplex*  d  debate. 
And  thonty  care,  and  raink  and  stinffng  faatc^ 
Which  choke  our  passsge,  our  career  contmul. 
And  wound  the  firmest  temper  of  our  aouL 
O  sacred  solitude !  divine  retreat ! 
Choice  of  the  prudent !  envy  of  the  great ! 
By  thy  pure  stream,  or  in  thy  waving  sfaad^ 
We  court  &ir  Wisdom,  that  celestial  maid. : 
Tlie  genuine  ofllspring  of  her  lov'd  emfanoa 
(Strangers  on  Earth  !)  are  innocence  and  peace  : 
There,  from  the  ways  of  men  laid  safe  nshotc^ 
We  smile  to  hear  the  distant  tempest  roar; 
There,  bless'd  with  health,  with  business  u&perpfex'4 
T^  life  we  relish,  and  ensure  the  next  g 
There  too  the  Muses  sport ;  these  nnmben  frcc^ 
Pierian  Eastbury !  I  owe  to  thee. 

Thore  sport  the  Muses ;  but  not  there  aJone : 
Tbeir  sacied  force  Amelia  feels  in  towik 
Nought  but  a  genius  can  a  geniua  fit ;    * 
A  wit  herself,  Amelia  weds  a  wit : 
Both  wits  !  diough  miracles  are  said  to  cease, 
Three  days,  three  wondrous  days!   tbej  tivM  m 


With  the  fourth  sun  a  vrarm  dispute 
On  Durfey's  poesy,  and  Bnnyan's  pi 
The  learned  war  both  wage  with  equal  forcc^ 
And  the  fifth  mora  concluded  the  divoroe. 

Phoebe,  though  she  possesses  nothing  lefl^ 
Is  proud  of  being  rich  in  happiness  ; 
Laboriously  pursues  delusive  toys» 
Content  with  pains,  since  they  *re  reputed  joy& 
With  what  well-acted  tran^xirt  will  she  say* 
'^  sure  we  were  so  h4>py  yestertbqf  / 
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And  then  tfant  dMnmng  party  for  t9-4iiorrmB  /*' 
Though,  well  she  knows,  *t  will  languish  into  sorrow : 
But  she  dares  never  bout  the  prttent  hour ; 
So  gross  that  cheat,  it  u  beyond  her  power : 
For  such  is  or  our  weakness,  or  our  curse, 
Or  rather  such  our  crime,  which  still  is  worse, 
The  present  moment,  like  a  wife,  we  shun. 
And  ne'er  enjoy,  beosuse  it  u  wr  own, 

Fleosures  are  few,  and  fewer  we  enjoy ; 
Pleasure,  like  qttickiUver,  is  Mght,  and  covg 
We  strive  to  grssp  it  wiUi  our  utmost  skill. 
Still  it  eludes  us,  and  it  glitters  still : 
If  seiz'd  at  last,  compute  your  mighty  gains ; 
What  is  it,  but  rank  poison  in  your  veins  ? 

As  Flavia  in  her  glass  an  angel  spies. 
Pride  whispers  in  bar  ear  pernicious  lies ; 
Tells  her,  while  she  surveys  a  fiice  so  fine. 
There 's  no  satiety  of  charms  dirine : 
Hence,  if  her  lover  yawns,  all  chang*d  appears 
Her  temper,  and  she  melts  (sweet  soul !)  in  tears: 
She,  fond  and  young,  last  week,  her  wish  enjoy*d, 
In  soft  amusement  all  the  night  employ*d; 
The  morning  came,  when  S^ephon,  waking,  found 
(Surprising  sight !)  his  bride  in  sorrow  drown*d. 
«  What   nmade,"  says  Strephon,    <*  makes  thee 

weep?" 
^  Ah,  barbarous  man,*'  she  cries,  "how  could  you— 
tleepr* 

Men  love  a  mittreu  as  they  love  t^feasi; 
How  grsteful  one  to  touch,  and  one  to  taste  I ' 
Yet  sure  there  is  a  certain  time  of  day. 
We  wish  our  mistress,  and  our  meat,  away : 
But  soon  the  sated  appetites  return. 
Again  our  stomachs  crave,  our  bosoms  bum :   • 
EUmal  love  let  man,  then,  never  swear; 
Let  women  never  Irmnt/xA,  nor  despair ; 
Nor  praise,  nor  blame,  too  much,  the  warm, or  chill; 
Hunger  and  love  are  foreign  to  the  miff. 

There  is  indeed  a  passion  more  refin'd. 
For  those  few  nymphs  whose  charms  are  of  the  mind : 
But  not  of  that  unfashidnable  set 
Is  Phyllis ;  Phyllis  and  her  Damon  met. 
Eternal  love  exactly  hits  her  taste ; 
Phyllis  demands  eternal  love  at  letulU 
Embracing  Phyllis  with  soft-smiling  eyes, 
Eternal  love  I  vow,  the  swain  repUM : 
But  say,  my  all,  my  miif ress,  and  my  fiitnd  I 
IVhat  day  next  week,  th'  eterndy  tiMendr 

Sonw  nymphs  prefer  attronomy  to  lose; 
Elope  from  mortal  man,  and  range  above, 
rhe  fiur  philosopher  to  Rowley  Hies, 
Whatf  in  a  6«r,  the  whole  creation  lies : 
3be  sees  the  planets  in  their  tarns  advance^ 
And  scorns,  Poitier,  thy  sublunary  danoe : 
Of  Dcsaguliers  she  bcspcaka  fiiesh  air ; 
And  Whislon  has  atgagemenU  with  the  fiur. 
Whmt  vain  experiments  Sophronia  tries ! 
T  is  not  in  air-pumps  the  gay  colonel  dies. 
But  though  to-day  this  rage  of  science  reigns, 
O  fickle  sex  ')  soon  end  her  learned  pains. 
Lo!  Pkig  ftom  Jupiter  her  heart  has  got, 
Fums  out  the  stars,  and  Newton  is  a  soL 

To turn ;  she  never  took  the  height 

CK  Saturn,  yet  is  ever  in  the  right. 

She  strikes  each  point  with  native  force  of  min^ 

While  ptrnled  Learning  blunders  tu  bdiind. 

Graceful  to  sight,  and  elegant  to  thought, 

rhe  great  are  vanquish'd,  and  the  wue  are  taught 

Her  breeding  finish'd,  and  her  temper  sweet, , 

When  serious,  easy;  and  when  gay,  discreet; 


In  glittering  scenes,  o*er  her  own  hean,  severe ; 
In  crowds,  collected ;  and  in  oourtR,  uncere ; 
Sincere,  and  warm,  witii  seal  well-understood. 
She  takes  a  noble  pride  in  doing  good ; 
Tet,  not  superior  to  her  sex's  cares. 
The  mode  she  fixes  by  the  gown  she  wears ; 
Of  tUh  and  china  she  *s  the  last  appeal ; 
In  these  great  points  she  leadi  the  commonweal ; 
And  if  disputes  of  emptrf  rise  between 
Mechlin  the  queen  of  lace,  and  Cotberteen, 
'T  is  doubt !  't  is  darkness  !  till  suspended  firte 
Assumes  her  nod,  to  close  the  grand  debate. 
When  such  her  mind,  why  will  the  fiur  express 
Their  emulation  only  in  tiieir  drcMt  f 

But  oh !  die  nymph  that  mounts  above  the  Aiee^ 
And,  gratis,  clears  religious  mysteries, 
Resolv'd  the  churches  welfare  to  ensure, 
And  make  her  family  a  sine-cure : 
The  theme  divine  at  cards  she  '11  not  forge^ 
But  takes  in  texts  of  Scripture  at  picquet ; 
In  those  licentious  meetings  acts  the  prude. 
And  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  cards  are  good. 
What  angek  would  those  be,  who  thus  excel 
In  theologies,  could  they  sew  as  weU ! 
Yet  why  should  not  the  fair  her  text  pursue  ? 
Can  she  more  decendy  the  doctor  woo  ? 
'T  is  liard,  too,  she  who  makes  no  use  but  cAol 
Of  her  religion,  should  be  barr'd  in  that 

Isaac,  a  brother  of  the  canting  strain. 
When  he  has  knock'd  at  his  own  skull  in  vainy 
To  beauteous  Marcia  often  will  repair 
With  a  dark  text,  to  light  it  at  the  fair, 
O  how  his  pious  soul  exults  to  fincf 
Such  love  for  Ao/y  men  in  woman-kind ! 
Charm'd  with  her  learning,  with  what  rapture  he 
Hangs  on  her  bloom,  like  an  industrious  bee  / 
Mums  round  about  her,  and  with  all  his  power 
Extracts  sweet  wisdom  from  so  fair  sijlower  / 

The  young  and  gay  declining,  Appia  flies 
At  nobler  game,  the  mighty  and  the  unse : 
By  nature  more  an  eagle  than  a  dove. 
She  impiously  prefers  the  world  to  love. 

Can  wealth  give  happiness  ?  look  round  and  see 
What  gay  distress !  whist  splendid  misery ! 
Whatever  fortune  lavishly  can  pour. 
The  mind  anniliilates,  and  calls  ftH*  mora 
Wealth  is  a  cheat ;  believe  not  what  it  says: 
like  any  lord,  it  promiset     and  pays. 
How  will  the  miser  startie,  to  be  told 
Of  such  a  wonder,  as  inaokfent  gold ! 
What  nature  tiNi?il«  has  an  intrinsic  weight ; 
All  more  is  but  the  fashion  of  the  plale. 
Which,  for  one  moment,  charms  die  fidUe  riew  $ 
It  charms  us  now ;  avion  we  cast  anew ; 
To  some  Iresh  Inrth  oi  fancy  more  indin'd : 
Hien  wed  not  acres,  but  a  noble  mind. 

Mistaken  lovers,  who  make  worth  their  carc^ 
And  think  accomplishments  will  win  the  fair; 
The /air,  't  is  true,  by  gemus  should  be  woo» 
AsJIawers  unfold  tbc^  beauties  to  the  Sun  § 
And  yet  in  female  scales  a  fop  outweighs, 
And  wit  must  wear  the  willow  and  the  619s. 
Nought  shines  so  bright  in  vain  Liberia's  eye 
As  riot,  impudence,  and  perfidy  ; 
Ihe  youth  of  fire,  that  has  drunk  deep»  and  play*d» 
And  kill'd  his  man,  and  triumph'd  o'er  his  maid ; 
For  him,  as  yet  unhang'd,  she  spreads  her  charms. 
Snatches  the  dear  destroyer  to  her  arms ; 
And  amply  gives  (though  treated  long  amiss  j 
Hw  man  of  merU  his  revenge  in  this. 
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If  yoa  resent,  and  wish  a  woman  ill. 
Bat  turn  ber  o'er  one  moment  to  her  mZt 

The  languid  lady  next  appears  in  state, 
WIm)  was  not  bom  to  carry  her  own  weight ; 
She  lolls,  reels,  stagers,  till  some  foreign  aid 
To  ber  own  stature  lifts  the  feeble  maid. 
Tlien,  if  ordain'd  to  so  severe  a  doom. 
She,  by  just  stages,  Joimuyj  round  the  rO<mi : 
But,  knowing  her  own  wnknesa,  she  despairs 
To  scale  the  Alps  —  that  is,  ascend  the  ttain. 
My  fim !  let  others  say,  who  laugh  at  toil ; 
Fan!  hood!  glore!  scarf!  is  ha* faeonic style ; 
And  that  is  spoke  with  such  a  dying  (all. 
That  Betty  rsther  sen  than  heart  the  call : 
Tlie  motion  of  her  lips,  and  meaning  eye. 
Piece  out  th*  idea  her  faint  words  deny. 
O  listen  with  attention  most  profound ! 
Her  voice  is  but  the  shadow  of  a  sound. 
And  help !  oh  help !  her  spirits  are  so  dead. 
One  hand  scarce  lifb  the  other  to  her  head. 
If,  there,  a  stubborn  pin  it  triumphs  o'er. 
She  pants  !  she  sinks  away !  and  is  no  more. 
Let  the  robust  and  the  gigantic  carve^ 
Life  is  not  worth  so  much,  she  *d  rather  ttarve  : 
But  chew  she  must  herself ;  ah  cruel  (ate ! 
That  Rosalinda  can't  by  /irojy'eat 

An  antitU^  in  female  caprice  lies 
(Kind  Heaven  I)  against  the  poiton  of  their  eyes. 

Hialestris  triumphs  in  a  manly  mien  ; 
Loud  is  her  accent,  and  her  phrase  obscene. 
In  fidr  and  open  dealing  where  's  Uie  shame? 
What  Nature  dares  togjtoe,  she  dares  to  name. 
This  honest  feUow  is  sincere  and  plain, 
And  justly  gives  the  jealous  husband  pain. 
(Vain  is  die  task  to  petticoats  a&sign*d, 
If  wanton  language  shows  a  naked  mind.) 
And,  now  and  then,  to  grace  her  eloquence. 
An  oath  supplies  the  vacancies  of  sense. 
Hark  I  the  shrill  notes  transpierce  the  yielding  air. 
And  teach  the  neighbouring  Echoes  how  to  swear. 
By  Jove,  is  faint,  and  for  the  simple  swain ; 
She,  on  the  Christian  system,  is  profitne. 
But  though  the  volley  rattles  in  your  ear. 
Believe  her  dress,  she  's  not  a  grenadier. 
If  thunder  *s  aweful,  how  much  more  our  dread. 
When  Jove  deputes  a  lady  in  his  stead  ? 
A  la^  T  pardon  my  mistaken  pen, 
A  shiuneless  woman  is  the  worst  of  men» 

Few  to  good-breeding  make  a  just  pretence ; 
Good-breeding  is  the  blossom  of  good-sense ; 
The  last  result  of  an  accomplish'd  mind. 
With  outward  grace,  the  bodi/'s  virtue,  join'd. 
A  violated  decency  now  reigns ; 
And  nymphs  for  failings  take  peculiar  pains. 
With  Chinese  pafnters  modern  toasts  agree, 
The  point  they  aim  at  is  drformity : 
They  throw  their  persons  with  a  hoyden  air 
Across  the  room^  and  toss  into  the  chair. 
So  far  their  commerce  with  mankind  is  gone, 
Tliey,  for  our  manners,  have  exchang'd  their  own. 
The  modest  look,  the  castigated  grace, 
The  gentle  movement,  and  slow-measur'd  pace, 
For  which  her  lovers  tUed,  her  parents  paid. 
Are  indecorums  with  the  modem  maid. 
Stiff  forms  are  bad  ;  but  let  not  worse  intrude. 
Nor  conquer  art  and  nature,  to  be  rude. 
Modem  good-breeding  carry  to  its  height, 
And  Lady  D 's  self  will  be  polite. 

Ye  rising  Air !  ye  bloom  of  Britain's  isle ! 
When  high-born  Anna,  with  a  soften'd  snile, 


Leads  on  your  mia,  and  q»iUcs  at  y«mr  head. 
What  seems  most  hard,  is,  not  to  be  wett-bred. 
Her  bri(^  example  with  sucoeas  pursue^ 
And  all,  but  adoration,  is  your  dne. 

**  But  adoration !  give  me  someCfaiiig  sMre^** 
Cries  Lyo6,  on  the  borders  of  tkreesafr  .• 
Nought  treads  ao  silent  aa  the  foot  of  Tismeg 
Hence  we  mistake  our  autumn  for  our  priaae ; 
'T  is  greatly  wise  to  know,  before  we  're  told. 
The  melancholy  news,  that  we  i^ina  cUL 
Autumnal  Lyc6  carries  in  her  face 
Memento  mori  to  each  public  place. 
O  how  your  beating  breast  a  mistre 
Who  looks  through  spectadca  to  aee  your 
While  rival  undertahers  hover  round. 
And  with  his  spade  the  sexton  marks  the 
Intent  not  on  her  own,  but  others'  doooi. 
She  plans  new  conquests,  and  d^raudM  the 
In  vain  the  cock  has  summon'd  tprUes  cway. 
She  walks  at  noon,  and  blasts  the  bloom  of  da|L 
Gay  rainbow  silks  her  mellow  chums  infold. 
And  nought  of  Lyc£  but  herself  is  old. 
Her  grixzled  locks  assume  a  smitiing  grace. 
And  art  has  leveWd  her  deep  furrow'd  £»& 
Her  strange  demand  no  mortal  can  apfwovc^ 
We  *11  ask  her  blessing,  but  can't  ask  her  Ibbc. 
She  grants,  indeed,  a  lady  nu^  decline 
(All  Udies  but  herself)  at  nmety-nme, 

O  how  unlike  her  was  the  sacred  age 
Of  prudent  Portia!  Her  gray  hairs  engage. 
Whose  thoughts  are  suited  to  her  life's  decline : 
Virtue  's  the  paint  that  can  with  wftnties  riiiiie; 
That,  and  that  onfy,  can  old  age  sustoiD  ; 
Whicli  yet  all  wish,  nor  know  they  wiA  tar 
Not  numerous  are  our  j^^s,  when  life  is 
And  yearly  some  are  fidling  of  ibefim  g 
But  when  we  conquer  life's  meridia 
And  downward  tend  into  the  vale  of  agc^ 
lliey  drop  apace  ;  by  naturt  some  decay. 
And  some  the  blasts  nffirtune  swcqs  mmrnj  ; 
Till,  naked  quite  of  happiness,  aloud 
We  call  for  death,  and  shelter  in  a  sfaroud. 
Where  's  Portia  now  ?  —  But  Poctia  left  bdanl 
Two  lovely  copies  of  her  form  and  mind. 
What  heart  untouch'd  their  early  grief  can 
Like  blushing  rose-buds  dipp'd  in  morning 
Who  into  shelter  takes  their  tender  bloom. 
And  forms  their  minds  to  flee  from  ills  to 
The  mind,  when  tum'd  adrif^  no  rules  to  guides 
Drives  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and 
Fancy  and  jtassion  toss  it  to  and  fro; 
Awhile  torment,  arui  then  quite  sink  In 
Ye  beauteous  orphans,  since  in  silent  dust 
Your  best  etamjile  lies,  my  precepts  trust. 
Life  swarms  witli  ills ;  die  boldest  are  afraid : 
Where  ^n  is  safety  for  a  tender  maid  f 
Unfit  for  conflict,  round  beset  with  woes. 
And  man,  whom  least  she  fears,  her  worst  of  foes! 
When  kind,  most  cruel ;  when  oblig'd 
The  leait  obliging ;  and  by  fevours  lost. 
Cruel  by  nature,  they  for  kindness  hate  ; 
And  scorn  you  for  those  ills  Vtemadves 
If  on  your  feme  our  sex  a  blot  has  thrown, 
'T  will  ever  stick,  through  malice  of  your  mas 
Most  hard !  in  pleasing  your  dtief  glory  lies ; 
And  yet  from  pleasing  your  chief  dangers  rise 
Then  please  the  best ;  and  know,  for  men  of; 
Your  strongest  charms  are  native  innocence, 
^rtr  on  the  mind,  like  paint  upon  the  fkcc,    [bract. 
Fright  him,  that 's  wixtfa  yourlovc^  from 
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In  ttmpU  maimen «U  the  weenthm; 
Be  kind  and  TUtuoiu,  you  '11  be  blest  «id  wise. 
Vain  show  and  naite  intoxicate  the  bnin. 
Begin  with  giddmetgf  and  end  in  pauu 
Aflect  not  en^y  fame,  and  idle  praise^ 
Which,  all  those  wretches  I  describe^  betnyh 
Tour  sex's  glory  *t  is,  to  shine  unkmmm  ; 
Of  all  applause,  be  fondest  of  your  oum. 
Beware  the  ferer  of  the  mind  I  that  thirst 
With  which  the  age  is  eminently  cunt: 
To  drink  ci  pleasure^  but  inflames  desire ; 
And  abstinence  alone  can  quench  the  fire ; 
Take  pain  from  life,  and  terrour  from  the  tomb ; 
Give  peace  m  hand  /  and  promise  bUss  to  come. 

Satiex  VI. 

ON  WOMEN. 

iirscnsBD  TO  the  uobt  hok.  trx  last  eusabith 

OIEMAIH. 

Intefdum  tmen  et  toUit  comiBdia  Tocem. 

Hoa. 

I  SOUGHT  a  patroness,  but  sought  in  Tain. 
Apollo  whi^ier*d  in  my  ear  -—  "  Oomain.*'  — i 
I  know  lier  not.  —  «  Your  reason  *s  somewhat  odd ; 
Who  knows  his  patron,  now  ?"  replied  the  god. 
"  Men  write,  to  me^  and  to  the  vjcrld,  unknown ; 
Hien  steal  great  names,  to  shield  them  from  the 

town: 
Detected  wortA,  like  betnOy  disarray'd. 
To  covert  flies,  otpraue  itself  afraid ; 
Should  sA«  refuse  to  patronise  your  lays, 
In  vengeance  write  a  volume  in  herpraue. 
Nor  think  it  hard  so  great  a  length  to  run ; 
When  such  the  theme,  't  will  euily  be  done." 

Ye  fair !  to  draw  your  excellence  at  length. 
Exceeds  the  narrow  bounds  of  human  strength ; 
You,  herCf  in  miniature  your  picture  see ; 
Nor  hope  from  Zinck  more  justice  than  from  me. 
My  portraits  grace  your  mind,  as  his  your  lufe; 
His  portraits  will  inflame,  mine  quench,  your  pride : 
He  *s  dear,  you  frugal;  choose  my  cheaper  lay ; 
And  be  your  reformation  all  my  pay, 

Lavinia  is  polite,  but  not  profane  ; 
To  church  as  constant  as  to  Drury-lane. 
She  decently,  inform,  pays  Heaven  its  du« ; 
And  makes  a  civil  visit  to  her  pew. 
Her  lifted  fan,  to  give  a  solemn  air, 
Conceals  her  face,  which  pauet  for  a  prayer : 
Curt'sies  to  curt'sies,  then,  with  grace,  succeed  ; 
Not  one  the  fair  omits,  but  at  the  Creed. 
Or,  if  she  joins  the  service,  *t  is  to  tpeak ; 

rhrough  dreadful  jifefitf  the  pent  heart  might  break : 
Untaught  to  bear  it,  women  talk  away 
To  G(M  himaelf,  and  fondly  think  they  pn^. 
But  tweet  their  accent,  and  their  tar  refin*d  / 
For  they  're  befora  their  Maker—ai^  mankind : 
When  ladies  onee  are  proud  of  praying  well, 
Satan  himadf  wiU  toll  the  parish  belL 

Acqnaittted  with  the  world,  and  quite  well-bred; 
Druaa  reeaiTCB  her  Tintants  in  bed ; 
But,  chaste  as  ice,  thb  Vesia,  todcfy 
The  very  blackcit  tongue  of  calumny, 
When  from  the  sheets  her  lovdy  form  she  lifb, 
She  bags  yoa  j^ut  would  fiim  wm,  while  she  thUh, 

Tboac  charms  are  greatest  which  decline  the  ught, 
T%u  makat  the  banquet  poignant  and  polite. 


» 


There  is  no  looaMn,  where  there  *s  no  resenv } 
And  't  is  on  plenty  your  poor  lovers  sfome; 
But  with  a  modem  fair,  meridian  merit 
Is  a  fierce  thing,  they  adl  a  nymph  of^dnL 
Mark  well  the  rollings  of  her  flaming  eye ; 
And  tread  on  tiptoe,  if  you  dare  draw  nigh. 
«  Or  if  you  take  a  lion  by*  the  beard  •, 
Or  dare  defy  the  fell  Hyrcanian  pard. 
Or  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  rough  Russian  bear,' 
First  make  your  will,  and  then  eomterte  with  her. 
This  lady  glories  in  profrue  expense ; 
And  thinks  distraction  is  magnificence. 
To  beggar  her  gallant  b  some  (wlight ; 
To  be  more  fatal  still,  is  exquisite ; 
j  Had  ever  nymph  such  reason  to  bie  glad  ? 
In  duel  fell  two  lovers ;  one  run  mad  ; 
Her  foes  their  honest  execrations  pour ; 
Her  lovers  only  should  detest  her  more. 

Flavia  is  constant  to  her  old  gallant, 
And  generously  supports  him  in  his  want. 
But  marriage  is  a  fetter,  b  a  snare, 
A  hell,  no  lady  so  polite  can  bear. 
She  *s  faithful,  she  *s  observant,  and  with  pains 
Her  angel-brood  of  bastards  she  maintains. 
Nor  least  advantage  has  the  fair  to  plead, 
But  that  ofgitUt  above  the  marriage-bedm 

Amasia  hates  a  prude,  and  scorns  restraint ; 
Whate'er  she  is,  she  'II  not  appear  a  saint : 
Her  soul  superior  flies  formality ; 
So  gay  her  air,  her  conduct  is  so  free. 
Some  might  suspect  the  nymph  not  over^good.  •• 
Nor  would  they  be  mistaken,  if  they  should. 

Unmarried  Abra  puts  on  formal  airs ; 
Her  cushion  's  thread-bare  with  her  constant  prayem 
Her  only  grief  is,  that  she  cannot  be 
At  once  engag'd  in  prayer  and  dutrity. 
And  this,  to  do  her  justice,  must  be  said, 
«  Who  would  not  think  that  Abra  was  a  maid  ?" 

Some  ladies  are  too  beauteous  to  be  wed ; 
For  where  's  the  man  that  *s  worthy  of  their  bed? 
If  no  disease  reduce  her  pride  before, 
Lavinia  will  be  ravish'd  at  threescore. 
Tlien  she  submits  to  venture  in  tlie  dark  ; 
And  nothing  now  is  wanting  —  but  her  spark. 

Lucia  thinks  happiness  consists  in  state ; 
She  weds  an  idiot,  but  she  eats  in  plate. 

The  goods  of  fortune,  which  her  soul 
Are  but  the  ground  of  unmade  happiness ; 
The  rude  material :  wisdom  add  to  this. 
Wisdom,  the  sole  artificer  of  bliss ; 
S9te  from  herself,  if  so  compelled  by  need. 
Of  thin  content  can  draw  the  subtle  thread ; 
But  (no  detraction  to  her  sacred  skill) 
If  she  can  work  in  gold,  't  b  better  still. 

If  TuUia  had  been  blest  with  half  her 
None  could  too  much  admire  her  excellence: 
But  since  she  can  make  errour  shine  so  M^tAp 
She  thinks  it  ntlgar  to  defend  the  fight. 
With  undentanding  she  b  quite  o'er-run  ; 
And  by  too  great  accomplishments  undone  s 
With  dcill  fhe  vibrates  her  eternal  tongue. 
For  ever  most  divinely  in  the  wrong. 

Naked  in  nothing  should  a  woman  be ; 
But  veil  Iter  very  wii  vrith  modesty : 
Let  men  diseooer,  let  not  her  display. 
But  yield  her  charms  of  mind  with  sweet  delay. 

For  pleasure  form  d,  pervendy  some  believe. 
To  make  themsclvaa  hnportantf  men  mutt  griewe. 
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Lesbia  the  fair,  to  fire  her  jealous  lord, 
Pretends,  the  fop  she  laughs  at,  is  ador'd* 
In  Tain  she  *s  proud  of  secret  innocence ; 
The  fact  she  feigns  were  scarce  a  worse  oflRaioa 

Mira,  endow'd  with  every  charm  to  bless. 
Has  no  design,  but  on  her  husband's  peace : 
He  lov*d  her  much ;  and  greatly  was  he  mov'd 
At  small  inquietudes  in  her  he  loT*d. 
**  How  charming  this  !'* — The  pleasure  lasted  long ; 
Now  every  day  the  fits  come  thick  and  strong : 
At  last  he  found  the  charmer  otdj feign' d; 
Aud  was  diverted  when  he  should  be  pain*d. 
What  greater  vengeance  have  the  gods  in  store? 
How  tedious  life,  now  site  can  plague  no  more ! 
She  tries  a  thousand  arts ;  but  none  succeed : 
She 's  forc*d  a  fever  to  procure  indeed: 
Thus  strictly  prov'd  this  virtuous,  loving  wife. 
Her  husband's  pain  was  dearer  than  her  ^ 

Anxious  Melania  rises  to  my  view. 
Who  never  thinks  her  lover  pays  his  due : 
Visit,  present,  treat,  flatter,  and  adore ; 
Her  majes^,  to-moirow,  calls  for  more. 
His  wounded  ears  complaints  eternal  fill. 
As  unoil*d  hinges,  querulously  shrilL 
'<  You  went  last  night  with  Celia  to  the  baU." 
You  prove  it  false.  "  Not  go !  that  *s  wont  of  all." 
Nothing  can  please  her,  nothing  not  inflame  ; 
And  arrant  anUradictiotu  are  the  tame. 
Her  lover  must  be  tad,  to  please  her  spleen ; 
His  jnirth  is  an  inexpiable  sin : 
For  of  all  rivalt  that  can  pain  her  breast. 
There 's one,  that  wounds  far  deeper  than  the  rest; 
To  wreck  her  quiet,  the  most  drrauiful  shelf 
Is  if  her  lover  dares  enjoy  himselfl 

And  this,  because  she  's  exquisitely  fair : 
Should  I  dispute  her  beauty,  how  she  'd  stare ! 
How  would  Melania  be  surpris*d  to  hear 
She 's  quite  deform*d !  And  yet  the  case  is  clear ; 
What  *5  female  beauty,  but  an  air  divine. 
Through  which  the  mind's  all-gentle  graces  shine  ? 
They,  like  the  Sun,  irradiate  all  between ; 
llie  body  ckarmi  because  the  soul  is  teen. 
Hence,  men  are  often  c^>tives  of  a  face, 
Tliey  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace : 
Some  forms,  though  bright,  no  mortal  man  can  bearf 
Some,  none  retitt,  thou^  not  exceeding  fain 

Aspasia  's  highly  bom,  and  nicely  bred. 
Of  taste  lefin'd,  in  life  and  manners  read; 
Yet  reaps  no  fruit  from  her  superior  sense. 
But  to  be  teat*d  by  her  own  excellence. 
**  Folks  are  so  awkward !     Things  so  unpolite !" 
She 's  elegantly  pain'd  from  mom  till  ni^t. 
Her  delicacy  's  shock'd  where'er  she  goes; 
Each  creature* t  imptrfectiont  are  her  woet. 
Heaven  by  its  fiivour  has  the  fair  distrest. 
And  pour'd  such  blessings^  that  she  caii*<  be  bleat. 

Ah!  why  so  vain,  though  blooming  in  thy  qning? 
Thou  tkining,  freed,  adord,  and  wretched  thing  I 
01d>age  will  come ;  disease  may  come  before ; 
mUen'iB^tJlaamattaitathreetcore. 
T^y  fortune,  and  thy  charms,  may  soon  decay:     ' 
But  grant  these  fugftivet  prolong  their  stay, 
Hieir  basis  totters,  their  foundation  shakes  ; 
Life,  tf»«t  supports  them,  in  a  moment  breaks; 
Then  wrought  into  the  soul  let  virtues  shine  ; 
Tlie  ground  eternal,  as  the  work  divine. 

Ji^a  *s  a  manager ;  she  *s  bom  for  rule; 
And  knows  her  lotjer  husband  is  ^foolg 
Assemblies  holds,  and  qpins  the  tJbtle  thread 
That  guadca  the  lover  to  his  fidr-one's  bed : 


For  difficult  amours  can  niooth  the  wiy. 
And  tender  letters  dictate,  or  camwofm 
But,  if  depriv'd  of  such  important  carea^ 
Her  wisdom  condescends  to  leas  affiuis. 
For  her  own  breaUast  she  '11  project  a 
Nor  take  her  tea  without  a  ttredagem  ; 
Firesides  o'er  trjMet  with  a  oenomfaeeg 
Imp<»tant,  l^  me  virtue  of  grwiaceu 
Ladies  supreme  among  amusements  mgn  ; 
By  nature  bom  to  joolA^  and  enterlamm 
Their  prudence  in  a  share  of  folly  lies : 
Why  will  they  be  so  weak,  as  to  be  wite  T 

Syrena  is  for  ever  in  extremes. 
And  with  a  vengeaxtee  she  commends,  or  falaoMs. 
Conscious  of  her  discernment,  which  is  good. 
She  strains  too  much  to  make  it  undentood. 
H&  judgment  just,  her  tentence  is  too  strong  ; 
Because  she  *s  right,  she  *s  ever  in  the  wrong. 
Brunetta  *s  wise  in  actions,  great,  and  rare : 
But  scorns  on  triflet  to  bestow  her  care. 
Thus  every  hour  Brunetta  is  to  blarney 
Because  th'  occasion  is  beneadi  her  aim. 
Tliink  nought  a  trifle,  though  it  small  appear  ; 
Small  sands  the  mountain,  moments  mdke  the  yeai^ 
And  trifles  life.     Your  care  to  trifles  give. 
Or  you  may  die,  before  you  truly  live. 

Go  breakfast  with  Alicia,  there  you  *tt  aec^ 
implex  munditiit,  to  the  last  degree : 
Unlac'd  her  stays,  her  night-gown  is  untied. 
And  what  she  has  of  head-dress,  is  aside. 
She  draws  her  words,  and  waddles  in  her  pace ; 
Unwash'd  her  hands,  and  much  besnuff'd  her  face. 
A  nail  uncut,  and  head  uncomb'd,  she  loves ; 
And  would  draw  on  jack4xxits,  as  soon  as  gloves. 
Gloves  by  queen  Bess's  maidens  might  be  mist ; 
Her  blessed  eyes  ne'er  saw  a  fem^e  JEtf • 
Lovers,  beware !  to  wound  how  can  she  fail 
With  scarlet  finger,  and  long  jetty  nail  ? 
For  Harvey,  the  first  wit  she  cannot  be. 
Nor,  cruel  Richmond,  the  first  toatt,  for  thee. 
Since  full  each  other  station  of  renown. 
Who  would  not  be  the  greatest  trapes  in  Iowa? 
Women  were  made  to  give  our  cjrea  del^^A  ; 
A  female  doven  ia  an  odious  sight. 
Fair  Isabella  is  so  fond  QifamCf 
That  her  dear  J«j^is  her  eternal  theme ; 
Through  hopes  of  contradiction,  oft  abe  *11  eajr, 
«  Methinks  I  look  so  wretchedly  to-day  !** 
When  most  the  world  applauds  you,  most 
'T  is  often  less  a  bletiing  than  a  more. 
Distrust  mankind  ;  with  your  own  heart 
And  dread  even  there  to  find  a  flatterer. 
The  breath  of  others  raises  our  renown; 
Our  own  as  surely  blows  the  pageant  down* 
Take  up  no  more  than  you  by  worth  can  dain^ 
Lest  soon  you  prove  a  htaetkrupit  in  your  &ine. 

But  own  I  must,  in  thb  penciled  sigc^ 
Who  most  deterve,  can't  alwaya  moUengi^B, 
So  far  is  worth  from  making  gloiy  sure^ 
It  often  hinders  what  it  thould  procure.  [wi 

Whom  pniae  we  maU  t  The  virtuous,  bm«^  i 
No ;  wretches,  whom,  in  secret,  we  dwpiaeu 
And  who  so  blind,  as  not  to  see  the  cause? 
No  rivab  rais'd  by  such  diaeyvet  applause  ; 
And  yet,  of  credit  it  lays  in  a  store, 
By  which  our  spleen  may  wound  Irve  worth  ilie  m 

Ladies  there  are  who  think  one  crime  ia  off  .- 
Can  women,  then,  no  way  but  baskwatd  fall  ? 
So  sweet  is  ^kal  one  crime  they  don't  puiau^ 
'<*'»  pay  its  kMB,  they  think  otf  others^. 
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Who  hold  thai  crime  no  dear,  must  never  claim 

Of  itijurd  mcdesty  the  sacred  name. 

But  Clio  thus :  "  What !  railing  without  end?  ' 

Mean  task!  how  much  more  generous    to  com- 
mend !" 

Tes,  to  commend  as  you  are  wont  to  do, 

My  kind  intlructor,  and  example  too. 

**  Daphnia,"  says  Clio,  '*  has  a  charming  eye : 

What  pity  *t  is  her  shoulder  is  awry  ! 

Aspasia*s  shape  indeed  —  But  then  her  air  — 

The  man  has  parts  who  finds  destruction  there. 

Almeria*s  wit  has  something  that 's  dirine ; 

And  wit  *s  enough  —  how  few  in  all  things  shine  ! 

Selina  senres  her  friends,  relieves  the  poor-— 

Who  was  it  said  Selina  *s  near  threescore  ? 

At  Lucia*s  match  I  from  my  soul  rejoice; 

The  world  congratulates  so  wise  a  choice; 

His  lordship's  rent-roll  is  exceeding  great— 

But  mortgages  will  sap  the  best  estate. 

In  Shirley's  form  might  chenibims  appear; 

But  then  —she  has  9l freckle  on  her  ear.** 

Without  a  hfut^  Hortensia  she  commends, 

The  tfirsrof  women,  and  the  best  of  friends ; 

Owns  her  in  person,  wit,  fame,  virtue  bright ; 

But  bow  comes  this  to  pass  ?—  She  died  last  night 
Thus  nymphs  commend,  who  yet  at  satire  rail : 

Indeed  that 's  needless,  if  tuch  praise  prevail. 

Anc  whence  such  praise  ?  Our  virulence  is  thrown 

On  otken*  fiune,  through  fondness  for  our  otim. 
Of  rank  and  riches  proud,  Cleora  frowns ; 

For  are  not  coronet*  a-kin  to  crotimt  f 

Her  greedy  eye,  and  her  sublime  address, 

The  height  of  tsoarice  and  piride  confess. 

You  seek  perfections  wordiy  of  her  rank  ; 

Goi,  seek  for  her  perfections  at  the  Bank. 

By  wealth  unquench*d,  by  reason  uncontioll'd, 
For  ever  bums  her  sacred  thirst  of  gold. 
As  fond  of  five-pence,  as  the  veriest  at  ; 
And  quite  as  much  detested  as  a  wit. 

Can  gold  calm  patthnf  0|;make  reaton  shine? 
Can  we  dig  peace,  or  wUdonif  from  the  mine  ? 
Wisdom  to  gold  prefer ;  for  't  is  much  less 
To  make  ourjortune,  than  our  hapjtines*. 
That  happiness  which  great  ones  often  see, 
With  rage  and  wonder,  in  a  low  degree ; 
Themselves  unblest.     The  poor  are  only  poor ! 
But  what  are  they  who  droop  amid  their  store ! 
Nothing  is  meaner  than  a  wretch  ofAatCi 
The  happy  only  are  the  truly  ^ai* 
Peasants  enjoy  like  appetites  with  kings ; 
And  those  best  satisfied  with  cheapest  things. 
Could  hoik  our  InditM  buy  but  one  new  sense^ 
Our  envy  would  be  due  to  large  expense. 
Since  not,  those  pomps  which  to  the  great  belongs 
Are  but  poor  arts  to  mark  them  from  the  throng. 
See  how  they  beg  an  alms  of  flattery  ! 
Tbey  languish  !  oh  support  them  with  a  lie  / 
A  drceni  competence  we  fully  taste  ^ 
It  strikes  our  $ente,  and  gives  a  constant  feast : 
More^  we  perceive  by  dint  of  thought  alone ; 
The  rich  roust  labow  to  possess  their  oum. 
To  feel  their  great  abundance ;  and  request 
Their  humble  friends  to  help  them  to  be  blest; 
To  jer  their  treasures,  hear  their  glory  told, 
And  aid  the  wretched  unpotence  of  gold. 

But  some,  great  souls !  and  touch*d  with  warmth 
dirine. 
Give  gold  a  price,  and  teach  its  beams  to  shine* 
All  hoarded  treasures  they  repute  a  load ; 
Nor  think  their  wealth  their  own,  till  well  bettow'd. 


Grand  reservoirs  of  public  happiness, 
Through  secret  streams  diffusively  they  bless ; 
And,  while  their  bounties  glide,  conccal*d  from  fiew. 
Believe  our  tpants,  and  spare  our  blushes  too. 
But  Satire  is  my  task ;  and  these  destroy 
Her  gloomy  prorince,  and  malignant  joy. 
Help  me,  ye  misers !  help  me  to  complidni 
And  blast  our  common  enemy,  Germain : 
But  our  invectives  must  despair  success ; 
For,  next  to  praise,  shte  values  nothing  less. 

What  picture  *s  yonder,  loosen'd  fWnn  its  tnaomJ 
Or  is  't  Asturia,  that  affected  dame? 
The  brightest  forms,  through  affectation,  fade 
To  strange  new  things,  which  Nature  never  made. 
FVown  not,  ye  fair !  so  much  your  sex  we  priie^ 
We  hate  those  arts  that  take  you  from  our  eyes. 
In  Albucinda*s  native  grace  is  seen 
What  you,  who  labour  at  perfection,  mean. 
Short  is  the  rule,  and  to  be  learnt  witli  ease. 
Retain  your  gentle  selves,  and  you  must  please. 
Here  might  I  sing  of  Memmia's  mincing  mien. 
And  all  the  movements  of  the  sofr  macliine : 
How  two  red  lips  affected  Zephyrs  blow. 
To  cool  the  bohea,  and  inflame  tlie  beau  : 
While  one  yrYoM  finger  and  a  thumb  conspire 
To  lift  the  cup,  and  make  the  world  admire. 

Tea !  how  I  tremble  at  tliy  faul  stream ! 
As  Lethe,  dreadful  to  the  Love  <f  Fame. 
What  devastations  on  thy  banks  are  seen  ! 
What  dmdes  of  mighty  names  which  once  have  been  ! 
A  hecatomb  of  characters  supplies 
Thy  painted  altars*  daily  sacrifice. 

H ^  P ,  B        ,  aspers*d  by  thee,  decay. 

As  grains  of  finest  sugars  melt  away, 
And  recommend  thee  more  to  mortal  taste ; 
Scandal  *s  the  sweetener  of  SiJemaU  feast. 

But  this  inhuman  triumph  shall  decline. 
And  thy  revolting  Naiads  call  for  winet 
Spirits  ho  longer  shall  serve  under  thee ; 
But  reign  in  thy  own  cup,  exploded  tea  I 
Citronia's  nose  declares  thy  ruin  nigh, 
And  who  dares  give  Citronia's  nose  the  lie  ? 

The  ladies  long  at  men  of  drink  exclaim'd. 
And  what  impair'd  both  health  and  rirtue,  blam*d  ; 
At  length,  to  rescue  man,  the  goienms  lass 
Stole  from  her  consort  the  pernicious  glass ; 
As  glorious  as  the  British  queen  renown'd. 
Who  suck'd  the  poison  from  her  husband's  wound. 

Nor  to  the  ^tau  alone  arc  nymphs  inclin*d. 
But  every  bolder  rice  of  bold  mankind. 

O  Juvenal !  for  thy  severer  rage  ! 
To  lash  the  lanker  follies  of  our  ag& 

Are  there,  among  the  females  of  our  isle. 
Such  faults,  at  wtiich  it  is  a  fauH  to  simde  f 
There  are.     Vice,  once  by  modeU  nature  cfaain'd 
And  legal  ties,  expatiates  unrestrun*d ; 
Without  thin  decency  held  up  to  riew. 
Naked  she  stalks  o*er  Law  and  Gospel  toa 
Our  matrons  lead  such  exemplary  live^ 
Men  sigh  in  vain  for  tume  but  for  their  vtsevi 
Who  marry  to  bejree,  to  range  the  more. 
And  wed  one  man,  to  wanton  with  a  score. 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  *t  is  stedfast  hate. 
And  one  eternal  tempest  of  debate. 
WhMi  foul  eruptions,  from  a  look  most  meek ! 
What  tliunders  bursting,  from  a  dimpled  ohaek ! 
Their  jnssious  bear  it  with  a  lofty  hand ! 
But  tlien,  their  reason  is  at  due  command. 
Is  there  whom  you  detest,  and  seek  his  life  ? 
Trust  no  soul  with  the  secret — but  his  vrife. 
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Wives  wonder  4Mt  their  oondueC  I  oondemn. 
And  ask,  what  kindred  is  a  spoute  to  them  ? 

What  swarms  o£  tmoniaa  grandmothen  I  see ! 
And  misses,  anaeni  In  iniquity ! 
What  bUoting  whiqpcors,  ami  what  loud  dedaiming ! 
What  lying,  drinking,  bawdtng,  swearing,  gaming ! 
Friendship  so  cold,  such  warm  incontinence ; 
Such  griping  avarice,  such  profuse  expense ; 
Such  dead  devotion,  such  a  teal  for  crimes ; 
Such  licens*d  ill,  such  masquerading  times ; 
Such  v«nal  faith,  such  misapplied  applause ; 
Such  flatter*d  guilt,  and  such  invertied  laws ! 

Such  dissolution  through  the  whole  I  find, 
'T  is  not  a  worid,  but  chaos  of  mankind. 
Since  Sundays  hare  no  balls,  the  welUdress'd  btik 
Shines  in  the  pew,  but  smiles  to  hear  of  Hell ; 
And  casts  an  eye  of  sweet  disdain  on  all 
Who  listen  less  to  Collins  than  St  FsuL 
Atheists  have  been  but  rare ;  since  Nature's  birth. 
Till  now,  she-atheists  ne'er  appear*d  on  Earth. 
Te  men  of  deep  researches,  say,  whence  springs 
This  daring  character,  in  timorous  things? 
Who  start  atfeathen,  from  an  mseet  fly, 
A  match  for  nothing  —  but  the  Deity. 
But,  not  to  wrong  the  fair,  the  Muse  must  own 
In  Uiis  pursuit  they  court  not  fame  alone ; 
But  join  to  that  a  more  substantial  view, 
*<  From  thinking  free,  to  be  free  agents  too.  "[down, 

Hiey  strive  with  their  own  hearts,  and  keep  them 
In  complaisance  to  all  the  fools  in  town. 
O  how  they  tremble  at  the  name  o€  prude  / 
And  die  frith  shame  at  thought  of  being  good  I 
For  what  will  Artimis,  the  rich  and  gay, 
What  will  the  wits,  that  is,  the  ooicomfas,  say  ? 
They  Heaven  defy,  to  Earth's  vile  dregs  a  shiTe ; 
Tlut>ugh  cowardice^  most  execrably  brave. 
With  our  own  judgments  durst  we  to  comply. 
In  virtue  should  we  live,  in  glory  die. 
Rise  then,  my  Muse,  in  honest  fury  rise  \ 
Hiey  dread  a  satire,  who  defy  the  skies. 

Atheists  are  few :  most  nymphs  a  Godhead  own ; 
And  nothing  but  his  attributes  dethrone. 
FVom  atheists  frr,  they  stedfrstly  believe 
God  is,  and  is  Almighty  —  to  Jorgive. 
His  other  excellence  they  *11  not  dispute ; 
But  mercy,  sure,  is  bis  diief  attribute. 
Shall  pleasures  of  a  short  duration  chain 
A  lady's  soul  in  everlasting  pain  ? 
Will  the  great  Author  us  poor  worms  destroy. 
For  now  and  then  sl  sip  of  transient  joy  ? 
No,  he  's  for  ever  in  a  smiling  mood ; 
He  *s  like  themselves ;  or  how  could  he  be  good  ? 
And  they  blaspheme,  who  blacker  schemes  suppose. 
Devoutly,  thus,  Jehovah  they  depose, 
The  pure  /  the/iaf  /  and  set  up,  in  his  stead, 
A  deity,  that 's  perfectly  weU-bred. 

**  Dear  Tillotson !  be  sure  the  best  of  men ; 
Nor  though  he  more,  than  thought  great  Origen. 
Ilxnigh  once  upon  a  time  he  misbehav'd ; 
Poor  Satan  !  doubtless,  he  *11  at  length  be  sav'd. 
Let  priests  do  something  for  tiieir  one  in  ten ; 
It  is  their  trade;  so  far  they  're  honest  men. 
Let  them  cant  on,  since  they  have  got  the  knack. 
And  dren  their  notions,  like  themselves,  in  black ; 
Fright  us  with  terrours  of  a  wjorld  tinibiotim. 
From  joys  of  this,  to  keep  them  all  their  moru 
Of  Earth's  fair  fruits,  indeed,  tbey  claim  a  fee ; 
But  then  they  leave  our  untitk*d  virtue  free. 
Virtue  '  j  a  pretty  thing  to  make  a  show  : 
Did  ev^  mortal  write  like  Bouchefoucault  ?" 


Thus  pleads  the  Devil*t  fior  qiologiat, 
And,  pleading,  safely  enters  on  his  UsL 

Let  angeUforms  angelic  truths  maintain  ; 
Nature  disjoins  tbe'  beauteous  aad  prafamem 
For  wliat  's  true  beauty,  but  hit  yvstae'%Jaee  / 
Virtue  made  otnftfe  in  outward  grace  ? 
She,  then,  that  *s  haunted  with  an  impious 
The  more  she  ckarmsj  the  more  she 
kind. 

But  charms  decline :  the  fair  long  vigils  keep 
Hicy  sleep  no  more!  Quadrille  has  murdcr'd 
"  Poor  K— p !"  cries  Livia;  *«  I  have  not  been 
lliese  two  nights ;  the  poor  creature  will 
I  hate  a  crowd  — but  to  do  good,  you  know-.- 
And  people  <^ condition  should  bestow.** 
Convinc'd,  o'eroome^  to  K-— p's  grave  matrons 
Now  set  a  daughter,  and  now  stake  a  son  ; 
Let  health,  fame,  temper,  beauty,  fortune^  iy  ; 
And  be^ar  half  their  race  —-through  ekarity* 

Immortal  were  we,  or  else  mortal  ^loCe, 
I  less  should  blame  this  criminal  delij^ : 
But  since  the  gay  assembly's  gayest  room 
Is  but  an  upper  story  to  some  tomb, 
Methinks,  we  need  not  our  skoH  being  rinoi. 
And,  thought  to  fly,  contend  to  be  undone. 
We  need  not  buy  our  ruin  vritfi  our  aisme. 
And  give  eternity  to  murder  time. 

The  love  of  gaming  is  the  worst  of  ills  ; 
With  ceaseless  storms  the  blacken'd  soul  it  CBs ; 
Inveighs  at  Heaven,  neglects  the  ties  of  blood  ; 
Destroys  the  power  and  vrill  of  doing  good ; 
Kills  health,  pawns  honour,  plunges  in  dugrace. 
And,  what  is  still  more  dreadful  — qMils  your 

See  yonder  set  of  thieves  that  live  on  spd3. 
The  fcoiuio/and  thendnof  our  isle! 
And  see  Estrange  sight !)  amid  that  mflian 
A  form  divine  hi^  wave  her  snowy  hand  ; 
Tluit  rattles  loud  a  small  enchanted  box. 
Which,  loud  as  thunder,  on  the  board  she 
And  as  fierce  stonns,  whidi  Earth's 

shook. 
From  J£olus's  cave  impetuous  broke. 
From  this  small  cavern  a  mix'd  tempest  flici» 
Fear,  rage,  convulsion,  tears,  oaths,  blasphemies 
For  men,  I  mean^the  frir  discharges 
She  (guiltless creature !)  swears  to  H 

See  her  eyes  start!  cheeks  glow!  and 
sweU! 
Like  the  mad  maid  in  the  Cumcan  celL 
Hius  that  divine  one  her  stfi  nights  employs ! 
Thus  tunes  her  soul  to  tender  nuptial  jogrs ! 
And  when  the  cruel  morning  calls  to  bed. 
And  on  her  pillow  lays  her  aching  head. 
With  die  dear  images  her  dreams  are  crown*dy 
The  die  spins  lovely,  or  the  cards  go  round  ; 
Imaginary  ruin  charms  her  still ; 
Her  happy  lord  is  cuckol'd  by  spadiBe  / 
And  if  slie  's  brought  to  bed,  't  is  ten  tt> 
He  marks  the  forehead  of  her  darting 

O  scene  of  horrour,  and  of  vrild  despair, 
Wliy  is  the  rich  Atrides*  splendid  heir 
Constrain'd  to  quit  his  ancient  lordly  seat. 
And  hide  his  glories  in  a  mean  retreat  ? 

Why  that  drawn  sword?  and  whence  that  dinati 
cry? 
Why  pale  distraction  through  the  fomily  ? 
See  my  lord  threaten,  and  my  lady  vreep, 
And  trembling  servants  fivim  the  tempest 

» 

•  Shak^Mare. 
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Whj  thit  gaj  tMt  todiUBntragionsKnt? 

What  Ua&  that  daugkier*%  dcscin'd  match  pntcnt  ? 

Why  the  whole  house  in  sudden  ruin  laid, 

0  nothing,  but  last  night — my  Udy  played* 
But  waaden  not  my  Satire  from  her  theme? 

Utkit  too  owing  to  the  love  dfame  f 

Thou|^  now  your  hearts  on  lucre  are  bestow'd, 

*T  was  first  a  v(wv-deooikn  to  the  modes 

Nor  cease  we  Acre,  since  't  is  a  vice  so  strong; 

Hie  torrent  sweeps  all  woman*kind  along. 

Hus  may  be  said,  in  honour  of  our  times. 

Hist  none  now  stand  diOmgMah^d  by  their  crimes. 

If  sin  you  must,  take  Nature  for  your  guide : 
LoM  has  same  soft  excuse  to  soothe  your  pride : 
Te  (air  apostatw  from  lore's  ancient  power ! 
Csn  nothing  nnaal,  but  a  gotden  tkower  f 
Can  cards  alone  your  glowing  fiuicy  seise; 
Must  Cupid  Icam  to  pwKt,  e*er  he  qm  pleam  f 
When  you  're  enamour*d  of  a  1^  or  oatt. 
What  can  the  preadier  more^  to  make  us  ckatte  f 
Why  must  strong  youths  unmarned  pine  away  ? 
THey  find  no  woman  disengag*d-*from  play. 
Why  pine  the  marfitd  f  —  O  severer  firte ! 
They  find  frtim  play  no  disengag'd  — aUxU^ 
Flaria,  at  lovers  &lse,  wnXaudCd^  and  hard^ 
Turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  a  crud  card. 
Nor  Arria's  Bible  can  secure  her  age ; 
Her  threescore  years  are  shuffling  with  her  page. 
While  Dtaik  stands  by,  but  till  the  game  is  done^ 
To  sweep  that  tUdtty  in  justice,  long  his  eim  ; 
Like  old  cards  ting*d  with  sulphur,  she  takes  fire ; 
Or,  like  snuffii  sunk  in  sockets,  biases  higher. 
Ye  gods !  with  new  delights  inspire  the  fair  ; 
Or  give  ua  joiu,  and  save  us  from  despair. 

Sons,    brothers,  fiithers,    husbands,  tradetrntn^ 
close 
In  my  complaint,  and  brand  your  sins  in  fmat  : 
Yet  I  believe,  as  firmly  as  my  Creed, 
In  spite  oi  all  our  wisdom,  you  'U  proceed : 
Our  pride  so  great,  our  passion  is  so  strong, 
Advice  to  right  confirms  us  in  the  wrong* 

1  bear  you  cry,  "  This  fellow  *s  very  odd." 
When  you  chastise,  who  would  not  kiss  the  rod  ? 
But  I  *ve  a  charm  your  anger  shall  control. 
And  turn  your  eyes  with  coldness  on  the  voie. 

The  dMnn  begins !  To  yonder  fiuod  of  light. 
That  bursts  o*er  gloomy  Britain,  turn  your  sight. 
What  guardian  power  o'erwhelms  your  souls  with 


Her  deeds  are  precepts,  her  example  law ; 
'Midst  empire's  channa,  how  Carolina's  heart 
Glows  with  the  love  of  Mffue,  and  at  art/ 
Her  (avour  is  difSiis'd  to  that  degree, 
Eiccas  of  goodness !  it  has  dawn'd  on  me  : 
When  in  my  page,  to  balance  numerous  &ults, 
Or  godlike  deeds  were  shown,  or  generous  thoughts. 
She  smil'd,  induttrioui  to  be  pleas'd,  nor  knew 
From  whom  my  pen  the  borriw*d  lustre  drew. 

Thus  the  majotic  mother  of  mankind*, 
To  her  own  diarms  most  amiably  blind. 
On  the  green  margin  innocently  stood. 
And  gas'd  indulgent  on  the  crystal  flood ; 
Survey'd  the  stranger  in  the  painted  wave. 
And,  smiling,  prais'd  the  beauties  which  she  gave. 

•  Milton. 


Satiek  VII. 

TO  THI  miaHT  HOK.  81^   aOBBET  WALPOLX. 

Carmina  tum  melius,  cum  venerit  Ipae^  cancmua. 

Yum. 

On  this  last  labour,  this  my  closing  strain. 
Smile,  Walpole,  or  the  Nine  inspire  in  vain  •. 
To  Hue,  't  is  due ;  that  verse  how  justly  thine. 
Where  Brunswick's  glory  crowns  die  whole  design  I 
That  glory,  which  thy  counsels  make  so  bright ; 
Hut  glory,  which  on  thee  reflects  a  light. 
Illustrious  commerce,  and  but  rarely  known. 
To  give,  and  iaJce,  a  lustre  from  the  throne. 

Nor  think  that  thou  art  foreign  to  my  theme; 
The  foufUfdn  is  not  foreign  to  Sie  stream- 
How  all  mankind  will  be  surpris'd  to  see 
This  flood  of  British  foUy  charg'd  on  thee! 
Say,  Britain !  whence  this  caprice  of  thy  sons, 
Which  through  their  various  ranks  with  fiiry  runs? 
The  cause  is  plain,  a  cause  which  we  must  blesa ; 
For  caprice  is  the  daughter  of  tuecese, 
(A  bad  effect,  but  from  a  pleasing  cause !) 
And  gives  our  rulers  undesign'd  applause  ; 
Tells  how  their  conduct  bids  our  wealih  increaaa^ 
And  lulls  us  in  the  downy  lap  oipeace* 
While  I  survey  the  blessings  of  our  isle. 
Her  arts  triumphant  in  the  royal  smile. 
Her  public  wounds  bound  up,  her  credil  hi^ 
Her  commerce  spreadins  sails  in  every  sky. 
The  pleasing  scene  reculs  my  theme  again. 
And  shows  the  madness  of  ambitious  men, 
Who^  fond  of  bloodshed,  draw  the  murdering  swoH» 
And  burn  to  give  mankind  a  single  lord. 

The  follies  past  are  of  a  private  kind ; 
Their  sphere  is  small ;  their  mischief  is  oonfin'd: 
But  daring  men  there  are  (Awake,  my  Muse, 
And  raise  thy  verse !)  who  bolder  phrenxy  choose ; 
Who»  stung  by  glory,  rave,  and  bound  away: 
The  world  their  field,  and  human  kind  their  prey. 

Tlw  Grecian  chief,  th*  enthusiast  of  his  jpridet 
With  Rage  and  Terrour  stalking  by  his  side. 
Raves  round  the  globe ;  he  soars  into  a  god ! 
Stand  fiut,  Olympus !  and  sustain  his  nod. 
The  pest  divine  in  horrid  grandeur  reigns, 
And  thrives  on  mankind's  miseries  and  pains. 
What  slaughter'd  hosU  /  what  cities  in  a  blase ! 
What  wasted  countries  I  and  what  crimson  seas  / 
With  orphans'  tears  his  impious  bowl  o'erflows, 
And  cries  of  kingdoms  lull  him  to  repose. 

And  cannot  thrice  ten  hundred  years  unpraise 
The  boisterous  boy,  and  blast  his  guilty  bays  ? 
Why  want  we  then  encomiums  on  the  fform. 
Or  famine,  or  volcano  f  They  perform 
Their  mighty  deeds ;  they,  hero-like,  can  sUgr, 
And  spread  their  ample  deserts  in  a  day. 
O  great  alliance !  O  divine  renown ! 
With  dearth,  and  jiestHence,  to  share  the  crown. 
When  men  extol  a  vrild  destroyer's  name. 
Earth's  Builder  and  Preserver  they  blaspheme. 

One  to  destroy,  is  murder  by  the  law ; 
And  gibbets  keep  the  liftinl  hand  in  awe  ; 
To  murder  thousands,  takes  a  specious. name^ 
War*s  glorious  art,  and  gives  immortal  fame. 

When,  after  battle,  I  the  field  have  «een 
Spread  o'er  with  ghastly  shapes,  which  onoe  wer* 
men; 
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A  notion  crushed,  a  natioo  of  the  brme  / 
A  realm  of  death !  and  on  this^de  the  grate ! 
Are  diere,  said  I,  who  finom  this  tad  siinrej. 
This  kunum,  chaos,  carry  smfles  away? 
How  did  my  heart  with  indignation  rise ! 
How  honest  nature  swell'd  into  my  eyes ! 
How  was  I  shock'd  to  thmk  the  hero*s  trade 
Of  sudi  materials,  farne  and  triumphf  made ! 

How  guilty  these !  Yet  not  less  guilty  they. 
Who  reach  false  glory  by  a  smoother  way ; 
Who  wrap  destruction  up  in  gentle  words. 
And  bows,  and  smHes, more  fttal  than  their  swords; 
Who  sdfle  nature,  and  subsist  on  artj 
Who  coin  thejace,  and  petrify  the  heart  g 
All  real  kindness  for  the  show  discard. 
As  marble  polish'd,  and  as  marble  hard ; 
Who  do  for  gcUd  what  Christians  do  throu^  gnce^ 
**  With  open  arms  their  enemies  embrsce  ;** 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  repine ; 
**  Hie  thinnest  food  on  which  a  wretch  can  dine  :*' 
Or,  if  they  serve  you,  senre  you  disinclin*d. 
And,  in  their  height  of  kindness,  are  unkind. 
Such  courtigrt  were,  and  such  again  may  be, 
Walpole,  when  men  forget  to  copy  thee. 

Here  cease,  my  Muse !  the  eataiogue  is  writ ; 
Nor  one  more  candidate  for  fime  acfanit, 
Hiough  disappointed  thousands  justly  blame 
Thy  partial  pen,  and  boast  an  equal  claim: 
Be  this  their  comfort,  fools,  omitted  here. 
May  furnish  laughter  for  another  year. 
Then  let  Crispino,  who  was  ne'er  refus'd 
The  justice  yet  of  being  well  abus'd. 
With  patience  wait ;  and  be  content  to  reign 
The  pink  of  puppies  in  some  future  strain. 

Some  future  strain,  in  which  the  Muse  shall  tell 
How  sdenee  dwindles,  and  how  volumes  swelL 

How  commentators  each  dark  passage  shun. 
And  hold  their  farthing  candle  to  the  Sun» 

How  tortur'd  texts  to  speak  our  sense  are  made. 
And  every  vice  is  to  the  Scripture  laid. 

How  misers  squeese  a  young  voluptuous  peer; 
His  sins  to  Lucif<!r  not  half  so  dear. 

How  Versus  is  leas  qualified  to  steal 
With  sword  and  pistol,  than  with  wax  and  seal. 

How  lawyers*  fees  to  such  excess  are  run. 
That  clients  are  redress'd  till  they  *re  undone. 

How  one  man's  anguish  is  anodier's  sport ; 
And  e'en  denials  cost  us  dear  at  court 

Hoi»  num  eternally  fidse  judgments  makes, 
And  all  his  joys  and  sorrows  are  mistakes. 

This  swarm  of  themes  that  settles  on  my  pen. 
Which  I,  like  summer  flies,  shake  off  again. 
Let  others  sing ;  to  whom  my  weak  essay 
But  sounds  a  prelude,  and  pcnnts  out  their  prey : 
Hiat  duty  done,  I  hasten  to  complete 
My  own  design,  for  Tonson  *s  at  the  gate. 

The  Love  of  Fame  in  its  effect  survey'd. 
The  Muse  has  sung :  be  now  the  cause  display'd : 
Since  so  diffusive,  and  so  wide  its  sway. 
What  is  this  power,  whom  all  mankind  obey? 

Shot  fiom  above,  by  Heaven's  indulgence,  came 
This  generous  ardour,  this  unconquer'd  ffaune. 
To  warm,  to  raise,  to  deify,  mankind. 
Still  burning  brightest  in  the  noblest  mind. 
By  larg^-soul'd  men,  for  thirst  of  fame  renown'd. 
Wise  laws  were  fram*d,  and  sacred  arts  were  found ; 
Desire  of  praise  first  broke  the  patriot*%  rest ; 
And  made  a  bulwark  of  the  iwirrtor's  breast ; 
It  bids  Argyll  in  fields  and  senate  shine : 
" Vliat  more  can  prove  ito  origin  divine  ? 


But  oh !  this  pawSon  planted  in  the  sool. 
On  eagle's  wings  to  mount  her  to  the  Foli^ 
The  flaming  ministtr  of  virtue  meaiit. 
Set  up  fidse  gods,  and  wnmg'd  her  fai^ 

Ainbition,  hence,  exerts  a  doubtful  Arc^ 
Of  blots,  and  beanties,  an  alternate  source  ; 
Hence  Gildon  rails,  that  raven  of  the  pit» 
Who  thrives  upon  the  carcases  of  wit ; 
And  in  art-loving  Scarborough  is  seen 
How  kind  a  patron  PoUia  nu^  have  Imoi. 
Pursuit  of  fame  with  pedants  fills  our  srhoolij 
And  into  eoxcomhs  burnishes  oarjooisg 
Pursuit  of  fame  makes  solid  Icanung  brighc^ 
And  Newton  lifb  above  a  mortal  beigfat ; 
That  key  of  Nature,  by  whose  vrit  she 
Her  long,  long  secrets  of  five  thousand  y< 

Would  you  then  fully  comprehend  the  wfagle; 
Why,  and  in  what  degrees,  pride  swqrs  the  aool? 
(For,  though  in  all,  not  equally  she  reigns) 
Awdce  to  knowledge,  and  attend  my 

Ye  doctors !  hear  the  doctrine  I 
As  true,  as  if  *t  were  writ  in  dullest  pi 
As  if  a  letter'd  dunce  had  said,  •«  'T  is  ngh^"* 
And  imjnimatur  usher'd  it  to  light. 

Ambition,  in  die  truh/  noble  mmdf 
With  sister  Virtue  is  for  ever  join*d ; 
As  in  fam'd  Lucrece,  who,  with  equal  dread. 
From  guilt  and  shame,  by  her  last  conduct  fed: 
Her  virtue  long  rcbelPd  in  firm  disdain. 
And  the  sword  iwinted  at  her  heart  in  vain  ; 
But,  when  the  slave  was  threaten'd  to  be  laid 
Dead  by  her  side,  her  Love  of  Fame  obcy'd. 

In  meaner  mitids  Ambition  works  alone; 
But  with  sudi  art  puts  Virtue's  aspect  on. 
That  not  more  like  in  feature  and  in  mien, 
Tlie  God  and  mortal  in  the  comic  scene.  * 
False  Julius,  ambush'd  in  this  fair  diaguisBy 
Soon  made  the  Roman  liberties  his  priae. 

No  mask  in  basest  minds  Ambition 
But  in  full  light  pricks  up  her  ass's 
All  I  have  sung  are  instances  €€  this. 
And  prove  my  tlieme  unfolded  not  amiss. 

Ye  tarn  /  desist  from  your  erroneous  strife  ; 
Be  wise,  and  quit  the^^i^K  sublime  of  life. 
The  true  ambition  there  alone  resides, 
yfhcre  justice  vindicates,  and  wisdom 
Afllierc  inmtrd  dignity  joins  autuxad 
Ourjmrjfose  good,  as  our  aehieoement  great ; 
WhercjJubHc  blessings  public  jntdse  attend ; 
Wlicre  glory  is  our  motive,  not  our  end. 
Wouldst  tliou  he  fam'd  T     Have  those  high 

in  view 
Brave  men  would  act,  though  acandal.  sfaould 

Behold  a  prince !  whom  no  swoln  thoughts  ia- 
flame; 
No  pride  of  thrones,  no  fever  aRerfime  .• 
But  when  the  welfare  of  mankind  inspires. 
And  death  in  view  to  dear-bought  glory  fires. 
Proud  conquests  then,  Uicn  regal  pomps  deligtit ; 
Then  crowns,  then  triumphs,  sparkle  in  his  sight ; 
Tumult  and  noise  are  dear,  which  with  them  briag 
His  people's  blessings  to  their  ardent  king : 
But,  when  those  great  heroic  motives  ccasc^ 
His  swelling  soul  subsides  to  native  peace ; 
From  tedious  grandeur's  faded  ciiarms 
A  sudden  foe  to  splendour  and  applause  ; 
Greatly  deferring  his  arrears  of  fame. 
Till  men  and  angels  jointly  shout  his 
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O  pride  cdMtial !  wiiieh  osn  pride  diidaln ; 
O  blest  ambitSon !  nrfaich  can  ne'er  be  vam* 

Fhim  one  fiun'd  Alpine  hill,  which  props  the  aky. 
In  n^xwe  deep  womb  unfiUfaom*d  waters  He, 
Ueie  burst  the  Rhone  and  sounding  Po ;  theie  shine, 
In  infiut  rills,  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine; 
FWmu  the  ridi  store  one  firuitful  um  supplies, 
Wfade  kingdoms  smile,  a  thousand  harvests  rise. 

In  Brunswick  such  a  source  the  Muse  adores, 
Whidi  public  blessings  through  half  Europe  pours. 
When  his  heart  bums  with  such  a  god-like  aim. 
Angels  and  George  are  rivals  for  the  fiune ; 
George,  who  in  foes  can  soft  affections  raise, 
And  charm  enTenom'd  satire  into  praise. 

Nor  kmman  rage  alone  his  power  percdves. 
But  the  mad  weniic,  and  the  tumultuous  wave$,  * 
£*en  storms  (Death's  fiercest  ministers !)  forbear, 
And,  in  their  own  wild  empire,  learn  to  spare. 
ThuM  Jibhure'i  ttiff  supporting  man's  decree. 
Styles  Briiun's  sovereign,  sovereign  of  the  sea. 

*  Um  long  in  dangor  by  sea. 


While  tea  and  air,  great  Brunswick !  shook  our 
state. 
And  sported  with  a  king's  and  kingdom's  ftte^ 
DepriT'd  of  what  she  lov'd,  and  press'd  by  fear 
Of  etftr  losing  what  she  held  most  dear. 
How  did  Britannia,  like  Achilles^  weep, 
And  tell  her  sorrows  to  the  kmdred  deep  I 
Hang  o'er  the  floods,  and,  in  devotion  warm. 
Strive,  for  thee,  with  the  surge,  and  fight  the  stonn! 

What  felt  thy  Walpole,  pUot  of  the  realm ! 
Our  Palinurus  slept  not  at  the  helm ; 
His  e]re  ne'er  dos'd ;  long  since  inur'd  to  wake. 
And  out-watch  every  star  for  Brunswick's  sake : 
By  thwarting  passions  tost^  by  cares  opprest. 
He  found  the  tempest  pictur'd  in  his  breast : 
But,  now,  what  joys  that  gloom  of  heart  diqpely 
No  powers  of  language — but  his  own,  can  tell; 
His  own,  which  Naltwrt  and  the  Grooa  finrm. 
At  will,  to  raises  or  hush  the  ctstf  stoim. 
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iNlAftS  AcxKsiOK  WIS  born  in  I721>  at  Newcastle. 
upon-Tjne,  wbere  his  father  was  a  substantial 
butcher.  After  leceiTing  an  education,  first  at  a 
grammar-school,  and  then  at  a  private  academy  at 
his  native  place,  be  was  sent  to  the  university  of 
Edinburgh,  for  the  purpose  of  being  fitted  for  a 
Dissenting  minister.  He  soon,  however,  exchanged 
his  studies  for  tiiose  of  medicine ;  and,  after  con- 
tinuing three  years  at  Edinburgt^  he  removed  to 
Leyden,  where  he  took  the  degree  of  M.  D.  in  1744^ 
In  the  same  year  his  poem  "  On  the  Pleasures  of 
the  Imagination"  made  its  appearance,  which  was 
received  with  great  applause,  and  nosed  the  auttior 
at  once  into  poetical  fame.  It  was  soon  followed 
by  a  warm  invective  against  the  celebrated  Pulteney, 
Earl  of  BatK,  in  an  «  Epbtle  to  Curio."  In  1745 
he  published  ten  Odes  on  different  subjects,  and  in 
various  styles  and  manners.  All  these  works  cha^ 
racterized  him  as  a  zealous  votary  of  Grecian  phU 
loM^y  and  classical  literature,  and  an  ardent  lover 
cf  libiaty.  He  continued,  from  time  to  time,  to 
publish  his  poetical  effusions,  most  of  which  first 
appeared  in  Dodaley's  collection.  Of  these,  the 
most  considerable  is,  a  «  Hynm  to  the  Naiads." 

His  professional  career  affords  few  incidents 
worth  recording.  He  settled  for  a  short  time  at 
Northampton;  then  removed  to  Hampstead;  and 
finally  fixed  himself  in  London.  While  his  prac- 
tice was  small,  he  was  generously  assisted  l^  his 
friend,  Mr.  Jeremiah  Dyson,  who  made  him  an 
allowance  of  3O0L  per  annum.  He  pursued  the 
regular  course  to  advancement,  becoming  Fellow 
of  the  Royal  Society,  Physician  to  St  Hiomas's 
Hospital,  Doctor  of  Physic  by  mandamus  at  Cam- 
bridge, and  Fellow  of  the  London  CoU^e  of  Phy- 
sicians. He  also  published  several  occaaonal  pieces 
on  medical  subjects,  among  which  was  a  Treatise 
on  the  Epidemic  Dysentery  of  1764,  written  in  ele- 
gant  Latin.     By  these    efforts  his  practice  and 


reputation  increased  ;   so  that,  on  the 

of  the  Queen's  housdiold,  he  was  afniuunwl  ob«  of 

her  Majesty's  physicians  ^-an  faonour  for  wlacb  he 

is  supposed  to  have  been  inddited  to  Mr.  D^iob. 

It   is   affirmed   that    Dr.  Akenslds    awiiiifd   a 

haughtiness  and  ostentation  of  mannrr  wticfa 

not  calcahted  to  ingratiate  him  with  hb 

of  the  foculty,   or  to  render   him 

ceptable.     He  died  of  a  putrid  fever,  in  Jone^  1770, 

in  the  forty-ninth  year  of  his  age. 

Reelecting  his  poem  **  On  the  Flcaanresof  the 
Imagination,"  of  which  Addisoo's  papers  in  the  S^ce- 
titor  are  the  ground-woik,  it  would  be  an  injury  t» 
deny  him  the  claims  of  an  original  vrriler,  wfaidb  hr 
merited  by  the  expansion  of  the  plan  of  this  pn« 
original,  and  by  enriching  its  illustntioiB  feoni  die 
stores  of  philosophy  and  poetry.  No  poem  of  so 
elevated  and  abattacted  a  kind  was  ever  ao  ptthjif 
It  went  throuffh  several  editions  soon  after  its  ap> 
pearance,  and  is  still  read  with  enthusiasm  by  those 
who  have  acquired  a  relish  for  the  conccptioos 
of  pure  poetry,  and  the  strains  of  numeroas  bbnk 
verse.  Tbe  author  was  known  to  have  been  on- 
ployed  many  years  in  correcting,  or  rather  new- 
modelling,  this  work ;  but  the  unfinished  dnngfai 
of  this  design  seems  to  have  rendered  it  profaaUc 
that  the  piece  would  have  lost  as  much  in  poeuy 
as  it  would  have  gained  in  philoaophy. 

Of  his  other  poems,  the  Hynm  to  the  Naiads  is 
the  longest  and  best.  With  the  purest  spirit  of 
classical  literature^  it  contains  much  mytfaologicsl 
ingenuity,  and  many  poetical  ideas,  beautifnUy  ex- 
pressed. In  his  lyric  productions,  ttm  off|nwT"*f 
and  elevation  of  thought  does  not  oonqwnsale  fir 
the  total  want  of  grace,  ease,  and  appiopiiate  har- 
mony. The  only  sparks  of  animarion  wfaicfa  they 
exhibit  occur  when  they  touch  on  political  topia; 
and  it  is  in  these  in«tancfn  akme  we  fanve  vcmbmd 
to  select  them. 
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PLEASURES  OF  IMAGINATION. 

▲  lOm^   IN  THEKX  BOOKS. 

Epict.  apud  Axrian.  II.  13. 
PtUfHtked  m  the  Tear  17U. 

Book  I. 

ArgumenL 

The  sulject  fvopoaed.     Difficulty  of  treating  it 
poetically.     The  ideas  of  the  Divine  mind,  the 
origin  of  every  quality  pleasing  to  the  imagina- 
tion.    The  natural  variety  of  constitution  in  the 
minds  of  men ;  with  its  final  cause.     The  idea 
of  a  fine  imagination,  and  the  state  of  the  mind 
in  the  enjoyment  of  those  pleasures  which  it 
affords.     All  the  primary  pleasures  of  the  ima- 
gination  result  from  the  perception  of  greatness, 
or  wonderfulnesa^   or  beauty  in  objects.     The 
pleasure  from  greatness,    with  its   final  cause. 
Pleasure  from  novelf^  or  wonderfulness,.  with  its 
final  cause.      Pleasure  from  beauty,    with  its 
final  cause.     The  connection   of  binuty  with 
truth  and  good,  applied  to  the  conduct  of  life. 
Invitation   to  the  study  of  moral  philosophy. 
The  different  degrees  of  beauty  in  different  species 
of  objects:   colour;  shape;   natural  concretes; 
vegetables;  animals;  the  mind.     The  sublime, 
the  fair,  the  wonderful  of  the  mind.     Hie  con- 
nection  of  the  imagination  and  the  maral  fiiculty. 
Conclusion. 


W  iTH  what  attractive  duurms  diis  goodly  finune 

Of  Nature  touches  the  consenting  hearts 

Of  mortal  men ;  and  what  the  pleasing  stores 

Which  beauteous  imitation  thence  derives 

To  deck  the  poet's,  or  the  painter's  toil ; 

My  verse  unfolds.     Attend,  ye  gentle  powers 

Of  musical  delight !  and  while  I  sing 

Your  gifts,  your  honours,  dance  around  my  stndn. 

Thou,  smiling  queen  of  every  tuneful  breast. 

Indulgent  Fancy !  from  the  fruitful  banks 

Of  Avon,  whence  thy  rosy  fingers  cull 

Fresh  flowers  and  dews  to  sprinkle  on  the  turf 

Where  Shakspeare  lies,  be  present :  and  with  thee 

Let  Fiction  come,  upon  her  vagrant  wings 

Waiting  ten  thousand  colours  through  the  air, 

Whidi,  by  the  glances  of  her  magic  eye,      [forms. 

She  blends  and  shifb  at  will,  Uirough  countless 

Her  wild  creation.     Ooddess  of  the  lyre. 

Which  rules  the  accents  of  the  moving  sphere, 

Wilt  thou,  eternal  Harmony  !  descend 

And  join  this  festive  train  ?  for  with  thee  comes 

The  guide,  the  guardian  of  their  lovely  sports, 

Majestic  Truth ;  and  where  Truth  deigns  to  come. 

Her  sister  Liberty  will  not  be  fSsr. 

Be  present  all  ye  genii,  vrho  conduct 

The  wandering  fi)otsteps  of  the  youthful  bard, 

New  to  your  springs  sod  shades :  who  touch  his  ear 
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With  finer  sounds :  who  heighten  to  his  eye 
The  bloom  of  Nature,  and  before  him  turn 
The  gayest,  happiest  attitude  of  things. 

Oit  have  the  laws  of  each  poetic  strain 
The  critic-verse  employ'd ;  yet  still  unsung 
Lay  this  prime  subject,  though  importing  most 
A  poet's  name :  for  fruitless  is  the  attempt, 
By  dull  obedience  and  by  creeping  toil 
Obscure  to  conquer  the  severe  ascent 
Of  high  Psmassus.     Nature's  kindling  breath 
Must  fire  the  chosen  genius ;  Nature's  hand 
Must  string  his  nerves,  and  imp  his  eagle-wings 
Impatient  of  the  painful  steep,  to  soar 
High  as  the  summit ;  there  to  breathe  at  large 
Ethereal  air ;  with  bards  and  sages  old. 
Immortal  sons  of  praise.     These  flattering  scenesi 
To  this  neglected  labour  court  my  song ; 
Yet  not  unconscious  what  a  doubtful  task 
To  paint  the  finest  features  of  the  mind. 
And  to  most  subtle  and  mysterious  things 
Give  colour,  strength,  and  motion.     But  the  love 
Of  Nature  and  the  Muses  bids  explore, 
Through  secret  paths  erewhile  untrod  by  man. 
The  fair  poetic  region,  to  detect 
Untasted  springs,  to  drink  inspiring  draughts. 
And  shade  my  temples  with  un£uling  flowers 
CuU'd  Arom  the  laureate  vale's  profound  recess. 
Where  never  poet  gain'd  a  wreath  before,      [scends 
From  Heaven  my  strains  begin ;  from  Heaven  de- 
Tlie  flame  of  genius  to  the  human  breast. 
And  love  and  beauty,  and  poetic  joy 
And  inspiration.     Ere  the  radiant  Sun 
Sprang  from  the  east,  or  'mid  the  vault  of  night 
The  Moon  suspended  her  screner  lamp  ; 
Ere  mountains,  woods,  or  streams,  adom'd  the  globe. 
Or  Wisdom  taught  the  sons  of  men  her  lore ; 
Then  liv'd  th'  almighty  One :  then,  deep  retir'd 
In  his  unfathom'd  essence,  view'd  tiie  forms, 
The  forms  etemsl  of  created  things ; 
The  radiant  Sun,  the  Moon's  nocturnal  lamp, 
The  mountains,  woods  and  streams,  the  rolling  globe, 
And  Wisdom's  mien  celestiaL     FVtxm  the  first 
Of  days,  on  them  his  love  divine  he  fix'd. 
His  adinintion :  till  in  time  complete. 
What  he  admir'd  and  lov'd,  his  vital  smile 
Unfolded  into  bdng.     Hence  the  breath 
Of  life  informing  each  organic  frame. 
Hence  the  green  earth,  and  wild  resounding  waves } 
Hence  light  and  shade  alternate ;  warmth  and  cold; 
And  clear  autumnal  skies  and  vernal  showers, 
And  all  tiie  fair  variety  of  things. 

But  not  alike  to  every  mortal  eye 
Is  this  great  scene  unveil'd.     For  since  the  claims 
Of  social  life,  to  different  labours  urge 
The  active  powera  of  man  !  with  wise  intent 
The  band  of  Nature  on  peculiar  minds 
Imprints  a  different  bias,  and  to  each 
Decrees  its  province  in  tiie  common  toiL 
To  some  she  taught  the  fabric  of  the  sphere. 
The  changeful  Moon,  the  circuit  of  the  stars, 
Tlie  golden  lones  of  Heaven ;  to  some  she  gave 
To  weigh  the  moment  of  eternal  things, 
Of  time,  and  space,  and  Fate's  unbroken  cliain. 
And  will's  quick  impulse :  others  by  the  hand 
She  led  o'er  vales  and  mountoins,  to  explore 
What  healing  virtue  swells  the  tender  veins 
Of  herbs  and  flowers ;  or  what  the  beams  of  mom 
Draw  forth,  distilling  from  the  defied  rind 
In  balmy  tears.     But  some,  to  higher  hopes 
Were  destin'd ;  some  within  a  finer  mould 
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She  wrought,  and  Cemper*d  with  a  purer  flame. 

To  these  the  Sire  Omnipoient  unfolds 

The  world's  harmonious  volume,  there  to  read 

The  transcript  of  himself.     On  evoy  part 

They  trace  ^  bright  impreasions  of  his  hand : 

In  earth  or  air,  the  meadow's  purple  stores, 

The  Moon's  mild  radiance,  or  the  vii^in's  form 

Blooming  with  rosy  smiles,  they  see  pourtray'd 

That  uncreated  heauty,  which  delights 

Tlie  mind  supreme.     They  also  feel  her  diarma, 

Enamour'd ;  they  partake  the  eternal  joy. 

For  as  old  Memmon's  image,  long  renown'd 
By  ^ling  Nilus,  to  the  quivering  touch 
Of  Titan's  ray,  with  each  repulsive  string 
Consenting,  sounded  through  the  warbling  air 
Unbidden  strains ;  eren  so  did  Nature's  hand 
To  certain  species  of  external  things, 
Attune  the  finer  organs  of  the  mind : 
So  the  glad  impulse  of  congenial  powrars, 
Or  of  sweet  sounds,  or  fair  proportion'd  form, 
Tlie  grace  of  motion,  or  the  bloom  of  light. 
Thrills  through  Imagination's  tender  frame, 
From  nerve  to  nerve :  all  naked  and  alive 
They  catch  the  spreading  rays ;  till  now  the  soul 
At  length  discloses  every  tuneful  spring. 
To  that  harmonious  movement  from  without 
Responsive.     Then  the  inexpressive  strain 
Diffuses  its  enchantment :   Fancy  dreams 
Of  sacred  fountains  and  Elysian  groves. 
And  vales  of  bliss  :  the  intellectual  power 
Bends  from  his  aweful  throne  a  wondering  ear, 
And  smiles :  the  passions,  gently  sootli'd  away, 
Sink  to  divine  repose,  and  love  and  joy 
Alone  are  waking ;  love  and  joy  serene 
As  airs  that  fan  the  summer.     O  !  attend. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  whom  these  delights  can  touch, 
Whose  candid  bosom  the  refining  love 
Of  Nature  warms,  O  listen  to  my  song  ; 
And  I  will  guide  thee  to  her  favourite  walks, 
And  teach  thy  solitude  her  voice  to  hear. 
And  point  her  Ipveliest  features  to  thy  view. 

Know  then,  whate'er  of  Nature's  pregnant  stores, 
Whate'er  of  mimic  Art's  reflected  forms 
With  love  and  admiration  thus  inflame 
The  powers  of  fancy,  her  delighted  sons 
To  three  illustrious  orders  have  referr'd ; 
Three  sister-graces,  whom  the  punter's  hand, 
llie  poet's  tongue,  confesses ;  the  sublime. 
The  wonderful,  the  fair.     I  see  them  dawn  ! 
I  see  the  radiant  visions,  where  they  rise. 
More  lovely  than  when  Lucifer  displays 
His  beaming  forehead  through  the  gates  of  mom. 
To  lead  the  train  of  Fhcebus  and  the  Spring. 

Say,  why  was  man  so  eminently  rais'd 
Amid  the  vast  creation ;  why  ordain'd 
Tlirough  life  and  death  to  dart  his  piercing  eye, 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  limit  of  his  frame ; 
But  that  the  Omnipotent  might  send  him  forth 
In  sight  of  mortal  and  immortal  powers. 
As  on  a  boundless  theatre,  to  run 
Tlie  great  career  of  justice ;  to  exalt 
His  generous  aim  to  all  diviner  deeds ; 
To  chase  each  partial  purpose  from  his  breast : 
And  through  the  mists  of  passion  and  of  sense. 
And  through  the  tossing  tide  of  chance  and  pain, 
To  hold  his  course  unfaultering,  while  the  v(Moe 
Of  Thith  and  Virtue,  up  the  steep  ascent 
Of  Nature,  calls  him  to  his  high  reward,        [bums 
The  appUuding  smile  of  Heaven  ?  Else  wherefore 
In  mortal  bosoms  thb  unquenched  hope, 


That  breathes  firom  day  to  dtj  swhlimrr  thiag% 
And  mocks  possession  ?  wherefore  darts  the 
With  such  resistleas  ardour  to  embnce 
Majestic  forms;  impadeot  to  be  fice^ 
Spuming  the  gross  oontrool  of  wilfiil  mi^bi  ; 
Proud  of  the  strong  oontentian  of  her  tails  ; 
Proud  to  be  daring  ?  Who  but  rather  turns 
To  Heaven's  broad  fire  his  uncoostniDed 
Hian  to  the  glimmering  of  a  waxen  flame? 
Who  that,  fixxn  Al|nne  heights,  his  labuiuing  eye 
Shoots  round  the  wide  borison,  to  survey 
Nilus  or  Ganges  rolling  his  bri{^ 
Throng  »"^M!Tt*«»s  plains,  through 

with  shade 
And  continents  of  sand ;  wHl  turn  his 
To  mark  the  windings  of  a  scan^  rill 
That  murmurs  at  his  feet?    The  hi^i-bon  aool 
Disdains  to  rest  her  heaven-aspiring  vring 
Beneath  its  native  quarry,     llr'd  of  Earth 
And  this  diurnal  scene,  she  qprings  aloft 
Throu|^  fields  of  air ;  pursues  the  flying 
Rides  on  die  Tollied  lightning  Uirough  the 
Or,  yok'd  with  whirlwinds  and  the  nortfaem 
Sweeps  the  long  tract  of  day.     Then  Ugh  sli 
The  blue  profound,  and  hovering  round  the  Sua 
Beholds  him  pouring  the  redundant  stream 
Of  lij^t ;  beholds  his  unrrienting  sway 
Bend  the  reluctant  planets  to  absolw 
The  fiited  rounds  of  Time.     Thenoe  hr  cObs'd 
She  darts  lier  swiftness  up  the  long  career 
Of  devious  comets ;  tiutmgh  its  burning 
Exulting  measures  the  perennial  wfaed 
Of  Nature,  and  looks  back  on  all  the 
Whose  blended  light,  as  with  a  nulky 
Invest  the  orient.     Now  amai'd  At 
The  empyreal  waste,  where  happy  spirits  hold. 
Beyond  this  concave  Heaven,  thcar  cafan  abode ; 
And  fields  of  radiance,  whose  unfading  light 
Has  travell'd  the  profound  six  fhomand 
Nor  yet  arrives  in  sight  of  mortal  things. 
Even  on  the  barriers  of  the  worid  untir'd 
She  meditates  the  eternal  depth  bdow ; 
Till  half  recoiling,  down  the  headlong 
She  plunges ;  soon  o'erwhelm'd  and  swaUov'd  Wf 
In  that  immense  of  being.     There  her  hapes 
Rest  at  the  fated  goaL     For  from  the  birth 
Of  mortal  man,  the  sovereign  Maker  said. 
That  not  in  humble  nor  in  brief  deU|^ 
Not  in  the  fading  echoes  of  Renown, 
Power's  purple  robes,  nor  Pleasure's  flowoy  lap, 
The  soul  should  find  enjoyment :  but  from 
Turning  disdainful  to  an  equal  good. 
Through  all  the  ascent  of  things  enlarge  her 
Till  every  bound  at  length  should  disappear. 
And  infinite  perfection  close  the  scene. 

Call  now  to  mind  what  high  c^Mcioua 
Lie  folded  up  in  man  ;  how  far  beyond 
Hie  praise  of  mortals,  may  tBe  eternal  growth 
Of  Nature  to  perfection  half  divine. 
Expand  the  blooming  soul  ?  What  pity  then 
Should  sloth's  unkindly  fogs  depress  to  Eaitii 
Her  tender  blossom ;  choke  the  streams  of  lilc^ 
And  blast  her  spring !   Far  otherwise  design'd 
Almighty  Wisdom ;  Nature's  hmppj  cares 
The  obedient  heart  far  otherwise  incline. 
Witness  the  sprightiy  joy  when  aught  unknown 
Strikes  the  quick  sense,  and  wakes  each  active  povfv 
To  brisker  measures :  witness  the  neglect 
Of  all  familiar  prospects,  thou^  belicld 
With  transport  once ;  the  fond  attentive  gase 
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Of  yoong  ■ttonwhmcnt ;  thft  tober  leal 
Of  age,  commentiDg  on  prodigious  tfaioga, 
For  nidb  the  bounteous  Ftorioence  of  Heaven, 
In  erery  breast  implanting  this  desii« 
Of  objects  new,  and  strange,  to  urge  us  on 
With  unremitted  labour  to  pursue 
Those  sacred  stores  that  wait  the  ripening  soul. 
In  IVuth's  ezbaustless  bosom.     What  need  words 
To  paint  its  power  ?  For  this  the  daring  youth 
Brnks  from  his  weeping  mother's  anxious  arms, 
In  foreign  clunes  to  rove :  the  pensive  sage, 
Heedless  of  sleep,  or  midnight's  harmful  damp, 
Hangs  o'er  the  sickly  taper ;  and  untir'd 
llie  virgin  follows,  with  enchanted  step. 
The  mazes  of  some  wild  and  wondrous  tale^ 
From  mom  to  eve ;  unmindful  of  her  form. 
Unmindful  of  the  happy  dress  that  stole 
The  wishes  of  the  youth,  when  every  maid 
With  envy  pin'd.     Hence,  finally,  by  night 
The  village-matron,  round  the  blaising  hearth, 
Suspends  the  infant-audience  with  her  tales. 
Breathing  astonishment !  of  witching  rhymes. 
And  evil  spirits ;  of  the  dcath-bed  call 
Of  him  who  robb'd  the  widow,  and  devour'd 
The  orphan's  portion ;  of  unquiet  souls 
Risen  from  the  grave  to  ease  the  heavy  guilt 
Of  deeds  in  life  conceal'd ;  of  shapes  that  walk 
At  dead  of  night,  and  cluik.  their  chains,  and  wave 
The  torch  of  Hell  around  the  murderer's  bed. 
At  every  solemn  pause  the  crowd  recoil, 
Gazing  each  other  speediless,  and  congeal'd 
With  shivering  sighs ;  till  eager  for  the  event. 
Around  the  beldame  all  erect  they  hang, 
Each  trembling  heart  ^th  grateful  terrours  quell'd. 

But  lo  !  disclos'd  in  all  her  smiling  pomp. 
Where  Beauty  onward  moving  claims  the  verse 
Her  charms  inspire  :  the  freely-flovring  verse 
In  thy  immortal  praise,  O  form  divine, 
Smooths  her  mellifluent  stream.  Thee,  Beauty,  thee. 
The  regal  dome,  and  thy  enlivening  ray 
The  mossy  roofs  adore :  thou,  better  Sun  ! 
For  ever  beamest  on  the  enchanted  heart 
Love,  and  harmonious  wonder,  and  delight 
Poetic.     Brightest  progeny  of  Heaven  ! 
How  shall  I  trace  thy  features  ?  where  select 
The  roseate  hues  to  emulate  thy  bloom  ? 
Haste  then,  my  song,  through  Nature's  wide  expanse. 
Haste  then,  and  gather  all  her  comeliest  wealth, 
Whate'er  bright  spoils  the  florid  earth  contains, 
Whate'er  the  waters,  or  the  liquid  air. 
To  deck  thy  lovely  labour.     Wilt  tho^  fly 
With  laughing  Autumn  to  the  AtlanUc  isles, 
And  range  with  him  the  Hesperian  field,  and  see 
Where'er  his  fingers  touch  the  fruitful  grove. 
The  branches  shoot  with  gold ;  where'er  his  step 
Marks  the  glad  soil,  the  tender  clusters  grow 
With  purple  ripeness,  and  invest  each  hill 
As  vrith  the  blushes  of  an  evening  sky  ? 
Or  wilt  thou  rather  stoop  thy  vagrant  plume. 
Where  gliding  through   his   daughter's  honourM 

shades, 
The  smooth  Peneus  from  his  glassy  flood 
Reflects  purpurea!  Tempi's  pleasant  scene? 
Fair  Temp^ !  haunt  belov'd  of  sylvan  powers. 
Of  Nymphs  and  Fauns;  where  in  the  golden  age 
They  play'd  in  secret  on  the  shady  brink 
With  ancient  Pan :  while  round  their  choral  steps 
Young  Hours  and  genial  Gales  with  constant  hand 
Shower'd  blossoms,  odours,    showcr'd    ambrosial 

dews. 


And  Spring's  Elysian  bloom*     H«r  flowery 

To  thee  nor  Temp6  shall  rcliise ;  nor  watch 

Of  vringed  Hydn  guard  Heqierian  fruits 

Vrtun  thy  hee  spoil.     O  bear  dwn,  unrepror'dy 

lliy  smiling  treasures  to  the  green  recess 

Where  young  Dione  stays.     With  sweetest  atn 

Entice  her  forth  to  lend  her  angel«form 

For  Beauty's  honour'd  image.     Hither  turn 

Thy  graceful  footsteps ;  hither,  gentle  maid, 

Indine  thy  polish'd  forehead :  let  thy  eyes 

Efluse  the  mildness  of  their  asure  dawn ; 

And  may  the  fanning  breeaes  waft  aside 

Thy  radiant  locks  :  disclosing,  as  it  bends 

With  airy  sofbiess  from  the  marble  neck. 

The  cheek  fair-blooming,  and  the  rosy  lip, 

Where  winning  smiles  and  pleasures  sweet  as  love^ 

With  sanctity  and  ivisdom,  tempering  blend 

Their  soft  allurement     Then  the  pleasing  force 

Of  Nature,  and  her  kind  parental  care 

Worthier  I'd  ring :  then  all  the  enamour'd  youtl^ 

With  each  admiring  rirgin,  to  my  lyre 

Should  throng  attentive,  while  I  point  on  high 

Where  Beauty's  living  image,  like  the  mom 

That  wakes  in  Zephyr's  arms  the  blushing  May, 

Moves  onward ;  or  as  Venus^  when  she  stood 

Effulgent  on  the  pearly  car,  and  smil'd. 

Fresh  from  the  deq>,  and  conscious  of  her  form. 

To  see  the  Tritons  tune  their  vocal  shells, 

And  each  cerulean  sister  of  the  flood 

With  loud  acclaim  attend  her  o'er  the  waves^ 

To  seek  the  Idalian  bower.     Ye  smiling  band 

Of  youths  and  virgins,  who  through  all  the  maiq 

Of  young  desire  with  rival-steps  pursue 

This  charm  of  beauty;  if  the  pleasing  toil 

Can  yield  a  moment's  respite,  hither  turn 

Your  favourable  ear,  and  trust  my  words. 

I  do  not  mean  to  wake  the  gloomy  form 

Of  Superstition  dress'd  in  Wisdom's  gaib^ 

To  damp  your  tender  hopes ;  I  do  not  mean 

To  bid  the  jealous  thunderer  fire  the  heaveni^ 

Or  shapes  infernal  rend  the  groaning  Earth 

To  fright  you  from  your  joys :  my  cheerfVd  song 

With  better  omens  calls  you  to  the  field, 

Fleas'd  with  your  generous  ardour  in  the  chaa^ 

And  warm  like  you.     Then  tell  me,  for  ye  know. 

Does  Beauty  ever  deign  to  dwell  where  health 

And  active  use  are  strangers?  Is  her  charm 

Conf^'d  in  aught,  whose  most  peculiar  ends 

Are  lame  and  fruitless  ?  Or  did  Nature  mean 

This  pleasing  call  the  herald  of  a  lie ; 

To  hide  the  shame  of  discord  anddisease. 

And  catch  with  fair  hypocrisy  the  heart 

Of  idle  faith?  O  no!  with  better  cares 

The  indulgent  mother,  conscious  bow  infirm 

Her  offspring  tread  the  paths  of  good  and  iU* 

By  this  illustrious  image,  in  eadi  kind 

Sdll  most  illustrious  where  the  object  holds 

Its  native  powers  most  perfect,  she  by  this 

Illumes  the  headstrong  impulse  of  desire. 

And  sanctifies  his  choice.     The  generous  glebe 

Whose  bosom  smiles  with  verdure,  the  clear  tract 

Of  streams  delicious  to  the  thirsty  soul. 

The  bloom  of  nectar'd  fruitage  ripe  to  senses 

And  every  charm  of  animated  .things, 

Are  only  pledges  of  a  state  sincere. 

The  integrity  and  order  of  their  frame. 

When  all  is  well  within,  and  every  end 

Accomplish'd.  llius  was  Beauty  sent  fhnn  Heavci^ 

The  lovely  ministress  of  truth  and  good 

In  this  dark  world :  for  truth  and  good  are  one. 
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And  BoMi^  dwdls  in  ifanuy  md  iSxy  in  tMr^ 

With  like  participation.     Wherefore  then, 

O  sons  of  Earth !  would  ye  diasolve  the  tie? 

O  wherefore,  with  a  rash  impetuous  aim, 

Seek  ye  those  flowery  joys  with  which  the  hand 

Of  hvish  Fancy  paints  each  flattering  scene 

Where  Beauty  seems  to  dwell,  nor  once  inquire 

Where  is  die  sanction  of  etenud  truth. 

Or  where  the  seal  of  undeceitful  good. 

To  save  your  search  from  folly !  Wanting  these^ 

Lo !  Beauty  withers  in  your  void  embrace, 

And  with  the  glittering  of  an  idiot's  toy 

Did  Fancy  mock  your  tows.     Nor  let  the  gleam 

Of  youthful  hope,  that  shines  upon  your  hauls, 

Be  chill*d  or  clouded  at  this  awefiil  task. 

To  learn  the  lore  of  undeceitful  good. 

And  truth  eternal.     Though  the  poisonous  charms 

Of  baleful  Superstition  guide  the  feet 

Of  senrile  numbers,  through  a  dreaiy  way 

To  their  abode,  through  deserts,  thorns,  and  mire  ; 

And  leave  the  wretched  pilgrim  all  forlorn 

To  muse  at  last,  amid  the  ghostly  gloom 

Of  graves,  and  hoary  vaults,  and  cloister'd  cells ; 

To  walk  with  spectres  through  the  midnight  shad^ 

And  to  the  screaming  owl's  accursed  song 

Attune  the  dreadful  workings  of  hb  heart ; 

Yet  be  not  ye  dismay'd.     A  gentler  star 

Your  lovely  search  illumines.     From  the  grove 

Where  Wisdom  talk*d  with  her  Athenian  sons, 

Could  my  ambitious  band  intwine  a  wreath, 

Of  Plato's  olive  with  the  Mantuan  bay. 

Then  should  my  powerful  verse  at  once  dispel 

Those  monkish  horrours :  then  in  light  divine 

Disclose  the  Elysian  prospect,  where  the  steps 

Of  those  whom  Nature  charms,  through  blooming 

walks, 
Hirough  fragrant  mountains  and  poetic  streams, 
Amid  the  train  of  sages,  heroes,  bards. 
Led  by  their  winged  Genius  and  the  choir 
Of  laureird  Science,  and  harmonious  Art, 
Proceed,  exulting,  to  the  eternal  shrine. 
Where  IVuth  conspicuous  with  her  sister-twina, 
Hie  undivided  partners  of  her  sway, 
With  Good  and  Beauty  reigns.     O  let  not  us, 
Lull'd  by  luxurious  Pleasure's  languid  strain, 
Or  crouching  to  the  frowns  of  Bigot-rage, 
O  let  us  not  a  moment  pause  to  join 
That  godlike  band.     And  if  the  gracious  power 
Who  flist  awaken'd  my  untutored  song. 
Will  to  my  invocation  breathe  anew 
The  tuneful  spirit;  then  through  all  our  paths, 
Ne'er  shall  the  sound  of  this  devoted  lyre 
Be  wanting ;  whether  on  the  rosy  mead. 
When  Summer  smiles,  to  warn  the  melting  heart 
Of  Luxury's  allurement ;  whether  firm 
Against  the  torrent  and  tlie  stubborn  hill 
To  urge  bold  Virtue's  unremitted  nerve. 
And  wake  the  strong  divinity  of  soul 
That  conquers  Chance  and  Fate ;  or  whether  struck 
For  sounds  of  triumph,  to  proclaim  her  toils 
Upon  the  lolly  sununit,  round  her  brow 
To  twine  the  wreath  of  incorrupdve  praise ; 
To  trace  her  ballow'd  light  through  future  wotlda. 
And  bless  Heaven's  image  in  the  heart  of  man. 

Thus  with  a  faithful  aim  have  we  presum'dy 
Adventurous,  to  delineate  Nature's  form ; 
Whether  in  vast,  majestic  pomp  arrey'd, 
Or  drestfor  pleasing  wonder,  or  serene 
In  Beauty's  rosy  smile.     It  now  remain^ 
Through  various  being's  ftir-proportioned  scale. 

9  trace  the  rising  lustre  of  her  charms. 


From  their  first  tvrilight,  sfaitiiiig  forth  at  Icb^ 
To  full  meridian  splendour.     Of  degree 
Hie  least  and  lowliest,  in  the  cflfuaiv«  waruitfi 
Of  colours  mingling  with  a  random  blaae. 
Doth  Beauty  dwell.     Then  higher  in  the  line 
And  variation  of  deteimin'd  shape, 
Where  Truth's  eternal  measures  mark  the  bo«iiK 
Of  circle,  cube,  or  tfhere.     The  tfainl  aaoctt 
Unites  this  varied  symmetry  of  parts 
With  colour's  bland  allureroent;  as  the  peael 
.Shines  in  the  concave  of  its  asurc  bed. 
And  painted  shells  indent  their  speckled 
Then  more  attrsctive  riae  the  blooming  fo 
Through  which  the  breath  of  Nature  has  infbs'd 
Her  genial  power  to  draw  with  pr^nant  vcias 
Nutritious  moisture  from  the  bounteous  Earth, 
In  fruit  and  seed  prolific :  thus  the  flowers 
Their  purple  hmiours  with  the  spring  resume ; 
And  thus  the  stately  tree  with  autumn  bends 
With  blushing  treasures.     But  more  lo^y  still 
Is  Nature's  charm,  where  to  the  full  consent 
Of  complicated  members  to  the  bloom 
Of  colour,  and  the  vital  change  of  growili. 
Life's  holy  flame  and  piercing  sense  are  givca. 
And  active  motion  speaks  the  temper'd  soul; 
So  moves  the  bird  of  Juno ;  so  tlw  steed 
With  rival  ardour  beats  the  dusty  plain. 
And  fidthful  dogs  with  eager  airs  of  joy 
Salute  tiieir  fellows.     Thus  doth  Beauty  dwcO 
There  most  conspicuous,  even  in  outward  sbapc^ 
Where  dawns  the  high  expression  of  a  nind  s 
By  steps  conducting  our  ennptur'd  scaitJi 
To  that  eternal  origin,  whose  power, 
Ihrough  all  the  unbounded  symmetry  of  Auig% 
Like  rays  efiulging  from  the  parent  Son, 
Hiis  endless  mixture  or  her  charms  diflfbs'd. 
Mind,  mind  alone  ,(bear  witness.  Earth  and  Hcafca !) 
The  living  fountains  in  itself  contains 
Of  beauteous  and  sublime :  here^  hand  in  hand, 
Sit  paramount  the  Graces ;  here  entfaron'd, 
Celestial  Venus,  with  divinest  airs, 
Invites  the  soul  to  neyer-fiiding  joy. 
Look  then  abroad  through  Nature,  to  the  range 
Of  planets,  suns,  and  adamantine  apheresy 
Wheeling  unshaken  through  the  void  immense  ; 
And  ^peak,  O  man  !  does  this  capacious  seeae 
With  half  that  kindling  majesty  dilate 
Thy  strong  omception,  as  when  Brutus  roae 
Refulgent  from  the  stroke  of  Csesar^s  fiiic^ 
Amid  the  crowd  of  patriots ;  and  his  arm 
Aloft  extending,  like  eternal  Jove, 
When  guilt  brmgs  down  the  thunder,  callM  alood 
On  Tully's  name,  and  shook  his  crimson  stod. 
And  bade  the  father  of  his  country  hail  ? 
For  lo !  the  tyrant  prostrate  on  the  dust. 
And  Rome  again  is  free !  Is  au^t  so  fldr 
In  all  the  dewy  landscapes  of  the  qirin^ 
In  the  bright  eye  of  Hesper  or  the  Mqrn, 
In  Nature's  fairest  forma,  is  aught  so  fair 
As  virtuous  Friendship  ?  as  the  candid  blush 
Of  him  who  strives  with  fortune  to  be  just  ? 
The  graceful  tear  tliat  streams  for  others*  woes? 
Or  the  mild  majesty  of  private  life. 
Where  Peace  with  ever-blooming  olive  uuwns 
The  gate  ;  whore  H<Hiour's  liberal  hands  efAise 
Unenvied  treasures,  and  tlie  snowy  wings 
Of  Innocence  and  Love  protect  the  scene? 
Once  more  search,  undismay'd,  the  dark  prafoond 
Where  Nature  works  in  secret ;  view  the  beds 
Of  mineral  treasure,  and  the  eternal  vault 
lat  bounds  the  hoary  Ocaan;  trace  the  fonos 
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Of  atoms  moTing  with  iaccMMUit  change 

Their  elemental  nmnd ;  behold  the  needs 

Of  being,  and  the  energy  of  life 

Kindling  the  mass  with  ever<4ictive  flame : 

Then  to  the  secrets  of  the  working  mind 

Attentive  turn ;  finom  dim  oUiTion  call 

Her  fleet,  ideal  band ;  and  bid  ^em,  go ! 

Break  through  Tune's  barrier,  and  o'ertake  the  hour 

That  saw  the  heaTens  created :  then  declare 

If  aught  were  ibund  in  those  external  scenes 

To  more  thj  wonder  now.     For  what  are  all 

The  fbims  which  brute,  unconscious  matter  wears, 

Greatness  of  bulk,  or  symmetry  of  parts  ? 

Not  reaching  to  the  heart,  soon  feeble  grows 

The  soperfiaal  impulse ;  dull  their  chums, 

And  satiate  soon^  and  pall  the  languid  eye. 

Not  so  the  moral  species,  nor  the  powers 

Of  genius  and  design ;  the  ambitious  mind 

There  sees  herself:  by  these  congenial  forms 

Touch'd  and  awaken'd,  with  intenser  act 

She  bends  each  nerve^  and  meditates  well-pleas*d 

Her  features  in  the  mirror.     For  of  all 

The  inhalntants  of  Earth,  to  man  alone 

Creative  Wisdom  gare  to  lift  his  eye 

To  Truth's  eternal  measures ;  thence  to  frame 

The  sacred  laws  of  action  and  of  will. 

Discerning  justice  from  unequal  deeds, 

And  temperance  from  folly.     But  beyond 

This  energy  of  IVuth,  whose  dictates  bind 

Assenting  reason,  the  benignant  sire. 

To  deck  the  honour'd  paths  of  just  and  good, 

Has  added  bright  Imagination's  nys  : 

Where  Virtue,  rising  from  the  aweful  depth 

Of  Truth's  mysterious  bosom,  doth  forsake 

Hie  unadom'd  condition  of  her  birth  ; 

And,  dress'd  by  Fancy  in  ten  thousand  hues, 

AsMimes  a  various  feature,  to  Attract, 

With  charms  responsive  to  each  gazer's  eye, 

The  hearts  of  men.     Amid  his  rural  walk, 

The  ingenuous  youth,  whom  solitude  inspires 

With  purest  wishes,  fi^m  the  pensive  shade 

Beholds  her  moving,  like  a  virgin-muse 

Hiat  wakes  her  lyre  to  some  indulgent  theme 

Of  harmony  and  wonder :  wliile  among 

The  herd  of  servile  minds  her  strenuous  fonu 

Indignant  flashes  on  the  patriot's  eye. 

And  through  the  roUs^of  memory  appeals 

To  ancient  honour,  or,  in  act  serene. 

Yet  watchful,  raises  the  majestic  sword 

Of  public  power,  from  dark  ambition's  reach  . 

To  guard  the  sacred  volume  of  the  laws. 

Genius  of  ancient  Greece !  whose  faithful  steps 
Well-pleas'd  I  follow  through  the  sacred  paths 
Of  Nature  and  of  Science ;  nurse  divine 
Of  all  heroic  deeds  and  fair  desires  I 

0  !  let  the  breath  oS  thy  extended  praise 
Inspire  my  kindling  bosom  to  the  height 

Of  this  untempted  theme.     Nor  be  my  thoughts 
IVesumptuous  counted,  if  amid  the  calm 
That  soothes  this  vernal  evening  into  smiks, 

1  steal  impatient  from  the  sordid  haunts 
Of  Strife  and  low  Ambition,  to  attend 
Thy  sacred  presence  in  the  sylvan  shade. 
By  their  malignant  footsteps  ne'er  profim'd. 
Descend,  propitious !  to  my  fiivour'd  eye ; 
Soda  in  thy  mien,  thy  warm,  exalted  ab, 

As  when  the  Persan  tyrant,  foil'd  and  stung 
With  shame  and  desperation,  gnash'd  his  teeth 
To  see  thee  rend  the  pageants  of  his  throne ; 
And  aft  the  lightning  of  thy  lifted  spear 
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Crouch'd  like  a  slave.    Bring  all  thy  martial  spoilfc 

Thy  palms,  thy  laurels,  thy  triumphal  songs, 

ny  smiling  band  of  arts,  thy  godlike  sires 

Of  civil  wisdom,  thy  heroic  youth 

Warm  from  the  schools  of  glory.     Guide  my  way 

Through  fair  Lyceum's  walSE,  die  green  retreats 

Of  Arademus,  and  the  thymy  vale. 

Where,  oft  enchanted  with  Socratic  sounds, 

Ilissus  pure  devolv'd  his  tuneftil  stream 

In  gentler  murmurs.     FVom  the  blooming  store 

Of  these  auspicious  fields,  may  I  uEd>lam'd 

Transplant  stmie  living  blossoms  to  adorn 

My  native  clime :  while  far  above  the  flight 

Of  Fancy's  plume  aspiring,  I  unlock 

The  springs  of  ancient  Wisdom !  while  I  join 

Thy  name,   thrice  honour'd!   with  the  immortal 

praise 
Of  Nature,  while  to  my  compatriot  youth 
I  point  the  high  example  of  diy  sons. 
And  tune  to  Attic  themes  the  British  lyre. 

Book  II. 

The  Argument 

llic  separation  of  the  works  of  imagination  from 
philosophy,  the  cause  of  thebr  abuse  among  the 
modems.  Prospect  of  their  re-union  under  the 
influence  of  public  liberty.  Enumeration  of  ac- 
cidental pleasures,  which  increase  the  effect  of 
objects  delightful  to  tlic  imagination.  The  plea, 
sures  of  sense.  Particular  circumstances  of  the 
mind.  Discovery  of  truth.  Perception  of  con« 
trivance  and  design.  Emotion  of  the  passions* 
All  the  natural  passions  partake  of  a  pleasing 
sensation ;  with  the  final  cause  of  this  constitu. 
tion  illustrated  by  an  allegorical  vision,  and  ex- 
emplified in  sorrow,  pity,  terrour,  and  indignation. 

When  shall  the  laurel  and  the  vocal  string 
Resume  their  honours  ?     When  shall  we  behold 
The  tuneful  tongue,  the  Promethean  hand, 
Aspire  to  ancient  praise  ?     Alas  !  bow  faint^ 
How  slow,  the  dawn  of  Beauty  and  of  Truth 
Breaks  the  reluctant  shades  of  Gothic  night 
Which  yet  involve  the  nations !  Long  they  groan'd 
Beneath  the  ftirics  of  rapacious  Force  ; 
Oft  as  the  gloomy  North,  with  iron-swarms 
Tempestuous  pouring  from  her  fttnpen  caves. 
Blasted  the  Italian  shore,  and  swept  the  works 
Of  Liberty  and  Wisdom  down  tiie  gulf 
Of  all^devouring  Night.     As  long  inunur'd 
In  noon-tide  darkness  by  the  glimmering  lamp^ 
Each  Muse  and  each  fair  Science  pin'd  away 
The  sordid  hours :  while  foul,  barbarian  hands 
Their  mysteries  profan'd,  unstnmg  the  lyre, 
And  chain'd  the  soaring  pinion  down  to  Eiuth. 
At  last  the  Muses  rose,  and  spum'd  their  bonds, 
And,  wildly  warbling,  scatter'd,  as  they  flew, 
Their  blooming  wreaths  from,  fidr  Valclusa's  bowcn 
To  Amo's  myrtle  border,  and  the  shore 
Of  soft  Parthenope.     But  still  the  rage 
Of  dire  Ambition  and  gigantic  Pdwer, 
FVom  public  aims  and  from  the  busy  walk 
Of  drii  Commerce,  drove  the  bolder  train 
Of  penetrating  Science  to  the  cells, 
Where  studious  Ease  consumes  the  sUent  hour 
In  shadowy  searches  and  unfruitftil  care. 
Thus  from  their  guardians  torn,  the  tender  arts 
Of  mimi«  Fancy  and  harmonious  Joy, 
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To  priestly  domitiation  and  the  liut 

Of  lawless  courts,  their  amiable  toil 

For  three  inglorious  a«  have  resign'd, 

In  Tain  reluct^t :  and  Torquato*s  tongue 

Was  tun*d  for  slavish  paeans  at  the  throne 

Of  tinsel  pomp :  and  Raphael's  magic  hand 

£ffus*d  its  fair  creati<Ni  to  enchant 

Tlie  fond  adoring  herd  in  Latian  fanes 

To  blind  belief;  while  on  their  prostnte  necks 

The  sable  tyrant  plants  his  heel  secure. 

But  now,  behold!  the  radiant  era  dawlas, 

When  Freedom's  ample  fiUiric,  fiz*d  at  Itagtfi 

For  endless  years  on  Albion's  happy  shore 

Tn  full  proportion,  once  more  shall  extend 

To  all  the  kindred  powers  of  social  bliss 

A  common  mansion,  a  parental  roof. 

There  shall  the  Virtues,  there  shall  Wisdom's  train. 

Their  long-Iost  friends  rejoining,  as  of  old. 

Embrace  the  smiling  fanuly  of  Arts, 

The  Muses  and  the  Graces.     Then  no  more 

Shall  Vice,  distracting  their  delicious  gifts 

To  aims  abhorr'd,  with  hij^  distaste  and  scorn 

Turn  from  their  diarms  the  philosophic  eye^ 

The  patriot4x)som ;  then  no  more  the  paths 

Of  public  care  or  intellectual  toil. 

Alone  by  footsteps  haughty  and  severe 

In  gloomy  state  be  trod :  the  harmonious  Muse, 

And  her  persuasive  sisters,  then  shall  plant 

Tlieir  sheltering  laurels  o'er  the  black  ascent. 

And  scatter  flowers  along  the  rugged  way. 

Arm'd  with  the  lyre,  already  have  we  dar'd 

To  pierce  divine  Philosophy's  retreats. 

And  teach  the  Muse  her  lore ;  already  strove 

Their  long-divided  honours  to  unite. 

While  tempering  this  deep  argument  we  sang 

Of  Truth  and  Beauty.     Now  the  same  glad  task 

Impends;  now  urging  our  ambitious  toil. 

We  hasten  to  recount  the  various  springs 

Of  adventitious  pleasure,  which  adjoin 

Hieir  gmteful  influence  to  the  prime  effect 

Of  objects  grand  or  beauteous,  and  enlarge 

The  complicated  joy.     The  sweets  of  sense. 

Do  they  not  oft  with  kind  accession  flow. 

To  raise  harmonious  Fancy's  native  chann  ? 

So  while  we  taste  the  fragrance  of  the  rose. 

Glows  not  her  blush  the  fairer  ?     While  we  view 

Amid  the  noontide  walk  a  limpid  rill 

Gush  through  the  trickling  herbage,  to  the  thirst 

Of  summer  yielding  the  delicious  draught 

Of  cool  refreshment ;  o'er  the  mossy  brink 

Shines  not  the  surface  clearer,  and  the  waves 

With  sweeter  music  miutnur  as  they  flow  ? 

Nor  this  alone ;  the  various  lot  of  life 
Oft  from  external  circumstance  assumes 
A  moment's  disposition  to  rqoice 
in  those  delights  which  at  a  dUTerent  hour 
Would  pass  unheeded.     Fair  the  face  of  Spring, 
When  rural  songs  and  odours  wake  the  Mom, 
To  every  eye ;  but  how  much  more  to  his 
Bound  whom  the  bed  of  sickness  long  diffus'd 
Its  melancholy  gloom !  how  doubly  fair. 
When  first  with  fresh-bom  vigour  he  inhales 
The  balmy  breexe,  and  feeU  the  blessed  Sun 
Warm  at  his  bosom,  from  the  springs  of  life 
Chasing  oppressive  damps  and  languid  pain  J 

Or  shall  I  mention,  where  celesdal  Truth 
Her  aweful  li^t  discloses,  to  bestow 
A  more  majestic  pomp  on  Beauty's  frame  ? 
For  man  loves  knowledge,  and  the  beams  of  l^th 
More  welcome  touch  hu  understanding's  eye. 


Than  all  the  biMidiihMcmi  of  iBUiid  hn  car^ 
Than  all  of  taste  bis  tongue     Nor  ever  yet 
Hie  melting  rsinbow's  vemaUtinftur*d  huca 
To  me  have  shone  so  pleaang,  aa  when  fini 
The  hand  of  Sdenoe  pointed  out  the  path 
In  which  the  sun-beams  gleaming  firam  the 
Fall  on  the  watery  doud,  whose  daAaomt  vcsl 
Involves  the  orient ;  and  that  tridding 
Piercing  through  every  crystalline  oockvcx 
Of  clustering  dew-drops  to  tbor  fli^tt 
Recoil  at  length  where  concave  all  behind 
The  internal  surfiure  on  each  glassy  orb 
Repels  their  forward  passage  into  air ; 
That  thence  direct  thqr  seek  the  radiant  goal 
From  which  their  course  b^an ;  and,  aa  tbiy 
In  different  lines  the  gaxer's  obvious  cyc^ 
Assume  a  different  lustre,  through  the  brede 
Of  coloun  changing  from  the  ^Icndid  rasa 
To  the  pale  violet's  dejected  hue. 

Or  shall  we  touch  that  kind  access  of  jof^ 
That  springs  to  each  fiur  object,  while 
Throuj^  all  its  &bri^  Wisdom's  aitful 
Disposing  every  part,  and  gaining  still 
By  means  proportion'd  her  benignant  end  ? 
Speak,  ye,  the  pure  delight,  whose  fiivoar'd 
Tlie  laxnp  of  Science  through  the  jealous 
Of  Nature  guides,  when  h^ly  you  reveal 
Her  secret  honours :  whether  in  the  sky^ 
The  beauteous  laws  of  light,  die  central 
Hiat  wheel  the  pensile  planets  round  the 
Whether  in  wonders  of  the  rolling  deem 
Or  the  rich  fruits  of  all-sustaining  earth. 
Or  fine-adjusted  springs  of  life  and  seoae^ 
Te  scan  the  ^counsels  of  thdr  author's  hand. 

What,  when  to  raise  the  meditated  soene^ 
Tlie  flame  of  passion  through  the  strnggliiy 
Deep-kindled,  shovrs  across  that  sudden  blase 
The  object  of  its  rapture,  vast  of  sise^ 
With  fiercer  colours  and  a  night  of  shade  ? 
What?  like  a  storm  from  then*  capadoos bed 
Tlie  sounding  seas  o'endielming,  vrben  the 
Of  these  eruptions,  woridng  from  the  depth 
Of  man's  strong  apprehension,  shakes  hn 
Even  to  the  base ;  from  every  naked 
Of  pain  or  pleasure  dissipating  all 
Opinion's  feeble  coverings,  and  the  vcQ 
Spun  from  the  cobweb  fashion  of  the 
To  hide  the  feeling  heart  ?     Then  Natnre 
Her  genuine  language,  and  the  words  of 
Big  with  the  very  motion  of  their  aoub. 
Declare  with  what  accumulated  fane 
The  impetuous  nerve  of  passion  uiges  on 
The  native  weight  and  energy  of  things. 

Yet  more:  her  honoun  where  nor  beanty 
Nor  shows  of  good  the  thirs^  sense  allure. 
From  Flsssion's  power  alone  our  nature  hdlds 
Essential  pleasure.     Fsssion's  fierce  iU^MS 
Rouses  tlie  mind's  whole  fabric ;  vridi 
Of  daily  impulse  keeps  the  elastic  powers 
Intensely  pois'd,  and  polishes  anew 
By  that  collision  all  the  fine  marhinr : 
Else  rust  would  rise,  and  foulness,  by 
Encumbering,  dioke  at  last  what  Htmn 
For  ceaseless  motion  and  a  round  of  toQ. 
—But  say,  does  every  passion  thus  to 
Administer  delight  ?  That  name  i 
Becomes  the  rosy  breadi  of  liove ;  ^'pf'^w^ 
The  rsdiant  smUes  of  Joy,  the  applauding 
Of  Admiration :  but  the  hitter  showcr 
'^'^  SoRow  sheds  upon  a  brother's  gimvi^ 
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But  Um  dumb  paliy  of  nocturnal  Fair, 

Or  UxMC  consuming  fires  that  gnaw  the  heart 

Of  pantmg  Indignation,  find  we  there 

To  more  delight  ?— Then  listen  while  my  tongue 

The  unalter'd  will  of  Heaven  with  fiuthful  awe 

Reveals ;  what  old  Harmodius,  wont  to  teach 

My  early  age ;  Harmodius,  who  had  weigh'd 

Within  his  learned  mind  whate*er  the  schools 

Of  Wisdom,  or  thy  lonely-whispering  voice, 

0  laithful  Nature !  dictate  of  the  laws 
Which  govern  and  support  this  mighty  frame 
Of  univenal  being.     Oft  the  hours 

From  mom  to  eve  have  stolen  unmark*d  away. 
While  mute  attention  hung  upon  his  lips, 
As  thus  the  sage  his  aweful  tale  began. 

"  *T  was  in  the  windings  of  an  ancient  wood, 
When  spotless  youth  with  solitude  resigns 
To  sweet  philosophy  the  studious  day, 
What  time  pale  Autumn  shades  the  silent  eve, 
Musing  I  rov*d.     Of  good  and  evil  much, 
And  much  of  mortal  man,  my  thought  revolv'd  ; 
When  starting  full  on  Fancy's  gushing  eye 
The  mournful  image  of  Parthenia*s  fate. 
That  hour,  O  long  belov'd  and  long  depIor*d ! 
When  blooming  youth,  nor  gentlest  Wisdom's  arti^ 
Nor  Hymen's  honours  gather'd  for  thy  brow, 
Nor  all  thy  lover's,  all  5iy  fitther's  tears 
Avaird  to  snatch  thee  from  the  cruel  grave ; 
Thy  agonising  looks,  thy  last  farewell, 
Struck  to  the  inmost  feeding  of  my  soul 
As  with  the  hand  of  Death.     At  once  the  shade 
More  horrid  nodded  o'er  me,  and  the  %rinds 
With  hoarser  murmuring  shook  the  branches.   Dark 
As  midnight  storms,  the  scene  of  human  things 
Appeared  before  me  ;  deserts,  burning  sands. 
Where  the  parch'd  adder  dies ;  the  frozen  south, 
And  Desolation  blasting  all  the  west 
With  rapine  and  with  murder :  tyrant  Power 
Here  sits  enthron'd  with  blood  ;  the  baleful  charms 
Of  Superstition  there  infect  the  skies, 
And  turn  the  Sun  to  horrour.     Gracious  Heaven ! 
VThat  is  the  life  of  man  ?  Or  cannot  these. 
Not  these  portents  thy  aweful  wDl  suffice? 
That,  propagated  thus  beyond  their  scope, 
They  rise  to  act  their  cruelties  anew 
In  my  afflicted  bosom,  thus  decreed 
TYie  universal  sensitive  of  pain. 
The  wretched  heir  of  evils  not  its  own  ! 

"  Thus  I  impatient ;  when,  at  once  effus'd, 
A  flashing  torrent  of  celestial  day  [scent 

Bunt  through  the  sliadowy  void.     With  slow  de- 
A  purple  cloud  came  floating  tlirough  the  sky. 
And  pois'd  at  length  within  the  circling  trees. 
Hung  obvious  to  my  view  ;  till  opening  wide 
Its  lucid  orb,  a  more  than  human  form 
£merging  lean'd  majestic  o'er  my  head, 
And  instant  tlmnder  shook  the  conscious  grove. 
Then  melted  into  air  the  liquid  cloud. 
Then  all  the  shining  vision  stood  reveal'd. 
A  wreath  of  palm  his  ample  fordiead  bound. 
And  o'er  his  shoulder,  numtUng  to  his  knee, 
Flow*d  the  transparent  robe,  around  his  waist 
Collected  with  a  radiant  tone  of  gold 
Ethereal :  there  in  mystic  signs  engrav'd, 

1  read  his  office  high,  and  sacred  name, 
Genius  of  human  kind.     Appall'd  I  gaz'd 
The  godlike  presence ;  for  athwart  his  brow 
Displeasure,  tempered  with  a  mild  concern, 
Jxtok'd  down  reluctant  on  me,  and  his  words 
Like  distant  thuadera  broke  the  murmuring  air. 


« <  Vain  are  tky  tfaoughli,  O  dnld  of  mortil 
birth! 
And  impotent  thy  tongue.     Is  thy  short  span 
Capacious  of  this  universal  fnme  ? 
Thy  wisdom  all-efficient  ?  Thou,  alas ! 
Dost  thou  aspire  to  judge  between  the  Lord 
Of  Nature  and  hu  works?  to  lift  thy  voice 
Against  the  sovereign  order  he  decreed. 
All  good  and  lovely  ?  to  blaspheme  the  banda 
Of  tenderness  innate,  and  sodal  love. 
Holiest  of  things !  by  which  the  genoal  oib 
Of  being,  as  by  adamantine  links, 
Was  drawn  to  perfect  union,  and  sustain'd 
FVom  everlasting  ?  Hast  thou  felt  the  panga 
Of  softening  sorrow,  of  indignant  seal 
So  grievous  to  the  soul,  as  thence  to  wish 
The  ties  of  Nature  broken  from  thy  frame ; 
That  so  thy  selfish,  unrelenting  heart 
Might  cease  to  mourn  its  lot,  no  longer  then 
The  wretched  heir  of  evils  not  its  own  ? 
O  fair  benevolence  of  generous  minds ! 

0  man  by  Nature  form'd  for  all  maidcind  !' 

**  He  spoke ;  abash'd  and  silent  I  remain'd. 
As  conscious  of  my  tongue's  oflTence,  and  aw'd 
Before  his  presence,  though  my  secret  soul 
Disdain'd  the- imputation.     On  the  ground 

1  fix'd  my  eyes ;  till  from  his  airy  couch 

He  stoop'd  sublime,  and  touching  with  his  hand 
My  danling  forehead,  *  Raise  thy  sight,'  he  cry'd, 
*  And  let  thy  sense  convince  thy  erring  tongue.* 

"  I  look'd,  and  lo !  the  former  scene  was  chang'd ; 
For  verdant  alleys  and  surrounding  trees, 
A  solitary  prospect,  wide  and  wild,  « 

Rush'd  on  my  senses.     'T  was  an  horrid  pile 
Of  hills,  with  many  a  shaggy  forest  mix'd. 
With  many  a  sable  cliff  and  glittering  stream. 
Aloft,  recumbent  o'er  the  hanging  ridge. 
The  brown  woods    wav'd;   while   ever-trickling 

springs 
Wash'd  from  the  naked  roots  of  oak  and  pine 
The  crumbling  soil ;  and  still  at  every  fall 
Down  the  steep  windings  of  the  channel'd  rock, 
Remurmuring  rush'd  the  congregated  floods 
With  hoarser  inundation ;  till  at  last 
They  reach'd  a  grassy  plain,  whidi  from  the  skirts 
Of  that  high  desert  spread  her  verdant  Up, 
And  drank  the  gushing  moisture,  wlicre,  confin'd 
In  one  smooth  current,  o'er  the  lilied  vale 
Clearer  than  glass  it  flow'd.     Autumnal  spoils, 
Luxuriant  spreading  to  the  rays  of  morn. 
Blush 'd  o'er  the  cliffs,  whose  half-encircling  mound 
As  in  a  sylvan  theatre  enclos'd 
That  flowery  level.     On  the  river's  brink 
I  spy'd  a  fair  parilion,  which  diffus'd 
Its  floating  umbrage  'mid  the  silver  shade 
Of  osiers.     Now  the  western  Sun  reveal'd 
Between  two  parting  clifis  his  golden  ori>, 
And  pour'd  across  the  shadow  of  the  hills. 
On  rocks  and  floods,  a  yellow  stream  of  light 
Hut  cheer'd  the  solenm  scene.  My  listening  powcn 
Were  aw'd,  and  every  thought  in  silence  hung, 
And  wondering  expectation.     Then  the  voice 
Of  that  celestial  power,  the  mystic  show 
Declaring,  thus  my  deep  attention  call'd. 

"  '  Inhabitants  of  Earth,  to  whom  is  given 
The  gracious  ways  of  Providence  to  learn, 
Receive  my  sayings  with  a  stedfast  ear  — 
Know  then,  the  sovereign  spirit  of  the  world. 
Though,  self-collected  from  eternal  time. 
Within  his  own  deep  etsence  be  beheld 
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The  bounds  of  trne  felicity  oompkce; 

Yet  by  imxnenae  benignity  indin'd 

To  spread  around  faim  that  primeval  joy 

Which  fiU'd  himself,  he  nis*d  his  plastic  arm» 

And  sounded  through  the  hollow  depth  of  space 

The  strong,  creative  mandate.     Stnu^it  araae 

Hiese  heavenly  oibs,  the  glad  abodes  of  life 

Effusive  kindled  by  his  breath  divine 

Through  endless  forms  of  being.     Eadi  inhal'd 

From  him  its  portion  of  the  vital  flame, 

In  measure  such,  that,  ftom  the  wide  complex 

Of  co-ezistent  orders,  one  might  rise, 

One  order,  all-involving  and  entire. 

He  too  bdiolding  in  the  sacred  light 

Of  his  essential  reason,  all  the  shapes 

Of  swift  contingence,  all  successive  tics 

Of  action  propagated  through  the  sum 

Of  possible  existence,  he  at  once, 

Down  the  long  series  of  eventful  time. 

So  fix*d  the  diUos  of  being,  so  dispos'^ 

To  every  living  soul  of  every  kind 

Tlie  field  of  motion  and  the  hour  of  rest, 

'niat  all  conspirM  to  his  supreme  design. 

To  uiuvenal  good :  with  full  accord 

Answering  the  mighty  model  he  had  chosen. 

The  best  and  fiiirest  of  unnumber'd  worlds, 

Tliat  lay  from  everlasting  in  the  store 

Of  his  divine  conceptions.     Nor  content. 

By  one  exertion  of  creative  power 

His  goodness  to  ivveal ;  through  every  age. 

Through  every  moment  up  the  tract  of  time^ 

His  parent-hand,  with  ever-new  increase 

Of  hi^piness  and  virtue,  has  adom*d 

The  vast  harmonious  frame :  his  parent  handf 

From  the  mute  shell-fish  gasping  on  the  shore. 

To  men,  to  angels,  to  celestial  minds. 

For  ever  leads  the  generations  on 

To  higher  scenes  of  being ;  while  supply'd 

From  day  to  day  with  his  enlivening  brwth. 

Inferior  orders  in  succession  rise 

To  fill  the  void  below.     As  flame  ascends, 

As  bodies  to  their  proper  centre  move. 

As  the  pois'd  ocean  to  the  attracting  Moon 

Obedient  swells,  and  every  headlong  stream 

Devolves  its  winding  waters  to  the  main  ; 

So  all  diings  which  have  life  aspire  to  God, 

The  Sun  of  being,  boundless,  unimpair*d. 

Centre  of  souls !  Nor  does  the  faithful  voice 

Of  Nature  cease  to  prompt  their  eager  steps 

Aright ;  nor  is  the  care  <k  Heaven  withheld 

From  granting  to  die  task  proportionM  aid ; 

That  in  their  stations  all  may  persevere 

To  climb  tfie  ascent  of  being,  and  iqiproadi 

For  ever  nearer  to  the  life  duyine. 

'* '  That  rocky  pile  thou  seest,  that  verdant  lawn 
Fresh-water'd  from  the  mountains.     Let  the  scene 
Fbint  in  thy  iancy  tiie  primeval  seat 
Of  man,  and  where  the  will  supreme  ordain*d 
His  mansion,  that  pavilion  fair  diffus'd 
Along  the  shady  brink ;  in  Uiis  recess 
To  wear  the  appointed  season  of  his  youth, 
Till  riper  hours  should  open  to  his  taSl 
The  high  communion  of  superior  minds, 
Of  consecrated  heroes  and  of  gods. 
Nor  did  the  Sire  Omnipotent  fo^t 
His  tender  bloom  to  cherish;  nor  withheld 
Celestial  footsteps  from  his  green  abode. 
Oft  from  the  radiant  honours  of  his  throne, 
He  sent  whom  most  he  lov*d,  the  sovereign  finr, 
Hie  effluence  of  hia glory,  wbom  beplac'd 


Before  hb  eyes  for  ever  to  behnU ; 

The  goddess  from  wfaoae  iuapiialiuu  flows 

The  toO  of  patriots,  the  detigbt  of  fiiends ; 

Without  whose  work  divine,  in  Heaven  cr 

Nought  lovely,  nought  propitioas,  oomes  to 

Nor  hope,  nor  praise^  nor  honour.     Her  the  Sac 

Gave  it  in  dbaige  to  rear  the  bkxMning  niiMlt 

The  folded  powers  to  opoD,  to  direct 

Hie  growth  luxuriant  of  his  yooqg  desire^ 

And  from  the  laws  of  this  mejestic  world 

To  teach  him  what  was  good.     As  tfana  the  njeipfe 

Her  daily  care  attended,  by  her  side 

With  constant  steps  her  gay  compaaiaoa  stayed. 

Hie  fiur  Euphrosyn^  the  gentle  queen 

Of  smiles,  and  graceful  gladness,  and  delighm 

That  cheer  alike  the  hearts  of  mortal  men 

And  powers  immortal.     See  the  shining  pair ! 

Behold,  where  finm  his  dvrelling  now  dncloa'd 

They  quit  their  youthful  charge  and  seek  the  skiek* 

«  I  look*d,  and  on  the  flowery  turf  there  stood* 
Between  two  radiant  forms,  a  smiling  youth. 
Whose  tender  cheeks  dispUy'd  the  vnal  flown 
Of  beauty ;  sweetest  innocence  illum'd 
His  bashful  eyes,  and  on  his  polish*d  brow 
Sate  young  Simplicity.     With  fond  regard 
He  riew*d  the  associates,  as  their  stepa  they  nov'd; 
Tlie  younger  chief  his  ardent  eyes  d^ain'd. 
With  mild  regret  invoking  her  return. 
Bri^t  as  the  star  of  evening  she  appeer'd 
Amid  the  dusky  scene*     Eternal  youth 
0*er  all  her  form  its  glowing  hooours  braarii'd  ; 
And  smiles  eternal  from  her  candid  eyca 
Flow'd,  like  the  dewy  lustre  of  the  mom 
Effusive  trembling  on  the  placid  waves. 
The  spring  of  Heaven  had  shed  its  blusfamg  wftSk 
To  bind  her  sable  tresses:  full  difltis*d 
Her  yellow  mantle  floated  in  the  bteeae  ; 
And  in  her  hand  she  wav'd  a  living  fannch 
Rich  with  immortal  fruits,  of  power  to  cahn 
Hie  wrathful  heart,  and  frmm  the  brigfateniqg  cys 
To  chase  the  doud  of  sadnfss,     More  eublime 
The  heavenly  partner  mov*d.     The  prhne  at  agt 
Compos*d  her  steps.     The  presence  of  a  god^ 
High  on  the  circle  of  her  brow  entbran'd. 
From  each  majestic  motion  darted  awc^ 
Devoted  awe !  till,  cfaeri4i*d  by  her  looks 
Benevolent  and  meet,  confiding  love 
To  filial  r«^ture  soften*d  all  the  souL 
Free  in  her  graceful  hand  she  pob*d  the  sword 
Of  chaste  dominion.     An  heroic  crown 
Diqplay'd  the  old  simplicity  of  pomp 
Around  her  honour*d  head.     A  matron's  robe^ 
White  as   the   sunshine   streama  tfaroi^ 

clouds. 
Her  statdy  form  invested.     Hand  in  hand 
Hie  immortal  pair  forsook  the  enamell'd  grecn^ 
Ascending  slowly.     Rays  of  limfud  light 
Gleam'd  round  their  path;  celestial  sounds 

beard. 
And  through  the  fragrant  air  ethereal  dews 
Distill*d  around  them ;  till  at  once  the  doudi^ 
Disparting  wide  in  midvray  sky,  withdrew 
Their  airy  veil,  and  left  a  bright  expanse 
Of  empyrean  flame,  where  spent  and  drown'd. 
Afflicted  risiorf  plung*d  in  vain  to  scan 
What  object  it  involT*d.     My  feeble  eyes 
Indur'd  not.     Bending  down  to  Earth  I  stood. 
With  dumb  attention.     Soon  a  female  voice. 
As  watery  murmurs  sweet,  or  warbling  shades^ 
With  sacred  invocatioo  thus  began. 
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'  Fklher  of  gods  and  mortals!  wbow  right  ann 
With  rans  eternal  guides  the  moving  heavens. 
Bend  thy  propitious  ear.     Behold  well  pleas'd 
I  Mek  to  fini^  thy  divine  decree. 
With  frequent  steps  I  visit  yonder  seat 
Of  man»  thy  offspring ;  from  the  tender  seeds 
Of  justice  and  of  wisdom,  to  evolve 
The  latent  honours  of  his  generous  frvne ; 
Till  thy  conducting  hand  shall  raise  his  lot 
From  Earth's  dim  scene  to  these  ethereal  walks, 
Tlie  temple  of  thy  glory.     But  not  me, 
Not  my  directing  voice,  he  oft  requires, 
Or  hears  delighted :  this  enchanting  maidi 
The  associate  thou  hast  given  me,  her  alone 
He  loves,  O  Father !  absent,  her  he  craves ; 
And  but  for  her  glad  presence  ever  join'd. 
Rejoices  not  in  mine :  that  all  my  hopes 
This  thy  benignant  purpose  to  fulfil, 
I  deem  uncertain :  and  my  daily  cares 
Unfruitful  all  and  vain,  unless  by  thee 
Still  further  aided  in  the  work  divine.* 

"  She  ceas*d ;  a  voice  more  aweful  thus  reply'd. 
*  O  thou !  in  whom  for  ever  I  delight. 
Fairer  than  all  the  inhabitants  of  Heaven, 
Best  image  of  thy  author !  far  from  thee 
Be  disappointment,  or  distaste,  or  blame ; 
Who  soon  or  late  shall  every  work  fulfil, 
And  no  resistance  find.     If  man  refuse 
To  hearken  to  thy  dictates ;  or,  allur*d 
By  meaner  joys,  to  any  other  power 
Transfer  the  honours  due  to  thee  alone ; 
that  jay  which  he  pursues  he  ne*er  shall  taste. 
That  power  in  whom  delighteth  ne'er  behold. 
Go  then,  once  more,  and  happy  be  thy  toil : 
Go  then  !  but  let  not  this  thy  smiling  friend 
Partake  thy  footsteps.     In  her  stesd,  behold ! 
With  thee  the  son  of  Nemesis  I  send ; 
The  fiend  abhonr*d !  whose  vengeance  takes  account 
Of  sacred  Order's  violated  laws. 
Se«f  where  he  calls  thee,  burning  to  be  gone, 
Fierce  to  exhaust  the  tempest  of  his  wrath 
On  yon  devoted  head.     But  thou,  my  cth^ 
Controul  his  cruel  phrenzy,  and  protect 
Thy  lender  charge ;  that  when  Despair  shall  grasp 
His  agonising  bosom,  be  may  learn, 
Then  he  may  learn  to  love  the  gracious  hand 
Alone  sufficient  in  the  hour  of  dl 
To  save  his  feeble  spirit ;  then  confess 
'Ihj  genuine  honours,  O  excelling  fair! 
When  all  the  plagues  that  wait  the  deadly  will 
Of  this  avenging  demon,  all  the  storms 
Of  night  infernal,  serve  but  to  display 
The  energy  o€  thy  superior  charms 
With  mildest  awe  triumphant  o'er  his  rage, 
And  shining' dearer  in  the  horrid  gloom.* 

**  Here  ceas'd  that  aweful  voice,  and  soon  I  felt 
Tlie  cloudy  curtain  of  refreshing  eve 
Was  dlos'd  once  more,  from  that  immortal  fire 
Sheltering  my  eye-lids.     Looking  up,  I  view'd 
A  vast  gigantic  spectre  striding  on 
Hiroueh  murmuring  thunders  and  a  waste  of  clouds, 
With  dreadful  action.     Black  as  night,  his  brow 
Relentleas  frowns  involv'd.     His  savage  limbs 
With  sharp  impatience  violent  he  writh'd. 
As  throu^  convulsive  anguish ;  and  his  hand, 
Arm'd  with  a  scorpion-laiSi,  ftiU  oft  he  rais'd 
In  madness  to  his  bosom ;  while  his  eyes 
Kain'd  bitter  tears,  and  bellowing  loud  he  shook 
T\w  void  with  horrour.     Silent  by  his  side 
Tbe  virgin  came.     No  discomposure  stirr'd 


Her  features.    Vnm  the  glooms  vriiich  hung  around 
No  stain  of  darkness  mingled  with  the  beam 
Of  her  divine  effulgence.     Now  they  stoop 
Upon  the  river-bank  ;  and  now  to  liail, 
His  wonted  guests,  with  easer  steps  advanc'd 
The  unsuspecting  inmate  ot  the  shade. 

'*  As  when  a  famish'd  wolf,  that  all  night  long 
Had  rang'd  the  Alpine  snows,  by  chance  at  mom 
Sees  from  a  cliff*  incumbent  o'er  the  smoke 
Of  some  lone  village,  a  neglected  kid 
Ihat  strays  along  the  wild  for  lierb  or  spring ; 
Down  from  the  winding  ridge  he  sweeps  amain. 
And  thinks  he  tears  him :  so  with  tenfold  rage. 
The  monster  sprung  remorseless  on  his  prey. 
Amas'd  the  stripling  stood :   with  panting  breast 
Feebly  he  pour'd  the  lamentable  wail 
Of  helpless  consternation,  struck  at  once. 
And  rooted  to  the  ground.     The  queen  beheld 
His  terrour,  and  with  looks  of  tenderest  care 
Advanc'd  to  save  him.     Soon  the  tyrant  felt 
Her  aweful  power.     His  keen,  tempestuous  aim 
Hung  nerveless,  nor  descended  where  his  rage 
Had  aim'd  the  deadly  blow  :  then  dumb  retir'd 
With  sullen  rancour.     Lo !  the  sovran  maid 
Folds  with  a  mother's  arms  the  funting  boy, 
mi  life  rekindles  in  his  rosy  cheek ;  [tongue. 

Then  grasps  his  hands,  and  cheers  him  with  her 

'* '  O  wake  thee,  rouse  thy  spirit !  Shall  the  spit* 
Of  yon  tormentor  thus  appal  thy  heart. 
While  I,  thy  friend  and  guardian,  am  at  hand 
To  rescue  and  to  heal  ?     O  let  thy  soul 
Remember,  what  the  will  of  Heaven  ordains 
Is  ever  good  for  all ;  and  if  for  all. 
Then  good  for  thee.     Nor  only  by  the  warmth 
And  soothing  sunshine  of  delightful  things 
Do  minds  grow  up  and  flourish.     Oft  misled 
By  that  bliuid  light,  the  young  unpractis'd  viewa 
Of  reason  wand^  through  a  fatal  road, 
Far  from  their  native  aim ;  as  if  to  lie 
Inglorious  in  the  fragrant  shade,  and  wait 
The  soft  access  of  ever-drcling  joys, 
Were  all  the  end  of  being.     Ask  thyself. 
This  pleasing  errour  did  it  never  lull 
Hiy  wishes  ?     Has  thy  constant  heart  reftis'd 
The  silken  fetters  of  delicious  ease  ? 
Or  when  divine  Euphrosyn^  appear'd 
Within  this  dwelling,  did  not  thy  desires 
Hang  far  below  the  measure  of  thy  fate, 
Which  I  reveal'd  before  thee?  and  thy  eyei. 
Impatient  of  my  counsels,  turn  away 
To  drink  the  soft  effusion  of  her  smiles? 
Know  then,  for  this  the  everlasting  Sire 
Deprives  thee  of  her  presence,  and  instead, 
O  wise  and  still  benevolent !  ordains 
This  horrid  visage  hither  to  pursue 
My  steps ;  that  so  thy  nature  may  discern 
Its  real  good,  and  what  alone  can  save 
Thy  feeble  spirit  in  this  hour  of  ill 
From  folly  and  despair.     O  yet  bdov'd ! 
Let  not  this  headlong  terrour  quite  o'erwhebn 
Tliy  scatter'd  powers ;  nor  fatal  deem  the  rage 
Of  thb  tormentor,  nor  his  proud  assault, 
yndie  I  am  here  to  vindicate  thy  toil. 
Above  the  generous  question  of  thy  arm. 
Brave  by  thy  fears,  and  in  thy  weakness  strong, 
This  hour  he  triumphs ;  but  confront  his  mi|^t. 
And  dare  him' to  the  combat,  then  with  ease 
Disarm'd  and  quell'd,  his  fierceness  he  resigns 
To  bondage  and  to  soom :  while  thus  inur'd 
By  watchful  danger,  by  unceasing  toil, 
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Hie  immortal  mind,  tuperior  to  his  fiite, 
Amid  the  outiBge  of  external  things, 
Firm  as  tlie  solid  base  of  this  great  world. 
Rests  on  his  own  foundations.     Blow,  ye  winds ! 
Ye  waves !  ye  thunders  !  roll  your  tempest  on ; 
Shake,  ye  old  pillars  of  the  marble  sky  ! 
Till  all  its  orbs  and  all  its  worlds  of  fire 
Be  loosen*d  from  their  seats ;  yet  stOl  serene. 
The  unconquer'd  mind  looks  down  upon  the  vrreck ; 
And  ever  stronger  as  the  storms  advance. 
Firm  through  the  closing  ruin  holds  his  way. 
Where  Nature  calls  him  to  the  dcstin*d  goal.* 

<*  So  spake  the  goddess ;  wliilc  thivugh  all  her 
frame 
Celestial  raptures  flow*d,  in  every  word, 
In  every  motion  kindling  warmtli  divine 
To  seixe  who  listened.     Vehement  and  swif^. 
As  lightning  fires  the  aromatic  shade 
In  Ethiopian  fields,  the  stripling  felt 
Her  inspiration  catch  his  fervid  soul, 
And  starting  from  his  languor  thus  exclaimed: 

"  '  Then  let  the  trial  come  !  and  witness  thou. 
If  terrour  be  upon  me ;  if  I  shrink 
To  meet  the  storm,  or  faulter  in  my  strengtii 
\Vlien  liardest  it  besets  me.     Do  nut  think 
That  I  am  fearful  and  infirm  of  soul, 
As  late  thy  eyes  beheld ;  for  tliou  hast  chang*d 
My  nature ;  thy  commanding  voice  has  wak*d 
My  languid  powers  to  bear  me  boldly  on, 
'Where*er  th6  will  divine  my  path  or^ns 
Through  toil  or  peril :  only  do  not  thou 
Forsake  me ;  O  be  thou  for  ever  near, 
That  I  may  listen  to  thy  sacred  voice. 
And  guide  by  thy  decrees  my  constant  feet. 
But  say,  for  ever  are  my  eyes  bcrcf\  ? 
Say,  shall  the  fair  Euphrosyn^  not  once 
-  Appear  again  to  charm  me  ?     Thou,  in  Heaven  ! 
O  thou  eternal  arbiter  of  things ! 
Be  thy  great  bidding  done :  for  who  am  I, 
To  question  tliy  appointment  ?     Let  tlie  frowns 
Of  this  avenger  every  mom  o*crc&st 
The  dieerful  dawn,  and  every  evening  damp 
With  double  night  my  dwelling ;  I  will  learn 
To  hail  them  both,  and  unrepining  bear 
His  hateful  presence ;  but  permit  my  tongue 
One  glad  request,  and  if  my  deeds  may  find 
Tliy  aweful  eye  propitious,  O  restore 
Tlie  rosy-fcatur*d  maid,  again  to  cheer 
This  lonely  scat,  and  bless  me  i^i  her  smiles.* 

*'  He  spoke ;  when  instant  through   tlie  sable 
glooms 
Wttfi  which  tliat  furious  presence  had  involv*d 
Thfe  ambient  air,  a  fiood  of  radiance  came 
Swift  as  tlie  lightning  flash  ;  tlte  melting  clouds 
Flew  diverse,  and  amid  the  blue  serene 
Euphrosyne  appcar'd.     With  sprightly  step 
Tlie  nymph  alighted  on  the  irriguous  lawn. 
And  to  her  wondering  audiencv  tluis  began. 

"  *  Lo !  I  am  here  to  answer  to  your  vows. 
And  be  the  meeting  fortunate  !  I  come 
With  joyful  tidings ;  we  sltall  port  no  more.  ^^ 
Hark  !  how  the  gentle  Echo  from  her  cell   [stream 
Talks  through  the  cltflTs,  and  murmuring  o*er  the 
Repeats  the  accents  —  we  shall  part  no  more. 
O  my  delightful  friends !  well  pleas*d  on  high 
The  Father  has  beheld  you,  while  the  might 
Of  that  stem  foe  with  bitter  trial  prov*d 
Your  equal  doings  ;  then  for  ever  spake 
The  high  decree:  That  thou,  celestial  maid  ! 
Howe*er  that  grisly  phantom  on  thy  steps 


May  aomctfmcs  dare  intrude,  y«t  neror 
Shalt  thou,  descending  to  the  abode  of  man. 
Alone  endure  the  rancour  of  his  avm. 
Or  leave  thy  lov*d  Eupbrosyn^  behind.* 

"  She  ended ;  and  the  whole  romantic  arene 
Immediate  vanbh'd ;  rocks,  and  woods,  and  rilk» 
The  mantling  tent,  and  each  mysterious  ikwrn. 
Flew  like  the  pictures  of  a  morning  dream,* 
When  sunshine  fills  the  bed.     Awhile  I  stood 
Perp1ex*d  and  giddy ;  till  the  radiant  power 
Who  bade  the  visionary  landscape  rise. 
As  up  to  him  I  turn'd,  with  gentlest  looks 
Preventing  my  inquiry,  thus  began. 

'*  <  There  let  thy  soul  acknowledge  its  csomplaist 
How  blind  !  how  impious !    There  behold  the  wzrs 
Of  Heaven's  eternal  destiny  to  naan. 
For  ever  just,  benevolent,  and  wise : 
Hiat  Virtue's  aweful  steps  howe*cr  pursued 
By  vexing  Fortune  and  intmsive  Pain, 
Should  never  be  divided  from  Iter  cliaste* 
Her  fair  attendant.  Pleasure.     Need  I  urgt 
Thy  tardy  tliought  through  all  the  various  round 
Of  this  existence,  that  thy  softening  soul 
At  length  may  learn  what  energy  tlie  hand 
Of  Virtue  mingles  in  the  bitter  tide 
Of  passion,  swelling  with  distress  and  pain 
To  mitigate  die  sharji  with  gracious  drops 
Of  cordial  pleasure  ?     Ask  tlie  faiUiful  youth 
Wliy  the  cold  urn  of  lier  wliom  long  lie  lov'd 
So  often  fills  his  arms ;  so  often  draws 
His  lonely  footsteps  at  the  silent  hour. 
To  pay  tlie  mournful  tribute  of  his  tears? 
Oh  !  he  will  tell  thee,  tliat  tlie  wealth  of  wortds 
Should  ne*er  seduce  Itis  bosom  to  forego 
Hiat  sacred  hour,  wlien,  stealing  from  the  noise 
Of  care  and  envy,  sweet  remembrance  soothes 
With  Virtue's  kindest  looks  his  aching  bmst. 
And  turns  his  tears  to  rapture.  — >  Ask  the  crowd 
Which  flies  impatient  from  the  village-walk 
To  climb  the  neighbouring  difls,  when  far  bckw 
Tlie  cruel  winds  liave  hurl'd  upon  the  coast 
Some  helpless  bark ;  while  sacied  Pity  metts 
Hie  general  eye,  or  Terrour's  icy  hand 
Smites  their  distorted  limbs  and  horrent  hair ; 
Wliile  every  mother  closer  to  licr  breast 
Catches  her  child,  and  pointing  where  the  waves 
Foam  through  the  shatter'd  vessel,  shri^s  aloud. 
As  one  poor  wretdi  that  spreads  his  piteous  arms 
For  succour,  swallow'd  by  the  roaring  sufige. 
As  now  another,  dash'd  against  the  rock. 
Drops  lifeless  down:  O  !  deemest  thou  indeed 
No  kind  endearment  here  by  Nature  given 
To  mutual  terrour  and  Compassion's  tears? 
No  sweetly-melting  softness  which  attracts 
O'er  all  that  edge  of  pain,  the  social  powers 
To  tills  their  proper  action*  and  tlieir  end  ? 
— -  Ask  thy  own  heart ;  when  at  the  midnight  hobf. 
Slow  through  that  studious  gloom  thy  pausing  cyr. 
Led  by  the  glimmering  Uper,  moves  around 
Tlie  sacred  \x>lumes  of  the  dead,  the  songs 
Of  Grecian  bards,  and  records  writ  by  Fame 
For  Grecian  heroes,  where  the  present  power 
Of  Heaven  and  Earth  surveys  the  inunonai  p^gc^ 
Even  as  a  father  blessing,  while  he  reads 
'Hie  praises  of  his  son.     tf  then  thy  sou). 
Spuming  the  yoke  of  these  inglorious  days. 
Mix  in  their  deeds  and  kindle  with  their  flame  ; 
Say,  when  the  proqpect  blackens  on  thy  view. 
When  rooted  ftom  the  base,  heroic  states 
Mourn  in  the  dust,  and  tremble  at  the  frown 
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Of  cunt  Ambidoii :  when  the  pioiiB  band 

Of  youths  who  fought  for  freedom  and  thdr  tSna, 

lie  side  by  side  in  gore ;  when  ruflUn  Pride 

Usurps  the  throne  of  Justice,  turns  the  pomp 

Of  public  power,  the  miyesty  of  rule. 

The  sword,  the  laurel,  and  the  purple  robe^ 

To  slaviih,  empty  pageants,  to  adorn 

A  tyrant's  walk,  and  glitter  in  the  eyes 

Of  such  asfww  the  knee;  when  honour'd  urns 

Of  patriots  and  of  chieft,  the  aweful  bust 

And  storied  arch,  to  glut  the  coward-age 

Of  regal  Envy,  strew  the  public  way 

With  hal]ow*d  ruins ;  when  the  Muse's  haunt. 

The  marble  porch  where  Wisdom  wont  to  talk 

With  Socrates  or  TuUy,  hears  no  more, 

Sare  the  hoarse  jargon  of  contentious  monks, 

Or  female  superstition's  midnight  pnyer ; 

When  ruthless  Riqnne  from  the  hand  of 'lime 

Tews  the  destroying  scythe,  with  surer  blow 

To  sweep  the  works  of  glory  from  their  base ; 

Till  Desolation  o*er  the  grass-grown  street 

Expands  his  niTea-wings,  and  up  the  wail. 

Where  senates  once  the  price  of  monarchs  doom'd, 

Hiases  the  gliding  snake  through  hoary  weeds 

That  dasp  the  mouldering  column ;  thus  defac'd, 

Thus  widely  mournful  when  the  prospect  thrills 

Thy  beating  bosom,  when  the  patriot's  tear 

Starts  from  thine  eye,  and  thy  eitended  arm 

In  fancy  hurls  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove 

To  fire  the  impious  wreath  on  Pliilip's  brow. 

Or  dash  Octavius  from  the  trophied  car; 

Say,  does  thy  secret  soul  repine  to  taste 

The  big  disdess  ?     Or  would'st  thou  then  exchange 

Hioae  heart-ennobling  sorrows  for  the  lot 

Of  him  who  sits  amid  the  gaudy  herd 

Of  mute  barbarians  bending  to  his  nod. 

And  bears  aloft  his  gold-invested  front. 

And  says  within  himself-^  I  am  a  king. 

And  wherefore  should  the  clamorous  voice  of  woe 

Intrude  upon  mine  ear?  —  the  baleful  dregs 

Of  tiiese  late  ages,  this  inglorious  draught 

Of  servitude  and  folly,  have  not  yet, 

Bleit  be  the  eternal  Ruler  of  the  world ! 

Dedl'd  to  such  a  depth  of  sordid  shame 

The  native  honours  of  the  human  soul. 

Nor  so  cfiac'd  the  image  of  its  sire.*  '* 
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Pleasure  in  observing  the  tempers  and  manners  of 
men,  even  where  vicious  or  absurd.  The  orighi 
of  vice,  from  fidse  representations  of  the  fancy, 
producing  false  opinions  concerning  good  and 
evil.  Inquiry  into  ridicule.  The  general  sources 
of  ridicule  in  the  minds  and  characters  of  men, 
enumerated.  Final  cause  of  the  sense  of  ridi- 
cule. The  resemblance  of  certain  aspects  of  in- 
animate  things  to  the  sensations  and  properties 
of  the  mind.  The  operations  of  the  mind  in  the 
production  of  the  works  of  imagination,  deicribed. 
The  secondary  pleasure  from  imitation.  Tlie 
benevolent  oider  of  the  world  illustrated  in 
the  arhitrtfy  connection  of  these  pleasures  with 
the  ob^ectt  which  exdte  them.  The  nature  and 
oonduct  of  taste.  Concluding  with  an  account 
of  the  natural  and  moral  advantages  resulting 
fhmi  a  sensible  and  welUformcd  imi^nation. 


What  wonder  therefore,  since  the  endearmg  ties 
Of  passion  link  the  universal  kind 
Of  man  so  close,  what  wonder  if  to  search 
This  common  nature  through  the  various  change 
Of  sex,  and  age,  and  fortune,  and  the  frame 
Of  each  peculiar,  draw  the  busy  mind 
With  unresisted  charms  ?   The  spacious  wcat, 
And  all  the  teeming  regions  of  the  south. 
Hold  not  a  quarry,  to  the  curious  fliglit 
Of  knowledge,  half  so  tempting  or  so  fiur. 
As  man  to  man.     Nor  only  where  the  smiles 
Of  Love  invite ;  nor  only  where  the  applause 
Of  cordial  Honour  turns  tlie  attentive  eye 
On  Virtue's  graceful  deeds.     For  since  tlie  ooune 
Of  things  external  acts  in  different  ways 
On  human  apprdicnsions,  as  the  hand 
Of  Nature  temper'd  to  a  different  frame 
Peculiar  minds ;  so  haply  where  the  powen 
Of  Fancy  neither  lessen  nor  enlarge 
Hie  images  of  things,  but  paint,  in  all 
Their  genuine  hues,  the  features  which  they  wore 
In  nature ;  there  Opinion  will  be  true. 
And  Action  right.     For  Action  treads  the  padi 
In  which  Opinion  says  he  follows  good, 
Or  flies  fhrni  evil ;  and  Opinion  gives 
Report  of  good  or  evfl,  as  the  scene 
Was  drawn  by  Fancy,  lovely  or  defoim'd : 
Thus  her  report  can  never  there  be  thie 
Where  Fancy  cheats  the  intellectual  eye^ 
With  glaring  coloun  and  distorted  lines. 
Is  there  a  man,  who  at  the  sound  of  Death 
Sees  ghastly  Aapes  of  terrour  conjur'd  up. 
And  bhick  before  him ;  nought  but  death-bed  groans 
And  fearful  prayers,  and  plunging  from  the  brink 
Of  light  and  being,  down  the  gloomy  air 
An  unknown  depth  ?    Alas !  in  such  a  mind. 
If  no  bright  forms  of  excellence  attend 
The  image  of  his  country ;  nor  the  pomp 
Of  sacred  senates,  nor  the  guardian  voice 
Of  Justice  on  her  throne,  nor  aught  that  wakes 
The  conscious  bosom  with  a  patriot's  flame ; 
Will  not  Opinion  tell  him,  that  to  die. 
Or  stand  the  hasard,  is  a  greater  ill 
Than  to  betray  his  country  ?  And  in  act 
Will  he  not  choose  to  be  a  wretch  and  live  ? 
Here  vice  begins  then.     From  the  enchanting  cup 
Which  Fancy  holds  to  all,  the  unwary  thirst 
Of  youth  oft  swallows  a  Circcan  draught, 
That  sheds  a  baleful  tincture  o'er  the  eye 
Of  Reason,  till  no  longer  he  discerns. 
And  only  guides  to  err.     Then  revel  forth 
A  furious  band  that  spurns  him  from  the  throne ! 
And  all  is  uproar.     Thus  Amintion  grasps 
Hie  empire  of  die  soul :  thus  pale  Revenge 
Unsheadis  her  murderous  dagger ;  and  the  liands 
Of  Lust  and  Rapine^  with  unholy  arts. 
Watch  to  o'ertum  the  barrier  of  the  Uws    [plagues 
That  keeps  them  from  their  prry;    thus  all  tba 
The  wicked  bear,  or  o'er  the  trembling  scene 
The  tragic  Muse  diacloses,  under  shapes 
Of  honour,  safety,  pleasure,  eaae^  or  pompy 
Stole  first  into  the  mind.     Yet  not  by  all  ^ 
Those  lying  forms  which  Fancy  in  the  brain 
Engenders,  are  die  kindling  passions  driven 
To  guilty  deeds ;  nor  Reason  bound  in  chaini^ 
Hiat  Vice  alone  may  lord  it :  oft  adom'd 
With  solemn  pageants,  Folly  mounts  the  tliroiie» 
And  plays  her  idiot-antics,  like  a  queen, 
A  thousand  garbs  she  wean ;  a  thousand  vayi 
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wheek  her  giddy  empire.  —  Lo !  thus  far 
With  bold  adventure,  to  the  Mantuati  lyre 
I  nng  of  Nature's  charms,  and  touch  well  plew'd 
A  stricter  note :  now  haply  must  my  song 
Unbend  her  serious  measure,  and  rereal 
In  lighter  strains,  how  Folly's  awkward  arts 
Excite  impetuous  Laughter's  gay  rebuke ; 
The  sportive  province  of  the  comic  Muse. 

See !  in  what  crowds  the  uncouth  forms  advance : 
Each  would  outrtrip  the  other,  each  prevent 
Our  careful  Search,  and  ofier  to  your  gaae, 
Unask'd,  his  motley  features.     Wait  a  whiles 
My  curious  friends !  and  let  us  first  arrange. 
In  proper  order,  your  promiscuous  throng. 

Behold  the  foremast  band ;  of  slender  thought, 
And  easy  faith ;  whom  flattering  Fancy  soothes 
With  lying  spectres,  in  themselves  to  view 
Illustrious  forms  of  excellence  and  good. 
That  scorn  tiie  mansion.     With  exulting  hearts 
They  spread  their  spurious  treasures  to  the  Sun, 
And  bid  the  world  admire !  but  chief  the  glance 
Of  wishful  Envy  draws  their  joy-bright  eyes, 
And  lifb  with  self-applause  oich  lordly  brow. 
In  numben  boundless  as  the  blooms  c^  vpnng. 
Behold  their  glaring  idols,  empty  shades 
By  Fancy  gilded  o'er,  and  then  set  up 
For  adoration.     Some  in  Learning's  gari^ 
With  fonnal  band»  and  sable-oinctur'd  gown. 
And  rags  of  mouldy  volumes.     Some  elate 
With  martial  splendour,  steely  pikes  and  swords 
Of  costly  frame,  and  gay  Phoenidan  robes 
Inwrought  with  flowery  gold,  assume  the  port 
Of  stately  Valour :  listening  by  his  side 
Tliere  stands  a  female  form  ;  to  her,  with  looks 
Of  earnest  import,  pregnant  with  amase. 
He  talks  of  deadly  de^ds,  of  breaches,  storms, 
And  sulphurous  mines,  and  ambush :  then  at  once 
Breaks  off,  and  smiles  to  see  her  look  so  pale^ 
And  asks  some  wondering  question  of  ho*  fears. 
Others  of  graver  mien ;  behold,  adom'd 
With  holy  ensigns,  how  sublime  they  move, 
And  bending  ofi  their  sanctimonious  eyes 
Take  honuige  of  the  simple-minded  throng ; 
Ambassadors  of  Heaven!    Nor  roudi  unlike 
Is  be  whose  visage,  in  the  lasy  mist 
Hut  mantles  every  feature,  ludes  a  brood 
Of  politic  oinceits ;  of  whispers,  nods. 
And  hints  deep-omen'd  with  unwieldy  scfaeme% 
And  dark  portents  of  state.     Ten  thousand  mora^ 
Prodigious  habita  and  tumultuous  tongues. 
Pour  dauntless  in,  and  swell  the  boastful  band. 

Then  comes  the  second  order,  all  who  seek 
Hie  debt  of  praise,  where  watchfid  UnbelidT 
Darts  dirough  the  thin  pretence  her  squinting  eye 
On  some  redr'd  appearance,  which  belies 
The  boasted  virtue,  or  annuls  the  applause 
Tliat  Justice  else  would  pay.     Here  side  by  side 
I  see  two  leaders  of  the  solemn  train 
Approaching :  one  a  female  old  and  grey, 
With  eyes  demure,  and  wrinUe-furrow'd  brow, 
Pale  as  the  cheeks  of  Death ;  yet  still  she  stuns 
Tlie  sickening  audience  with  a  nauseous  tale ; 
How  many  youths  her  myrtlOi^hains  have  worn. 
How  many  virgins  at  her  triumphs  pin'd ! 
Yet  how  resolv'd  she  guards  her  cautious  heart ; 
Such  is  her  terrour  at  the  risks  of  love. 
And  man's  seducing  tongue !     Hie  other  seems 
A  bearded  sage,  ungentle  in  his  mien. 
And  sordid  all  his  habit ;  peevish  Wont 
Grins  at  bis  heels,  while  down  the  gating  throng 

le  stalks,  mounding  in  magniflc  phrase 
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The  vanity  of  ricbe%  thi 
Of  pomp  and  power.     Be  prndent  m  your 
Ye  grave  aasooafra !  let  the  sikat  gOMse 
Of  her  who  blushes  at  the  food  re^id 
Her  charms  inqure,  more  eloquent  unfold 
The  praise  of  spotlfas  honour :  let  the  msB 
Whose  eye  regards  not  his  illustrious  pomp 
And  ample  store,  but  as  indulgent  streana 
To  cheer  the  barren  soil  and  spread  the  ftoiiB 
Of  joy,  let  him  by  juater  measures  fix 
The  price  of  riches  and  the  end  of  power. 

Another  tribe  succeeds ;  deluded  long 
By  Fancy's  daiiling  optics,  these  behold 
The  images  of  some  peculiar  things 
With  brighter  hues  re^lcndent,  and  pomtsmy 
With  features  nobler  hr  than  e'er  adom'd 
Their  genuine  objects.     Hence  the  fevcr'd 
Pants  with  delirious  hope  fat  tinsel  chanoa 
Hence  oft  obtrusive  on  the  eye  of  Scorn, 
Untimely  Zeal  her  witless  pride  betrmys ! 
And  serious  manhood  firom  the  towctlhg  ah 
Of  Wisdom,  stoops  to  emulate  the  boast 
Of  childish  toil.     Behold  yoo  myitic  fbni% 
Bedeck*d  with  feathers,  insects,  weeds,  and 
Not  with  intenser  view  the  Samian  si^e 
Bent  his  fixt  eye  on  Heaven's  intenser  funsa^ 
When  first  the  order  of  that  radiant  scene 
Swdl'd  his  exulting  thought,  than  this  sunrcjs 
A  muckwonn's  entrails  or  a  qiider's  fang. 
Next  him  a  youth,  with  flowera  and  myrtles 
Attends  that  virgin  form,  and  blushing  kneels, 
'With  fondest  gesture  and  a  suppliant's  tsngise^ 
To  win  her  coy  regard :  adieu,  for  him. 
The  dull  engagements  of  die  bustling  vrorid  ! 
Adieu  the  sick  impertinence  of  praise  ! 
And  hope,  and  action !  for  with  her  alooc^ 
By  streams  and  shades,  to  steal  these  "g*»ii«g 
Is  all  he  asks,  and  all  that  Fate  can  give ! 
Thee  too,  facetious  Momion,  wandering 
Thee,  dreaded  censor,  oft  have  I  beheld 
Bewilder'd  unawares :  alas .'  too  long 
Flush'd  with  thy  comic  triumphs  and  the 
Of  sly  Derision  I  till  on  every  side  . 
Hurling  thy  random  bolts,  offended  IVuth 
Assign'd  tbee  here  thy  station  with  the  ala^ 
Of  Folly.     Thy  once  formidable  name 
Shall  grace  her  humble  records,  and  be  beard 
In  scoffs  and  mockery,  bandied  from  the  lips 
Of  all  the  vengeful  brotherhood  around. 
So  oft  the  patient  victims  of  thy  scorn. 

But  now,  ye  gay !  to  whom  indulgent 
Of  all  tlie  Muse  s  empire,  hath  assignM 
The  fields  of  folly,  hither  each  advance 
Your  sickles ;  here  the  teeming  soil  affotds 
Its  richest  growth.     A  favourite  brood 
In  whom  the  demon,  with  a  mother's  joy, 
\^ews  all  her  charms  reflected,  all  her  cares 
At  full  repay 'd.     Ye  most  illustrious  band ! 
Who,  scorning  Reason's  tame,  pedantic  n>k% 
And  Order's  vulgar  bondage,  never  meant 
For  souls  sublime  as  yours,  with  generous 
Pay  Vice  the  reverence  Virtue  long  usurp*d. 
And  yield  Deformity  the  fond  i^plause 
Which  Beauty  wont  to  claim ;  forgive  my 
That  for  the  blushing  diffidence  of  youth. 
It  shuns  tlie  unequal  province  of  your  praia^ 

Thus  far  triumphant  in  the  pleasing  guile 
Of  bland  Imagination,  Folly's  train 
Have  dar'd  our  search  -.  but  now  a  dastard 
Advance  reluctant,  and  witli  fiuihering  fuc£ 
Shrink  from  the  gazer's  eye ;  enfeebled  heaxts 


Book  in. 


PLEASURES  OF  IMAGINATION. 


G43 


Whom  Fftocj  dulls  with  yrmonuy  fnn^ 

Or  bends  to  senrile  tameness  with  conceits 

Of  shsmty  of  erily  or  of  base  defect, 

Fantastic  and  delosivc.     Here  the  slave 

Who  droops  abash'd  when  sullen  Pomp  surreys 

His  humbler  habit ;  here  the  trembling  wretch 

UnnerY'd  and  struck  with  Terrour's  icy  bolts, 

Spent  in  weak  wailings,  drown'd  in  shameful  tears, 

At  every  dream  of  danger :  here  subdued 

By  frontleas  Lau^iter  and  the  hardy  icom 

Of  old,  unfeeling  Vice,  the  abject  soul, 

Who  blushing  half  resigns  the  candid  praise 

Of  Tcmperanoe  and  Honour ;  half  disowns 

A  ficenian's  hatred  of  tyrannic  pride ; 

And  hears  with  sickly  smiles  the  venal  mouth 

With  foulest  licence  mock  the  patriot's  name. 

LASt  of  the  motley  bands  on  whom  the  power 
Of  gay  Derision  bends  her  hostile  aim, 
Is  that  where  shameAil  Ignorance  presides. 
Beneath  her  sordid  banners,  lo !  they  march, 
Like  Mind  and  lame.    Whatever  their  doubtAil  hands 
Attempt,  Confiision  straight  appears  behind, 
And  troiiblesall  the  work.     Through  many  amaxe, 
Perplex'd  they  struggle,  changing  every  path, 
O  crtuming  every  purpose ;  then  at  last 
Sit  down  dismay'd,  and  leave  the  entangled  scene 
For  Scorn  to  sport  with.     Such  then  is  the  abode 
Of  Folly  in  the  mind ;  and  such  the  shapes 
In  whidi  she  governs  her  obsequious  train. 

Tlirough  every  scene  of  ridicule  in  things 
To  lead  Sue  tenour  of  my  devious  lay  ; 
Through  every  swift  ocouion,  which  the  hand 
Of  Laughter  points  at,  when  the  mirthful  sting 
Distends  her  adlying  nerves  and  chides  her  tongue ; 
What  were  it  but  to  count  each  crystal  drop 
Which  Morning's  dewy  fingers  on  the  blooms 
Of  May  distil  ?     Suffice  it  to  have  said. 
Where'er  the  power  of  Ridicule  displays 
Her  quaint-^y'd  visage,  some  incongruous  form, 
Some  stubborn  dissonance  of  things  combin'd. 
Strikes  on  the  quick  observer :  whether  P6mp, 
Or  Ptaise,  or  Beauty,  mix  their  partial  claim 
Where  sordid  fashions,  where  ignoble  deeds. 
Where  foul  deformity,  are  wont  to  dwell ; 
Or  whether  these  widi  violation  loath'd, 
Invade  resplendent  Pomp's  imperious  mien, 
The  charms  of  Beauty,  or  the  boast  of  IVaise. 

Ask  we  for  what  fair  end,  the  Almighty  Sire 
In  mortal  bosoms  wakes  this  gay  contempt. 
These  grateful  stings  of  laughter,  from  disgust 
Educing  pleasure  ?     Wherefore,  but  to  aid 
The  tardy  steps  of  Reason,  and  at  once 
By  this  prompt  impulse  urge  us  to  depress 
The  giddy  aims  of  Folly  ?  Though  the  light 
Of  Truth  alow  dawning  on  the  enquiring  mind. 
At  length  unfolds,  through  many  a  subtle  tie. 
How  these  uncouth  disorders  end  at  last 
In  public  evil !  yet  benignant  Heaven, 
Coosdooa  how  dim  the  dawn  of  Truth  appears 
To  thousands ;  conscious  what  a  scanty  pause 
From  labours  and  from  care,  the  wider  lot 
Of  humble  life  affords  for  studious  thought 
To  scan  the  mase  of  Nature ;  therefore  stamp'd 
The  glaring  scenes  with  characters  of  sconi| 
As  broad,  as  obvious,  to  the  passing  down. 
As  to  the  letter'd  sage's  curious  eye. 

Such  are  the  various  aspects  of  the  mind  — 
Some  heavenly  genius,  n^oae  unclouded  thoughts 
Attain  that  secret  harmony  which  blends 
The  ethereal  spirit  with  its  mold  of  clay ; 


O !  teach  me  to  reveal  the  gtaoeAil  chann 
Tliat  searchless  Nature  o'er  the  sense  of  man 
Diffuses,  to  behold,  in  lifeless  things. 
The  inexpressive  semblance  of  himself, 
Of  thought  and  passion.     Marie  the  sable  woods 
That  shade  subliioe  yon  mountain's  nodding  brow ; 
With  what  religious  awe  the'  solemn  scene 
Commands  your  steps  !  as  if  the  reverend  form 
Of  Minos  or  of  Numa  should  forsake 
The  Elysian  seats,  and  down  the  embowering  glade 
Move  to  your  pausing  eye !  Behold  the  expanse 
Of  yon  gay  landscape,  where  the  ulver  clouds 
Flit  o'er  the  heavens  before  the  sprightly  breese : 
Now  their  grey  cincture  skirts  the  doubtful  Sun ; 
Now  streams  of  splendour,  through  their  opening  veil 
Effulgent,  sweep  from  off  the  gilded  lawn 
The  aerial  shadows ;  on  the  curling  brook. 
And  on  the  shady  margin's  quivering  leaves 
With  quickest  lustre  glancing ;  (Whilc  you  view 
The  prospect,  say,  within  your  cheerful  breast 
Plays  not  the  lively  sense  of  winning  mirth 
Whh  clouds  and  sunshine  chequer'd,  while  the  round 
Of  social  converse,  to  the  inspiring  tongue 
Of  some  gay  nymph  amid  her  subject  train. 
Moves  all  obsequious?  Whence  is  this  effect, 
lliis  kindred  power  of  such  discoidxmt  things  ? 
Or  flows  their  semblance  from  that  mystic  tone 
To  which  the  new-born  mind's  harmonious  powers 
At  first  were  strung  ?  Or  rather  from  the  links 
Which  artful  custom  twines  around  her  frame  ? 

For  when  the  different  images  of  things. 
By  chance  combin'd,  have  struck  the  attentive  soul 
With  deeper  impulse,  or,  connected  long. 
Have  drawn  her  fVequcnt  eye ;  howe'er  distinct 
The  external  scenes,  yet  oft  the  ideas  gain 
Fraaoi  that  conjunction  an  eternal  tie. 
And  sympathy  unbroken.     Let  the  mind 
Recall  one  partner  of  the  various  league. 
Immediate,  lo !  the  firm  confederates  rise. 
And  each  his  former  station  straight  resumes : 
One  movement  governs  the  consenting  throng. 
And  all  at  once  with  rosy  pleasures  shine. 
Or  all  are  sadden'd  with  the  glooms  of  care. 
'T  was  thus,  if  ancient  Fame  the  truth  unfold, 

I  Two  faithful  needles,  from  the  informing  touch 
Of  the  same  parent-stone,  together  drew 
Its  mystic  virtue,  and  at  first  conspir'd 
With  fatal  impulse  quivering  to  the  Pole : 
Then,  though disjoin'd  by  kingdoms,  though  tlie  main 
Roll'd  its  broad  surge  betwixt,  and  different  stars 
Beheld  their  wakeful  motions,  yet  preserv'd 
The  former  friendship,  and  remembered  still 
The  alliance  of  theor  birth :  whate'er  the  Jine 
Which  once  possess'd,  nor  pause,  nor  quiet  knew 
The  sure  associate,  ere  with  trembling  speed 
He  found  its  path,  and  fiz'd  unerring  tbere. 
Such  is  the  secret  union,  when  we  feel 
A  song,  a  flower,  a  name,  at  once  restore 
Those  long-connected  scenes  where  first  th^  mov'd 
The  attention ;  backward  through  her  maay  walks 
Guiding  the  wanton  Fancy  to  her  scope. 
To  temples,  courts,  or  fields  ;  with  all  the  band 
Of  paintMl  forms,  of  passions  and  designs 
Attendant :  whence,  if  pleasing  in  itsdf, 
The  prospect  from  that  sweet  aocession  gaina 
Iledoubied  influence  o'er  the  listening  mind. 

By  these  mysterious  ties  the  busy  power 
Of  Memory  her  ideal  train  preserves 
Entire ;  or  when  they  would  elude  her  watch, 

I  Reclaims  their  fleeting  footsteps  from  the  waitt 
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Of  dark  oblivion ;  thus  ooUectiBg  aU 
Hie  various  farms  of  being  to  present, 
Before  the  curious  aim  of  mimic  Ait, 
Their  largest  choice :  like  springes  unfolded  blooms 
Exhaling  svreetness,  that  the  skilful  bee 
May  taste  at  will,  from  their  selected  spoils 
To  woHl  her  dulcet  food.     For  not  the  expanse 
Of  living  lakes  in  summer's  noontide  calm. 
Reflects  the  bordering  shade,  and  sun-bright  heavens, 
With  fSurer  semblance ;  not  the  sculptur*d  gold 
More  faithful  keeps  the  graver's  lively  trace, 
Than  h«^  whose  birth  the  sister  powers  of  Art 
Pttipitious  view'd,  and  from  his  genial  star 
Slied  influence  to  the  seeds  of  fiuicy  kind ; 
Than  his  attemper'd  bosom  must  preserve 
The  seal  of  Nature.     There  alone  unchang'd. 
Her  form  remains.     The  balmy  walks  of  May 
There  breathe  perennial  sweets :  the  trembling  chord 
Uesounds  for  ever  in  the  abstracted  ear, 
Melodious :  and  the  viigin's  radiant  eye, 
Superior  to  disease,  to  grief,  and  time. 
Shines  with  un'bating  lustre.   Thus  at  length 
Endow'd  with  all  that  Nature  can  bestow. 
The  child  of  Fancy  oft  in  silence  bends 
O'er  these  mixt  treasures  of  his  pregnant  breast, 
AVith  conscious  pride.     From  them  he  oft  resolves 
To  frame  he  knows  not  what  excelling  things ; 
And  win  he  knows  not  what  sublime  reward 
Of  praise  and  wonder.     By  degrees,  the  mind 
Feels  her  young  nerves  dili^  :  the  plastic  powerl 
Labour  for  action :  blind  emotions  heave 
His  bosom,  and  with  loveliest  frenxy  caught. 
From  Earth  to  Heaven  he  rolls  his  daring  eye. 
From  Heaven  to  Earth.    Anon  ten  thousand  sbspes. 
Like  spectres  trooping  to  the  wizard's  call. 
Flit  swift  before  him.     From  the  womb  of  Earth, 
From  Ocean's  bed  they  come ;  the  eternal  Heavens 
Disclose  their  splendours,  and  the  dark  Abjrss 
Pours  out  her  births  unknown.     With  fixed  gaae 
He  marks  the  rising  phantoms.     Now  compares 
Their  difllerent  forms ;  now  blends  them,  now  di- 
vides, 
Enlarges,  and  extenuates  by  turns ; 
Opposes,  ranges  in  fantastic  bands. 
And  infinitely  varies.     Hither  now, 
jNow  thither  fluctuates  his  inconstant  aim. 
With  endless  choice  perplex'd.    At  length  his  plan 
Begins  to  open.     Lucid  order  dawns ; 
And  as  from  Chaos  old  the  jarring  seeds 
Of  Nature  at  the  voice  dirine  repair'd 
Each  to  its  place,  till  rosy  Earth  unveil'd 
Her  fragrant  bosom,  and  the  joyful  Sun 
Sprung  up  the  blue  serene ;  by  swift  degrMs 
Tlnis  disentangled,  his  entire  design 
Emerges.     Colours  mingle,  features  join ; 
And  lines  converge :  the  fidnter  parts  retire  ; 
The  fairer  eminent  in  light  advance ; 
And  every  image  on  its  neighbour  smiles. 
Awhile  he  stands,  and  with  a  fiftther's  joy 
Contemplates.     Hien  with  IVometh^an  ar^ 
Into  its  proper  vehicle  he  breathes 
The  fiur  conception ;  which,  embodied  tliii% 
And  permanent,  becomes  to  eyes  or  ears 
An  abject  ascertain'd:  while  thus  infonn'dt 
Tlie  various  organsof  his  mfiwic  skJll, 
Hie  consonance^  sounds,  the  ftatur'd  rock, 
Tlie  shadowy  picture  and  impassion'd  verse. 
Beyond  their  proper  powers  attract  the  soul 
By  that  expreaiive  semblance,  while  in  sight 
Of  Nature's  ^reat  original  we  scan 
The  lively  child  of  Art;  while  line  by  liu 


And  fieature  after  feature  we  reler 

To  that  sublime  exemplar  whence  it  stole 

Hiose  animating  charms.     Thus  besom's 

Betwixt  them  wavering  fasngs :  applandiiig  lofe 

Doubts  where  to  choose;  and  moitBl 

To  tempt  creative  praise.     As  when  a  doad 

Of  gathering  hsil,  with  limpid  crusts  of  iee 

Enclos'd  and  obvious  to  the  besming  Son, 

Collects  his  large  efiulgence ;  straigfat  the  ~ 

With  equal  flames  preKnt  on  eitixr  hand 

Tlic  radiant  visage :   Persia  stands  at 

Appall'd ;  and  on  the  brink  of  Ganges 

Hie  snowy-vested  seer,  in  Midva's 

To  which  the  fragrance  of  the  soudi  shall 

To  which  his  waibled  oriscms  ascend. 

Sudi  various  bliss  die  well-tun'd  heart  090^ 
Favour'd  of  Heaven !  while,  plung'd  in !      ~  ~ 
The  unfeeling  vulgar  mocks  the  boon  divine: 
And  harsh  Austerity,  from  whose  idMike 
Young  Love  and  smiling  Wonder  shrink 
Abash'd,  and  chill  of  hnrt,  with  sager 
Condemns  the  fiur  enchantment.     On  my 
Perhaps  even  now,  some  cold  frstidioos  judge 
Casts  a  disdainful  eye;  and  calls  my  toil* 
And  calls  the  love  and  beauty  wfaidi  I  smg. 
The  dream  of  folly.     Thou,  grave  cenaor !  ssj. 
Is  Beauty  then  a  dream,  because  the  gkxans 
Of  dulness  hang  too  heavy  on  thy  sense, 
To  let  her  shine  upon  thee  ?  So  the  man 
Whose  eye  ne'er  open'd  on  the  light  of  Heaven, 
Might  smile  with  scorn  while  raptur'd  vision  tails 
Of  the  gay-colour'd  radiance  flushing  bright 
O'er  ail  creation.     From  the  wise  be  far 
Such  gross  unhallow'd  pride ;  nor  needs  mj  song 
Descend  so  low ;  but  rather  now  unfold. 
If  human  thought  could  reach,  or  words  "«ft*M^ 
By  what  mysterious  fabric  of  the  nund. 
The  deep-felt  joys  and  harmony  of  sound 
Re^It  from  airy  motion ;  and  from  shape 
The  lovely  pliantoms  of  sublime  and  fair. 
By  what  fine  tics  hath  God  connected  thing;s 
When  present  in  the  mind,  wliidi  in  theoiaeli 
Have  no  connection  ?  Sure  the  rising  Sun 
O'er  the  cerulean  con%'ex  o^  the  sea. 
With  equal  brightness  and  with  equal 
Might  roll  his  fiery  orb ;  nor  yet  the  soul 
Thus  feel  her  frame  expanded,  and  her  powers 
Exulting  in  the  ^lendour  she  bdiolda ; 
Like  a  young  conqueror  moving  through  die 
Of  some  triumphal  day.     When  join'd  at 
Soft  muimuring  streams  and  gales  of  gentkatl 
Melodious  Philomela's  wakeful  strain 
Attemper,  could  not  man's  discerning  car 
Through  all  its  tones  the  sympatirf  pursue ; 
Nor  yet  this  breath  divine  of  nameless  joy 
Steal  through  his  veins,  and  fan  the  awakcn'd 
Mild  as  the  breese,  yet  rapturous  as  the  song. 

But  were  not  Nature  sdll  endow'd  at  large 
With  aU  which  life  requires,  though  unadomM 
With  such  enchantment :  wherefore  then  her 
So  exquisitely  fiur?  her  hreath  perftan'd 
With  such  ethereal  sweetness  ?  whence  ber 
Inform'd  at  will  to  nuse  or  to  depress 
The  impassion'd  soul  ?  and  whence  the  robes  of  Ught 
Which  dius  invest  her  with  more  lovely  pon^ 
Than  fiuicy  can  describe  ?  Whence  but  tram  tfae^ 
O  source  dirine  of  ev«r.^wing  low. 
And  thy  unmcasur'd  goodness?  Not  content 
With  every  food  of  life  to  nourish  man, 
~^~  kind  illusions  of  Uic  wondering  sense 
)u  mak'st  all  nature  beauty  to  liis  eye. 
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Or  music  to  his  csr :  well  pleas'd  he  scftns  | 

The  goodly  prospect ;  and  with  inward  smiles 
Trcoos  the  gay  ▼erdure  of  the  painted  plain ; 
Deholds  the  asure  canopy  of  Heaven, 
And  living  hunps  that  over-atch  his  head 
Vnth  more  than  regal  splendour ;  bends  his  ears 
To  the  full  choir  of  water,  air,  and  earth ; 
Nor  heeds  the  pleasing  errour  of  his  thought, 
Nor  doubts  the  painted  green  or  asure  ardi, 
Nor  questions  more  the  music's  mingling  sounds 
Than  space^  or  motion,  or  eternal  time ; 
So  sweet  he  fet^  their  influence  to  attract 
The  fixed  soul ;  to  brighten  the  dull  glooms 
Of  care,  and  make  the  destin'd  road  of  life 
Deligfatlul  to  his  feet     So  fables  tell, 
Tlie  adventurous  hero,  bound  on  hard  ezp1oita» 
Beholds  with  glad  surprise,  by  secret  spells 
Of  some  kind  sage,  the  patron  of  his  toils, 
A  visionary  paradise  disdos'd 
Amid  the  dubious  wild :  with  streams,  and  shades, 
And  airy  songs,  the  enchanted  landscape  smiles, 
Cheers  his  long  Isbours,  and  renews  his  fnune. 
What  then  is  taste,  but  these  internal  powers 
Active,  and  strong,  and  feelingly  alive 
To  each  fine  impulse  ?  a  discerning  sense 
Of  decent  and  sublime,  with  quick  disgust 
From  things  deform'd,  or  disanrang'd,  or  gross 
In  spedes?  This,  nor  gems,  nor  stores  of  gold, 
Nor  purple  state,  nor  culture  can  bestow ; 
But  God  al(Nie  when  first  his  active  hand 
Imprints  the  secret  bias  of  the  souL 
He,  mighty  parent !  wise  and  just  in  all. 
Free  as  the  vital  breese  or  light  of  Heaven, 
HeveaU  the  charms  of  Nature.     Ask  the  swain 
Who  journeys  homeward  from  a  summer  day's 
Lvong  labour,  why,  forgetful  of  his  toila 
And  due  repose,  he  loiters  to  behold 
The  sunsliine  gleaming  as  through  amber  clouds, 
O'er  all  the  western  sky ;  full  soon,  I  ween. 
His  rude  expression  and  untutor'd  airs. 
Beyond  the  power  of  language,  will  unfold 
The  form  of  beauty  smiling  at  his  heart,    [Heaven 
How  lovely!    how  commanding!      But   tliough 
In  every  breast  hath  sovrn  these  early  seeds 
Of  love  and  admiration,  yet  in  vain. 
Without  fiur  Culture's  kind  parental  aid, 
Without  enlivening  suns,  and  genial  showers, 
And  shelter  from  the  blast,  in  vain  we  hope 
Tlie  tender  plant  should  rear  its  blooming  head, 
<>r  yield  the  harvest  promis'd  in  its  spring. 
Nor  yet  will  every  soil  with  equal  stares 
Repay  the  tiller's  labour;  or  attend 
His  will,  (rfMequious,  whether  to  produce 
The  olive  or  the  laureL     Different  minds 
Incline  to  different  objects :  one  pursues 
The  vast  alone,  the  wonderful,  the  wild ; 
Another  sighs  for  harmony,  and  grace. 
And  gentlest  beauty.     Hence  when  Ughtning  fires 
The  arch  of  Heaven,  and  thunders  rock  the  grotmd, 
When  furious  whirlwinds  rend  the  howling  air. 
And  Ocean,  groaning  from  its  lowest  bed. 
Heaves  his  tempestuous  billows  to  the  sky ; 
Amid  ttie  mightf  uproar,  while  below 
The  nations  tremble,  Shakspeare  looks  abroad 
From  some  high  cliff,  superior,  and  enjoys 
The  elemental  war.     Hut  Waller  longs, 
All  on  the  margin  of  some  flowery  stream. 
To  spread  his  careless  limbs  amid  the  cool 
Of  plantane  shades,  and  to  the  listening  deer 
Tlie  talc  of  slighted  vows  and  love's  disdain 
Resound  sofV-warbling  all  tlie  live-long  day  : 


Consenting  Zephyr  sighs ;  the  weeping  riU 
Joins  in  his  plaint,  melodious ;  mute  tJie  groves ; 
And  hill  and  dale  with  all  their  echoes  mourn. 
Such  and  so  various  are  the  tastes  of  men.     [songs 
Oh!  blest  of  Heaven^   whom  not  the  languid 
Of  Luxury,  the  syren  !  not  the  bribes 
Of  sordid  Wealth,  nor  all  the  gaudy  ^wils 
Of  pageant  Honour,  can  seduce  to  leave 
lliose  ever-blooming  sweets,  which  from  the  atan 
Of  Nature  fair  Imagination  cuUs 
To  charm  the  enliven'd  soul !    What  though  not  all 
Of  mortal  offspring  can  attain  the  heights 
Of  envied  life ;  though  only  few  possess 
Patrician  treasures  or  inqierial  state ; 
Yet  Nature's  care,  to  all  her  children  just. 
With  richer  treasures  and  an  ampler  state. 
Endows  at  large  whatever  happy  man 
Will  deign  to  use  them.     Hu  the  dty'a  pomp^ 
The  rural  honours  his.     Whate'er  adorns 
The  princely  dome,  the  column  and  the  arch. 
The  breathing  marbles  and  tiie  sculptur'd  gold. 
Beyond  the  proud  possessor's  narrow  claim. 
His  tuneful  breast  enjoys.     For  him,  the  ^ring 
Distils  her  dews,  and  fitmi  the  silken  gem 
Its  lucid  leaves  unfolds :  for  him,  the  hand 
( )f  Autumn  tinges  every  fertile  branch 
With  blooming  gold,  and  blushes  like  the  mom. 
Each  passing  hour  sheds  tribute  finom  her  wings; 
And  still  new  beauties  meet  liis  lonely  walk. 
And  loves  unfelt  attract  him.     Not  a  breese 
Flies  o'er  the  meadow,  not  a  cloud  imbibes 
'llie  setting  Sun's  effulgence,  not  a  strain 
From  all  the  tenants  of  the  warbling  shade 
Ascends,  but  whence  his  bosom  can  partake 
Fresh  pleasure,  unreprov*d.     Nor  tlwnoe  partakes 
Fresli  pleasure  only  :  for  the  attentive  mind. 
By  this  harmonious  action  on  her  powers, 
Becomes  herself  harmonious :  wont  so  oft 
In  outward  things  to  meditate  the  charm 
Of  sacred  order,  soon  she  seeks  at  home 
To  find  a  kindred  order,  to  exert 
Within  herself  this  elegance  of  love. 
This  fair  inspir'd  delight :  her  temper*d  powers 
Re  line  at  length,  and  every  passion  wears 
A  chaster,  milder,  more  attractive  mien. 
But  if  to  ampler  prospects,  if  to  gaae 
On  Nature's  form,  where,  negligent  of  all 
These  lesser  graces,  she  sssumes  the  port 
Of  that  eternal  majesty  that  weigh *d 
The  world's  foundations,  if  to  these  the  mind 
Exalts  her  daring  eye  ;  then  mightier  fer 
Will  be  the  diange,  and  nobler.     Would  the  Ibmii 
Of  servile  custom  cramp  her  generouf  powers  ? 
Would  sordid  policies,  the  barbarous  growth  ^ 
Of  ignorance  and  rapine,  bow  her  down 
To  tame  pursuits,  to  indolence  and  fear  ? 
Lo !  she  appeals  to  Nature,  to  the  winds 
And  rolling  waves,  the  Sun's  unwearied  coutm^ 
'1  he  elements  and  seasons :  all  declare 
For  what  the  eternal  Maker  has  ordain'd 
The  powers  of  man :  we  feel  within  ourselves 
His  energy  divine :  he  tells  the  heart, 
He  meant,  he  made  us  to  behoH  and  love 
What  he  beholds  and  loves,  the  general  orb 
Of  life  and  being ;  to  be  great  hkc  him. 
Beneficent  and  active.     Thus  the  men 
Whom  Nature's  works  can  cliarm,  with  God  himself 
Hold  converse  ;  grow  familiar,  day  by  day. 
With  his  conceptions,  act  upon  his  plan  ; 
And  form  to  his,  the  relish  of  tlicir  svuU. 
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HONOURABLE   FEANCIS  EA&L  OF 
HUMTIKGDOX. 


I. 

Thi  wise  and  great  of  every  clime, 
Thiough  all  the  spacious  walks  of  Time, 
Where'er  the  Muse  her  power  display*d. 
With  joy  have  Usten'd  and  obeyed. 
For,  taught  of  Heaven,  the  sacred  Nine 
Persiiasive  numbers,  forms  divine. 

To  mortal  sense  impart ; 
They  best  the  soul  with  glory  fire ; 
They  noblest  counsels,  boldest  deeds  inspire ; 
And  high  o'er  Fortune's  rage  enthrone  the  fixed 
heart 

Nor  less  prevailing  is  their  charm 

The  venfpeAil  bosom  to  disarm ; 

To  melt  the  proud  with  haman  woe. 

And  prompt  unwilling  tears  to  flow. 

Can  wealth  a  power  like  this  afford? 

Can  Cromwell's  arts,  or  Marlborough's  sword. 

An  equal  empire  claim  ? 
No,  Hastings,     lliou  my  words  will  own : 
Thy  breast  the  gifts  of  every  Muse  hath  known ; 
Nor  shall  the  giver's  love  disgrace  thy  noble  name; 

Tlie  Muse's  aweful  art. 
And  the  blest  function  of  the  poet's  tongue. 
Ne'er  shalt  thou  blush  to  honour;  to  assert 
From  all  that  scorned  Vice  or  slavish  Fear  hatli 
sung. 
Nor  shall  the  blandishment  of  Tuscan  strings 

Warbling  at  will  in  Pleasure's  myrtle  bower ; 
Nor  shall  the  servile  notes  to  Celtic  kings 
By  flattering  minstrels  paid  in  evil  hour, 
Move  thee  to  spurn  the  heavenly  Muse's  reign. 
A  different  strain. 
And  other  themes, 
From  her  prophetic  shades  and  hallow'd  streams, 
(Thou  well  canst  witness)  meet  the  purged  ear : 
Such,  as  when  Greece  to  her  immortal  shell 
Rejoicing  listen'd,  godlike  sounds  to  hear ; 

To  hear  the  sweet  instructress  tell 
(While  men  and  heroes  throng'd  around) 
How  life  its  noblest  use  may  find, 
How  well  for  freedom  be  resign'd ; 
And  how,  by  Glory,  Virtue  shall  be  crown'd. 

11. 

Such  was  the  Chian  fiuher's  strain 
To  many  a  kind  domestic  train. 
Whose  pious  hearth  and  genial  bowl 
Had  chcer'd  the  reverend  pilgrim's  soul : 
When,  every  hospitable  rite 
With  equal  bounty  to  requite, 

He  struck  his  magic  strings ; 
And  pour'd  spontaneous  numbers  forth, 
And  seiz'd  tlieir  ears  with  tales  of  ancient  worth, 
And  fiU'd  their  musing  hearts  with  vast  heroic  things. 

Now  oft,  where  happy  spirits  dwell, 
Where  yet  he  tunes  his  charming  shell, 
Oft  near  him,  witli  applauding  hands, 
The  Genius  of  his  country  stands* 


To  litfcnliig  goda  he  makei 
That  man  dhrine^  by  vrbom 

The  seeds  of  Grecian  finne 

Who  first  the  race  with  fieedoni 

F^xim  whom  Lycurgus  Sparta's 

From  whom  Plataean  palms  and 

came. 

O  noblest,  happiest  tmt  I 
When  Aristidea nil'd, anda 


fir*d; 


When  all  the  generoua  fruits  of  H 
Bzulting  Pindar  saw  to  lull  perfection  htouff$L 
O  Pindar,  oft  shalt  thou  be  hail'd  of  me  : 

Not  that  ApoUo  led  tbee  from  hb  shrine  ; 
Not  that  thy  lips  drank  awectnesa  horn  the  bee; 
Nor  yet  that,  studious  of  thy 
Pui  danc'd  their  measure  vrith  the  tji 
But  that  thy  song 
Was  proud  to  unfold 
What  thy  base  rulers  trembled  to  behold  ; 
Amid  corrupted  Thebes  was  proud  to  tdl 
The  deeds  of  Athens  and  the  Persiaii 
Hence  on  thy  head  their  impious 
But  thou,  O  iaithliil  to  thy  finne, 
The  Muse's  Uw  didst  rightly  know  ; 
That  who  would  animate  hb  lays. 
And  other  minds  to  virtue  raises 
Must  feel  hia  own  with  all  her  spbit  ^bw. 


III. 


Are  there,  approv'd  of  later  times, 
Whose  verse  adom'd  a  tynnt's  * 
Who  saw  majestic  Rome  betray'd. 
And  lent  the  imperial  ruffian  aid  ? 
Alas !  not  one  polluted  bard. 
No,  not  the  strains  that  Mindus  heard. 

Or  Tibur's  hills  reply'd. 
Dare  to  the  Muse's  ear  aspire ; 
Save  that,  instructed  by  the  Grecian  lyre. 
With  Freedom's  ancient  notes  their  sfaamelbl  Us' 

they  hide. 

Mark,  how  the  dread  Pantheon  stands. 
Amid  the  domes  of  modem  hands : 
Amid  the  toys  of  idle  state. 
How  simply,  liow  severely  great ! 
Then  turn,  and,  while  each  western  dime 
Presents  her  tuneful  sons  to  Time, 

So  mark  thou  Milton's  name  ; 
And  add^  "  Thus  differs  from  the  throng 
The  spirit  which  inform'd  thy  aweful  aon^ 
Which  bade  thy  potent  voice  protect  thy  country*] 
fame." 

Yet  hence  barbaric  Zeal 
His  memory  with  unholy  rage  pursues ; 
While  from  these  arduous  cares  of  public  weal 
*  She  bids  each  bard  begone,  and  rest  him  with  tm 
Muse.0 
O  fool !  to  think  the  man,  whose  ample  mhad 
Must  grasp  at  all  that  yonder  stars  survey ; 
Must  join  the  noblest  forms  c^  every  kind. 
The  world's  roost  perfect  image  to  display. 
Can  e'er  his  country's  majesty  behold, 
UnmovM  or  cold ! 
O  fool !  to  deem 
Tliat  he,  whose  thought  must  visit  every 

*  Octavianus  Caesar. 
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VThose  lieait  must  every  atrong  emodoii  luio# 
Iiupir'd'by  Nature,  or  by  Fortune  taucht; 
That  he,  if  haply  some  presumptuous  K>e, 
With  false  ignoble  science  fraught, 
Shall  apum  at  FVeedom's  faithful  band ; 
That  he  their  dear  defence  will  shuni 
Or  bide  their  glories  iVom  the!  Sun, 
Or  deal  their  vengeance  with  a  wooian't  huid ! 

IV. 

I  cara  not  that  in  Amo'a  plain, 
Or  on  thesportiTi  banks  of  Sdnc^ 
From  public  themes  the  Muse's  quire 
Content  with  polish*d  ease  retire; 
IVbere  priests  the  studious  heed  cooBmaii^ 
Where  tyrants  bow  the  warlike  hand 

To  Tile  Ambition's  aim, 
Say,  what  can  public  themes  afibrd« 
Sare  venal  honours  to  an  hateful  lord,     [Fame? 
Reserv*d  for  angry  Heaven,  and  scom*d  of  honest 

But  here^  where  Freedom's  equal  throne 
To  all  her  valiant  sons  is  known ; 
Where  all  are  conscious  of  her  ceres, 
And  each  the  power,  that  rules  him,  shares ; 
Here  let  the  Bard,  whoee  dastard  tongue 
Leaves  public  arguments  unsung, 

Bid  public  preise  farewell : 
Let  him  to  fitter  climes  remove. 
Far  from  the  hero's  ^d  the  patriot's  love. 
And  lull  mysterious  monks  to  slumber  in  their  cdL 

O  Hastings,  not  to  all 
Can  ruling  Heaven  the  same  endowments  lend : 
Yet  still  doth  Nature  to  her  ofipring  call, 
Ttet  to  one  generel  weal  their   different  powers 
they  bend, 
Unenvious.     Tlius  alone^  though  streins  divine 
Inform  the  bosom  of  the  Muae's  son ; 
Though  with  new  honours  the  patrician's  line 
Advance  from  age  to  age ;  yet  thus  alone 
Diey  win  the  suffrege  of  impartial  Fame. 
The  poet's  name 
He  best  shall  prove, 
Whose  lays  the  soul  with  noblest  passions  move. 
But  thee,  O  progeny  of  heroes  old. 
Thee  to  severer  toiU  tiiy  fate  requires : 
The  fhle  which  form'd  thee  in  a  chosen  mould, 
The  grateful  country  of  thy  sires, 
Thee  to  sublimer  p^hs  demand ; 
Sublimer  than  thy  sires  could  trace, 
Or  thy  own  Edvnud  teach  his  race, 
Tlwiigh  Gaul's  proud  genius  sank  beneath  liis  hand. 

V. 

From  rich  domains  and  subject  farms, 
They  led  die  rustic  youth  to  arms ; 
And  kings  their  stem  achievements  fear*d ; 
While  private  Strife  their  banners  rear'd. 
But  loftier  scenes  to  thee  are  shown. 
Where  Empire's  wide-establish'd  throne 
No  private  master  fills : 
Where,  long  foretold,  the  people  reigns : 
Where  each  a  vaosal's  humble  heart  disdains ; 
And  judgeth  what  he  sees ;  and,  as  he  judgeth,  wills. 

Here  be  it  thine  to  calm  and  guide 
The  swelling  democratic  tide ; 


To  watch  die  state's  uncertain  fnune^ 
And  balHc  Faction's  partial  aim : 
But  chiefly,  with  detmnin'd  seal, 
To  quell  that  servile  band,  who  kneel 

To  Freedom's  banisli'd  foes ; 
TluU  monster,  which  is  daily  found 
Expert  and  bold  thy  country's  peace  to  wound ; 
Yet  dreads  to  handle  anns»  nor  manly  eoiinael  hiuwi, 

'T  is  hi^iest  Heaven's  command. 
That  guilty  aims  should  sordid  paths  pursue ; 
That  what  enanarei  tba  ban  «bCNiM  tnaim  the 
hand, 
And  Virtue's  worthless  foes  be  ftlse  to  Glory  toa 
But  look  on  Freedom.     See^  through  every  age, 
What  labours,  perils,  grieft,  hath  she  disdain'd  ! 
What  arms,  what  regal  pride^  what  priestly  rtge. 
Have  her  dread  ofikpriag  oonquer'd  or  eustaia'd ! 
Per  Albion  vreU  have  oonquer'd.     Letthestnsins 
Of  happy  swains^ 

Whidi  now  resound  [bound, 

Where  Scsrsdale's  cliffs  the   swelling  pastures 
Bear  witness.     There,  ofl  let  the  farmer  hail 
The  sacred  orchard  which  imbowers  his  gaCe^ 
And  show  to  strengers  passing  down  the  vale. 
Where  Ca'ndish,  Booth,  and  Osborne  sate  ( 
When,  bursting  from  their  country's  chain. 
Even  in  the  midst  of  deadly  harms, 
Of  papal  snares  and  lawless  arms, 
They  plann'd  for  Fkvedom  tliis  her  noblot  ntgn* 

VI. 

Tins  reign,  these  laws,  this  public  care. 
Which  Nassau  gave  us  all  to  share, 
Had  ne'er  adom'd  the  English  namei 
Could  Fear  have  silenc'd  FVeedom's  dais. 
But  Fear  in  vain  attempts  to  bind 
Those  lofty  eflfbrts  of  die  mind 

Which  social  Good  inspires ; 
Where  men,  for  this,  assault  a  tlvone. 
Each  adds  the  common  welfare  to  his  own ; 
And  each  unconquer'd  heart  the  strengdi  of  all  a^ 

quires. 

Say,  was  it  thus,  vrhen  late  we  view'd 
Our  fields  in  civil  blood  imbrued  ? 
When  Fortune  crown'd  the  barbarous  boet| 
And  half  the  astonish'd  isle  was  lost? 
Did  one  of  idl  that  ^^aunting  train, 
Wlio  dare  affront  a  peaceful  reign. 

Durst  one  in  arms  appear  ? 
Durst  one  in  counsels  pledge  his  lifie  ? 
Stake  his  luxurious  fortunes  in  the 
Or  lend  his  boasted  name  his  vagrant 

cheer? 

Yet,  Hastingi,  these  are  they 
Who  challenge  to  themselves  thy  country's  lova ; 
The  true  ;  the  constant :  who  alone  can  weigh. 
What  Glory  should  demand,  or  Liberty  approve ! 
But  let  their  works  decbtfe  them.  Thy  free  powers^ 
The  generous  powers  of  thy  prevailing  mind, 
Not  for  the  tasks  of  their  confederate  hours. 
Lewd  brawls  and  lurking  slander,  were  de«gn'd. 
Be  thou  thy  own  approver.     Honest  praisa 
Oft  nobly  sways 
Ingenuous  youdi : 
But,  souf^t  flrom  cowards  and  the  lyiag  OMNrtl^ 
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Praise  is  reproach.     Eternal  God  dooe 
For  mortals  fixeth  that  sublime  award. 
He,  from  the  fiutliful  records  of  his  tfarooe^ 

Bids  the  historian  and  the  bard 

IXspoae  of  honour  and  of  soom ; 

Discern  the  patriot  finom  the  slave ; 

And  write  the  good,  the  wise,  the  biivc 
For  lasaons  tt^tfae  multitude  unborn. 


HTMN  TO  THE  NAIAD& 

174& 

jlrgumemL 

The  nymphs,  who  preside  over  springs  and  rivulets, 
are  addressed  at  day-break,  in'  honour  of  their 
several  fuhctions,  and  of  the  relations  which  they 
bear  to  the  natural  and  to  the  moral  worid.  Tlieir 
origin  is  deduced  from  the  first  allegorical  deities, 
or  powers  of  Nature ;  according  to  the  doctrine  of 
the  old  mythological  poets,  concerning  the  gener- 
ation of  the  gods  and  the  rise  of  things.  They 
are  then  successivdy  considered,  as  giving  motion 
to  the  air  and  exciting  summer-breeies ;  as  nou- 
rishing and  beautifying  the  vegetable  creation ;  as 
contributing  to  the  fullness  of  navigable  rivers, 
and  consequently  to  the  maintenance  of  com- 
merce ;  and  by  that  means,  to  the  maritime  part 
c^  military  power.  Next  is  represented  their  fa- 
vourable influence  upon  health,  when  assisted  by 
rural  exercise :  whic^  introduces  their  connection 
vrith  the  art  of  physic,  and  the  hvppj  eflects  of 
mineral  medicinal  springs.  Lastly,  Uiey  are  ce- 
lebrated for  the  friendship  which  the  Muses  bear 
them,  and  for  the  true  inspiration  whidi  temper- 
ance only  can  receive  :  in  opposition  to  tiie  en- 
thusiasm cf  the  more  licentious  poets. 

0*xa  yonder  eastern  hill  the  twilight  pale 
Walks  forth  from  darkness ;  aftd  the  god  of  day. 
With  bright  Astyani  seated  by  his  side. 
Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean.     Tarry,  Nymphs, 
Ye  Nymphs,  ye  blue-ey*d  progeny  of  Thames, 
Who  now  the  ftiaxes  of  this  rugged  heath 
Thrace  with  your  fleeting  steps ;  who  all  night  long 
Repeat,  amid  the  cool  and  tranquil  air. 
Your  lonely  murmurs,  tarry :  and  receive 
My  offer'd  lay.     To  pay  you  homage  due, 
I  leave  the  gates  of  Sleep ;  nor  shall  my  lyre 
Too  fiu*  into  the  splendid  hours  of  mom 
£ng*g®  your  audience :  my  observant  hand 
Shall  doae  the  strain  ere  any  sultry  beam 
Appraadi  you.     To  your  subterranean  haunts 
Te  then  may  tfanely  steal ;  to  pace  with  care 
The  humid  sands ;  to  looaen  from  the  soil 
The  bubbling  sources;  to  direct  the  rills 
To  meet  in  wider  channels ;  or  beneath 
Some  grotto's  dripping  ardi,  at  height  of  noon 
To  slumber,  shelter*d  from  the  burning  heaveik 

Where  shall  my  song  begin,  ye  Nymphs?  or  end? 
Wide  is  your  praise  and  copious  —  First  of  things. 
First  of  Uie  lonely  powers,  ere  Time  arose, 
Were  Love  and  Chaos.     Love  the  sire  of  Fate ; 
Elder  than  Chaos.     Bom  of  Fate  was  Time, 
Who  many  sons  and  many  comely  births 
Devour'd,  relentless  fiither :  till  the  child 
Of  Bhea  drove  him  from  the  upper  sky, 
And  qoflU'd  htt  daadly  might.     Then  social  reign*d 
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The  kindred  powers,  Tetfayi,  and  reverend  Op% 
And  spotless  Vesta;  while  supseme  oTswsy 
Remain*d  the  doud-compeller.     From  the 
Of  Tethys  sprang  tiie  aedgy-ciowned  race. 
Who  from  a  diousand  urns,  o'er  ev 
Send  tribute  to  their  parent :  and  from 
Are  ye,  O  Naiads :  Aretfauaa  fiHr, 
And  tuneful  Aganippe ;  that  sweet 
Bandusia ;  that  soft  family  which  dvrelt 
With  Sjyiian  Di^ihne;  and  the  hoDoar*d 
Belov'd  of  F«on.     Listen  to  my  strain, 
Daugliten  of  Tethys :  listen  to  your 

You,  Nymphs,  dievringed  offspring 
i  Aurora  to  divine  Astneiis  bore. 
Owns ;  and  your  aid  bcseccheth.     When 
Of  Hyperion,  from  bis  noontide  throne^ 
Unbends  their  languid  pinions,  aid  from 
Tliey  ask :   Favonius  and  the  mild  South- 
From  you  relief  implore.     Your  sallying 
Fresh  vigour  to  tfaeur  vreary  wings  impart. 
Again  tl^  fly,  di^iorting ;  from  the  mead 
Half  ripen'd  and  the  tender  blades  of  com. 
To  sweep  the  noxious  mildew  •  or  diqiel 
Contagious  streams,  vrfaich  oft  the  psrdied  £anh 
Breathes  on  her  fainting  sons.     From  noon  to 
Along  die  riyer  and  the  paved  brook. 
Ascend  the  cheerful  breoes :  hail*d  of  bards 
Who,  fiut  by  learned  Cam,  die  iBoIian  lyre 
Solicit ;  nor  unwelcome  to  the  youth 
Who  on  the  heights  of  Tibur,  all  indin'd 
O'er  mshingAmo,  vddi  a  pious  hand 
The  reverend  scene  delineates,  broken 
Or  tombs,  or  piUar'd  aqueducts,  the  pomp 
Of  ancient  Thne ;  and  haply,  while  he 
Tlie  ruins,  vrith  a  silent  tear  revolves 
The  fame  and  fortune  of  imperious  Home. 

You  too^  O  Nymphs,  and  your  unenvioas 
The  rural  powers  confess  ;  and  still  prepare 
For  you  their  choicest  treasures.     Bsn 
Oft  as  the  Delian  king  vrith  Sinus  bcMs 
The  central  heavens,  tibe  &tlier  of  the  grove 
Commands  his  Dryads  over  your  abodes 
To  spread  their  deepest  umbrage.     Well  the  god 
Ren»embereth  how  indulgent  ye  supplied 
Your  genial  dews  to  nurse  than  in  their  prime. 

Pales,  the  pasture's  queen,  vriiere'er  ye  straj. 
Pursues  your  steps,  delighted;  and  the  path 
With  living  verdure  dodbes.     Around  your  faaonts 
Hie  laughing  Chloris,  vrith  prtjfusest  hand, 
Throvrs  wide  her  blooms,  her  odours.     Still  with 
Pomona  seeks  to  dwell :  and  o'er  the  lavms. 
And  o'er  the  vale  of  Richmond,  where  vridi 
Ye  love  to  wander,  Amalthea  pours 
Well-pleasM  the  wealth  of  that  Ammooian  horn. 
Her  dower ;  unmindful  of  the  fragrant  isles 
Nyssean  or  Atlantic     Nor  canst  thou, 
(Albeit  oft,  ungratefiil,  thou  dost  mock 
The  beverage  of  the  sober  Naiad's  urn, 
O  Bromius,  O  Lensan)  nor  canst  thou 
Disown  the  povrers  whose  bounty,  ill  repaid^ 
With  nectar  feeds  thy  tendrils.     Yet  firoin  me. 
Yet,  blameless  Nymphs,  from  m/  delighted  lyr^ 
Accept  the  rites  your  bounty  well  may  claim. 
Nor  heed  the  scoffings  of  the  Edonion  band. 
For  better  praise  awaits  you.     Tlianies,  your  aire. 
As  down  the  verdant  slope  your  duteous  rills 
Descend,  the  tribute  stately  Thames  recdves, 
Delighted ;  and  your  piety  appiauds ; 
^  ^ J  u:j-  u:-  -^wjioQs  eide  roll  on  secure, 

'^  dau^iter» ;  and  with  words 
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Laspidous  gntuktet  the  birk  which,  now 
lis  banks  fi>rsakiiig,  her  adventurous  wings 
fields  to  the  breeie,  with  Albion*s  happy  gifts 
Sztremest  isles  to  bless.     And  oft  at  mom, 
Vhen  Hermes*  finom  Olympus  bent  p'er  Earth 
!*o  bear  the  words  of  Jore,  on  yonder  bill 
ttoops  lightly  sailing ;  oft  intent  your  springs 
le  views :  tad  waving  o'er  some  new-bom  stream 
lis  blest  pacific  wand,  *<  And  yet,**  he  cries, 

Yet,**  cries  the  son  of  Maia,  *<  though  recluse 
knd  silent  be  your  stores,  from  you,  fair  Nymphs, 
lows  wealth  and  kind  society  to  men. 
ly  you,  my  function  and  my  honour*d  name 
io  I  possess ;  while  o*er  the  Boetic  vale, 
>r  through  the  towers  of  Memphis,  or  the  palms 
ly  sacred  Ganges  water'd,  I  conduct 
lie  English  merchant :  with  the  buxom  fleece 
If  fertile  Ariconium  while  I  clothe 
larmatian  kings ;  or  to  the  housdiold  gods 
If  Syria,  from  the  bleak  Comubian  shore, 
lispense  the  minersl  treasure  which  of  old 
idonian  pilots  sought,  when  this  &ir  land 
Vtts  yet  unconscious  of  those  generous  arts 
IThieh  wise  Phoenicia  from  their  native  clime 
'rmnsplanted  to  a  more  indulgent  Heaven.*' 

Sudi  are  the  words  of  Hermes :  such  the  praise, 
I  Naiads,  which  from  tongues  celestial  waits 
''our  bounteous  deeds.   From  bounty  issueth power: 
Lnd  those  who,  sedulous  in  prudent  worics, 
lelieve  the  wants  of  nature,  Jove  repays 
Vith  noble  wealth,  and  his  own  seat  on  Earth, 
*it  judgments  to  pronounce,  and  cuib  the  might 
>f  wicked  men.     Your  kind  unfailing  urns 
iot  vainly  to  the  hospitable  arts 
H  Hermes  yield  their  store.     For,  O  ye  Nymphs, 
lath  he  not  won  the  unconquersble  queen 
>f  arms  to  court  your  frienoship  ?  You  she  owns 
rbe  fair  a^iodates  who  extend  her  sway 
Vide  o*er  the  mighty  deep ;  and  grateful  things 
>f  you  she  uttereth,  oft  aa  from  the  shore 
>f  Thames,  or  Medway's  vale,  or  the  green  banks 
>f  Vecta,  she  her  thundering  navy  leads 
To  Calpe's  foaming  channel,  or  the  rough 
llantabrian  suige ;  her  auspices  divine 
mparting  to  the  senate  and  the  prince 
>f  Albion,  to  dismay  barbaric  kings, 
Phe  Iberian,  or  the  Celt.     The  pride  of  kings 
VaA  ever  scom'd  by  Fallas :  and  of  old 
lejoic*d  the  virgin,  from  the  brazen  prow 
>f  Athens  o*er  JEgina*s  gloomy  surge. 
To  drive  her  douds  and  storms ;  o*erwhelming  all 
fhe  Persian's  promis*d  glory,  when  the  realms 
K  Indus  and  the  soft  Ionian  dime, 
Vben  Libya's  torrid  champain  and  the  rocks 
H  cold  Ixnaiis  join*d  their  iervile  bands, 
To  sweep  the  sons  of  Liberty  from  Earth, 
n  vain :  Minerva  on  the  bounding  prow 
)f  Athens  stood,  and  with  the  thunder*s  vdce 
)enouDc'd  her  terrours  on  their  impious  heads, 
ind  shook  her  burning  cgis.     Xerxes  saw : 
'"rom  Herad^um,  on  the  mountain's  height 
[liron*d  in  his  golden  car,  he  knew  the  sign 
>lestial ;  felt  unrighteous  hope  forsake 
lis  fiiultering  heart,  and  tum'd  his  face  with  shame. 

Hail,  ye  who  share  the  stem  Minerva's  power ; 
^ho  arm  the  hand  of  Liberty  for  war : 
\nd  give  to  the  renown'd  Britannic  name 
To  awe  contending  monarchs :  yet  benign, 
ITet  mild  of  nature ;  to  the  works  of  peace 
More  pfone,  and  l«iient  of  the  many  ills 


Which  wait  on  human  lifi*.     Your  gentle  aid 
Hygeia  well  can  witness ;  she  who  saves 
From  poisonous  cates  and  cups  of  pleasing  bane, 
The  wretch  devoted  to  the  entangling  snares 
Of  Bacchus  and  of  Comus.     Him  she  leads 
To  Cynthia*s  lonely  haunts.     To  spread  the  tai]% 
To  best  the  coverts,  with  the  jovial  horn 
At  dawn  of  day  to  summon  the  loud  iiounds, 
•She  calls  the  lingering  sluggard  from  his  dreams : 
And  where  his  breast  may  dnnk  the  mountain  breese. 
And  uriiere  the  fervour  of  the  sunny  vale 
May  beat  upon  his  brow,  through  devious  paths 
Bedcons  his  rapid  courser.     Nor  when  ease, 
Cool  ease  and  wdoome  slumbers  liave  becalm'd 
His  eager  bosom,  does  the  queen  of  hedth 
Her  pleasing  care  withhold.     His  decent  board 
She  guards,  presiding ;  and  the  fhigd  powers 
"^th  joy  sedate  leads  in :  and  while  the  brown 
Ennsean  dame  with  Pkn  presents  her  stores ; 
While  changing  still,  and  comely  in  the  chansei 
Vertumnus  and  the  Hours  before  him  spread 
The  garden*s  banquet;  you  to  crown  his  fbut. 
To  crown  his  feast,  O  Naiads,  you  the  fair 
Hygeia  cdls :  and  from  your  shelving  seats, 
And  groves  of  poplar,  plenteous  cups  ye  bring, 
To  slake  his  veins :  till  soon  a  purer  tide 
Flows  down  those  loaded  channels ;  washeth  off 
The  dr^  of  luxury,  the  lurking  seeds 
Of  crude  disease ;  and  through  the  abodes  of  life 
Sends  rigour,  sends  repose.     Hail,  Naiads :  hail. 
Who  give,  to  labour,  hea^h;  to  stooping  age. 
The  joys  which  youth  had  squander'd.     Oft  your 

urns 
Will  I  invoke ;  and,  fluent  in  your  prais^ 
Abash  the  fhtntic  Thyrsus  with  my  song. 

For  not  estraiig*d  from  your  benignant  arts 
Is  he,  the  god,  to  whose  mysterious  shrine 
My  youth  was  sacred,  and  my  votive  cares 
Belong ;  the  learned  Pseon.     Oft  when  all 
His  cordid  treasures  he  hath  8earch*d  in  vain ; 
When  herbs,  and  potent  trees,  and  drops  of  balm 
Bidi  with  the  gcnid  influence  of  the  ^n, 
(To  rouse  dark  Fancy  ftom  her  pldntive  dreams, 
To  brace  the  nerveless  arm,  with  food  to  win 
Sick  appetite,  or  hush  the  unquiet  breast 
Whidi  pines  with  silent  passion,)  he  in  vdn 
Hath  prov'd ;  to  your  deep  mansions  he  descend^ 
Your  gates  of  humid  rock,  your  dim  arcades. 
He  entereth ;  where  empurpled  vdns  of  ore 
Gleam  on  the  roof;  where  through  the  rigid  mine 
Your  trickling  rills  insinuate.     Tliere  die  god 
From  your  indulgent  hands  the  streaming  bowl 
Wafts  to  his  pde-ey'd  suppliants ;  wafb  the  seeds 
Metallic,  and  the  elemental  sdts  [soon 

Wash'd  from  the  pregnant  glebe.   They  drink :  and 
Flies  pdn ;  flies  inauspidous  care :  and  soon 
The  sodd  haunt  or  unfrequented  shade 
Hears  lo,  lo  Psan ;  as  of  old. 
When  Python  felL     And,  O  propitious  Nymphs^ 
Oft  as  for  helpless  mortals  I  implore 
Your  sdutary  springs,  through  every  ura 
Oh  shed  your  heding  treasures.     With  the  first 
And  finest  breath,  which  from  the  genid  strife 
Of  minerd  feraientation  springs  like  light 
O'er  the  fresh  morning's  vapours,  lustrate  then 
The  fountain,  and  inforai  the  rising  wavcw 

My  lyre  shdl  pay  your  bounty.     Scorn  not  ye 
That  humble  tribute.     Tliough  a  moitd  hand 
Exdte  tlie  strings  to  utterance,  yet  tor  themei 
Not  unregarded  of  odeitid  powers, 
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I  frame  their  language ;  and  the  Muses  deign 

To  guide  the  pious  tenour  of  my  lay. 

The  Muses  (sacred  by  their  gifts  divine) 

In  early  days  did  to  my  wondering  sense 

Their  secrets  oft  reveal :  oft  my  rais*d  ear 

In  slumber  felt  their  music :  oft  at  noon. 

Or  hour  of  sunset,  by  some  lonely  stream. 

In  field  or  shady  grove,  they  taught  me  words 

Of  power,  from  death  and  envy  to  preserve 

The  good  man's  name.     Whence  yet  with  gratelul 

mind. 
And  ofierings  unprofim'd  by  ruder  eyc^ 
My  vows  I  send,  my  homage,  to  the  seats 
Of  rocky  Cirrha,  where  with  you  they  dwell : 
Where  you  their  chaste  companions  ^bef  admit 
Through  all  the  hallow'd  scene :  where  oft  intent. 
And  leaning  o*er  Castalia's  mossy  verge, 
They  mark  the  cadence  of  your  confluent  urns, 
How  tuneful,  yielding  gretefullest  repose 
To  their  consorted  measure :  till  again. 
With  emulation  all  the  sounding  choir. 
And  bright  Apollo,  leader  of  the  song. 
Their  voices  throu^  the  liquid  air  exalt. 
And  sweep  their  lofty  strings :  those  powerful  strings 
lliat  charm  the  mind  of  gods :  that  fill  the  courts 
Of  wide  Olympus  with  oblivion  sweet 
Of  evils  with  immortal  rest  from  cares : 
Assuage  the  terrours  of  the  throne  of  Jove ; 
And  quench  the  formidable  thunderbolt 
Of  unrelenting  fire.     With  slarken'd  wings. 
While  now  the  solemn  concert  breathes  around, 
Incumbent  o*er  the  sceptre  of  his  lord 
Sleeps  the  stem  eagle ;  by  the  number'd  notes, 
Possessed ;  and  satiate  with  the  melting  tone : 
Sovereign  of  buds.     The  fbrious  god  of  war, 
His  darts  forgetting,  and  the  winged  wheels 
lliat  bear  him  vengeful  o*er  the  embattled  plain. 
Relents,  and  soothes  hb  own  fierce  heart  to  ease, 
Most  welcome  ease.     The  sire  of  gods  and  men, 
In  that  great  moment  of  divine  delight, 
Ixioks  down  on  all  that  live ;  and  whatsoe'er 
He  loves  not,  o'er  the  peopled  earth,  and  o'er 
The  interminated  ocean,  he  beholds 
Curs'd  with  abhorrence  by  his  doom  severe. 
And  troubled  at  the  sound.     Ye  Naiads,  ye 
With  ravish'd  ears  the  melody  attend 
Worthy  of  sacred  sOence.     But  the  slaves 
Of  Bacchus  with  tempestuous  clamours  strive 
To  drown  the  heavenly  strains ;  of  highest  Jove 
Irreverent,  and  by  mad  presumption  fir'd 
Their  own  discordant  raptures  to  advance 
With  hostile  emulation.     Down  they  rush 
From  Nysa's  vine-empurpled  cliff,  the  dames 
Of  Thrace,  the  Satyrs,  and  the  unruly  Fauns, 
With  old  Silenus,  reeling  through  the  crowd 
Which  gambob  round  him,  in  convulsions  wild 
Tossing  their  limbs,  and  brandishing  in  air 
The  ivy-mantled  thyrsus,  or  the  torch 
Through  blacksmoke  flaming,  to  the  Phrygian  pipe's 
Shrill  voice,  and  to  the  clashing  cymbals,  mix'd 
With  shrieks  and  frantic  uproar.     May  the  gods 
From  every  unpolluted  ear  avert 
Their  orgies!  If  within  the  seals  flC  men. 
Within  the  vralls,  the  gates,  where  Pallas  holds 
The  guardian  key,  if  haply  there  be  found 
Who  loves  to  mmgle  with  the  revel-band 
And  bcarken  to  their  acoents ;  who  aspires 
From  such  inttructois  to  mform  his  breast 
With  verse ;  let  him,  fit  votarist,  uuplore 
Their  insptratiotu     He  perchance  the  gifts 


Of  young  LysoB,  and  the  dread 
May  sing  in  apteat  numbers :  be  tfw  fitte 
Of  sober  Ptatiieua,  he  the  Hphian  iitea» 
And  naked  Mars  with  CyAaea  chain'd. 
And  strong  Alddes  in  the  qpinater's  rdbtm. 
May  celebnte,  applauded.     But  widi  yon, 
O  Naiads,  fin-  from  that  unhaUow'd  rout. 
Must  dwell  the  man  whoe'er  to  praned 
Invokes  the  immortal  Muse,     llie  imosarta 
To  your  cafan  habitations,  to  the  cave 
Gorydan,  or  the  Delphic  mount,  wOl  gaaOm 
His  fooMepa ;  and  widi  your  unsullied 
His  lips  will  bathe:  whether  tiie  eternal 
Of  Themis,  or  the  majesty  of  Jovc^ 
To  mortals  he  reveal ;  or  teach  his  lyre 
The  unenvied  guerdon  of  the  patriot's  toil^ 
In  those  unfading  islands  of  die  Uess'd, 
Where  sacred  balds  abide.  Hail,  honour'd 
Thrice  hail.     For  you  the  CyrenaSc  dxU 
Behold,  I  toudi,  revering.     To  mj  soogs 
Be  presoit  ye  vrith  favourable  fe^ 
And  all  prdhner  audience  ftr 
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Foa  toik  wlwdi  patriots  have  endured. 
For  treason  quell'd  and  laws  accw'd. 
In  every  nation  Tbne  displays 
The  palm  of  honounble  pnte. 
Envy  may  rail ;  and  Faction  ficroa 
May  strive ;  but  what,  alas !  can  dMM 
(Though  bold,  yet  blind  and  sordid  fix*) 
To  gratitude  and  love  oppoae, 
To  fiuthfiil  story  and  persuasive  vena ! 

O  nurse  of  Fkreedom,  Albion,  sa^. 
Thou  tamer  of  despotic  sway, 
What  man,  among  thy  sons  around. 
Thus  heir  to  glory  hast  thou  found? 
What  page  in  all  thy  annab  brigb^ 
Hast  thou  vrith  purer  joy  survey'd 
Than  that  where  TVu^  by  Hoadly's  aid, 
Shines  through  Imposture's  solcma  sbade^ 
Through  kingly  and  through  aaoerdotal  ni^  ? 

To  fahn  die  Teacher  bleas'd. 
Who  sent  Religion,  from  the  pahny  field 
By  Jordan,  Uke  the  mom  to  cheer  die  wert. 
And  lifted  up  the  veil  which  Heaven  fiwn  Eanfc 
conceal'd. 
To  Hoadly  thus  his  mandate  be  addresR*d : 
«<  Go  diou,  and  rescue  my  dishonour'd  law 
Ftem  hands  npadoas,  and  fhim  tongues  impniv. 
Let  not  my  peaceful  name  be  made  a  Iwne 
Fell  Persecudon's  mortal  snares  b>  aid : 
Let  not  my  words  be  impious  chains  to  drew 
The  frerfiom  soul  in  more  than  brutal  awe. 
To  feidi  without  assent,  allegiance  nnrepaJd." 
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No  ooid  or  unpafonniiig  hand 
Win  aim'd  by  Heaven  with  this  commanA 
The  world  soon  ftlt  it :  and,  on  high. 
To  'William's  ear  with  wdoome  joy 
Did  Lodie  among  the  blest  unfold . 
The  rising  hope  of  Hoadly's  name, 
Godolphtn  then  confirm'd  die  fame ; 
And  Somen,  when  from  Earth  he  came, 
And  generous  Stanhope  the  &ir  sequel  told. 

Hien  drew  the  lawgirers  around, 
(Sires  of  the  Grecian  name  renown'd,) 
And  listening  ask*d,  and  wondering  knew. 
What  private  force  could  thus  subdue 
Hie  vulgar  and  the  great  combin*d ; 
Could  war  widi  sacred  Folly  wage ; 
Could  a  whole  nation  disengage 
From  the  dread  bonds  of  many  an  age. 
And  to  new  habits  mould  the  public  mind. 

For  not  a  conqueror's  sword« 
Nor  the  strong  powers  to  civil  founders  known. 
Were  his :  but  truth  by  fiuthful  search  explor'c^ 

And  social  sense,  like  seed,  in  genial  plenty  sown. 
Wherever  it  took  root,  the  soul  (restor'd 
To  freedom)  freedom  too  for  others  sought 
Not  monkish  craft,  the  tyrant's  claim  divine. 
Not  regal  zeal,  the  bigot^s  cruel  shrine. 
Could  longer  guard  from  reason's  warfare  sage ; 
Not  the  wild  rabble  to  sedition  wrought. 
Nor  synods  by  the  papal  genius  taught. 

Nor  St.  John's  spirit  loose,  nor  Atterfoui7*s  raga 
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But  where  shall  recompense  be  found? 
Or  how  sucli  arduous  merit  crown'd  ? 
For  look  on  life's  laborious  scene  ; 
What  rugged  spaces  lie  between 
Adventurous  Virtue's  early  toils 
And  her  triumphal  throne !  The  shade 
Of  Death,  meantime,  does  oft  invade 
Her  progress ;  nor,  to  us  display'd. 
Wears  the  bright  heroine  her  expected  spoils. 

Yet  bom  to  conquer  is  her  power : 
—  O  Hoadly,  if  that  fiivourite  hour 
On  Earth  arrive,  with  thankful  awe 
We  own  just  Heaven's  indulgent  law. 
And  proudly  thy  success  behold ; 
We  attend  thy  reverend  length  of  days 
With  benediction  and  with  praise. 
And  Imil  thee  in  our  public  ways 

like  some  great  spirit  fiun'd  in  ages  old- 
While  thus  our  vows  prolong 
Thy  steps  on  Earth,  and  when  by  us  rssagn'd 
Thou  join*st  thy  seniors,  that  heroic  throng 

Who  rescued  or  preserv'd  the  rights  of  human  kind» 
O !  not  unworthy  may  thy  Albion's  tongue 
Tliee  sdll,  her  friend  and  benefactor,  name : 
O !  never,  Hoadly,  in  thy  country's  eyes, 
May  impious  gold,  or  pleasure's  gaudy  priae^ 
Make  public  virtue,  public  freedom,  vile ; 
Nor  our  own  manners  tempt  us  to  disclaim 
That  heritage,  our  noblest  wealth  and  fame. 

Which  tliou  hast  kept  entire  from  force  and  fiictious 
guile. 


Go'l 


THOMAS  GRAY. 


X  HOMAs  Gray,  a  distinguished  poet,  was  the  son 
of  a  money-scrivener  in  London,  where  he  was 
bom.  in  1716.  He  received  his  education  at  Eton- 
sdiool,  whence  he  was  sent  to  the  university  of 
Cambridge,  and  entered  as  a  pensioner  at  St.  Pe. 
ter*s  College.  He  left  Cambridge  in  1738,  and 
occupied  a  set  of  chambers  in  tlie  Inner  Temple, 
for  the  purpose  oi  studying  the  law.  From  this 
intention  he  was  diverted  by  an  invitation  to  accom- 
pany Mr.  Horace  Walpole,  son  of  the  celebrated 
statesman,  with  whcnn  he  had  made  a  connection  at 
Eton,  in  a  tour  through  Europe.  Some  disagree- 
ment, ^  which  Mr.  Walpole  generously  took  the 
blame,  caused  them  to  separate  in  Italy  ;  and  Ghray 
returned  to  England  in  September,  1741,  two  months 
before  his  father's  death.  Gray,  who  now  depended 
duefly  upon  his  mother  and  aunt,  left  the  law,  and 
returned  to  his  retirement  at  Cambridge.  In  the 
next  year  he  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  his  dear 
friend  West,  also  an  Eton  scholar,  and  son  to  the 
ChanceU<n>  of  Ireland,  which  left  a  vacancy  in  his 
affections,  that  seems  never  to  have  been  supplied. 
From  this  time  liis  residence  was  chiefly  at  Cam- 
bridge, to  which  he  was  probably  attached  by  an  in- 
satiable love  of  books,  which  he  was  unable  to  gra- 
tify from  his  own  stores.  Some  years  passed  in  this 
favourite  indulgence,  in  which  his  exquisite  learning 
and  poetic  talents  were  only  known  to  a  few  friends ; 
add  it  was  not  till  1747,  that  his  "  Ode  on  a  distant 
Prospect  of  Eton  College**  made  its  appearance 
before  the  public.  It  was  in  1751  that  his  cele- 
brated '*  Elegy  written  in  a  Country  Church-yard,** 
chiefly  composed  some  years  before,  and  even  now 
sent  into  the  world  without  the  author's  name,  made 
its  way  to  the  press.  Few  poems  were  ever  so  po- 
pular: it  soon  ran  through  eleven  editions;  was 
translated  into  Latin  verse,  and  has  ever  since  borne 
the  marks  of  being  one  of  the  most  favourite  pro- 
ductions of  the  British  Muse. 

In  the  manners  of  Gray  there  was  a  degree  of 
effteminacy  and  fastidiousness  which  exposed  him  to 
the  character  of*  a  fribble ;  and  a  few  riotous  young 
men  of  fortune  in  his  college  thought  proper  to 
make  him  a  subject  for  their  boisterous  tricks.  He 
made  remonstrances  to  the  heads  of  the  society 
upon  this  usage,  which  being  treated,  as  he  thought, 
without  due  attention,  he  removed  in  1 756  to  Pem- 
broke-hall.     In  the  next  year,  the  office  of  poet- 


laureat,  vacant  by  the  death  of  Cibbcr,  wn  aSaei 
to  Gray,  but  declined  by  him.  In  the  aune  ytu  k 
published  two  odes,  «  On  the  Progres  of  Poesf," 
and  **  llie  Bard,**  which  were  not  so  popnbr  as  bii 
Elegy  had  been,  chiefly,  perhaps,  because  tbnr  «n 
less  understood.  The  uniform  life  pasMdbjtbis 
eminent  person  admits  of  few  details,  but  the  Daits- 
action  respecting  the  professorship  of  modem  iisiary 
at  Cambridge,  a  place  worth  four  hundred  pounb 
a  year,  is  wcnthy  of  some  notice.  Whm  the  om- 
ation  became  vacant  in  Lord  Bute's  admioistnDsii, 
it  was  modestly  asked  for  by  Gray,  but  had  ibetdf 
been  bespoken  by  another.  On  a  second  naarf 
ui  1768,  the  Duke  of  Grafton  being  now  in  po««r, 
it  was,  **  unsolicited  and  unsuspected,"  coeknd 
upon  him ;  in  return  for  which  be  wrote  his  **  Ode 
for  Music,"  for  the  installation  of  that  oobleinaB  « 
chancellor  of  the  university.  This  profesMrsiiip. 
though  founded  in  1724,  bad  hitbcno  taouodi 
perfect  sinecure ;  but  Gray  prepared  himsdf  t« 
execute  the  dudes  of  Ids  oflice.  Such,  bmem, 
were  the  baneful  effects  of  habitual  inddeoce,  that, 
with  a  mind  replete  with  ancient  and  modern  kct^- 
ledge,  he  found  himself  unable  to  proceed  Ctftbo 
than  to  draw  a  plan  for  his  inauguntboD  spM^ 
But  his  health  was  now  declining;  sn  invgolir 
hereditary  gout  made  more  frequent  attacb  thu 
formerly ;  and  at  length,  while  he  was  dining  ia  ^ 
College-hall,  he  was  seixed  with  a  complaint  it  tke 
stomach,  which  carried  liim  off  on  July  30.  1771,9 
the  fifty-fifth  year  of  his  age.  His  nansins  vtir 
deposited,  with  those  of  his  mother  and  sunt,  in  ^ 
church-yard  of  Stoke- Pogis,  Buckinghamsbirb 

It  is  exclusively  as  a  poet  that  we  TBCOid  ^ 
name  of  Gray;  and  it  will,  perhaps,  be  tboogii 
that  we  borrow  too  large  a  share  from  a  single  suii 
volume ;  yet  this  should  be  considered  as  indicitnt 
of  the  high  rank  which  he  has  attained,  coafi»«l 
with  the  number  of  liis  compositions.  With  n^ 
to  his  character  as  a  man  ot  learning,  ance  his  k* 
quisitions  were  entirely  for  his  own  use,  tnd  ^ 
duced  no  fruits  for  the  public,  it  has  no  cltisa  t» 
particular  notice.  For  tliough  he  has  been  e^ 
by  one  of  his  admirers  <*  perhaps  the  most  ktnd 
man  in  Europe,**  never  was  learning  more  thro** 
away.  A  few  pieces  of  Latin  poetry  are  all  dotk 
has  to  produce. 
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HYMN  TO  ADVERSITY. 

Ztitm 

Ti»  Pft9U9  fifi^  Shi- 

Oi»7«  Mttfimt  ^X**** 

MMhj\vL%  in  AgmMmnoi 

1  yAUOHTBR  of  Jove,  relentless  power. 
Thou  tamer  of  the  human  breast. 

Whose  iron  scourge,  and  torturing  houi^ 
The  Uad  affright,  afflict  the  best  j 

Round  in  thy  adiunantine  chain 

The  proud  are  taught  to  taste  of  pain. 

And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan 

With  pangs  unfelt  before,  unpitied,  and  alona 

When  first  thy  sire  to  send  on  Earth 
Virtue,  his  darling  child,  design*d. 
To  thee  he  gave  the  heavenly  birth. 

And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind. 
Stem  nigged  nurse ;  thy  rigid  lore 
With  patience  many  a  year  she  bore  > 
What  sorrow  was,  thou  bad*st  her  know, 
And  from  her  own  she  leam*d  to  melt  at  others* 


Scar'd  at  thy  frown  terrific,  fly 

Self-pleaaing  FoUy*s  idle  brood, 
Wild  Laughter,  Noise,  and  thoughtless  Joy,    • 

And  leave  us  leisure  to  be  good. 
Light  they  disperse,  and  with  them  go 
The  summer  fiiend,  the  flattering  foe ; 
By  vain  PktMperity  receiv'd. 
To  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  are  again  believ'd. 

Wisdom,  in  sable  gaib  array'd, 

Immers*d  in  rapturous  thought  profound, 
And  Melancholy,  silent  maid, 

With  leaden  eye,  that  loves  the  ground. 
Still  on  thy  solemn  steps  attend : 
Warm  Charitf,  the  general  friend, 
With  Jusdoe,  to  herself  severe 
And  Pity,  dropping  soft  the  sadly-pleasing  tear. 

[>h,  gently  on  thy  suppliant's  head. 

Dread  goddess,  lay  thy  chastening  hand ! 
^f ot  in  thy  gorgon  terrours  dad. 

Nor  circled  with  the  vengefiil  band, 
As  by  die  impious  thou  art  seen,) 
iVith  thundering  voice,  and  threatening  mien, 
iVith  screaming  Hon^rar's  funeral  cry, 
[)espair,  aad  fell  Disease,  and  ghastly  Poverty. 

VYtj  form  benign,  oh,  goddess  I  wear. 

Thy  milder  influence  impart. 
Thy  philosophic  train  be  there. 

To  soften,  not  to  wound,  my  heart. 
die  generous  spark  estinct  revive, 
Teadi  me  to  love  and  to  forgive, 
•2xact  my  own  defects  to  scan, 
Vhat  othen  are^  to  fi<el,  and  know  myself  a  man. 


ELEGY 
wmnTXM  IN  A  coumaT  CHoacH-TAaob 

Trk  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
Hie  lowing  herd  winds  slowly  o*er  the  le^ 

Hie  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weaiy  way. 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  landscape  on  the  sigh^ 
And  all  the  air  a  solemn  stillness  holds. 

Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning  flight. 
And  drowsy  tinklings  lull  the  distant  folds: 

Save  that,  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tower. 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  Moon  complain 

Of  such  as,  wandering  near  her  secret  bower. 
Molest  her  ancient  solitary  reign. 

Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  yew.tree*s  shade. 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mouldering  heap^ 

Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid. 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep. 

The  breety  call  oi  incense-breathing  Mom, 

The  swallow  twittering  from  the  straw-buUt  shed* 

The  cock's  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn. 
No  more  shall  rouse  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 

For  them  no  more  tlie  blazing  hearth  sliall  bum. 
Or  busy  housewife  ply  her  evening  care : 

No  children  run  to  lisp  their  sire's  return, 
Or  climb  liis  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  share. 

Oft  did  the  harvest  to  tlieir  sickle  yield. 

Their  furrow  oft  tlie  stubborn  glebe  has  broke ; 

How  jocund  did  they  drive  tbeir  team  a-field ! 
How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  sturdy  stroke! 

Let  not  Ambition  mock  their  useful  tml, 
Their  homely  joys,  and  destiny  obscure ; 

Nor  grandeur  liear  with  a  disdainful  smile, 
T^  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor. 

Hie  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power. 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e*er  gav^ 

Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour, 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  these  the  fiuilt. 
If  Memory  o*er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raise, 

W  here  through  the  long  drawn  aisle  and  fretted  vaul^ 
The  peeling  antliem  swells  the  note  of  praise. 

Can  storied  urn  or  animated  bust 

Bock  to  its  mansion  call  the  fleeting  breath  ? 
Can  Honour's  voice  provoke  tbe  silent  dust. 

Or  Flattery  soothe  tlie  dull  cold  ear  of  Death? 

Perhaps  in  this  neglected  spot  is  laid 

Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celestial  fire ; 

Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  iway*dp 
Or  wak'd  to  ecstasy  the  living  lyre. 

But  Knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page, 
liich  with  toe  spoils  of  time,  did  ne'er  unroll ; 

Chill  Penury  repress'd  their  noble  ragc^ . 
And  froxe  the  genial  current  of  tbe  souL 
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Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  aereiie, 
The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear : 

Full  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unseen. 
And  waste  hs  sweetness  on  the  desert  air. 


Some  village-Hampden,  that  with  dauntless  breast 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood ; 

Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rert, 
Some  Ciomwell  guiltless  of  hb  country's  blood. 

Th*  applause  oi  listening  senates  to  command^ 
Hie  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  despise. 

To  scatter  plenty  o*er  a  smiling  land. 
And  read  their  history  in  a  nation's  eyes, 

Their  lot  forbad:  nor  drcumscrib'd  alone 

Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confin*d ; 

Forbad  to  wade  through  slaughter  to  a  throne. 
And  shut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind, 

T^e  struggling  pangs  of  conscious  truth  to  hide, 
To  quendi  the  blushes  of  ingenuous  shame. 

Or  heap  the  shrine  of  Luxury  and  Ride 
With  incense  kindled  at  the  Muse's  flame. 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  strife, 
^Dieir  sober  wishes  never  leam'd  to  stray ; 

Along  the  cool  seq[uester*d  vale  of  life 
They  kept  the  noiseless  tenour  of  their  way. 

Yet  ev'n  these  bones  from  insult  to  protect. 
Some  frail  memorial  still  erected  nigh. 

With  uncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  sculpture 
deck'd. 
Implores  tlie  passing  tribute  of  a  sigh. 

Their  name,  their  years,  spelt  by  th'  unletter'd  Muse, 
The  place  of  fiune  and  elegy  supply; 

And  many  a  holy  text  around  she  strews, 
That  teach  the  rustic  moralist  to  die. 

For  who,  to  dumb  Forgetfulness  a  prey, 
Tliis  pleasing  anxious  being  e'er  resign'd, 

Left  the  warm  precincts  of  the  cheerful  day. 
Nor  cast  one  longing,  lingering  look  bdiind  ? 

On  some  fond  breast  the  parting  soul  relies. 
Some  pious  drops  the  closing  eye  requires ; 

£v*n  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  Nature  cries, 
Ev'n  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fires. 

For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead. 
Dost  in  these  Unes  their  artless  tsle  relate ; 

If  chance,  by  lonely  Contemplation  led. 
Some  kindred  spirit  shall  inquire  thy  fate. 

Haply  some  hoary-headed  swain  may  say, 
**  Ofi  have  we  seen  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn 

Bnisliing  with  hasty  steps  the  dews  away 
To  meet  the  Sun  upon  the  upland  lawn. 

"  There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  b?cch, 
That  wreathes  its  old  fantastic  roots  so  high. 

His  listless  length  at  noontide  would  be  stretdi. 
And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  bubbles  by. 

"  Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  smiling  as  in  scorn. 
Muttering  his  wayward  fancies  he  would  rove^ 

Now  drooping  woeful  wan,  like  one  fbrk»fn. 
Or  cras'd  with  care,  or  cross'd  in  liopcless  lor& 


«  One  mom  I  miss'd  fai0  on  the 

Along  the  heath  and  near  his  favourite 

Another  came;  nor  yet  bcwie  the  fffl. 
Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  vrood  waa 
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llie  next  with  dirges  due  in  sad  atnj 

Slow  through  the  chuicb-vray  path  wb 

Approach  and  read  (fbrtfaon  oansl  read) 

Ofav'don  the  stone  beneath  yosk  aged 


UmIbv. 
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Haas  rests  his  bead  upon  the  lap  of  Earth. 

A  youtfi  to  fortune  and  to  finne  unkiiowii. 
Fair  Science  frown'd  not  on  his  humMf  birtlir 

And  Melanchidy  maric'd  him  lor  her 


Large  was  his  bounty,  and  las  soul 

Heaven  did  a  reoompenoe  as  largely 
He  gave  to  Misery  all  he  had.  a  tear ; 


He  gain'd  from  Heaven  (  t  was  all  be 


No  further  seek  his  merits  to  disclose. 
Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  ilitaJ 

(There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose,) 
The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  hb  GoidL 
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A   nimARIC  ODK. 

Pindar.  Ohrm- 


AwAEX,  .£olian  lyre,  awake. 

And  give  to  rapture  all  thy 

FVom  Helicon's  harmonious  firings 

A  thousand  riUs  their  masy  piogieia  take ; 

The  laughing  flowers  that  round  them  Uo>ir, 

Drink  1%  ami  fiagianoe  as  they  flow. 

Now  the  ridi  stream  of  mu»c  winds  a]on^« 

Deep,  majestic,  smooth,  and  strong. 

Through  verdant  vales,  and  Ceres'  golden  reign 

Now  rolling  down  the  steep  amain. 

Headlong,  impetuous,  see  it  pour : 

The  rocks,  and  nodding  groves,  rebdlcvw  to  tbe 


Oh !  sovereign  of  tfie  willing  soul. 
Parent  of  sweet  and  8olemn4ireatfaing  aii^ 
Enchanting  shell !  the  sullen  cares, 

And  fiantic  passions,  hear  thy  soift  control : 
On  Thrada's  hills  the  lord  of  war 
Has  curb'd  the  fury  of  his  car. 
And  dropp'd  his  thirsty  lance  at  tliy  **»""*^nd 
Parching  on  the  scepler^d  hand 
Of  Jove,  thy  magic  lulls  the  feadi^d  king 
With  ruffled  plumes,  and  flagging  wing: 
Quench'd  in  dark  clouds  of  slumber  lie 
The  terrour  of  his  beak,  and  lightning  of  his 

Tliee  the  voice,  tbe  dance,  obey. 
Tempered  to  thy  warbled  lay, 
0*er  Idalia's  velvet«green 
The  rosy.crowncd  I^vcs  are  seen, 
On  Cytfieiva's  day, 
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Vitit  antic  sport*  and  l>liie-i*y*d  |i!eaaiin»i 

•'risking  light  in  frolic  measures ; 

vow  pursuing,  now  retreatiog, 

itiw  in  circling  troops  they  meet  t 

To  brisk  notes  in  cadence  beating 

jUnce  their  niany*twinkling  feet. 

iluw-mclting  strains  their  queen*s  approach  declare : 

rVhiTe*er  she  turns,  the  Graces  homage  pay, 

Vith  arts  sublime,  that  float  upon  the  air, 

n  {gliding  state  she  wins  her  easy  way : 

VcT  her  warm  cheek,  and  rising  bosom,  more 

fhe  bloom  of  young  Desire,  and  purple  light  of  Lore. 

II. 

Man's  feeble  race  what  ills  await, 
.^abour  and  Penury,  the  racks  of  Pain, 
Ditease,  and  Sorrow's  weeping  train. 

And  Death,  sad  refuge  from  the  storms  of  Fate ! 
rbe  fond  complaint,  my  song,  disprove, 
lod  justify  the  laws  of  Jove. 
isy,  has  he  given  in  vain  the  heavenly  Muse  ? 
^Tight,  and  all  her  sickly  dews, 
ier  spectres  wan,  and  birds  of  boding  cry, 
ie  gives  to  range  the  dreary  sky : 
nil  down  the  eastern  difis  afar  [war. 

f  yperion*s  march  they  spy,  and  glittering  shafts  of 

In  climes  beyond  the  solar  road, 
ATbcre  shaggy  forms  o*eT  ice-built  mountains  roam, 
rbe  Muse  has  broke  the  twilight  gloom 

To  cheer  the  shivering  native's  dull  abode. 
Knd  oft,  beneath  the  odorous  shade 
)f  Chili's  boundless  forests  laid, 
Ibe  deigns  to  hear  the  savage  youth  repeat, 
n  loose  numbers  wildly  sweet, 
rbeir  feather-cinctur'd  chiefs,  and  dusky  love& 
ier  track,  where'er  the  goddess  roves, 
jlory  pursue,  and  generous  Shame, 
Ph*  unconquerable  mind,  and  Freedom's  holy  flame. 

^'oods^  that  wave  o'er  Delphi's  steep, 

sles,  that  crown  th*  JEgean  deep, 

r'ields,  that  cool  Uissus  laves, 

>  where  Maeander's  amber  waves 

n  lingering  labyrinths  creep, 

iow  do  your  tuneful  Echoes  languish 

^f  ute,  but  to  the  roice  of  Anguish  ? 

AThere  each  old  poetic  mountain 

Inspiration  breath'd  around : 
Svery  shade  and  hallow'd  fountain 

Murmur'd  deep  a  solemn  sound : 
fill  the  sad  Nine,  in  Greece's  evil  hour. 

Left  their  Parnassus,  for  the  Latian  plains^ 
Uike  they  soom  the  pomp  of  tyrant-power, 

And  coward  Vice,  that  revels  in  her  chains^ 
iVhen  Latium  had  her  lofty  spirit  lost, 
Hiey  wouf^  oh  Albion !  next  thy  sea-endrcled  coast 

III. 

Far  from  the  Sun  and  summer-inlc, 
n  thy  green  lap  was  Nature's  darfanc  *  kid, 
^^t  time,  wfaero  hidd  Avon  stny'd. 

To  Urn  the  mighty  mother  did  unWl 
Ier  aweful  face :  the  dauntless  child 
icretch'd  forth  his  little  arms,  and  smil'd. 
'  This  pencil  take,"  she  said,  **  whose  colours  dear 
lichly  paint  die  vernal  year : 

•  Shakspeare. 


Thine  too  these  golden  keys,  immortal  boy ! 

This  can  unlock  the  gates  of  Joy  ; 

Of  Horrour  that,  and  thrilling  fears. 

Or  ope  the  sacred  source  of  sympathetic  tearsk.*' 

Nor  second  he  f ,  that  rode  sublime 

Upon  the  sersph-wings  of  Ecstasy, 

The  secrets  of  th'  abyss  to  spy. 
He  pass'd  the  flaming  bounds  of  place  and  time : 
The  living  throne^  the  sapphire-blase. 
Where  angels  tremble,  while  they  gate. 
He  saw ;  but,  blasted  vrith  excess  of  ligiit, 
Clos'd  his  eyes  in  endless  night. 
Behold,  where  Dryden's  less  presumptuous  car, 
Wide  o'er  the  fields  of  Glory  bear 
Two  coursers  of  ethereal  race  i,  [ing  iiace.^ 

With  necks  in  thunder  doth'd,  and  long-resuund- 

« 

Haric,  his  hands  the  Ijrre  explore ! 

Bright-ey'd  Fancy,  hovering  o'er. 

Scatters  from  her  pictur'd  urn 

Thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  bum. 

But  ah !  't  is  heard  no  more  — 

Oh  !  lyre  divine,  what  daring  spirit 

Wakes  thee  now  ?  though  he  inherit 

Nor  the  pride,  nor  ample  pinion, 

Hiat  the  Theban  eagle  bear. 

Sailing  with  supreme  dominion 

Through  the  azure  deep  of  air : 

Yet  oft  before  his  infant  eyes  would  run 

Such  forms  as  glitter  in  tlic  Muse's  ray 

With  orient  hues,  unborrow'd  of  the  Sun : 

Yet  shall  he  mount,  and  keep  his  distant  way 

Beyond  the  limits  of  a  vulgar  fate, 

Beneath  the  good  how  far  ^but  far  above  the  great. 


ODE  ON  THE  SPRING. 

Lo !  where  the  rosy-bosom'd  Houn, 

Fair  Venus'  train  appear, 
Disclose  the  long-eipecidng  flowers, 

And  wake  the  purple  year ! 
The  attic  warbler  pours  her  throat, 
Responsive  to  the  cuckoo's  note, 

llie  untaught  harmony  of  Spring  : 
While,  whispering  pleasure  as  they  fly. 
Cool  2Sephyrs  through  the  clear  blue  iky 

Their  gather'd  fhigrance  fling. 

Where'er  the  oak's  thick  branches  stretch 

A  broader,  browner  shade ; 
Where'er  the  rude  and  moss-grown  beech 

O'er-canopies  the  glade. 
Beside  some  water's  rushy  brink 
With  me  the  Muse  shall  sit,  and  think 

(At  ease  reclin'd  in  rustic  state] 
How  vain  the  ardour  of  the  crowd. 
How  low,  how  little  are  the  proud. 

How  indigent  the  great ! 

Still  is  die  toiling  hand  of  Care : 

The  panting  herds  repose : 
Yet  hark,  how  through  the  peopled  air 

The  busy  murmur  glovrs/ 

f  Mflton. 

\  Meant  to  express  the  stalely  msivb  tad  toond- 
ing  energy  of  Di/den's  rhymct. 
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GRAY. 


Hie  inaect  yoodi  are  on  the  wing, 
Eager  U>  taste  the  honied  tpnng. 

And  float  amid  the  liquid  noon  : 
Some  ligfady  o*er  tbe  cunent  skim. 
Some  show  their  gayly-giided  trim 

Qjuicb^lancing  to  tlM  Sun. 

To  Contemplation's  sober  ejre 

Such  is  the  race  oi  man : 
And  they  that  creep,  and  they  that  fly. 

Shall  end  where  they  b^an. 
Alike  the  busy  and  the  gay 
But  flutter  through  life's  little  day. 

In  Fortune's  varying  colours  direst : 
Brush'd  by  the  hand  of  rough  Mischance; 
Or  chiU'd  by  Age,  their  airy  dance 

They  leave  in  dust  to  rest. 

Methinks  I  hear  in  accents  low 

llie  sportive  kind  reply ; 
"  Poor  moralist !  and  whi^  art  thou? 

A  solitary  fly ! 
Thy  joys  no  glittering  female  meets. 
No  luve  hast  thou  of  hoarded  sweets. 

No  painted  plumage  to  display : 
On  hasty  wings  thy  youth  is  flown : 
lliy  sun  is  set,  tliy  spring  is  gone— 

We  frolic  while  't  is  May.*' 


ODE  FOR  MUSIC. 

PKB.FOailKD  IV  THK  SKXATB-HODSK  AT  CAlCBaiDOa, 
JULT  1.  1769,  AT  THX  INSTALLATION  OW  HIS 
GSACS  AUGUSTUS-HXHRT-FITZaOT,  DUKX  OF  OKAf<- 
TOK,  CHANCXLLOa  OF  THK  UNIVKasiTT. 

**  Hekcs,  avaunt,  (*t  is  holy  ground,) 

Comus  and  his  midnight-crew. 
And  Ignorance  with  looks  profound. 

And  dreaming  Sloth  of  pallid  hue^ 
Mad  Sedition's  cry  profane. 
Servitude  that  hugs  her  chain. 
Nor  in  these  consecrated  bowers 
Let  painted  Flattery  hide  her  serpent-tiain  in  flowers. 
Nor  Envy  base,  nor  creeping  Gain, 
Dare  the  Muse's  walk  to  stain. 
While  bright-ey'd  Science  watches  round : 
Hence,  away,  *t  is  holy  ground !" 

FVom  yonder  realms  of  empyrean  day 

Bursts  on  my  ear  th*  indignant  lay : 

There  sit  the  sainted  sage,  the  bard  divine, 

Tbe  few,  whom  genius  gave  to  shine 

Through  every  unborn  age  and  undiscover'd  dime 

Rapt  in  celesdal  transport  they. 

Yet  hither  oh  a  glance  from  lugh 

lliey  send  of  tender  sympathy 

To  bless  the  place,  wbere  on  their  opening  soul 

First  the  genuine  ardour  stole. 

'T  was  Milton  struck  the  deep-ton'd  shell. 

And,  as  the  chond  warblings  round  him  swell. 

Meek  Newton's  self  bends  from  his  state  sublime. 

And  nods  his  hoary  head,  and  listens  to  the  rhyme. 

**  Ye  brown  o'er-arching  groves^ 
Hiat  ContempUtion  loves. 


I. 


When  waiowy  Cumii  liiifen  with  ililifti*  * 

Oft  at  the  bludi  of  dawn 
I  trod  your  Icvd  lawn, 

Oa  woo'd  tfie  gleam  of  Cynttna  dlvcr-^ri^it 
In  cloisters  dim,  far  from  the  hannta  of  Folly* 
With  Freedom  by  my  side^  and  aolLey'd 
cfaoly.'* 


But  hark !  the  portals  aoond,  and 

With  solemn  iteps  and  alow, 
Hi|^  potentates  and  dames  of  royal  bixtl^ 

And  mitred  fathers  in  long  order  go : 
Great  Edward*,  with  the  lilies  on  his  htw 
fVxmi  haughty  Gallia  torn. 
And  sad  Chatillonf,  on  her  bridal  mom 
That  wept  her  bleeding  love,  and  princely 
And  Anjou's  §  heroine,  and  tbe  paler 
The  rival  of  her  crown  and  of  her 
And  either  Henry  ^  there, 
like  murder'd  saint,  and  the  migestic  lord. 
That  broke  the  bonds  of  Rome, 
(llieir.  tears,  their  little  triumphs  o*er. 
Their  human  passions  now  nomoie^ 
Save  Charity,  that  glows  beyond  tbe  tomb). 
All  that  on  Gianta's  fruitful  pbin 
Rich  streams  of  regal  bounty  pour'd. 
And  bode  these  an^ful  fimes  and  tuiretn 
To  hail  their  Fitzroy's  festal  morning 
And  thus  they  speak  in  soft  accord 
Hk  liquid  language  of  Ifae  skicSi 

"  What  is  grandeur,  what  is  power  ? 
Heavier  toil,  superior  pain. 
What  the  bright  reward  we  gain? 
Hie  grateful  memory  of  tbe  good. 
Sweet  is  die  breath  oif  vernal  diowery 
The  bee's  collected  treasure's  sweet. 
Sweet  music's  meltmg  fall,  but 
The  still  small  voice  of  Gratitude.'* 


u 


•  Edward  the  Third;  who  added  the 
Us  of  France  to  the  arms  of  Ft^g*—**-    He  fmiiwird 
Trinity  College. 

f  Mary  de  Valentia,  Countess  of  PembraLc, 
daughter  of  Guy  de  Chstillon,  Comte  de  Sl  f±^ 
in  FVanoe :  of  whom  tradition  says,  that  ber  hus- 
band, Audemar  de  Valentia,  Earl  oi  Pnnfaroke,  mm 
slain  at  a  tournament  on  the  day  of  his  noptiai^ 
She  was  the  foundress  of  Pembroke  College  cr 
Hall,  under  the  name  of  Aula  Mariae  de  Valentiv 


wife 


cf 

Of 


e|iitfMC  <M 


EUaabeth  de  Burg,    Countess  of 
ife  of  John  de  Burg,  son  and  heir  of  tbe 
Ulster,  and  daughter  of  Gilbert  de  Clare, 
Gloucester,  by  Joan  of  Acres,  daughter  oJT 
the  First.     Hence  the  poet  gives  her  tbe 
princely.     She  founded  Cls^HalL 

§  Margaret  of  Anjou,  wife  of  Henry  the  Siiih. 
foundress  of  Queen's  College.  The  poet  had  cefe- 
brated  her  conjugal  fidelity  in  a  former  odeu 

I  EUnbetb  WidviUe,  wife  of  Edward  the  Fowia 
(hence  called  the  paler  rose,  as  being  of  the  hovse 
of  York).  She  added  to  the  fbund^tioa  of  M»- 
garet  of  Anjou. 

^  Henry  die  Sixth  and  Eighth.  The  former  the 
founder  of  King's,  the  latter  the  greatest  benefact^ur 
to  Trinity  College. 
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Fofcmoii  And  kaning  from  her  goldea  cloud 
The  venerable  Marg*ret  *  see ! 
'*  Welcome,  my  noble  ion,"  she  cries  aloud, 
"  To  this,  thy  kindred  train,  and  me : 
Pleas*d  in  thy  lineaments  we  trace 
A  Tudor's  f  fire,  a  Beaufort's  grace. 
Thy  liberal  heart,  thy  judging  eye. 
The  flower  unheeded  shall  descry, 
And  bid  it  round  Heaven's  altars  shed 
The  fragrance  of  its  blushing  head : 
Shall  raise  from  Earth  the  lii^nt  gem. 
To  glitter  on  the  diadem. 

*'  Lo,  Granta  waits  to  lead  her  blooming  band. 

Not  obrious,  not  obtrusive,  she 

No  vulgar  praise,  no  venal  incense  flings ; 

Nor  dares  with  courtly  tongue  refin*d 

Profane  tl^  inborn  royalty  of  mind : 

She  reveres  herself  and  thee. 

With  modest  pride  to  grace  thy  youthful  brow 

The  laureat  wreath,  that  Cecil  \  wore,  she  brings, 

And  to  thy  just,  thy  gentle  hand 

Submits  tibe  fasces  of  her  sway. 

While  spirits  blest  above  and  men  below 

Join  witfi  glad  voice  the  loud  symphonious  lay. 

Through  the  wfld  waves  as  they  roar 

With  watchful  eye  and  dauntless  mien 

Thy  steady  course  of  honour  keep, 

Nor  fear  iine  rocks,  nor  seek  the  shore : 

The  star  of  Brunswick  smiles  serene. 

And  gilds  the  horrours  of  the  deep." 


ODE 


OVTHX 


DKATB  OF  ▲  rAVOUKXn  CAT,  DaOWMZD  IW  A 
TUB  OP  GOLD  FISHB8. 


'T  WAS  on  a  lofty  vase*s  side. 
Where  China's  gayest  art  had  dy'd 

Hie  aiure  flowers  that  blow ; 
Demurest  of  the  tabby  kind. 
Hie  pensive  Selima  reclin*d, 

Gax'd  on  the  lake  below. 

Her  conscious  tall  her  joy  declarM ; 
The  fair  round  face,  the  snowy  beard, 

The  velvet  of  her  paws. 
Her  coat,  that  with  the  tortoise  vies, 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyes, 

She  saw ;  and  purr'd  applause. 

Still  had  she  gaa*d  ;  but  *midst  the  tide 
Two  angel  forms  were  seen  to  glide. 

The  Genii  of  the  stream : 
Their  scaly  armour's  Tynan  hue 
Through  richest  purple  to  tl)e  view 

Betny'd  a  golden  gleam. 

•  Countess  of  Richmond  and  Derby;  the  mother 
of  Henry  the  Seventl^  foundress  of  St.  John's  and 
Christ's  Colleges. 

f  The  Countess  was  a  Beaufort,  and  married  to  a 

Tudor;  hence  the  application  of  thia  line  to  the 
Duke  of  Grafton,  who  claims  descent  from  both 
these  families. 

t  Lord-txeasurer  Burleigh  was  chancellor  of  the 
Univcnily  in  the  rsign  of  Queen  EUsAbeCb. 


The  hapleas  nymph  with  wonder  saw : 
A  whisker  first,  and  then  a  claw. 

With  mariy  an  ardent  wish. 
She  stretcb'd  in  vain  to  reach  the  prixe ; 
What  female  heart  can  gold  despise  ? 

What  cat 's  averse  to  fish  ? 

Presumptuous  maid !  with  looks  intent 
Again  she  stretch'd,  again  she  bent, 

Nor  knew  the  gulf  between. 
(Malignant  Fate  sate  by,  and  smil'd,} 
The  slippery  verge  her  feet  begiiil'd. 

She  tumbled  headlong  in. 

Eight  times  emerging  from  the  flood 
She  mew'd  to  every  wat'ry  god. 

Some  speedy  aid  to  send. 
No  Dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  stiir'd ; 
Nor  cruel  Tom,  nor  Susan  heard, 

A  favourite  has  no  friend  ! 

From  hence,  ye  beauties,  undeceiv'd, 
Know,  one  fidse  step  is  ne'er  retriev'd. 

And  be  with  caution  bold. 
Not  all,  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyes, 
And  heedless  hearts,  is  lawful  priie ; 

Not  all  that  glisters,  gold. 


ODE 


OV   A   DISTANT   rBOSFBCT   OF   XTON   COLLXaE. 

Menander. 

Ya  distant  spires,  ye  antique  towers. 

That  crown  the  wat'ry  glade. 
Where  grateful  Science  still  adores 

Her  Henry's  §  holy  shade ; 
And  ye,  that  from  the  stately  brow 
Of  Windsor's  heights  th'  expanse  below 

Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  m«id  survey, 
Wliose  turf,  whose  shade,  whose  flowers  among 
Wanders  the  hoary  Tliames  along 

His  silver- winding  way. 

Ah,  happy  hills  ah,  pleasing  shade. 

Ah,  fields  belov'd  in  vain. 
Where  once  my  careless  childhood  stny'd, 

A  stranger  yet  to  pain  ! 
I  feel  the  gales,  that  from  ye  blow, 
A  momentary  bliss  bestow, 

As  waving  fresh  their  gladsome  wing, 
My  weary  soul  tliey  seem  to  soothe. 
And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth. 

To  breathe  a  second  spring. 

Say,  father  Hiames,  for  thou  hast  seea 

Full  many  a  sprightly  race 
Disporting  on  thy  margent  green 

'fhe  paths  of  pleasure  trace, 
Who  foremost  now  delight  to  cleave 
Witli  pliant  arm  thy  gbssy  wave  ? 

The  captive  linnet  which  enthral  ? 
What  idle  progeny  succeed 
To  chase  the  rolling  circle's  speed, 

Or  urge  the  flying  boll  ? 

§  King  Henry  the  Sixtli,  founder  of  the  coUage. 

U  u 
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While  fomo  on  earnest  businen  bent 

Their  munniiring  labours  ply 
'Gainst  grayer  hours,  that  bring  constraint 

To  sweeten  liberty ; 
Some  bold  adventurers  disdain 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign. 

And  unknown  r^ons  dare  descry : 
Still  as  they  run  they  look  behind, 
They  hear  a  voice  in  ereiy  wind, 

And  snatch  a  fearful  j<^. 

Gay  Hope  is  theirs,  by  Fancy  fed, 

Less  pleasing,  when  possest ; 
The  tear  forgot  as  soon  as  shed, 

Tlie  sunshine  of  the  breast : 
Theirs  buxom  health,  of  rosy  hue; 
Wild  wit,  invention  ever  new. 

And  lively  diear  of  vigour  bom ; 
The  thoughdess  day,  the  essy  nigh^ 
Ihe  spirits  pure,  the  slumbers  light. 

That  fly  th*  approach  of  mom. 

Alas,  regardless  of  their  doom. 

The  little  victims  play ! 
No  sense  have  they  of  ills  to  comc^ 

Nor  care  beyond  to-day. 
Yet  see  how  all  around  them  wait 
The  ministers  of  human  fate. 

And  black  Misfortune's  baleful  train, 
Ah,  show  them  where  in  ambush  stand 
To  seise  their  prey,  the  murderous  band  ! 

Ah,  tell  them,  they  are  men  ! 

These  shall  the  fury  paasions  tear. 

Hie  vultures  of  the  mind. 
Disdainful  Anger,  pallid  Fear, 

And  Shame  that  skulks  behind ; 
Or  pining  Love,  shall  waste  their  youth, 
Or  Jealousy,  with  rankling  tooth. 

That  inly  gnaws  the  secret  heart. 
And  Envy  wan,  and  faded  Care, 
Grim-visagM  comfortless  Despair, 

And  Sorrow's  piercing  dart 

Ambition  this  shall  tempt  to  rise. 

Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  higi^ 
To  bitter  Scorn  a  sacrifice. 

And  grinning  Infamy. 
The  stings  of  Falsehood  those  shall  try. 
And  hard  Unkindness'  alter'd  eye, 

Tliat  mocks  the  tear  it  forc'd  to  flow; 
And  keen  Remorse,  with  blood  defil'd. 
And  moody  Madness  laughing  wild 

Amid  severest  woew 

Lo,  in  the  vale  of  years  beneath 

A  grisly  troop  are  seen, 
The  painful  family  of  Death, 

More  hideous  than  their  queen : 
Hiis  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  veini^ 
Tliat  every  labouring  sinew  strains^ 

Those  in  the  deeper  vitals  rsge: 
Lo,  Poverty,  to  fill  the  band. 
That  numbs  the  soul  with  icy  hand, 

And  slow-consuining  Age. 

To  each  his  suflMngs :  all  are  men, 

Condemn'd  alike  to  groan ; 
The  tender  for  another's  pain, 

The  unfteling  for  his  own. 


GRAY. 


Tat  ah!  wttyAaMlbtTkaam 
Since  sorrow  never  comes  too  IsAe^ 

And  happiness  too  swiftly 
Hwught  vroold  destroy  tfaeur 
No  more ;  where  ignoranoe  is  bfia^ 

*T  is  lolly  to  be 


THE  BARDa 


A  ranukmic 


L 
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RuiK  seiae  thee,  ruthless  king ! 
Confusion  cm  thy  baimers  wait ! 
Tliough  fann'd  by  Conquest's  crimun  wn 
They  mock  the  air  with  idle  state. 
Helm,  nor  hauberk's  *  twisted  mail. 
Nor  e'en  thy  virtues,  tyrant,  shall  avmil 
To  save  thy  si>cret  soul  from  nightly  ftsn, 
FVom  Cambria's  curse,  from  Cambeia's  tea 
Such  were  the  sounds,  that  o'er  the  cmiad  pd^ 
Of  the  first  Edward  scatter'd  wild  diaawy. 
As  down  the  steep  of  Snowdon'a  shsiggj  lide 
He  wound  widi  toilsome  march  his  long  amra; 
Stout  Glo'ster -f  stood  agjbast  in  qieachicss  tnocr- 
To  arms !  criea  Mortimer  |,  and  ooucfa'd  lai  <f> 
vering  lance. 

On  a  rock,  whose  haughty  brow 

Fh>wns  o'er  old  Conway's  foamii^  flood, 

Rob'd  in  the  sable  garb  of  woe^ 

With  haggard  eyes  the  poet  stood  ; 

(Loose  his  beard,  and  hoary  hair 

Stream'd,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  tmobled  air,) 

And  with  a  master's  hand,  and  propbet's  fii^ 

Struck  the  deep  sorrows  of  his  lyre. 

"  Hark,  how  each  giant-oak,  and  desert  cin^ 

Sighs  to  the  torrent's  aweful  voice  hfiwath ! 

O'er  thee,  oh  king !  their  hundred  aatms  they  ww% 

Revenge  on  thee  in  hoarser  murmurs  faceaifae ; 

Vocal  no  more,  since  Cambria'a  &tal  dav. 

To  high-bora  Hod's  harp,  or  soft  Uewcllya*}  hs. 

«  Cold  u  CadwaUo's  tongue. 

That  hush'd  the  stora^  main ; 

Brave  Urien  sleeps  upon  his  amggj  bed : 

Mountains,  ye  mourn  in  vain 

Modred,  vrhose  magic  song 

Made  huge  Flinlimmon  bow  his  Hmwl  top'd  hal 

On  dreary  Arvon's  shore  §  they  lie, 

Smear'd  with  gore,  and  gfaasdy  pole  : 

Far,  hr  aloof  th'  aflrighted  ravens  safl : 

Hie  famish'd  eagle  screams,  and  paioci  by. 

Dear  lost  companions  of  my  tuneful  art. 

Dear,  as  the  light  that  visits  these  sad  cyc% 

Dear,  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  waim  my  beartp 

Ye  died  amidst  yqur  dying  country's  cries— 


*  Hie  hauberk  was  a  texture  of  sted  rii^tab  * 
rings  interwoven,  forming  a  ooai  of  aaatl,  tte  ai 


close  to  the  body,  and  adapted  itself  to 
f  Gilbert  de  Citae,  sumamsd  the  Rcd^  £«!  f 

Glooceater  and  Hertford,  soiwiB.4aw  to  King  l^ 

ward* 
\  Fidmond  de  Mortimer,  Jjord  of  '^H^gsHre. 

Isle  of  Angleaea. 


THE  BARD. 


Ko  mora  I  wMp.    Hmj  do  not  alMik. 

On  joodcr  diA,  •  gi^T  band, 
I  mm  ibfoa  ut,  ihiej  Uagat  y«t» 

AvcngCfB  of  tfaflir  native  land: 
With  me  in  dnadful  harmony  tbey  join, 
iiid  wcs?a  with  bloody  hands  tbe  tiMio  of  tfaj  line. 

IL 

'  'Weave  the  warp,  and  weave  the  woof. 
The  winding-iheet  of  Edward's  rMe : 
■!▼«  ample  room,  and  verge  enough 

The  cfaaractan  of  Hell  to  trace, 
lark  the  year,  and  mark  the  night, 
Vhtn  Severn  shall  re-echo  with  alftight      [ring  *, 
lie  shrieks  of  death,  through  Berkley's  toofr  that 
hriciks  of  an  agonising  king ; 
he>wolf  of  France  f,  with  unrelenting  fimgs, 
Imt  teaiB  the  bowels  of  thy  m*«glfif  mstc^ 
'rom  thee  be  born,  who  o*er  thy  country  hangs 
lie  scourge  of  Heaven,  i    Whal  terroun  round 

him  wait! 
kmnaement  in  his  van,  with  Flight  comhinM  ( 
knd  Sorrow's  faded  form,  and  Solitude  behind. 

*  Mighty  .Victor,  mighty  Lord, 
iow  on  htt  liineral  couch  he  lies !  { 
7o  pitying  hearty  no  eyc^  aflfoid 
i  tear  to  gnioe.his  obsequies, 
s  the  aable  warrior  I  fled  ? 
rhy  son  is  gone«     He  tests  among  te  dead* 
fhe  swarm,  that  in  the  noon-tide  beam  vrere  bom  ; 
9one  to  salute  the  rising  Mom. 
fair  Inugfaa  the  Mon,  and  soft  the  Zephyr  blows, 
Kliile  proudly  riding  o'er  the  asure  realm 
n  gallant  trim  the  gilded  vessel  goee; 
Touth  on  the  prow,  and  Pleasure  at  the  hefan ; 
IcgardlcM  of  the  swesping  Whirlwind's  sway, 
that,  faush'd  in  grim  reposi^  expects  his  eventng- 
prsy. 

'«  Flil  high  the  sparidhBg  bowl, 
rhe  rich  repast  prepare : 

left  of  a  crown,  he  yet  may  share  the  liBaati 

^lose  by  the  re^  chair 

MX  Thirst  and  Famine  scowl 

1  baleful  smile  upon  their  baffled  guest 

ficard  ye  the  din  of  battle  bray  f , 

Lance  to  lance^  and  horse  to  horse? 

U»g  yean  of  havoc  urge  their  destin'd  course, 

Uid  through  the  kindred  squadrons  mow  their  way. 

fe  towers  of  Julius  *•,  London's  lasting  shsme, 

Wnh  many  a  foul  and  midnigfai  murthcr  Ad, 

•    Edward  the  Second,  cruelly  butchered   in 
Bcridcy  castle. 
f  Isabel  of  nance,  Edward  the  Second'saduU 


J 


t  Triumphs  of  Edwrnd  the  lliird  in  FViAccw 
Death  of  that  king,  abandoned  by  his  chitiren, 
even  robbed  in  his  last  moments  by  his  oou|ticn 
od  his  mistress. 

J  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  dead  some  tioM 
wore  his  ftther. 

5  Ruinous  dvil  wan  of  York  and  Lancarter. 

•*  Henry  the  Sixth,  George  Duke  of  CkNSoe, 
Bdward  the  Fifth,  RiclHrd  Duke  of  Yorit,  Ac  be. 
ieved  to  be  murdered  secretly  in  the  Tower  of 
London.  Hie  oldest  part  of  that  stnictuie  Is  ful- 
{ariy  attributed  to  Julius  Casar. 
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Revere  his  oonsoft's*  6hh,  hk  fttfacr'sf  fiMnc; 

And  spare  the  meek  usurper's  |  holy  head. 

Above,  below,  the  roBe$  of  snow, 

Twin'd  with  herl>Iuslung  foe  we  spread : 

Hie  bristled  boar  ^  in  infant  gore 

Waliovn  beneath  the  thorny  shade. 

Now,  brothers,  bending  o'er  th*  accursed  loom, 

Stamp  we  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify  his  doom. 

IIL 

**  *  Edward,  lo !  to  sudden  fate 

(Weave  we  the  woof.     Hie  thread  is  qmn.) 

Half  of  thy  heart  we  consecrate,  f 

(Hie  web  Is  wove.     The  work  is  done.)* 

Stay,  oh  stsy !  nor  thus  forlorn 

Leave  me  unblem'd,  unpitied,  here  to  mourn : 

In  yon  bright  track,  that  fires  the  western  skies, 

Th^  melt,  they  vanish  from  my  eyes. 

But  oh  !  what  solemn  scenes  on  Snowdon's  heigbt 

Descending  slow  their  glittering  skirts  unroll  ? 

Visions  of  glory,  spare  my  aching  sight ! 

Ye  unborn  ages,  crowd  not  on  my  soul ! 

No  more  our  long-lost  Arthur  **  we  bewaiL  [hall ! 

AlUhail,  ye  genuine  kingsff ;    Britannia's  issue, 


M 


Girt  with  many  a  baron  bold 
Sublime  their  starry  fionts  they  rear; 
Andgoigeous  daoMs,  and  statesmen  ol^ 
In  bearded  majesty,  appear. 
In  the  midst  a  form  divine  1 
Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  BritQn-line; 
Her  lion-port,  her  awe-commanding  &oe^ 
Attemper'd  sweet  to  virgin-gmceb 
What  strings  lymphonious  tremble  in  the  air. 
What  strains  of  vocal  tranqwrt  round  her  play  I 
Hear  fkaa\  the  jnve^  great  Taliessin  \^,  hesr ; 
They  bfcadie  a  soul  to  snimate  thy  day. 
Bright  Rapture  calls,  and  soaring,  as  Ae  sings, 
Waves  in  the  eye  of  Heaven  her  many-cdour'd 


*  Margaret  of  Ai^Jou,  a  woman  of  heroic  spirit, 
who  struggled  hard  to  save  her  husband  and  her 


f  Henry  the  IlfUi. 

\  Henry  the  Sixth,  very  near  being  canonised. 
The  line  of  Lancsstcr  had  no  right  of  inheritance  to 
the  crown. 

§  The  white  and  red  roses,  devices  of  York  and 


I  The  alver4x)ar  was  the  badge  of  Richard  the 
Third ;  whence  he  was  usuaUy  known  in  his  own 
time  by  the  name  of  Hie  Boar. 

5  Eleanor  of  Castile  died  a  few  yean  afler  the 
conquest  of  Wales.  Hie^  heroic  proof  she  gave  of 
her  afTection  for  her  lord  is  well  known.  Ine  mo- 
numents of  his  regret,  and  sorrow  for  die  loss  of 
her,  are  still  to  be  seen  at  Northampton,  Gedding- 
ton,  Waltham,  and  other  places. 

••  It  was  the  common  belief  of  the  Weldi  nation, 
that  King  Arthur  was  still  alive  in  Fairy-land,  and 
should  return  again  to  reign  over  Britain. 

tt  Both  Merlin  and  Taliessin  hsd  prophesied, 
that  the  Welsh  should  regain  their  sovereignty  over 
this  island ;  which  seemed  to  be  aocomplistoi  in  the 
house  of  Tudor. 

II  Taliessin,  chief  of  the  hards,  flourished  in  the 
century.     His  works  are  still  preserved,  and 

memory  held  in  high  venestfion  among  his 
oountrymcn. 

U«  2 
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The  verse  adorn  again 
Fierce  War,  and  faithful  Love, 
And  Truth  severe,  by  fairy  Fiction  drest. 
In  buskinM  measures  •  move 
Pale  Grief,  and  pleasing  Pwn, 
WiUi  Horrour,  tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breast 
A  voice  f,  as  of  the  cherub-choir. 
Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear ; 
And  distant  warblings  {  lessen  on  my  car, 
That  lokt  in  long  futunty  expire. 
Fond  impious  man.  think'st  thou,  yon  sanguine 

cloud,  _u  .^  -a     9 

RaisM  by  thy  breath,  has  qucnch'd  the  orb  of  day  f 
To-morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  flood. 
And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray. 
Enough  for  inc :  with  joy  I  see 
The  different  doojn  our  Fates  assign. 
Be  tliine  Despair,  and  scepter'd  Care : 
To  triumph,  and  to  die,  are  mine."  ^ 

He  spoke,  and  headlong  from  the  mountMn  s  height 
Deep  m  the  roaring  tide  he  plunged  to  endless  night. 


THE  FATAL  SISTER&  § 


AN   OOB. 


[From  the  iVowe-JTwigue.] 

IN  THB  ORCADES  OF  THOaitODUS  T0»F-«U9  ;  HAVNI^ 

1697,  rouo ;  ak©  Atso  in  BAareoLiNUS. 
VItt  er  oprit  fyrir  vaUalli,  &c 

Kow  the  storm  begins  to  lour, 
(Haste,  the  loom  of  Hell  prepare,) 

Iron-sleet  of  arrowy  shower 
Hurtles  in  the  darkened  air. 

Glittering  lances'  are  the  loom, 
Where  the  dusky  warp  we  stram. 

Weaving  many  a  soldier's  doom, 
Orkney's  woe,  and  Randver's  banc 

See  the  griesly  texture  grow, 

('T  is  of  human  entrails  made,) 
And  the  weights  that  play  below, 

Eadi  a  gasping  warrior's  head. 

Shafts  for  shuttles,  dipt  in  gore, 
Shoot  the  trembling  cords  along ; 

Sword,  tliat  once  a  monarch  bore. 
Keep  the  tissue  close  and  strong. 

*  Shakspeare. 

t  Milton.  ^     ^_      ,     . 

1  The  succesMon  of  poets  after  Mflton  8  tune. 

S  The  Valkyriur  were  female  divinities,  servants 
of  Odin  (or  Woden)  in  the  Gothic  mythology. 
Their  name  signifies  choosers  of  the  slain.  T^f 
were  mounted  on  swift  horses,  with  drawn  swords 
in  their  hands ;  and  in  the  throng  of  batOe  se- 
lected such  as  were  destined  to  slaughter,  and  con- 
ducted  them  to  ValkaUa,  the  hall  of  Odm,  or 
paradise  of  the  brave ;  where  they  attended  the 
banquet,  and  served  the  de|huted  heroes  wiA  homa 
of  mead  and  ale. 


Mista,  bkdc  terriae  maid, 
Sangrida,  and  Hilda,  see. 

Join  the  wayvrard  work  to  m 
*T  b  the  woof  of  victory. 

Ere  the  ruddy  Sun  be  set. 

Pikes  must  shiver,  javdina  sin^ 

Blade  with  clattering  buckler  vnett. 
Hauberk  crash,  and  hehnct  itn^ 


M 


(Weave  the  crimson  web  cf  ww,) 
I^et  us  go»  and  let  us  fly,  . 

Where  our  friends  the  conflict 
Where  they  triumph,  where  tliey 

As  the  paths  of  Fate  we  tread, 
Wadmg  throu^  1h*  ensangv 

Gondula,  and  Geira,  ipread 
O'er  the  youthfril  king  your 

We  the  reins  to  Slaugfater  give. 
Ours  to  kill,  and  oun  to  ^ 

Spite  of  danger  he  shall  live : 
(  Weave  the  crimson  web  of 


•) 


They,  whom  onoe  the 

Pent  within  its  bleak  domain. 
Soon  their  ample  sway  shall  sin 

O'er  the  plenty  of  the  plaiii. 

Low  the  dauntless  Earl  is  laid, 
Gor'd  with  many  a  gaping 

Fate  demands  a  noAiler  head ; 
Soon  a  king  shall  bite  the  gravnd. 

Long  hia  loss  shall  Eirin  weep. 

Ne'er  again  his  likeness 
Xx>ng  her  strains  in  sorroir 

Strains  of  inunortalily ! 

Horrour  covers  all  the  headi. 
Clouds  of  carnage  blot  the  ftin. 

Sisters,  weave  the  web  of  death ; 
Sisters,  cease,  the  work  is  done. 


Hail  the  task,  and  hail  the 
Songs  of  joy  and  triumph 

Joy  to  the  victorious  bands  ; 
Triumph  to  the  younger  * 


Mortal,  diou  that  hear'st  the  tale. 
Learn  die  tenour  of  our  song. 

Scotland,  through  each  winding  vale 
Far  and  wide  the  notes  prc^ong. 

hence,  whh  tpun  of  speed; 
her  diundering  Cddoon  widd; 
Each  bestride  her  sable  steed: 
Hurry,  hurry  to  the  field. 
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THE  DESCENT  OF  ODIN. 

AN  ODB. 

[From  the  tame*"} 

»  lAmTBOLlirUS,   DX  CAUnS  CONTXUKXNDiB  MOKTU  ; 
HAmM,   1689,    QUABTO. 

Upreb  Odlnn  allda  gauir,  &c 

Upeosx  the  King  of  Men  with  speed. 
And  iKkiled  straight  his  coal-black  steed ; 
Down  the  yawning  steep  he  rode, 
Tliat  leads  to  Hela*s  •  drear  abode. 
Him  the  Dog  of  Darkness  spied, 
His  shaggy  throat  he  open'd  wide, 
While  from  his  jaws,  with  carnage  fill*dy 
Foam  and  human  gore  distili'd ; 
Hoarse  he  bays  widi  hideous  din, 
Eyes  that  glow,  and  fangs  that  grin ; 
And  long  pursues,  with  fruitless  yell. 
The  fiitber  of  the  powerful  speU. 
Onward  still  his  way  he  takes, 
(The  groaning  Earth  beneath  him  shakes,) 
Till  full  before  his  fearless  eyes 
The  portals  nine  of  Hell  arise. 

Right  against  the  eastern  gate. 
By  the  mose-grown  pile  he  sate ; 
Where  long  of  yore  to  sleep  was  laid 
Hie  dust  of  the  prophetic  maid. 
Facing  to  the  northern  clime. 
Thrice  he  trac'd  the  Runic  rhyme ; 
Thrice  pronounc'd,  in  accents  dread, 
Hie  thrilling  Tene  that  wakes  the  dead ; 
Tfll  from  out  the  hollow  ground 
flbwly  breath*d  a  sullen  sound.  [sume, 

Pr.  What  call  unknown,  what  charms  pre- 
To  break  the  quiet  of  the  tomb? 
Who  thus  afflicts  my  troubled  sprite. 
And  drags  me  from  the  realms  of  night? 
Long  on  these  mouldering  bones  have  beat 
Tile  winter's  snow,  the  summer's  heat, 
The  drenching  dews,  and  driving  rain  ! 
Let  me,  let  me  sleep  again. 
Who  b  he,  with  voice  unblest. 
That  calls  me  from  the  bed  of  rest? 

0,  A  trsTeller^  to  thee  unknown,  ■ 
Is  he  that  calls,  a  warrior's  son. ' 
Thou  the  deeds  of  light  shalt  know ; 
Tell  me  what  is  done  below. 
For  whom  yon  glittering  board  is  spread^ 
Dicst  for  whom  yon  golden  bed  ? 

Pr.  Mantling  in  the  goblet  see 
Tlie  pure  bereiage  of  the  bee. 
O'er  it  hangs  the  shield  of  gold ; 
*T  is  the  drink  of  Balder  bold : 
Bauer's  head  to  death  is  given, 
Bun  can  reach  the  sons  of  Heaven  ! 
Unwilling  I  my  lips  unclose :  . 
Leave  me^  leave  me,  to  repose. 

0.  Once  again  my  call  obey, 
IVppheiBss^  aaae,  and  say, 

*  Niaheimr,  the  Hell  of  the  Gothic  nations,  oon- 
Bsted  of  nine  worlds,  to  which  were  devoted  all 
such  as  died  of  sickness,  old  age,  or  by  any  odier 
msanstfaan  in  battle:  over  it  presided  Hda,  the 
goddess  of  death. 


What  dangers  Odin's  child  awaiC, 
Who  the  author  of  his  fate? 

Pr.  In  Hoder's  hand  the  hero's  doom : 
His  brother  sends  him  to  the  tomb. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  close : 
Leave  me,  leave  me,  to  repose. 

0.  Prophetess,  my  spell  obey : 
Once  again  arise,  and  say, 
Who  th*  avenger  of  his  guilt. 
By  whom  shall  Hoder's  blood  be  spilt? 

Pr.  In  the  caverns  of  the  west, 
By  Odin's  fierce  embrace  coroprest, 
A  wondrous  boy  shall  Rinda  bear. 
Who  ne'er  sliall  comb  his  raven-hair. 
Nor  wash  his  visage  in  the  stream. 
Nor  see  the  Sun's  departing  beam : 
Till  he  on  Hoder's  corse  shall  smile 
Flaming  on  the  funeral  pile. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  dose ; 
Leave  me,  leave  me,  to  repose. 

0.  Yet  awhile  my  call  obey, 
Prophetess,  awake,  and  say, 
What  virgins  these,  in  speechless  woe, 
That  bend  to  earth  their  solemn  brow, 
That  their  flaxen  tresses  tear, 
And  snowy  Teils,  that  float  in  air. 
Tell  me  whence  their  sorrows  rose : 
Then  I  leave  thee  to  repose. 

Pr.  Ha!  no  traveller  art  thou* 
King  of  Men,  I  know  thee  now. 
Mightiest  of  a  mighty  line.  -« 

0.  No  boding  maid  of  skill  divine 
Art  thou,  nor  prophetess  of  good; 
But  mother  of  the  giant>brood ! 

Pr.  Hie  thee  hence,  and  boast  at  home, 
Thai  never  shall  inquirer  come 
To  break  my  iron-sleep  again ; 
Till  Lok  f  has  burst  his  ten-fold  chain. 
Never,  till  substantial  Night 
Has  rfr4U8um'd  her  ancient  right ; 
Till  wnipp'd  in  flames,  in  ruin  hurl'd. 
Sinks  the  fobric  of  the  world. 


THE  TRIUMPHS  OF  OWEN.  | 

A   PaAOMSMT. 

rmox  MB.  BVAVs's  spscmxKs  or  the  wblsh  roiTBT; 

LONOOK,  1764,  QUAETO. 

Owbn's  praise  demands  my  song, 
Owen  swift,  and  Owen  strong ; 
Fairest  flower  of  Roderic's  stem, 
Gwyneth's  §  shield,  and  Britain's  gem. 

f  Lok  is  the  evil  beuig,  who  continues  in  cluunt 
till  the  twilight  of  the  gods  approaches,  uhen  he 
shall  break  his  bonds ;  the  human  race,  the^  stars, 
and  Sun,  shall  disappear;  the  earth  sink  in  the 
seas,  and  fire  consume  the  skies :  even  Odin  him- 
self and  his  kindred  deities  shall  perish.  For  a 
further  ezpUnation  of  this  mythology,  see  Mallet's 
Introduction  to  the  History  of  Denmark,  1755, 
quarto. 

I  Owen  succeeded  his  father  Griffin  in  the  prin- 
cipaUty  of  North  Wales  A.  D.  113.  This  battle 
was  fought  near  forty  years  afterwards. 

$  North  Wales. 

Uu  3 
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He  nor  heaps  his  brooded  stures, 
Nor  ftll  profusdy  pours ; 
Lord  of  every  r^el  art, 
Liberal  hand,  and  open  heart. 

Big  with  hosts  of  mighty  name, 
Squaidrons  three  against  him  came ; 
This  the  force  of  Eirin  hiding. 
Side  by  side  as  proudly  riding, 
On  her  shadow  long  and  gay 
Lochlin  *  plows  the  watery  way : 
There  the  Norman  sails  aibr 
Catch  the  winds,  and  join  the  war ; 
Black  and  hnge  along  they  sweep. 
Burthens  of  the  angry  deep. 

Dauntless  on  his  natiTe  sands 
The  dragon-son  f  of  Mona  stands ; 

*  Denmark. 

f  The  red  dragon  is  the  device  of  Cadwallader, 
wluch  all  his  dcsModants  bore  on  theur  banners. 


In  glittering  arma  and  glory 
Hi^  he  rears  his  raby  crcsL 
There  the  thundering  IrtMkaa  b^glta^ 
Ihere  the  press,  and  tfaaetfaB  db&  s 
Talymalfra's  rocky  shb^ 
Echoing  to  the  battk's  rair» 
Where  his  glowing  eyeJialls  toniy 
Thousand  banners  nnmd  him  ~ 
Where  he  points  fats  purple 
Hasty,  hasty  rout  is  tfaerc^ 
MariLbig  with  indignant  eye 
Fear  to  stop,  and  shame  to  fly- 
There  Confusion,  Terrom'a 
Conflict  fierce,  and  Ruin  wild. 
Agony,  that  pants  for  brealli. 
Despair  and  honourable  Dentil. 
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TOBIAS  SMOLLETT. 


1  OKAS  SmuuxFtt  well  known  in  his  time  for  the 
wiecjsnd  multiptichy  of  his  publications,  was 
bom  in  1790^  at  Didquhum,  in  the  county  of  Dum- 
barton. He  was  educated  under  a  surgeon  in 
Glasgow,  where  he  also  attended  the  medical  lec- 
tures of  the  University ;  and  at  this  early  period  he 
gave  some  specimens  of  a  talent  for  writing  verses. 
As  it  is  on  this  ground  that  he  has  obtained  a  place 
in  the  present  collection,  we  shall  pass  over  his 
various  characters  of  surgeon's  mate,  physician, 
historiographer,  politician,  miscellaneous  writer, 
and  cs|Mwially  novdlist,  and  consider  his  claims  as 
a  minor  poet  of  no  mean  rsnk.      He  will  be  found, 


in  this  collection,  as  the  author  of  '*  Hie  Tears 
of  Scotland,"  the  «  Ode  to  Leven- Water,'*  and 
s<nne  other  short  pieces,  which  are  polished,  tender, 
and  picturesque ;  and,  especially,  of  an  "  Ode  to 
Independence,'*  whidi  aims  at  a  loftier  flight,  and 
perhaps  has  few  superiors  in  the  lyric  style. 

Smollett  married  a  lady  of  Jamaica :  he  wa^ 
unfortunately,  of  an  irritable  disposition,  which 
involved  him  in  frequent  quarrels,  and  finally 
shortened  his  life.  He  died  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Leghorn,  in  October,  1771,  in  the  fifty-first 
year  of  his  age. 


THE  TEARS  OP  SCOTLANDl 

iVlouair,  hapless  Caledonia,  mourn 
Thy  banish'd  peace,  thy  laurels  torn ! 
Thy  sons,  for  valour  long  renown*d, 
Lie  slaughter*d  on  their  native  ground ; 
Thy  hospitable  roofs  no  more^ 
Inrite  the  stranger  to  the  door; 
In  Moeky  ruins  sunk  they  lie, 
The  monuments  of  cruelty. 


The  wretched  owner  sees  alar 
His  all  become  the  prey  of  war ; 
Bethinks  him  of  his  babes  and  wife. 
Then  smites  his  breast,  and  curses  life. 
Tliy  swains  are  famisb*d  on  the  rocks. 
Where  once  they  fed  their  wanton  flocks : 
Thy  ravish'd  rirgins  shriek  in  vain ; 
Thy  infimts  pcriSi  on  the  plain. 

What  boots  it  then,  in  every  dime^ 
Tliroagh  the  wide-spreading  waste  of  time. 
Thy  martial  glory,  crown'd  with  pT.use, 
Scill  shone  with  undiminish'd  blase  ? 
Thy  tow'ring  spirit  now  is  bnJce, 
Hiy  neck  is  bended  to  the  yoke. 
What  foreign  arms  could  never  quell. 
By  civil  rage  and  rancour  fclL 

The  rural  pipe  and  mory  lay 
No  more  shall  cheer  the  happy  day : 
No  sodal  scenes  of  gay  delight 
Beguile  Ae  dreary  winter  lugfat : 
No  strains  but  those  of  sorrow  flow. 
And  nought  be  heard  but  sounds  of  woe, 
While  the  pale  phantoms  of  the  shun 
Glide  nightly  o'er  the  sOeat  phOn. 


O  baneful  cause,  oh,  fatal  mom, 
Accurs'd  to  ages  yet  unborn  ! 
The. sons  against  their  fathers  stood. 
The  parent  shed  his  children's  blood. 
Yet,  when  the  rage  of  battle  ceas'd. 
The  victor's  soul  was  not  appeas'd : 
Hie  naked  and  forlorn  must  feel 
Devouring  flames,  and  murd'ring  steel! 

The  pious  mother  doom'd  to  death. 
Forsaken  wanders  o'er  the  heath. 
The  bleak  wind  whistles  round  her  headt 
Her  helpless  orphans  cry  f<v  bread ; 
Bereft  of  shelter,  food,  and  friend. 
She  riews  the  shades  of  night  descend. 
And,  stretch 'd  beneath  th'  inclement  skic^ 
Weeps  o'er  her  tender  babes,'  and  dies. 

While  the  warm  blood  bedews  my  veins, 
And  unimpair'd  remembrance  reigna. 
Resentment  of  my  country's  fiUe 
Within  my  fllial  breast  shall  beat; 
And,  spite  of  her  insulting  foe. 
My  sympathizing  verse  shall  flow ; 
*<  Mourn,  h^iless  Caledonia,  mourn 
Thy  banish'd  peace,  thy  laurels  torn !" 


ODE  TO  LEVEN-WATER. 

On  Leven's  banks,  while  free  to  rofe^ 
And  tune  the  rural  pipe  to  love; 
I  envied  not  the  happiest  swain 
That  ever  trod  the  Arcadian  plain. 

Pure  stream !  in  whose  transparent  wave 
My  youthful  limbs  I  wont  to  lave ; 
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No  torrents  stain  thy  limpid  source ; 
No  rocks  impede  thy  dimpling  courK, 
That  sweetly  warbles  o*er  its  bed. 
With  white,  round,  polish*d  pebbles  ^read ; 
While,  lightly  pois'd,  the  scaly  brood 
In  myriads  cleave  thy  crystal  6ood ; 
'Hie  springing  trout  in  speckled  pride ; 
llie  salmon,  monarch  of  the  tide ; 
The  ruthless  pike,  intent  on  war ; 
Tlie  silver  eel,  and  mottled  par.  * 
Devolving  from  thy  parent  lake, 
A  charming  maze  thy  waters  make. 
By  bowers  of  birch,  and  groves  of  pine^ 
And  hedges  flower'd  with  ^lantine. 
Still  on  thy  banks  so  gaily  green. 
May  num*rous  herds  and  flocks  be  seen. 
And  lasses  dumting  o*er  the  pail. 
And  shepherds  piping  in  the  dale^ 
And  ancient  Faith  tlut  knows  no  guile. 
And  Industxy  imbrown*d  with  toil, 
And  liearts  resolv*d,  and  hands  prepar'd, 
The  blessings  they  enjoy  to  guard. 


ODE  TO  INDEPENDENCE. 


STaOPHX. 

Tht  spirit.  Independence,  let  me  share ! 

Lord  of  the  lion^ieart  and  eagle-eye, 

lliy  steps  I  follow  with  my  bosom  bare, 

Nor  heed  tlie  storm  that  howls  along  the  sky. 

Deep  in  the  frozen  r^ons  of  the  north, 

A  goddess  violated  brought  thee  forth. 

Immortal  Liberty,  whose  look  sublime 

Hath  bleach'd  the  tyrant's  cheek  in  every  vaiyin'g 

clime. 
What  time  the  iron-hcarted  Gaul 
With  frantic  Superstition  for  his  guide, 
Arm'd  with  the  dagger  and  the  pall, 
The  sons  of  Wodento  the  field  defy'd : 
llie  ruthless  hag,  by  Weser*s  flood. 
In  Heaven's  name  urg*d  th*  infernal  blow ; 
And  red  the  stream  b^an  to  flow : 
The  vanquish*d  were  baptiz'd  with  blood. 

ANT18TBOPBS. 

The  Saxon  prince  in  horrour  fled 

From  altars  stain*d  with  human  gore ; 

And  Liberty  his  routed  legions  led 

In  safety  to  the  bleak  Norwegian  shore. 

There  in  a  cave  asleep  she  lay, 

Lull'd  by  the  hoarse-resounding  main; 

When  a  bold  savage  past  that  way, 

Impeird  by  Destiny,  his  name  Disdain. 

Of  ample  front  the  portly  chief  appear'd : 

The  hunted  bear  supply'd  a  shaggy  vest ; 

Tlie  drifted  snow  hung  on  his  yellow  beard ; 

And  his  broad  shoulders  brav*d  the  furious  blast 

He  stopt :  he  gaz*d ;  his  bosom  glow*d, 

And  deeply  felt  the  impression  <?  her  charms  -. 

He  seiz*d  the  advantage  Fate  allow'd ; 

And  straight  compress'd  her  in  his  vig'rous  arms. 

*  The  par  is  a  small  fish,  not  unlike  the  smelt, 
wmdi  it  rivals  in  delicacy  and' flavour. 


The  curli«u  scixam*d,  the  Tritons  Uev 
Their  shells  to  celebrate  the  ravisfa'd  rite; 
Old  Time  exulted  as  be  flew ; 
And  Independence  saw  the  tight 
The  light  he  saw  in  Albion's  happy  pfam, 
Where  under  cover  of  a  flowering  niani, 
While  Fhiloaiel  renew'd  her  vruUed  Hgmm, 
The  au^idous  fhnt  of  stol'D  cmbrsce  was  bon* 
The  mountain  Dryads  seiz'd  with  joy, 
Tbe  smiling  infiuit  to  their  diarge  ooosigii'd ; 
The  Doric  Muse  caress'd  the  fitvouiite  baj ; 
The  hermit  Wisdom  stor*d  his  opening  ouai 
As  rolling  years  matnr'd  his  age. 
He  flourish*d  bold  and  rinewy  as  his  sire; 
While  the  mild  passions  in  his  breast  anay 
The  fiercer  flanan  of  his  maternal  siie. 

AjrrisnorBs. 

Accomplished  thus,  he  wing'd  his  way, 

And  z^ous  roved  from  pole  to  pok^ 

The  roUs  of  right  eternal  to  disp]ay» 

And  warm  with  patriot  thought  the  aapnag  ^oiL 

On  desert  isles  it  was  he  that  rais*d 

Those  spires  that  gild  tbe  Adriatic  wave. 

Where  Tyranny  behdd  amaz*d 

Fair  Freedom's  temple,  where  he  wnk*d\tapm 

He  steel'd  tlie  blunt  Batavian's  arms 

To  burst  the  Iberian's  double  chain ; 

And  dties  rear'd,  and  planted  farms, 

Won  from  the  skirts  of  Neptune's  wid 

He,  with  the  generous  rustica,  stfe 

On  Uri's  rodLS  in  dose  divan  f ; 

And  wing'd  that  arrow  sure  as  fatCi 

Which  ascertain'd  the  sacred  tights  of 


Arabia's  scorching  sands  he  cran'd, 
Where  blasted  nature  pants  sapinc^ 
Conductor  of  her  tribes  adust. 
To  Freedom's  adamantine  shrine ; 
And  many  a  Tartar  hord  forlorn,  agfaait! 
He  snatch'd  &om  under  fell  Oppuwinnti 
And  taught  amidst  the  dreary  waste 
The  all-cheering  hymns  of  Liberty  to  sap 
He  virtue  finds,  like  predous  ore^ 
Diffixs'd  thro*  every  baser  mould. 
Even  now  he  stands  on  Calvi'a  rocky  shoi^ 
And  turns  the  dross  of  Corsica  to  goU. 
He,  guardian  genius,  taught  oiy  yooth 
Pomp's  tinsel  livery  to  de^iise : 
My  lips  by  him  diastia'd  to  tmtb, 
Ne'er  pay'd  that  homage  which  the  beat 
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Those  sculptur'd  halls  my  feet  shall  new  tn 
Where  vamish'd  Vice  and  Vanity  combin'd, 
To  dazzle  and  seduce,  their  banners  apra^j^ 
And  forge  vile  shackles  for  the  five-born  naaO. 
Where  Insolence  his  wrinkl'd  front  vifnan, 
And  all  the  flowers  of  spurious  fimcy  blow; 
And  Title  his  il].woven  chaplet  wears, 
Full  often  wrenth'd  around  tbe  mixfcaiit'sb^^ 

•f  AUuding  to  tbe  known  story  of  WiffivD^^ 
and  his  associates,  the.  frthers  and  £000110*"°^ 
confederacy  of  the  Swiss  Cantons. 
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Where  evir-dimpliiig  Falsehood,  pert  and  vain, 
P^esenta  her  cup  of  stale  profeMion't  Iroth ! 
And  pale  Disease,  with  all  his  bloated  traioy 
Torments  the  sons  of  Gluttony  and  Sloth, 

staopHX. 

In  Fortune's  car  behold  that  minion  ride, 
AVith  cither  India's  glittering  spoils  oppiest : 
So  moves  the  sumpter-mule,  in  hamess*d  pride, 
That  bemn  the  treasure  which  he  cannot  taste. 
For  him  let  venal  bards  disgrace  the  bay. 
And  hireling  minstrels  wake  the  tinkling  string ; 
Her  sensual  snares  let  faithless  Pleasure  lay ; 
And  all  her  jingling  bells  fantastic  Folly  ring; 
Disquiet,  Doubt,  and  Dread  shall  interrene ; 
And  Nature  still  to  all  her  feelings  just. 
In  vengeance  hang  a  damp  on  every  scenes. 
Shook  from  the  baleful  piniona  of  ~ 
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Nature  I'll  court  in  ber  sequesterM  haunts 
By  mountain,  meadow,  streamlet,  grove,  or  cell. 
Where  the  poised  lark  his  evening  ditty  chaunts, 
And  Healti^  and  Ffeace,  and  Contemplation  dwelL 
There  Study  shall  with  Solitude  recline ; 
And  Friendship  pledge  me  to  his  fellow-swains ; 
And  lUl  and  Temperance  sedately  twine 
The  slender  chord  that  fluttering  life  sustains : 
And  fearless  Poverty  shall  guard  the  door ; 
And  Taste  unspoiPd  the  frugal  table  spread ; 
And  Industry  supply  the  humble  store ; 
And  sleep  unbribed  his  dews  refreshing  shed : 
White-mantled  Innocence,  ethereal  sprite. 
Shall  chase  far  off  the  goblins  of  the  night ; 
And  Indepoidence  o'er  the  day  preside. 
Propitious  power !  my  patron  and  my  pride. 
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GEORGE  LORD  LYTTELTON. 


G«»«  Lo.1.  LrtnLxo,.  bom  tlfagK,.  in 
Jan.  170(^9,  was  the  eldest  son  of   Sir  Thomas 
Ljttelton,  Bart,  of  the  same  place.     He  ivcchred 
his  early  education  at  Eton,  whence  be  was  sent  to 
Christ-cfauidi  College,  in  Ozfotd.     In  both  of  these 
places  he  was  distinguished  for  classical  literature^ 
and  some  of  his  poems  which  we  have  borrowed  were 
the  fruits  of  his  juTenile  studies.     In  his  nineteenth 
year,  he  set  out  on  a  tour  to  the  Continent ;  and 
some  of  the  letters  which  he  wrote  during  tids  ab- 
sence to  bis  father  are  pleasing  proofs  of  his  sound 
principles,  and  his  umaeited  confidence  in  a  vener- 
ated parent.   .He  also  wrote  a  poetical  epistle  to 
Dr.  Ayscougfa,  bis  Oxford  tutor,  which  u  one  of 
the  best  of  ms  worka.      On  his  return  from  abroad 
he  was  diosen  representatiTe  in  parliament  for  the 
borough  of  Oakhampton ;  and  being  wanned  with 
that  patriotic  ardour  which  rsrely  fails  to  inspire 
the  bosom  of  an  ingenuous  youth,  he  became  a  dis- 
tinguished  partisan  of  opposition-politics,  whilst  his 
fiftfaer  was  a  supporter  of  the  ministry,  then  ranged 
under  the  banners  of  Walpole.     When  Frederic 
Prince  of  Wales,  baring  quarrelled  with  the  court, 
formed  a  separate  court  of  his  own,  in  1737,  Lyttel- 
ton  was  appointed  secretary  to  the  Prince,  with  an 
advanced  salary.     At  this  time  Pope  bestowed  his 
praise  upon  our  patriot  in  an  animated  couplet : 

Free  as  young  Lyttelton  her  cause  pursue, 
StiU  true  to  virtue^,  and  aa  warm  as  true. 


In  1741,  he  married  Lucy,  die  daag^rterof  Ri^ 
Fortescue,  Esq.  a  lady  for  whom  he  cntcrtaiMd^ 
purest  affection,  and  with  whom  he  Kved  in  u^htfri 
conjugal  harmony.  Her  death  in  cfaOiMwd,  a  I  TIT, 
was  lamented  by  him  in  a  *<  Monody,'*  whid  «^ 
prominent  among  his  poetical  woeka,  and  dt^Ufi 
much  natural  feeling,  amidst  tbe  mote  ^»J»«^ 
strains  of  a  poet's  imaginatioiL.       So  i»»ri>  wtf 

sufllce  re^)ecting  his  productiona  of  diia  cbsi,  vtkh 

are  distinguished  by  the  correctneaa  of 

cation,  the  elegance  of  tfaeir  dir«ion,  and. , 

of  their  sentiments.     His  miaoellancoiis 

his  history  of  Henry  II.,  the  laat,  tlie  wmk  of  b 

age,  have  eadi  their  approfiriate  merits,  hot  i^ 

here  be  omitted. 

The  death  of  his  firther,  in  1751,  pndoecd  \m 
succession  to  the  title  and  a  lar^  cataie ;  ^d  Im 
taste  for  rural  ornament  rendered  Haglcy  one  tf 
the  most  delightful  residences  in  the  kingdn.  ii 
the  dissolution  of  the  ministry,  of  winch  he  cm. 
posed  a  part,  in  1759,  he  waa  rewaided  with  efew 
tion  to  the  peerage,  by  the  style  of  Baioo  Lytt^a 
of  FVankley,  in  the  county  of  Wortestv.  He 
died  of  a  lingering  disorder,  which  he  bote  «ah 
pious  resignation,  in  August  1773,  in  the  64tbyar 
of  his  age. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOVE. 

nr  YOUR  KCLOGUJIfc 

1.  Uncertainty.     To  Mn  Pope. 

2.  Hope.     To  the  Hon.  Gewge  Doddington. 

3.  Jealousy.     To  Edward  Walpole,  Esq. 

4.  Possession.  To  the  Right  Hon.  the  Lord  ViscoCmt 

Cobham. 


UNCERTMNTY. 

ECLOOUX  I. 

TO  MQu  ronb 

<"■»  to  whose  reed  beneath  the  beachen  A^^, 
The  nymphs  of  Thames  a  pleas'd  Attention  paid ; 
While  yet  thy  Muse,  content  with  humbler  pniie, 
WcrUcd  m  Windsor's  grove  her  sylvtti  lays; 


Though  now,  sublimdy  borne  on  Homer's  wi^ 
Of  glorious  wars  and  godlike  cfaiefa  she  nug- 
Wilt  thou  wi^  me  revisit  once  again 
The  crystal  fountain,  and  the  ilowerj  •^•s-  ' 
Wilt  thou,  indulgent  hear  my  vc 
The  various  changes  of  a  lover's 
And,  while  each  turn  of  passion  I  pursue^ 
Ask  thy  own  heart  if  wlMt  I  tdlbe  true? 
To  the  green  margin  of  a  londy  wood. 
Whose  pendant  shades  o*erlook*d  a  alvcr  fkio^ 
Toung  Damon  came,  unknowing  where  he  sti^*i 
Full  dt  the  image  of  his  beauteous  maid : 
His  flock,  fiur  off,  unfed,  untended,  1^, 
To  eveiy  savage  a  defimcdess  prey ; 
No  sense  of  interest  could  their  master  mot^ 
And  every  care  seem*d  trifling  now  but  Jof& 
Awhile  in  pensive  sQenoe  he  remain'd. 
But,  thon^  his  voice  was  mnte^  faia  looks 

plam*d; 
At  length  the  thoughts,  withm  hi 
Fotv*d  bis  unwilling  tongue  to  give 
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Ye  nymphis"  bocricd,  **  ye  Diyediy  wbo  lo  long 
Isre  fimNir'd  Dunoiiy  and  insptr'd  hii  loog ; 
?or  whom,  ricir'dt  I  abun  the  gfty  Kwrta 
Xsporlfiil  citiflBi  and  of  pompom  courts; 
^D  man  I  bid  the  readcaa  world  adieu, 
Po  »ek  tranquillilj  and  peace  with  yon. 
rhougfa  wild  AmbhioB  aiid  deBtmctiTe  Rage 
9o  frctiooB  hmn  can  foraiy  no  wars  can  wage : 
rhougfa  Envy  fkowns  nM  on  your  humble  slmdeai 
*f  or  Calumny  your  innocence  inndcs : 
f et  cruel  Love,  thai  tronUer  of  the  bfcasl^ 
foo  often  violates  your  boasted  rest ; 
¥ith  infared  storms  disturbs  your  calm  retread 
Ind  taints  with  bitterness  euh  mini  sweet 

•*  Ah,  luckless  day !  when  first  with  fond  surprise 
>D  Delia's  lace  I  fix'd  my  eager  eyes ! 
Qien  in  wild  tumults  all  my  soul  was  tost, 
rhen  reason,  liberty,  at  once  were  lost  s 
Ind  every  wish,  and  thought,  and  care,  was  gone^ 
Sut  what  my  heart  employ'd  on  her  alone, 
[lien  too  she  smil'd :  can  smiles  our  peace  destroy, 
rhose  lovely  children  of  Content  and  Joy  ? 
low  can  soft  pleasure  and  tormenting  woe 
'*nmi  the  same  spring  at  the  ssme  moment  flow? 
Jnhqipy  boy !  these  vain  inquirJes  cease, 
[Tiought  could  not  guard,  norwiUrestore,  thy  peace; 
ndulge  the  freniy  that  thou  must  endure, 
Lnd  soothe  the  pain  thou  know'sl  not  how  to  cure, 
^ome,  flattering  Memory !  and  tell  my  heart 
low  kind  die  was,  and  with  what  pleasing  art 
he  strove  its  fondeit  wishes  to  obtain, 
V>nfirm  her  power,  and  faster  bind  my  chain, 
f  on  the  grsen  we  danc*d,  a  mirthftil  band ; 
\>  me  alone  she  gave  her  willing  hand : 
Icr  partial  taste,  if  e'er  1  touched  the  lyre, 
kill  in  my  song  found  something  to  admire. 
ly  none  but  her  mj  crook  with  flowers  was  crown'd, 
iy  none  but  her  my  brows  with  ivy  bound : 
%e  world,  that  Dunon  was  her  dioice,  believ'd, 
lie  warid»  alas !  like  Bamon,  was  deceiv'd. 
?ben  lart  I  aaw  her,  and  dedar'd  my  fire 
n  wosds  aa  soft  as  pasMon  could  inspire, 
*4)hd}j  she  heard,  and  ftiU  of  scorn  withdrew, 
Hifaout  one  pitying  glance,  one  sweet  adieu. 
1»  fijglbtad  hiiM,  who  sees  his  ripen'd  com 
7p  from  tba  roots  by  ^udden  tempests  torn, 
Rioae  frinst  hopes  dotroy'd  and  bbnted  Ue, 
^eeb  not  so  keen  a  pang  (rf*  grief  as  I. 
ihf  how  have  I  deserved,  inhuman  maid, 
"o  have  my  fiUthftd  service  thus  repaid  ? 
Ven  aU  the  marks  of  kindness  I  leceiv'd, 
lut  drsams  of  joy,  that  charm'd  me  and  deceiv'd  ? 
H  did  you  only  nurse  my  growing  love, 
Iwt  widi  more  pain  I  viAt  your  hatred  prove  ? 
lare  guilty  treadiery  no  {uaoe  could  find 
n  sudi  a  gentle,  such  a  generous  mind : 
i  maid  brought  up  the  woods  and  wilds  among 
^ould  ne'er  have  learnt  tiie  art  of  courts  so  young : 
•o ;  let  me  radier  think  her  anger  feign'd, 
dll  let  me  hope  my  Delia  may  be  gain'd ; 
r  was  only  modesty  that  seem'd  disdan, 
Lnd  her  heart  sulfier'd  when  she  gave  me  pain." 

FIcss'dwith  this  flattering  thoogfat,  the  love-odi 

boy 
elt  the  fiunt  dawning  of  a  doobtftd  joy ; 
lack  to  his  ikwk  more  cheerful  he  retum'd, 
Vlmi  now  the  setting  Sun  more  fiercely  bum'dy 
Hue  vapours  rose  along  the  maiy  liUs, 
knd  li^s  Um  blushes  ting'd  the  distant  hflla. 


HOPE. 

ECLOQUB  IL 
TO  KB*  DODDIirOTOlf,  AmmWAMHB  LOU>  lOLCOlIBB 

urais. 

HsAB,  Doddington,  ihe  notes  that  shepherds  sing. 
Like  those  that  warbling  hail  the  genial  Spring. 
Nor  Fsn,  nor  Fhcebus,  tunes  our  artless  reeds : 
From  Love  alone  their  melody  proceeds. 
Fkom  Love,  Theocritus,  on  Enna's  plains, 
Learnt  tlie  wild  sweeUicM  of  his  Doric  strains. 
Young  Maro,  touch'd  by  his  inspiring  dart, 
Could  charm  eadi  ear,  and  soften  every  heart : 
Me  too  his  power  has  reach'd,  and  bids  with  thine 
My  rustic  pipe  in  pleasing  concert  join. 

Damon  no  longer  sought  the  silent  shade, 
No  more  in  unfrequented  paths  he  stray'd. 
But  csll'd  the  swains  to  hear  his  jocund  song, 
And  told  his  joy  to  all  the  rural  throng. 

•*  Blest  be  the  hour,"  he  said,  •*  that  happy  hour. 
When  first  I  own'd  my  Delia's  gentle  power ; 
Then  gloomy  discontent  and  pining  care 
Forsook  my  breast,  and  left  soft  wishes  there ; 
Soft  wishes  there  they  left,  and  gay  desires, 
Delightftil  languors,  and  transporting  fires. 
Whoe  yonder  limes  combine  to  form  a  shade, 
These  eyes  first  gax'd  upon  the  charming  maid  ; 
There  she  appear'd,  on  that  auspicious  oby. 
When  swains  their  sportive  rites  to  Bacchus  pay : 
She  led  the  dance  «-  Heavens !  with  what  grace  she 

mov'd! 
Who  could  have  seen  her  then,  and  not  have  lov'd? 
I  strove  not  to  resist  so  sweet  a  flame, 
But  gloried  in  a  happy  captive's  name; 
Nor  would  I  now,  could  Love  permit,  be  firee^ 
But  leave  to  brutes  their  savage  liher^. 

**  And  art  thou  then,  fond  youth,  secure  of  joy  ? 
Can  no  revem  thy  flattering  bliss  destroy  ? 
Has  treacherous  Love  no  torment  yet  in  itore  ? 
Or  hast  thou  never  prov'd  lus  &tal  power  ? 
Whence  flow'd  those  tears  tha£  kte  bedew'd  thy 

cheek? 
Why  sigh'd  thy  heart  as  if  it  strove  to  brsak? 
Why  were  the  desert  locks  invok'd  to  hear 
The  plaindve  accent  of  thy  sad  de^iair  ? 
From  Delia's  rigour  all  those  pains  arose, 
Delia»  who  now  compassionates  my  woes. 
Who  bids  me  hope ;  and  in  that  charming  word 
Has  peace  and  transport  to  my  soul  restor'd. 

**  Begin,  my  pipe,  begin  the  gladsome  lay ; 
A  kiss  man  Delia  shall  thy  music  pay ; 
A  kiss  obtain'd  'twiit  struggling  and  consent, 
Given  with  forc'd  anger,  and  diflguis'd  content 
No  laureat  wreaths  I  ask,  to  bind  my  brows^ 
Such  as  the  Muse  on  lof^  bards  bestows : 
Let  other  swains  to  praise  or  fiuneaspin; 
I  nom  her  lips  my  recompense  require. 

**  Why  st^  my  DeUa  In  her  secret  bower? 
Li^  gides  have  dias'd  the  late  impending  ihower ; 
Th*  emenpng  Sun  more  bright  his  beams  eitends  } 
Oppos'd,  Its  beauteous  arch  the  rainbow  bends ! 
Glad  youths  and  maklms  turn  the  new-made  hay : 
The  birds  renew  their  songs  on  every  ^ray ! 
Come  forth,  my  love,  thy  shepherd's  joys  to  crown : 
All  nature  smiles.  *  Will  only  DeUa  frown? 

*'  Hark  how  the  bees  with  murmurs  fill  the  plain. 
While  every  flower  of  every  sweet  they  dnin : 
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See,  how  beneath  yon  hillock's  ihady  tteep. 
The  ihelter'd  herds  on  flowery  couches  sleqp : 
Nor  bees,  nor  herd%  ere  half  so  blest  as  I, 
If  with  my  fond  desires  my  love  comply ; 
From  Delia's  lips  a  sweeter  honey  flows, 
And  on  her  bosom  dwells  more  soft  repose. 

«  Ah !  how,  my  dear,  shall  I  deserve  thy  charms? 
What  gift  can  bribe  thee  to  my  longing  arms  ? 
A  bird  for  thee  in  silken  bands  I  hold. 
Whose  yellow  plumage  shines  like  poliah'd  gold ; 
From  distant  isles  the  lovely  stranger  came. 
And  bears  the  fortunate  Canaries'  name ; 
In  all  our  woods  none  boasts  so  sweet  a  note, 
Not  ev'n  the  nightingale's  melodious  throat 
Accept  of  this ;  and  could  I  add  beside 
What  wealth  the  rich  PeruTian  mountains  hide : 
If  all  the  gems  in  eastern  rocks  were  mine, 
On  thee  alone  their  glittering  pride  should  shine. 
But,  if  thy  mind  no  gifts  have  power  to  move^ 
Phoebus  lumself  shall  leave  th'  Aonian  grove : 
The  tuneful  Nine^  who  never  sue  in  vain. 
Shall  come  sweet  suppliants  for  their  favourite 

swain. 
For  him  each  blue-ey'd  Naiad  of  the  flood. 
For  him  each  green-hair'd  sister  of  the  wood, 
Whom  oft  beneath  fair  Cynthia's  gentle  ray 
His  music  calls  to  dance  the  night  away.  . 
And  you,  fiur  nymphs,  companions  of  my  love, 
With  whom  she  joys  the  cowslip  meads  to  rove, 
I  beg  you  recommend  my  fiutfaful  flame. 
And  let  her  often  hear  her  shepherd's  name : 
Shade  all  my  fiiults  ftom  her  inquiring  sight, 
And  show  my  merits  in  the  fairest  light ; 
My  pipe  your  kind  assistance  shall  repay. 
And  every  friend  shall  claim  a  different  lay. 

**  But  see  !  in  yonder  glade  the  heavenly  fair 
Enjoys  the  fragrance  of  the  breesy  air — 
Ah,  thither  let  me  fly  with  eager  feet; 
Adieu,  my  pipe ;  I  go  my  love  to  meet — 
O,  may  I  find  her  as  we  parted  last. 
And  may  each  future  hour  be  like  the  past ! 
So  shall  the  whitest  lamb  these  pastures  feed. 
Propitious  Venus,  on  thy  altars  bleed." 


JEALOUSY. 
Eclogue  III. 

TO  Ma.  XDWAao  WALVOUB. 

Tax  gods,  O  Walpole,  give  no  bliss  sincere ; 
Wealth  is  disturb'd  by  care,  and  power  by  fear : 
Of  all  the  passions  that  employ  the  mind. 
In  gentle  love  the  sweetest  joys  we  find : 
Yet  ev'n  those  joys  dire  Jealou^  molests. 
And  blackens  each  fair  image  in  our  breasts. 
O  may  the  warmth  of  thy  too  tender  heart 
Ne'er  feel  the  sharpness  of  his  venom'd  dart  I 
For  thy  own  quiet,  think  thy  mistress  just. 
And  wisely  take  t^  happiness  on  trust 

Beghn,  my  Muse,  and  Damon's  woes  rebeane^ 
In  wildest  numben  and  diaorder'd  venK. 

On  a  romantic  mountain's  airy  head 
(WfaOe  browaing  floats  at  ease  around  him  fed) 
Anxious  he  lay,  with  jealous  cares  opprest ; 
Distrust  and  anger  labouring  in  his  breast  i— 
The  vale  beneath  a  pleasing  prospect  yields 
Of  verdant  meads  and  cultivated  fields ; 
Through  these  a  river  rolls  its  i»inding  flood, 
*  dom'd  with  various  tuiU  of  rising  wood ; 


Here^  half-oonceal'd  in  tiws,  a  cotn^e 
A  castle  there  the  opening  plain 
Beyond,  a  town  with  glittering 
And  distant  hills  the  wide  horiaon  bound 
So  charming  was  the  soenc^  awUe  the 
Beheld  delighted,  and  forgot  his  pain : 
But  soon  the  stings  infiz'd  within  hb  heart 
With,  cruel  force  rcnew'd  their  laging  anatt : 
His  flowery  wreath,  which  long  with  pride  fae 
The  gift  of  Delia,  from  his  bro«rs  he  trie. 
Then  cried,  **  May  all  thy  charms,  ungiaarful 
Like  these  neglected  roses,  droop  and  &de ! 
May  angry  Hemven  deform  each  guilty 
That  triumphs  now  in  that  deluding  &ce ! 
Those  alter'd  looks  may  every  sbqibevd  fly. 
And  ev'n  thy  Daphnis  hate  thee  w< 

<*  Say,  thou  inconstant,  what  has 
To  lose  the  heart  his  tsdiooa  pains  had 
Tell  me  what  charms  you  in  my  rival  finc^ 
Against  whose  power  no  ties  have  sUengih  to 
Has  he,  like  me,  with  long  obedience  stnsvc 
To  conquer  your  disdain,  and  meiit  love  ? 
Has  he  with  transport  every  smile  ador'd^ 
And  died  with  grief  at  each  ungentle  word? 
Ah,  no !  the  conquest  was  obtain'd  with  case 
He  pleased  you,  by  not  studying  to  please: 
His  careless  indolence  your  pride  alann'd ; 
And,  had  he  lov'd  you  more,  he  less  had 

"  O  pain  to  think !  another  shall 
Those  balmy  Uf»  which  I  was  wont  to 
Another  on  her  panting  breast  shall  lie. 
And  catch  sweet  madness  from  her  swimming 
I  saw  their  friendly  flocks  together  feed, 
I  saw  them  liand  in  hand  walk  o'er  the  mead 
Would  my  clos'd  eye  had  sunk  in  cndka 
Ere  I  was  doom'd  to  bear  that  hatcAil  sight ! 
Where'er  tlK7  pass'd,  be  blasted  every 
And  hungry  wolves  their  hclpl< 
Ah,  wretched  swain,  could  no  example* 
Thy  heedless  heart  to  shun  the  rage  of  love? 
Hast  thou  not  heard  how  poor  Mcnalcas  died 
A  victim  to  Parthenia's  fatal  pride  ? 
Dear  was  the  youth  to  all  the  tuneful  plasB, 
Lov'd  by  tlie  nymphs,  by  Phoebus  lov'd  m  vm 
Around  his  tomb  their  tears  the  Muaes  paid ; 
And  all  things  moum'd,  but  the  relentlcaB 
Would  I  could  die  like  him,  and  be  at 
These  torments  in  the  quiet  grave  would 
Tliere  my  vex'd  thoughts  n  aim  repose  would 
And  rest,  as  if  my  Delia  still  were  kind. 
No,  let  me  Uve,  her  falsehood  to  upbraid : 
Some  god  perhaps  my  just  revenge  will  aid.— 
Alas !  what  aid,  fond  swain,  woiddst  tfaoa 
Could  thy  heart  bear  to  see  its  Delia  grieve? 
j^otecther,  Heaven!  and  let  her  nev 
The  slightest  part  of  hapless  Damon's  woe : 
I  ask  no  vengeance  fium  the  powcn  above  ; 
AU  I  implore  is  never  more  to  love.  -^^ 
Let  me  this  fondness  from  my  bosom  tear. 
Let  me  forget  that  e'er  I  thought  her  ftir. 
Come,  cool  Indifference,  and  heal  my 
Wearied,  at  length,  I  seek  thy  downy 
No  turbulence  of  passion  shall  destroy 
My  future  ease  with  flattering  hopes 
Hear,  mighty  Pen,  and,  all  ye  syhans. 
What  by  your  guardian  deities  I  swear  ; 
No  more  my  eyes  shall  view  her  &tal 
No  more  I'U  court  the  traitoress  to  my 
Not  all  her  arts  my  steady  soul  shall  movc^ 
And  she  hhall  find  tliat  reason  conquers  love  f 
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learce  had  be  tpoke,  when  through  the  lawn  below 
UoDC  he  aaw  the  beauteous  Oeli»  go ; 
It  once  transported,  he  forgot  his  vow, 
Such  peijuries  the  laughing  gods  allow !) 
Oown  the  steep  hills  with  ardent  haste  he  flew ; 
fie  found  her  kind,  and  soon  belie¥*d  her  tniei 

possession: 

EcLoauc  IV. 

TO   LORD  COBHAM. 

CoBHAM,  to  thee  this  rural  lay  I  bring, 
iVhose  guiding  judgment  gives  me  skill  to  sing : 
Tliough  far  unequal  to  thoae  polish*d  strains, 
With  which  thy  Congrere  charm*d   the  listening 

plains: 
Vet  shall  its  music  please  thy  partial  car,        [dear; 
And  soothe  thy  breast  with  thoughts  that  once  were 
Recall  those  years  which  Time  has  thrown  behind. 
When  smiling  Lore  with  Honour  shar*d  thy  mind : 
When  all  thy  glorious  days  of  prosperous  fight 
IVlighted  less  than  one  successful  night 
'Ilie  sw«et  remembrance  shall  thy  youth  restore. 
Fancy  again  shall  run  past  pleasures  o*er ; 
And,  while  in  Stowe*s  enchanting  walks  you  stray, 
This  theme  may  help  to  cheat  the  summer's  day. 

Beneath  the  covert  of  a  myrtle  wood. 
To  Venus  rmis'd,  a  rustic  altar  stood. 
To  Venus  and  to  Hymen,  there  combin*dy 
In  friendly  league  to  favour  human  kind. 
With  wanton  Cupids,  in  that  happy  shade. 
The  gentle  Virtues  aud  mild  Wiulom  play*d. 
Sot  there  in  sprightly  Pleasure's  genial  train, 
Lurk*d  sick  Disgust,  or  late-repcuting  Pain, 
Nor  Force,  nor  Interest,  join'd  unwilling  hands^ 
Hut  Love  consenting  tieid  the  blissful  bands. 
Thither,  with  glad  devotion,  Damon  came,  . 
To  thank  the  powers  who  bless'd  his  faithful  flame : 
Two  milk-white  doves  be  on  their  altar  laid. 
And  thus  to  both  his  grateful  homage  paid  : 
*  I  IaiI,  bounteous  god!  b^orc  whose  hallow'd  shrine 
My  Delia  vow'd  to  be  for  ever  mine. 
While,  glowing  in  her  cheeks,  with  tender  love, 
Swtfet  virgin-modesty  reluctant  strove ! 
And  hail  to  thee,  fair  queen  of  young  desires ! 
Long  shall  my  heart  preserve  thy  pleasing  fires^ 
MDoe  Delia  now  can  all  its  warmth  return, 
;\b  fondly  languish,  and  as  fiercely  bum. 

'*  O  tiK  dear  bloom  of  last  propitious  night ! 
>  ahaile  more  charming  than  the  fairest  light ! 
rhen  in  my  aims  I  clasp'd  the  melting  maid, 
rhen  all  my  pains  one  moment  overpaid ; 
riien  first  die  sweet  excess  of  bliss  I  prov'd, 
kVhich  none  can  taste  but  who  like  me  have  lov'd. 
I*bou  too^  bright  goddess,  once,  in  Ida's  grove^ 
LH4lst  not  disdain  to  meet  a  shepherd's  love ; 
^ith  him,  while  frisking  lambs  around  you  play*d, 
.Vmceal'd  you  sported  in  the  secret  shade : 
k:arce  could  Anchiaes'  raptures  equal  mine, 
%.nd  Delia's  beauties  only  yield  to  thine. 

"  What  are  ye  now,  my  once  most  valued  joys? 
insipid  trifles  all,  and  childish  toys  — 
Kricodship  itself  ne'er  knew  a  durm  like  this, 
^or  CoUn's  talk  could  please  like  Delia's  kia. 

'*  Te  Muses,  skill'd  in  every  winning  art. 
Peach  me  more  deeply  to  engage  her  heart ; 
fe  nymphs,  to  her  your  freshest  roses  bring, 
%Dd  crown  her  with  the  jgMt  of  all  the  Spring : 


On  all  her  days  let  health  and  peace  iHtnd ; 
May  she  ne'er  want,  nor  ever  lose,  a  friend! 
May  some  new  pleasure  every  hour  employ : 
But  let  her  Damon  be  her  highest  joy ! 

**  With  thee,  my  love,  for  ever  will  I  stay. 
All  night  caress  thee,  and  adnure  all  day ; 
In  the  same  field  our  mingled  flodks  we  *U  fted. 
To  the  same  spring  our  tlonty  heifers  lead. 
Together  will  we  share  the  harvest  toils, 
I  Together  press  the  vine's  autumnal  spoils. 
i  Delightful  state,  where  Peace  and  Love  '■'«»Vtf^ 
I  To  bid  our  tranqufl  days  unclouded  shine ! 
I  Here  limpid  fountains  roll  through  flowery 
'  Here  rising  forests  lift  their  verdant  heads ; 
Here  let  me  wear  my  oarelcas  life  away, 
And  in  thy  arms  insensibly  decay. 

«  When  kte  old  age  our  heads  shall  slver  o'l 
And  our  slow  pulses  dance  with  joy  no  more ; 
When  Time  no  longer  will  thy  beauties  spare, 
And  only  Dunon's  eye  shall  think  thee  fair ; 
Then  m»f  the  gentle  hand  of  welcome  Death, 
At  one  soft  stroke,  deprive  us  both  of  brcathi 
May  we  beneath  one  common  stone  be  laid, 
I  And  the  same  cypress  both  our  ashes  shade ! 
Perhaps  some  friendly  Muse,  in  tender  verse^ 
Shall  deign  our  faithful  passion  to  rehearse  ; 
And  future  ages,  with  just  envy  mov'd. 
Be  told  how  Damon  and  his  Delia  bv'd." 


TO  THE  REVEREND  DR.  AYSCOUGII, 

AT  OZrOBOb 

Sat,  dearest  fnend,  how  roll  thy  hours  away  ? 
What  pleasing  study  cheats  the  tedious  day  ? 
Dost  thou  the  sacred  volumes  oft  explore 
Of  wise  Antiquity's  immortal  lore, 
Wliere  rirtuc,  by  the  charms  of  wit  refin'd. 
At  once  exalts  and  polishes  the  mind  ? 
How  different  from  our  modern  guilty  art. 
Which  pleases  only  to  corrupt  the  heart ; 
Whose  curst  refinements  odious  rice  adorn. 
And  teach  to  honour  what  we  ought  to  scorn ! 
Dost  thou  in  sage  historians  joy  to  see 
How  Roman  greatness  rose  with  liberty  : 
How  the  same  hands  that  tyrants  durst  control 
Their  empire  stretched  from  Atlas  to  the  Pole ; 
Till  wealUi  and  conquest  into  slaves  refin'd 
Hie  proud  luxurious  masters  of  mankind  ? 
Dost  thou  in  letter'd  Greece  each  charm  admiro, 
Eadi  grace,  each  rirtue.  Freedom  could  inspire ; 
Yet  in  her  troubled  state  see  all  the  woes. 
And  all  the  crimes,  that  giddy  Faction  knows ; 
Till,  rent  by  parties,  by  corruption  sold. 
Or  weakly  careless,  or  too  rashly  bold. 
She  sunk  beneath  a  mitigated  doom, 
Hie  slave  and  tutoress  <i  protecting  Rome  ? 
Does  calm  Philosophy  her  aid  impart. 
To  guide  the  passions,  and  to  mend  the  heart  ? 
Taught  by  her  precepts,  hast  thou  Icamt  the  end 
To  which  alone  the  wise  their  studies  bend ; 
For  which  alone  by  Nature  were  deaign'd 
The  powers  of  thought  —  to  benefit  mankind  ? 
Not,  like  a  doister'd  drone,  to  read  and  dose. 
In  undesenring,  undeserv'd,  repoae ; 
But  reason's  influence  to  difRise  i  to  cicv 
lb*  enligfaten'd  worid  of  every  glooiiiy  ttar; 
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Dupd  die  mifti  of  entmr,  and  unbind 
Tlioie  pedant  chains  that  ck^  the  freeJxjtn  mind 
Happjr  who  thus  his  kisuie  can  employ ! 
He  knows  the  pwest  hours  of  tranquil  jojr ; 
Nor  Text  with  pangs  tiiat  busier  bosoms  tear, 
Nor  lost  to  soc&il  irirtae's  pleasing  care ; 
Sa&  in  the  port,  yet  labouring  to  sustain 
lliose  who  still  Boat  on  due  tempestuous  main. 

So  Locke  the  days  of  studious  quiet  ^ent; 
So  BoyIe.in  wisdom  found  divine  content ; 
So  Cambray,  worthy  of  a  happier  doom, 
The  virtuous  slave  of  Louis  imd  of  Rome. 
.    Good  Wor'ster*  thus  supports  his  drooping  age^ 
Far  finom  oouit^flattery,  iar  £ram  party-rage ; 
He,  who  in  youth  a  tyrant's  frown  ddfy'd. 
Firm  and  intrepid  on  his  country's  side,       [guide ! 
Her  boldest  champion  then,  and  now  her  mildest 
O  generous  warmth !  O  sanctity  divine ! 
To  emulate  his  worth,  my  friend,  be  diine : 
Learn  from  his  life  the  duties  of  the  gown ; 
Learn,  not  to  flatter,  nor  insult  the  crown ; 
Nor,  basely  servile,  court  the  guilty  great, 
Nor  nuse  the  diurdi  a  rival  to  the  state : 
To  errour  mild,  to  vice  alone  severe. 
Seek  not  to  spread  the  law  tflove  by  ftar. 
The  priest  vrho  plagues  the  worid  can  never  mend : 
No  foe  to  man  was  e'er  to  God  a  friend. 
Let  reason  and  let  virtue  (aith  maintain ; 
All  force  but  thein  is  impious^  weak,  and  vain. 

Me  other  cares  in  other  climes  engage. 
Cares  that  become  my  birth,  and  suit  my  age ; 
In  various  knowledge  to  improve  my  youth. 
And  conquer  prejudice,  worst  foe  to  truth ; 
By  foreign  arts  domestic  fiiults  to  mend, 
Enlarge  my  notions,  and  my  views  extend ; 
The  useful  science  of  the  world  to  know. 
Which  books  can  never  teach,  or  pedants  show. 

A  nation  here  I  pity  and  admire. 
Whom  noblest  sentiments  of  glorv  fire, 
Yet  taught,  by  custom's  force  and  bigot  fear. 
To  serve  with  pride,  and  boast  the  yoke  they  bear : 
Whose  nobles,  bom  to  cringe  and  to  command, 
(In  courts  a  mean,  in  camps  a  generous  band,) 
From  each  low  tool  of  power,  content  receive 
Those  laws,  their  dreaded  arms  to  Europe  givew 
Whose  people  (vain  in  want,  in  bondage  blest ; 
Though  plunder'd,  gay;  industrious,  though  op- 

prest) 
With  happy  foUies  rise  above  their  fate, 
The  jest  and  envy  of  each  wiser  state. 

Yet  here  the  Muses  deign'd  awhile  to  sport 
In  the  short  sunshine  of  a  fiivouring  court : 
Here  Boileau,  strong  in  sense  and  sharp  in  wit, 
Who,  from  the  ancients,  like  the  luidents  writ. 
Permission  gain'd  inferior  vice  to  blame. 
By  flattering  incense  to  his  master's  fame. 
Here  Moliere,  first  of  comic  wits,  excell'd 
Whate'er  Athenian  thtttres  beheld ; 
By  keen,  yet  decent,  satire  skill'd  to  please. 
With  morals  mirth  uniting,  strength  with  ease. 
Now,  charm'd,  I  hear  the  bold  Comeille  inspire 
Heroic  thou^ts,  with  Shakspeare's  force  and  fire ! 
Now  sweet  Racine,  with  milder  influence,  move 
The  soften'd  heart  to  pity  and  to  love. 

With  mingled  pain  and  pleasure,  I  survey 
The  pompous  woriis  of  arbitrerf  sway ; 
Proud  palaces,  that  dndn'd  the  subjects'  store, 
Rais'd  OB  the  ruins  of  tfa*  opprest  ud  poor ; 

•  Bishop  Hough. 


Where  cv'n  mute  vaUs  are  tang^  to  ittm 
And  painted  triumphs  style  Arnhhina  eacAK  * 
With  more  delight  Hiose  plean^  sfad^  I  vkv, 
Where  Cond£  from  an  envious  cooitwiihdrevf; 
Where,  si^  of  g^orj,  fiction,  power,  ad  pride, 
(Sure  judge  bow  empty  aliy  who  an  hid  toisdt) 
Benesih  his  palms  tiie  weary  chief  repot'd, 
And  life's  great  scene  in  quiet  virtue  dos'd 

With  slvme  tbat  other  ftm'd  relrmt  I  see^ 
Adorn'd  by  art^  disgrac'd  bj  luxury  f : 
Where  Orieans  wasted  every  vacant  hoar. 
In  the  wild  riot  of  unbounded  power; 
Where  feverish  debauch  and  impious  kve 
Stsin'd  tiie  mad  table  and  ibe  guilty  grove 

With  these  amusements  is  toy  inewd  dnaa  if 
Fleas'd  and  instructed  in  a  fordgn  had; 
Yet  oft  a  tender  mah  recalls  my  mind 
From  present  joys  to  dearer  left  behind. 
O  native  isle,  fiur  Freedom's  hqapiest  aest! 
At  thought  of  thee,  my  boundii^;  pulses  best; 
At  thought  of  thee^  my  heart  impatient  boms, 
And  all  my  country  on  my  soul  retnins. 
When  shall  I  see  thy  Adds,  whose  plentaeas  pa 
No  power  can  ravish  finom  th*  industrioBS  snb? 
When  kiss,  with  pious  love^  liie  sacred  eiilh 
That  gave  a  Burieigh  or  a  RuaseU  birth? 
When,  in  the  shade  of  laws,  tiiaft  long  bsve  Poait 
Propt  by  their  care,  or  strengtfaen'd  by  ther  bM 
Of  fearless  independence  Wisdy  vain. 
Hie  proudest  slave  of  Bourbon's  race  &dsB? 

Yet,  oh !  what  doubt,  what  aad  prenging  voie^ 
Whispers  vrithiil,  and  bids  me  not  rejoice; 
Bids  me  contemplate  every  state  around, 
From  sultry  Spain  to  Norway's  icy  bound; 
Bids  thrir  lost  rights,  their  ruin'd^skry  see : 
And  teUs  me,  **  Tliese,  like  Knghmd,  coee  vfR 
free!" 


SONG. 


WuKir  Delia  on  die  plain  appcsn^ 
Aw'd  by  a  thousand  tender  fears, 
'  I  would  approach,  but  dare  not  moie; 
Tell  me^  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

Whene'er  she  speaks,  my  ravish'd  csr 
No  other  voice  but  hers  can  hear. 
No  other  wit  but  hen  approve  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

If  she  some  other  youth  commend, 
Though  I  was  once  his  fondest  fncnd, 
His  instant  enemy  I  prove : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

When  she  is  absent,  I  do  more 
Delight  in  all  that  pleas'd  before^ 
llie  clearest  spring,  or  shadiest  grosc : 
Tell  me^  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

When,  fondof  power,  of  beauty  ma. 
Her  neU  she  qiread  fbr  every  swaia, 
I  strove  to  hate,  but  vainly  strove: 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  r 

•  Hie  victories  .of  Louis  the  FoorlMalk,p>B*^ 
in  the  galleries  of  VermiUes, 
t  ChanUny.  f  St.  Ooad. 
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Thb  hesTy  hours  are  ahnoit  past 
That  part  my  lore  and  me  : 

My  longing  eyes  may  hope  at  last 
^       only  wish  to  see. 


But  how,  my  Delia,  will  you  meet 
The  man  you  Ve  lost  so  long  ? 

Will  lore  in  all  your  pulses  beat, 
And  tremble  on  your  tongue  ? 

Will  you  in  erery  look  declare 
Tour  heart  is  still  the  same ; 
And  heal  each  idly-anxious  care 
•Our  fears  in  absence  frame  ? 

Thus,  Delia,  thus  I  paint  the  scene. 
When  shortly  we  shall  meet ; 

And  try  what  yet  remains  between 
Of  loitering  time  to  cheat. 

But,  if  the  dream  that  soothes  my  mind 
Shall  fidse  and  groundless  prove  ; 

If  I  am  doom'd  at  length  to  find 
You  have  forgot  to  love : 

All  I  of  Venus  ask,  is  this ; 

No  more  to  let  us  join  : 
But  grant  me  here  the  flattering  bliss, 

To  die,  and  think  you  mine. 


SONG. 


Sat,  Myra,  why  is  gentle  love 

A  stranger  to  that  mind, 
Which  pity  and  esteem  can  move, 

Whidi  can  be  just  and  kind? 

Is  it,  because  you  fear  to  share 

The  ills  that  love  molest ; 
The  jealous  doubt,  the  tender  care, 

lliat  rack  the  amorous  breast? 

Alas !  by  some  degree  of  woe 
We  every  bliss  must  gain : 

The  heart  can  ne*er  a  transport  know, 
That  never  feels  a  pain. 
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Ipae  cavi  aobna  mgnm  testudiae  amorem, 
Te  dulds  conjui,  te  solo  in  littore  secum^ 
Te  veniente  die,  te  deoedente  canebat. 

At  length  cKap'd  from  every  human  cy«^ 

From  every  duly,  every  or^ 
Tliat  in  mj  moamftil  thougbta  mig^  elaim  a  ihare^ 
Or  force  my  taaiv  their  flowing  stream  to  dry ; 
Beneetli  the  giown  of  tfna  wnhowerini^ 
Tlw  loiw  ralimt,  for  teodor  iorivvr  made^ 


I  now  may  give  my  bmden'd  bent  rdief» 
And  pour  fordi  all  my  stores  of  grief; 

Of  grief  suipassing  every  other  woe, 

Far  as  the  purest  bliss,  the  happiest  love 
Can  on  th'  ennobled  mind  bestow. 
Exceeds  the  vulgar  joys  that  move 

Our  gross  desires,  inelegant  and  low. 

Ye  tufted  groves,  ye  sendy-falling  rilL^ 

Ye  high  o*ersliadowing  hills, 
Ye  lawns  gay-smiling  with  eternal  green, 

Oft  iMve  you  my  Lucy  seen ! 
But  never  shall  you  now  behold  her  more : 

Nor  will  she  now  with  fond  delight 
And  taste  refin*d  your  rural  charms  explore. 
Clos*d  are  those  beauteous  eyes  in  endless  night. 
Those  beauteous  eyes  where  beaming  us*d  to  sidne 
Reason*s  pure  light  and  Virtue's  spiffk  divine. 

Oft  would  the  Dryads  of  these  woods  njoice 

To  hear  her  heavenly  voice ; 
For  her  despising,  when  she  deign*d  to  sing. 

The  sweetest  songsters  of  the  spring : 
The  woodlark  and  the  linnet  pleas'd  no  more  ^ 

Tlie  nightingale  was  mute, 

And  every  shepherd's  flute 
Was  test  in  silent  scorn  away. 
While  all  attended  to  her  sweeter  lay. 
Ye  larks  and  linnets,  now  resume  your  song. 

And  thou,  melodious  Philomel^ 

Again  thy  plaintive  story  tell ; 
For  DMth  has  stopt  that  tuneful  tongue, 
\Vhose  music  could  iJone  your  warbling  notes  excd* 

In  vain  I  look  around 
0*er  all  the  well-known  ground, 
My  Lucy's  wonted  footsteps  to  descry  ; 
Where  oft  we  us'd  to  walk. 
Where  oft  in  tender  talk 
We  saw  the  summer  Sun  so  down  the  sky ; 
Nor  by  yon  fountain's  side, 
Nor  where  its  waters  glide 
Along  the  valley,  can  she  now  be  found : 
In  all  the  wide-stretch'd  proqMct't  ample  bound 
No  more  my  mournful  eye 
Can  aught  of  her  espy. 
But  the  sad  taared  earth  whoe  bar  dear  relics  He, 

O  shades  of  Hagley,  where  is  now  yowr  boaat? 

Your  bright  inh^itant  is  lost. 
You  sl)e  prtSferr'd  to  all  the  gay  resorti 
Where  female  vanity  mi^it  wuh  to  tUnei, 
Tlw  pomp  of  cities,  and  the  pride  of  eouita. 
Her  modest  beauties  shunn'd  the  public  eye : 

To  your  sequester'd  dales 

And  flower-embroidcr'd  valca 
Vtom.  an  admiring  world  she  choee  to  fly : 
With  Nature  there  rettr'd,  and  Nature's  Ood» 

The  silent  paths  of  wisdom  trod. 
And  banish'd  every  paoaion  fWan  her  hitast. 

But  those,  the  gentlest  and  the  best, 
Wboae  holy  flamea  with  energy  dhine 
Hie  virtuous  heart  enliven  and  improve^ 
Hie  coi^^ugal  aod  the  maftemal  lows. 

Sweet  babes,  who,  like  Ae  Uttte  pbyfbl  fowns. 
Were  wont  te  trip  along  these  vaMliiiit  lawns 
By  your  delighted  mother's  side. 
Who  now- your  infontitepaihall  guide?  *. 
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Ah !  where  ii  bow  the  hand  wfaoie^ftendar  care  - 
To  creiy  Tiitae  would  have  fonn'd  your  youth, 
And  8traw*d^  with  flowcfs  .die  ihonj  ways  of 
tnidi? 
O  Ion  beyond  repair! 
O  wretched  fiither !  leftalone^ 
To  weep  their  dire  misfortune,  and  thy  own  \ 
llow  shall  thy  weaken*d  mind,  oppress'd  with  woe, 

And  drooping  o*er  thy  Lucy*s  gnye, 
Perform  the  duties  that  you  doubly  owe ! 
Now  she,  alas !  is  gone, 
Vnai  IbUy  and  from  vice  their  helpless  age  to  sare? 


Where  were  ye.  Muses,  when  relentless  Fate 
From  these  fond  arms  your  fair  disdple  tore ; 
From  these  fond  arms,  that  vainly  strore 
Witli  hapless  ineffectiud  lore 
To  guard  her  bosom  from  the  mortal  blow  ? 
Could  not  your  favouiing  power,  Aonian 
maids, 
Could  not,  alas !  your  power  prolong  her  date. 
For  whom  so  oft  in  thoe  inspiring  shades. 
Or  under  Camden's  moss-clad  mountains  hoar, 
You  open'd  all  your  sacred  store^ 
¥n)ate'er  your  ancient  sages  taught,  * 

Tour  ancient  bards  sublimely  diou^t. 
And  bade  her  rq»tur*d  breast  with  all  your  spirit 
glow? 

Nor  then  did  Findna  or  Castalia's  plain. 
Or  Aganippe's  fount  your  steps  detain. 
Nor  in  the  Hieayian  v^eys  did  you  play ; 

Nor  then  on  Mindo's  bonk  * 

Beset  with  osiers  dank. 
Nor  where  Clitumnus  f  rolb  his  gentle  stream. 
Nor  where  through  hanging  woods, 
Steep  Anio  \  pours  his  floods. 
Nor  yet  where  Meles  §  or  Uissus  |  stny. 

HI  does  it  now  beseem. 

That,  of  your  guardian  care  bereft. 
To  dire  disease  and  death  your  darling  should  be  left. 

Now  what  avails  it  that  in  early  bloom, 
When  light  fantastic  toys 
Are  all  her  sex*s  joys,  [Rome; 

With  you  she  scarcfa'd  the  wit  of  Greece  and 
And  all  that  in  her  latter  days 
To  emulate  her  ancient  prsise 
Italia's  happy  genius  could  produce ; 
Or  what  the  Gallic  fire 
Bright  sparkling  could  injure. 
By  all  the  Graces  temper'd  md  refin'd ; 
Or  what  in  Britain's  isle. 
Most  farour'd  with  your  smile, 
Ihe  powen  of  Reason  and  of  Fancy  join'd 
To  fiill  perfection  have  oonqur'd  to  nise  ? 

Ah!  what  is  now  the  uae 
Of  all  these  treasures  that  enrich'd  her  mind. 
To  Uacfc  Oblivion's  gloom  for  ever  now  consigA'd. 

•  The  10iicio  nma  by  Mantua,  the  birth-place 
ofVirgiL 

f  The  Clitamnus  la  a  river  of  Umbria,  the  resi- 
dence of  TrnpfiliuB  -^ 

\  The  Anio  runs  through  TEbur  or  Tivoli,  where 
Honce  had  a  villa. 

§  The  Meles  is  a  river  of  Ionia,  from  whence 
Honscr.  suppoaed  to  be  bom  on  its  banks,  is  called 


At  least,  ye  Nine,  her  spodess 

'T  is  yours  ftom  death  to 
And  in  the  temple  of  Immortal  F 
With  golden  characten  her  worth 

Come  then,  ye  virgin-Rslen,  ooaie. 
And  strew  with  dmoest  nowcn  her  hat 
But  foremost  thou,  in  sable  vrwiiuffiit 

Wiiii  accents  sweet  and  sad. 
Thou,  plaintive  Muse,  wfaona  o'er  faiB 

Unhappy  Petrarch  call'd  to  moon 

O  come,  and  to  this  fairer  Laura  pay 

A  more  impassion  *d  tear,  a 


•d 
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Tell  how  each  beauty  of  her  mind 
Was  brigfaten'd  fay  some  sweet 
How  eloquent  in  emy  look 
Through  her  expressive 
Tell  how  her  manners,  by  the  world 
Left  all  the  tamt  of 
And  made  each  charm  of  poBsh'd 
With  candid  Thith's  simplicity. 
And  unoorrupted  Jnnooenoe ! 
Tell  how  to  more  than  manly  senae 
She  join'd  the  softening  ii^uence 
Of  more  than  female  tendemeas : 
How,  in  the  thoughtless  days  of 
Which  oft  the  care  of  others'  good 
Her  kindly-melting  heart. 
To  ev^ry  want  and  every  woe^ 
To  guilt  itself  when  in  distrem. 
The  balm  of  |xty  vrould  impart. 
And  all  relief  tfaist  bounty  could 
£v'n  for  the  kid  or  lamb  that  poured 
Beneath  the  bloody  knife. 
Her  gentle  tears  would  fell. 
Tears  from  sweet  Vlrtne's  aonroe^ 


•d. 


life 


I  The  IfisBus  is  a  river  at  Athensb 


Not  only  good  and 
But  strong  and  elevated 

A  spirit  that  with  noble  peide 

Could  look  superior  down 

On  Fortune's  smfle  or  frown  ; 
That  could  without  regret  or  pais 
To  Virtue's  lowest  doty  sacrifice 
Or  Interest  or  Ambition's  highest  priae ; 
That,  injur'd  or  offended,  nf 
Its  digni^  by  vengeance  to 
But  by  magnanimous  disdaiiu 
A  wit  that,  tempentdy  brigfaft. 

With  inofiensire  light 

All  pleasing  shone ;  nor  era 
The  decent  bounds  tiiat  Wiadom'a 
And  sweet  Benevolence's  mild 
And  bashful  Modesty,  before  it 
A  prudence  undeceiving  undeDov'd, 
That  nor  too  little  nortoo  much  befiev'd. 
That  scorn'd  unjust  Suspidon's  eorad  fa 
And  without  vreakness  knew  to  be  sincere. 
Such  Lucy  WB%  vrhen,inlKr  fidrestdays. 
Amidst  th'  arrlaim  of  universal  psatsct 

In  life's  and  glory's  ftohest  btoam,    [t 
Death  came  remoraeless  on,  and  sank  her  isAb 


of  Liris 


So^  where  the  silent 

In  the  soft  booom  of 

When  now  the  wintiy  tempwt't  all 

And  genial  Summer  breatfaea  her 

The  vardant  onnge  lifb  its 

F^ram  every  biancfa  the  bafany 

On  every  bough  the  golden  fitsta 
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With  odoun  tweet  it  fills  the  mlliiig  bUcs^ 
Tbe  wood-nymphs  tend,  and  th*  Idalian  queen. 
But,  in  the  midst  of  all  its  blooming  pridc^ 
A  sudden  blast  from  Apenninus  blows, 

Cold  with  perpetual  snows :  [dies. 

.  The  tender  blighted  plant  shrinks  up  its  leaves,  and 

Arise,  O  Petrarch,  from  th*  Elysian  bowers, 
With  nerer-lading  myrtles  twin'd, 
And  fragrant  with  ambrosial  flowers, 
Where  to  thy  Laura  thou  again  art  join'd ; 
Arise,  and  hither  bring  tbe  silver  lyre, 

TNin'd  by  thy  skilftil  hand. 
To  the  soft  notes  of  elegant  desue, 

With  whic4i  o'er  many  a  land 
Was  spread  the  fame  of  thy  disastrous  love ; 

To  me  resign  the  vocal  shell, 

And  teach  my  sorrows  to  relate 

Their  melancholy  tale  so  well. 

As  may  ev*n  things  inanimate, 
Rou^  mountain  oak%  and  desert  rocks,  to  pity  move. 

What  were,  alas !  thy  woes  compar'd  to  mine? 
To  tbee  thy  mistress  in  the  blissful  band 

Of  Hymen  never  gave  her  hand ; 
The  joys  of  wedded  love  were  never  thine : 

In  thy  domestic  care 

She  never  bore  a  share. 

Nor  with  endearing  art 

Would  heal  thy  wounded  heart 
Of  every  secret  grief  that  fester*d  there ; 
Nor  did  her  fond  affection  on  the  bed 
Of  sickness  watch  thee,  and  thy  languid  head 
Whi^  nights  on  her  unwearied  arm  sustain, 

And  diarm  away  the  sense  of  pain : 

Nor  did  she  crown  your  mutual  flame 
With  pledges  dear,  and  witha  frtber's  tender  name. 

O  beat  of  wives !  O  dearer  fiur  to  roe 

Than  when  thy  virgin  charma 

Were  yielded  to  my  arms. 
How  can  my  soul  endure  the  loss  of  thee  ? 
How  in  the  worid,  to  me  a  desert  grown, 

Abandon*d  and  alone^ 
Without  my  sweet  companion  can  I  live  ? 

Without  thy  lovely  smile. 
The  dear  reward  of  every  virtuous  toil. 
Whet  pleasures  now  can  pall*d  Ambition  give  ? 
£v*n  the  delightful  sense  of  well-eam'd  prsise. 
Unshared  by  thee,  no  more  my  lifeless  thoughts 
could  raise. 

For  my  distrscted  mind 

What  succour  can  I  find? 
On  whom  for  consolation  shall  I  call  ? 
Support  me,  every  friend ; 
Your  kind  assistance  lend. 


To  bear  the  weight  of  this  oppresrive  woti 

Alas !  each  friend  of  mine. 
My  dear  departed  love,  so  mudi  was  thtne, 
Tbal  none  has  any  coinfort  to  bestow. 

My  books,  the  best  relief 

In  every  other  grief. 
Are  now  with  your  idea  sadden'd  all : 
Each  fiivourite  author  we  together  read 
My  tortur*d  memory  wounds,  and  speaks  of  Lucy 
dead. 

We  were  the  happiest  pair  of  human  kind : 
The  rolling  year  its  varying  course  perforro'd^ 

And  back  retum*d  again ; 
Another  and  another  smiling  camc^ 
And  saw  our  hqipiness  unchang'd  remain: 

Sdll  in  her  golden  chain 
Harmonious  Concord  did  our  wishes  bind : 

Our  studies,  pleasures,  taste,  the  same. 
O  fatal,  fatal  stroke. 
That  all  this  pleasing  fidwic  Love  had  raia'd 

Of  rare  felicity. 
On  which  ev*n  wanton  IHce  with  envy  gas'd. 
And  every  scheme  of  bliss  our  hearts  had  fonn*dy 
With  soothing  hope,  for  many  a  future  day. 

In  one  sad  moment  broke !  -« 
Yet,  O  my  soul,  thy  rising  murmurs  stay ; 
Nor  dare  the  all-wise  Di^oser  to  arraign, 

Or  against  his  su|neme  decree 

With  impious  srief  complain. 
That  all  thy  full-brown  joys  at  onoe  should  fhde. 
Was  his  most  righteous  will— and  be  that  will 
obeyed. 

Would  thy  fond  love  his  grace  to  her  control. 
And  in  these  low  abodes  of  sin  and  pain 

Her  pure  ezalted.soul 
Unjustly  for  thy  partial  good  detain  ? 
No — rather  strive  thy  grovelling  mind  to  raise 

Up  to  that  undouded  Uaae, 
That  heavenly  radiance  of  eternal  liglit, 
In  which  enthron'd  she  now  with  pity  sees 
How  frail,  how  insecure^  how  slii^l, 

Is  every  mortal  blitt; 
Ev*n  love  itself,  if  rising  by  dsgiess 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  thb  imperfect  state^ 

Whose  fleeting  joys  so  soon  must  end, 
It  does  not  to  its  sovereign  good  aaoend. 

Rise  then,  my  soul,  with  hope  elate, 
And  seek  those  regions  of  serene  delight. 
Whose  peaceful  pitffa  and  ever-open  gate 
No  feet  but  those  of  iMrden'd  Guilt  shall  miss. 
There  death  lumsdf  thy  Lucy  shall  restore, 
Tliere  yield  up  all  his  powerne'cr  to  divide  you  more. 
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Wuvsii  GoLDSMiTB,  sxi  eminent  poet,  and  a  mis- 
oellaneous  writer,  was  bom  in  1729,  according  to 
one  account,  at  Elphin ;  accwding  to  another,  at 
Pallas,  in  the  county  of  Longford,  Ireland.  From 
his  father,  who  was  a  clergyman,  he  received  a  li- 
terary education,  and  was  sent  at  an  early  period  to 
Dublin  College.  Tlience  he  was  removed  as  a  me- 
dical student  to  the  University  of  Edinburgh, 
where  he  continued  from  1751  to  the  beginning  tk 
1 754.  ¥tcm  the  slight  tincture  of  science  which 
lie  seems  to  )iave  acquired,  it  is  probable  that  he 
paid  little  attention  to  the  studies  of  the  place ;  and 
his  necessity  for  quitting  Edinburgh  to  avoid  paying 
a  debt,  said  to  have  been  contracted  by  a  fellow- 
student,  augurs  but  little  for  his  moral  character. 
VfVix  these  un&vourable  b^nnings,  in  the  midst  of 
penury,  he  resolved  to  indulge  his  curiosity  in  a 
vint  to  the  continent  of  Europe ;  and  after  a  long 
ramble,  and  various  fortune,  he  found  means  to  get 
back  to  England  in  1758.  For  a  considerable 
time  he  supported  himself  by  his  pen,  in  an  obscure 
situation,  when,  in  1 765,  he  suddienly  blazed  out  as 
a  poet,  in  lus  *'  IVaveller;  or,  A  Prospect  of  So- 
ciety.** It  was  at  the  instigation  of  Th.  Johnson 
that  he  enlarge  thh  piece,  and  finished  it  for  pub- 
lication ;  and  that  eminent  critic  liberally  and  justly 
said  of  It,  that  «  there  had  not  been  so  fine  a  poem 
since  Pope's  time.'*  It  was  equally  well  received 
by  the  public ;  and  conferred  upon  Goldsmith  a 
celebrity  which  introduced  him  to  some  of  the  most 
distinguished  literary  characters  of  the  time. 

The  poet  continued  to  pursue  his  career,  and  in 
1766  was  published  his  novel   of  the  '*  Vicar  of 
Wakefield,**  which  was  received  vrith  deserved  ap- 
plause, and  has  ever  since  borne  a  distinguished 
rank  among  similar  compositions.      Some  of  hb 
most  pleasing  and  successful  works  in  prose  were 
given  to  the  worid  about  this  time ;  and  he  paid  his 
respects  to  the  Theatre,  by  a  comedy  entitled  **  The 
Good-Natured  Man,**  acted  at  Covent-Garden  in 
1768,  which,  however,  defects  of  plot,  and  igno» 
ranee  of  dramatic  effect,  rendered  not  very  success- 
ful.   His  poetical  fame  reached  its  summit  in  1770, 
by  the  publication  of  «  The  Deserted  Village,'*  a 
delightful  piece,  which  obtained  general  admiration. 
Tlie  price  offered  by  the  bookseller,  amounting  to 
nearly  five  shillings  a  couplet,  appeared  to  Gold, 
■mith  so  enormous,  that  he  at  first  refused  to  take 
it,  but  the  sale  of  the  poem  convinced  him  that  he 
might  fairly  appropriate  to  himself  that  sum  out  of 
the  profits.     In    1772  he  produced  another  co- 
medy, entitled  "  She   Stoops  to  Conquer ;  or.  The 
Mistakes  of  a  Night  ;**  and  though  in  character  and 
plot  it  made  a  near  approach  to  farce,  yet  sudi 
were  its  comic  powers  that  the  audience  received  it 


wi&  unoommon  fiivonr.  Altfaon^  i^m  wm  § 
gainful  year  to  him,  yet  tfaoaghtless  pnrfaaan,  mk 
a  habit  of  gaming,  left  him  at  its  close  oanaikr^> 
in  debt  In  die  two  succeediag  years  he  scpp:*e 
the  booksellera  with  a  *<  Giwian  ^S^atf/  xk. 
«  A  History  of  the  Earth  and  Animatad  Xmis^.' 
the  last  chi^y  taken  from  Biiffbau  He  had  pbrjKti 
some  other  works,  bnt  tbeae  woe  est  off  bv  bs  &v 
timely  death.  In  Harefa  1774  he  w«s'atati«^ 
with  the  symptoms  of  a  low  fievcr;  waA  hsw 
taken,  upon  his  own  judgment,  aa  over-dosr  of  t 
powerful  medicine^  he  sunk  under  tlie  Mum^»^  e-rr 
remedy,  and  diadon  the  tenth  day,  April  4dL  !!' 
was  buried,  widi  little  atfeendaace,  in  Ac  Tessp  -: 
Church;  but  a  monument  has  since  bcca  nasst 
to  his  memory,  with  a  Latin  inseripdoa  In  Ik. 
Johnson. 

Goldsmith  was  a  man  of  litde  cunetiaeaa  ebs 
in  his  conduct  or  his  opinions^  and  is 
mired  for  his  genius,  and  beloved  Ibr  bis 
lence,  than  solidly  esteemed.  The  beat  pat  «f  ^ 
character  vraiOa  wanulh  of  sensibiltty, 
him  ready  to  sliare  his  purae  vrith  the 
in  his  writings  rendered  him  tfie 
of  the  pofv  and  oppressed.  The 
a  malignant  envy  and  jealousy  of  suooessfbl  m^ 
which  he  ofien  displayed  in  a  manner  not  less  n^ 
culous  than  offensives  He  waa  one  of  tboae  vbo 
are  happier  in  the  use  of  the  pen  tfian  daetoi^ec; 
his  conversation  being  geneiall j  fxmfttsed,  so^  a* 
seldom  absurd ;  so  that  the  vrtts  with  whota  he  k^ 
company  seem  rather  to  have  made  him  their  btiS. 
than  to  have  listened  to  him  aa  an  eqa^  let. 
perhaps,  no  writer  of  his  time  vras  ^fumrvti  d 
more  true  humour,  or  was  capable  of  norr  pocc- 
nancy  in  marking  the  fetUcs  of  Individuals  T.a 
talent  be  has  displayed  in  a  very  amosing  mscaff 
in  his  unfinished  poem  ni  '*  Retaliation,**  wriaa 
as  a  kind  of  retort  to  the  jocular  attacks  nzadecipoB 
him  in  the  lAierary  Ctub.  Under  the  matk  d 
Epitaphs,  he  has  given  masteriy  dkeCcfaes  of  isk; 
of  the  princtpid  members,  vrith  a  mixtnre  of  serial 
praise  and  good-humdhred  rsiUery.  It  nny  indeol 
be  said  that  the  latter  sometimes  merges  into  tirv 
ness,  which  is  particularly  the  case  with  Ins 
tion  of  GarridL  ,  * 

On  the  whole,  his  litenry  fisne  most  be 
dered  as  rising  tfie  highest  in  die  chaiatm  cf  » 
poet,  for  it  would  be  difficult,  in  the  cooBpass^ 
English  verse,  to  find  pieces  which  mi9  resd  «i^ 
more  gratification  than  his  TVsveBcr  and  his  In- 
serted Village.  There  are,  besides,  his  tSitptt, 
ballad  of  The  Hermit,  his  staaas  on  WaoBaa,  sad 
some  diort  humorous  and  nuscdbnesais 
which  an  never  widwut  iotereit 
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THE  TRAVELLER: 
Oft,  A  nuxincT  or  societt. 

teuoTK,  unfriended,  melancholy,  slow, 
r  by  the  Uzy  Scheld,  or  wandering  Po ; 
r  onward,  where  the  rude  Carintiiian  boor 
gainst  the  houseless  btranger  shuts  the  door; 
r  where  Campania's  plain  forsaken  lies, 

weary  waste  expanding  to  the  skies  ; 
liere'er  1  roam,  whatever  realms  to  see, 
[y  heart,  untravell'd,  fondly  turns  to  thee  : 
ill  to  my  brother  turns  widi  ceaseless  pain, 
nd  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain. 

Eternal  blessings  cr^wn  my  earliest  friend, 
nd  round  his  dwelling  guardian  saints  attend ; 
lest  be  that  spot,  where  cheerful  guests  retire* 

0  pause  from  toil,  and  trim  their  eT*ning  fire ; 
lest  that  abode,  where  want  and  pain  repair, 
nd  ev^ry  stranger  finds  a  ready  chair ; 

ilest  be  those  feasts  with  simple  plenty  crown'd, 

inhere  all  tlie  ruddy  family  around 

augh  at  the  jests  or  pranks  that  never  fail, 

h  sigh  with  pity  at  some  mournful  tale ; 

h  press  the  bashful  stranger  to  his  food, 

ind  learn  the  luxury  of  doing  good. 

But  me,  not  destin'd  such  delights  to  share, 
f  y  prime  of  life  in  wandering  spent  and  care ; 
tnpell'd  with  steps  unceasing  to  pursue 
ome  fleeting  good,  tliat  mocks  me  with  the  view ; 
liat,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies, 
Ulures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flies ; 
iy  fortune  leads  to  traverse  realms  alone, 
knd  find  no  spot  of  all  the  world  my  own. 

Kv'n  DOW,  where  Alpine  solitudes  ascend, 

sit  me  down  a  pensive  hour  to  spend ; 
Ind  pUc*d  on  high  above  the  storm's  career, 
^)ck  downward  wliere  an  hundred  realms  appear ; 
^es,  forests,  cities,  plains  extending  wide, 
rhe  pomp  of  kings,  (he  shepherd's  humbler  pride. 

^Iwn  thus  creation's  charms  around  combine, 
^midst  the  store,  sliould  thankless  pride  repine  ? 
iar,  should  the  philosophic  mind  disdain 
["hat  good  which  makes  each  humbler  bosom  vain  ? 
^t  schooUtaught  pride  dissemble  all  it  can, 

1  oi.*se  little  things  are  great  to  little  man  ; 
Vnd  wiser  he,  whose  sympatlietic  mind 

%Yu(ts  in  all  the  good  of  all  mankind.       [crown *d, 
t'e  irlitc*ring  towns,  with   wealtli  and   splendour 
( e  fields,  where  summer  spreads  profusion  round, 
I'e  \akv\  whow  vessels  catch  tlie  busy  gale, 
k  e  bending  swains,  that  dress  tlie  flow'ry  vale, 
•"or  nip  your  tributary  stores  combine ; 
-reatioii's  heir,  the  world,  tlie  world  is  mine. 

A«  <ioine  lone  miser,  visiting  his  store, 
3cnd-4  at  his  treasure,  counts,  recounts  it  o'er, 
lottn:^  after  hoards  his  rising  raptures  fill, 
i<^t  stiil  lie  sighs  for  hoards  are  wanting  still ; 
l'<!us  to  my  breast  alternate  jMssions  rise,       [plies ; 
I'lt^M  with  each  good  that  Heav'n  to  man  sup- 
^vi  vft  a  ugii  prevails,  and  sorrows  fall, 
To  stm  till  board  of  human  bliss  so  small ; 
\n<i  oft  I  wisli,  amidst  the  scene  to  find 
>)TTie  xptit  to  real  happiness  consign'd, 
^^  >)erc  mv  worn  soul,  each  wand'ring  hope  at  rest, 
\Ia\  gather  blisA,  to  see  my  fellows  blest 

But  where  to  find  that  happiest  spot  below, 
^ViH>  can  direct,  when  all  pretend  to  know? 
Hu*  shuild'ring  tenant  of  the  frigid  lone 
(M>ldly  iiroclaiins  that  happiest  spot  lib  own ; 


Extols  the  treasures  of  his  stormy  seas, 
{  And  his  long  nights  of  revelry  and  ease : 
The  naked  Negro,  panting  at  the  Line, 
Boasts  of  his  golden  sands  and  pahny  wine, 
Basks  in  the  glare  or  stems  the  tepid  wave, 
And  thanks  his  gods  for  all  the  good  they  gave. 
Such  is  tlie  patriot's  boast,  where'er  we  roam. 
His  first,  best  country,  ever  is  at  home. 
And  yet,  perhaps  i^  countries  we  compare. 
And  estimate  the  blessings  which  diey  share, 
Hiough  patriots  flatter,  still  sliall  wisdom  find 
An  equal  portion  dealt  to  all  mankind  : 
As  difT'rent  good,  by  Art  or  Nature  giv'n 
To  diflT'rent  nations  makes  their  blessings  ev'n. 

Nature,  a  mother  kind  alike  to  all. 
Still  grants  her  bliss  at  labour's  earnest  call ; 
With  f(Mxl  as  well  the  peasant  is  supply'd 
On  Idra's  cliff  as  Amo's  shclvy  side  ; 
And  tliou^h  tlie  rocky-crested  summits  frown, 
These  rocks,  by  custom,  turn  to  beds  of  down. 
From  art  more  various  are  the  blessings  sent; 
Wealth,  commerce,  honour,  liberty,  content: 
Yet  these  each  other's  pow'r  so  strong  contest. 
That  either  seems  destructive  of  tlie  rest 
Where  wealth  and  freedom  reign,  contentment  fiub; 
And  honour  sinks  where  commerce  long  prevails 
Hence  every  state,  to  one  lov'd  blessing  prone, 
Conforms  and  models  life  to  that  alone  - 
Each  to  the  favourite  happiness  attends 
And  spurns  tlie  plan  that  aims  at  other  ends  ; 
Till,  carried  to  excess  in  each  domain. 
This  fav'rite  good  bi*gets  peculiar  pain. 

But  let  us  try  these  truths  with  closer  eyes 
And  trace  tliem  through  the  prospect  as  it  lies : 
Here  for  awhile,  my  proper  cares  resign 'd, 
Here  let  me  sit  in  sorrow  for  mankind ; 
Like  yon  neglected  shrub,  at  random  cast, 
That  shades  the  steep,  and  sighs  at  ev'ry  blast 

Far  to  the  riglit,  where  Appenine  ascends 
Bright  as  the  summer,  Italy  extends : 
Its  uplands  sloping  deck  tlie  mountain's  side, 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride ; 
While  oft  some  temple's  mould'ring  tops  between 
Witli  memorable  grandeur  mark  the  scene. 

Could  Nature's  bounty  sadsfy  the  breast. 
The  sons  of  Italy  were  surely  blest  • 
Wliatever  fruits  in  diflT'rent  dimes  are  found, 
Tliat  proudly  rise  or  humbly  court  the  ground ; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear, 
Whose  bright  succession  decks  the  varied  year ; 
Whatever  sweets  aalute  the  northern  sky 
With  vernal  lives  that  bloasom  but  to  die ; 
These  here  disporting  own  the  kmdred  soil. 
Nor  ask  luxuriance  from  the  planter's  to*l ; 
While  sea-born  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand 
To  winnow  fragrance  round  the  smiling  land. 

But  small  the  bliss  that  sense  alcme  bestows 
And  sensual  bliss  is  all  the  nation  knows. 
In  florid  beauty  groves  and  fields  appear, 
Man  seems  the  c«ly  growth  that  dwindles  her& 
Contrasted  faults  through  all  his  manners  reign  ; 
Though  poor,  luxurious ;  though  submisnive,  vain ; 
Hiough  grave,  yet  trifling ;  scalous  yet  untnie ; 
And  ev'n  in  penance  planning  sins  anew. 
All  evils  liere  contaminate  the  mind. 
That  opulence  departed  leaves  behind  ; 
For  wealth  was  theirs ;  not  far  remov'd  the  dats 
When  commerce  proudly  flourisb'd  thro*  the  states 
At  her  command  the  palace  learnt  to  rise. 
Again  the  long-fall'n  column  sought  tlie  tkiei ; 
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The  canvass  glow*d,  beyond  e*en  Nature  wann. 
The  pregnant  quarry  teem*d  with  human  form : 
Till,  more  unsteady  than  the  southern  gale. 
Commerce  on  other  shores  display'd  lier  sail ; 
While  noi^t  remainM  of  all  that  riches  gave, 
But  towns  unmann'd,  and  lords  witliout  a  slave : 
And  late  the  nation  found,  with  fruitless  tiull. 
Its  former  strength  was  but  plethoric  ill. 

Tet  still  the  loss  of  wealth  is  here  supply*d 
By  arts,  the  splendid  wrecks  of  former  pride ; 
From  these  the  feeble  heart  and  long.faU*n  mind 
An  easy  compensation  seem  to  find. 
Here  may  be  seen,  in  bloodless  pomp  array*dy 
The  pasteboard  triumph  and  the  cavalcade : 
Processions  form*d  for  piety  and  love, 
A  mistress  or  a  saint  in  ev'ry  grove. 
By  sports  like  these  are  all  their  cares  beguird. 
The  sports  of  children  satisfy  the  child : 
Each  nobler  aim,  represt  by  long  control. 
Now  sinks  at  last,  or  feebly  mans  the  soul ; 
While  low  delights,  succeeding  fiist  behind. 
In  happier  meanness  occupy  the  mind : 
As  in  those  domes,  where  Cesars  once  bore  sway, 
I>efac*d  by  time,  and  tottering  in  decay, 
Hiere  in  the  ruin,  heedless  of  the  dead, 
'Jlie  sbelter-seddng  peasant  builds  his  slied ; 
Andf  wond*ring  man  could  want  the  larger  pile, 
Exults,  and  owns  bis  cottage  with  a  smile. 

My  soul,  turn  from  them,  turn  we  to  survey 
Where  rou^ier  climes  a  nobler  race  diq>lay, 
Where  the  bleak  Swiss  their  stormy  mansions  tread. 
And  force  a  churlish  soil  for  scanty  bread: 
No  product  here  the  barren  hills  afford 
But  man  and  steel,  the  soldier  and  his  sword : 
No  vernal  blooms  their  torpid  rocks  array, 
But  winter  ling'ring  chills  the  lap  of  May : 
No  zephyr  fondly  sues  the  mountain's  breas^ 
But  meteors  glare,  and  stormy  glooms  invest. 

Yet  still,  e'en  here,  content  can  spread  a  cliarm, 
Redress  the  clime,  and  all  its  rage  disarm. 
Though  poor  the  peasant's  hut,  his  feasts  tho*  small. 
He  sees  his  little  lot  the  lot  of  all ; 
Sees  no  contiguous  palace  rear  its  head, 
To  shame  the  meanness  of  his  humble  shed ; 
No  costly  lonl  the  sumptuous  banquet  deal. 
To  make  him  loathe  his  vegetable  meal ; 
But  calm,  and  brad  in  ignorance  and  toil, 
Each  wish  contracting,  fits  him  to  the  soil. 
Cheerful  at  mom,  he  wakes  from  short  repose, 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goes ; 
With  patient  angle  trolls  the  finny  deep. 
Or  drives  his  vent'rous  ploughshare  to  the  steep ; 
Or  seeks  the  den  where  anow-tracks  mark  the  way. 
And  drags  the  struggling  savage  into  day. 
At  night  returning,  ev'ry  labour  sped, 
He  sits  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  shed ; 
Smiles  by  his  cheerful  fire,  and  rouud  surveys 
His  children's  looks,  that  brighten  at  the  blaxe ; 
While  his  lov'd  partner,  boastful  of  her  hoard. 
Displays  her  cleanly  platter  on  the  board : 
And  haply  too  some  pilgrim,  thither  led, 
With  many  a  tale  repays  tlie  nightly  bed. 

Thus  ev'ry  good  his  native  wilds  impart 
Imprints  the  patriot  passion  on  his  heart ; 
And  e'en  those  hills,  that  round  his  mansion  rise, 
Enhance  the  bliss  his  scanty  fund  supplies: 
Dear  is  that  shed  to  which  his  soul  conforms, 
And  dear  that  hill  which  lifts  him  to  the  storms ; 
And  as  a  child,  when  scaring  sonnds  molest. 
Clings  dose  and  closer  to  the  mother's  breast. 


M: 
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So  the  load  torrent,  and  the  «lwiwind*s 
But  bind  him  to  his  native  mouidltna 

Such  are  the  charms  to  barren  states 
Their  wants  but  iew,  their  wishes  all 
Yet  let  them  only  dssre  tiie  praises  doe. 
If  few  dieir  wants,  their  |deasuies  are  Imt  lew ; 
For  ev'ry  vrant  that  stimulates  the  breast 
Becomes  a  source  of  pleasttre  when  re^ot: 
Whence  from  such  lands  each  pleaang  matmet  I 
That  first  excites  desire,  and  then  supplies  ; 
Unknown  to  them,  whoi  seiwiial 
To  fill  the  languid  pause  with  finer  Joy  ; 
Unknovrn  those  pow'rs  that  raise  the  aool  lol 
Catch  ev'ry  nerve,  and  vibrste  through  ihe 
Their  level  life  is  but  a  mould'ring  fiiv, 
Unquench'd  by  want,  unfann'd  by  strong  dean; 
Unfit  for  raptures,  or,  if  raptures  cbuu 
On  some  high  festival  of  once  a  year. 
In  wild  excess  the  vulgar  breast  takes  fir^ 
Till,  buried  in  debauch,  the  bliss  expire. 

But  not  their  joys  alcHie  thus  ooanely  iow ; 
Tlieir  morals,  like  their  pleasures,  are  but  low ; 
For,  as  refinement  stops,  from  sire  to  son 
Unalter'd,  unimprov'd,  the  manners  run  ; 
And  love's  and  friendship's  finely  poiixtcd  dart 
l^alls  blunted  from  each  indurated  ixait. 
Some  sterner  virtues  o'er  the  mountain's 
May  sit,  like  falcons  cow'ring  on  the 
But  all  the  gentler  morals,  such  as  jiAaj 
Thro'  life's  more  cultur'd  walks,  and  darm  the 
These,  far  d^iers'd,  on  tim'rous  piiuoos  fly. 
To  sport  and  flutter  in  a  kinder  sLy. 

To  kinder  skies,  where  gentler  mannas  re^a, 
I  turn  ;  and  France  displays  her  bright  donaia : 
Gay  sprightly  land  of  miith  and  social  ease^ 
Pleas'd  with  thyself,  whom  all  tbe  world  can  pltaae. 
How  ofren  have  I  led  diy  sportive  dxiir, 
^Vith  tuneless  pipe,  beside  the  numn'ring  Loire! 
Where  shading  ^ms  along  the  margin  grew. 
And  freshen'd  from  the  wave  the  acpliyr  flew : 
And  haply,  though  my  harsh  touch,  ftlt'ring  sS, 
But  mock'd  all  tune,  and  marr'd  the  daower's  fii»; 
Yet  would  the  village  praise  my  wood'rous  po«'^ 
And  dance,  forgetful  of  the  noontide  hour. 
Alike  all  ages.     Dames  of  ancient  days 
Have  led  their  childran  thro*  the  mirthful  warn; 
And  the  gay  grandsire,  skill'd  in  gcsdc  lore. 
Has  fiisk'd  beneath  the  burthen  of  thiecsrae 
So  blest  a  life  these  thoughtless  realms 
Thus  idly  busy  rolls  their  worid  away : 
Theirs  are  thcne  aits  tliat  mind  to  nand 
For  honour  fiorms  the  social  temper  here ; 
Honour,  that  praise  which  real  merit 
Or  e'en  imaginary  wcath  obtainai 
Here  passes  current ;  paid  from  hand  to  han^ 
It  shifts,  in  iqplendid  traffic,  round  the  land: 
From  courts,  to  camps,  to  cottages  it  strays 
And  ail  are  taught  an  avarice  of  praise ; 
They  please,  are  pleased,  they  give  to  get 
Till,  seeming  blest,  they  grow  to  what  they 

But  while  this  softer  art  their  bliss  snjqplies. 
It  gives  their  follies  also  room  to  rise  ; 
For  praise  too  dearly  lov'd,  or  warmly  sougl*. 
Enfeebles  all  internal  strength  erf*  thought ; 
And  the  weak  soul,  within  itself  unbleat. 
Leans  for  all  pleasure  on  another*s  breast. 
Hence  ostentation  here,  with  tawdry  art. 
Pants  for  the  vulgar  praise  which  fools  impart ; 
Here  vanity  assumes  her  pert  grimace^ 
And  trims  her  robes  of  frieK  with  copper  bee ; 
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r«re  beggar  pride  defrauds  her  daily  cheer, 
r'o  bout  one  splendid  banquet  once  a  year : 
"lie  mind  stiU  turns  where  shHting  fashion  draws, 
Yor  weighs  the  solid  worth  of  self-«ppUuae. 

To  men  of  other  minds  my  fiuicy  iUes, 
ilznbosom'd  in  the  deep  where  Holland  lies. 
rTethinks  her  patiei\t  sons  before  me  stand, 
Vhere  the  broad  ocean  leans  against  the  land, 
Lnd,  sedulous  to  stop  the  conune  tide, 
«ift  the  tall  rampire's  artificial  pnde. 
>nward,  methinks,  and  diligently  slow, 
'lie  firm  connected  bulwark  seems  to  grow; 
Spreads  its  long  arms  amidst  the  wat*ry  roar, 
coops  out  an  empire,  and  usurps  the  shore : 
Vhile  the  pent  ocean,  rising  o'er  the  pile, 
<!«»  an  amphibious  world  beneath  him  smile : 
Tbe  alow  canal,  the  yeIlow-blossom*d  vale, 
!l)e  willow-tufted  bank,  the  gliding  sail, 
!lic  crowded  mart,  the  cultivated  plain, 
k.  new  creation  rescuM  from  his  reign. 

Thus,  while  around  the  wave-subjected  soil 
mpels  the  native  to  repeated  toil, 
ndustrious  habits  in  each  bosom  reign, 
knd  industry  begets  a  love  of  gain. 
lence  all  the  good  from  opulence  that  springs, 
Vith  all  those  ills  superfluous  treasure  brings, 
Ire   here    display'd.      Their  much-lov*d    wealth 

imparts 
>>nvenience,  plenty,  elegance,  and  arts ; 
lut  view  them  closer,  cxaft  and  fraud  appear, 
!l*en  liberty  itself  is  barter*d  here, 
it  gold's  superior  charms  all  freedom  flies, 
fhe  needy  sell  it,  and  tlie  rich  man  buys ; 
\  land  of  tyrants,  and  a  den  of  slaves, 
-I  ere  wretches  seek  didionourable  graves, 
Kad,  calmly  bent,  to  servitude  conform, 
L>ull  as  their  lakes  that  slumber  in  the  storm. 

Ileav'ns !  how  unlike  their  Belgic  sires  of  old  f 
flough,  poor,  content,  ungovernably  bold ; 
nTar  in  each  breast,  and  freedom  on  each  brow ; 
iiow  much  unlike  the  sons  of  Britain  now  ! 

Fir'd  at  the  sound,  my  genius  spreads  her  wing, 
\nd  flies  where  Britain  courts  the  western  spring ; 
Wliere  lawns  extend  that  scorn  Arcadian  pride, 
^nd  brighter  streams  than  fam'd  Hydaspis  glide ; 
Fhere  aU  around  the  gentlest  breeses  stray, 
rhcre  gentle  music  melts  on  every  spray ;      * 
Creation's  mildest  duurms  are  there  combin'd, 
Kxtremea  are  only  in  the  master's  mind ; 
Sc«rn  o'er  each  bosom  reason  holds  her  state, 
With  daring  aims  irregularly  great ; 
Pride  in  their  port,  defiance  in  their  eye, 
I  see  the  lords  of  human  kind  pass  by  ; 
Intent  on  high  designs,  a  thoughtful  band. 
By  forms  unfashion'd,  fresh  from  Nature's  hand. 
Fierce  in  their  native  hardiness  of  soul. 
True  to  imagin'd  right,  above  control ; 
^Vlule  e'en  the  peasant  boasts  these  rights  to  scan, 
And  learns  to  venerate  himself  as  man. 

Thine,  Freedom,    thine   the  blessings  pictur'd 
here. 
Thine  are  those  charms  that  dazxle  and  endear ; 
Too  blest  indeed  were  such  without  alloy  ; 
But  fostered  e'en  by  freedom,  ills  annoy ; 
That  independence  Britons  prixe  too  high, 
Keeps  man  from  man,  and  breaks  the  social  tic; 
The  self-dependent  lordlings  stand  alone, 
All  claims  that  bind  and  sweeten  life  unknown  ; 
Here,  by  the  bonds  of  nature  feebly  held. 
Minds  combat  minds^repelUng  and  rcpeli'd ; 


Ferments  arise,  imprison'd' factions  rotari 
Repiest  ambition  struggles  round  her  shore ;. 
Till  over-wrougfat,  the  general  system  feels 
Its  motions  stop,  or  phren^  fire  the  wheels. 

Nor  this  the  worst     As  nature's  ties  decay. 
As  duty,  love,  and  honour,  fail  to  sway. 
Fictitious  bonds,  the  bonds  of  wealth  and  law, 
StiU  gather  strength,  and  force  unwilling  awe. 
Hence  all  obedience  bows  to  these  alone> 
And  talent  sinks,  and  nferit  weeps  unknown ; 
Till  time  may  oome^  when,  stript  of  all  her  charms. 
The  land  of  scholars,  and  the  nurse  of  arms. 
Where  noble  stems  transmit  the  patriot  flame. 
Where  kings  have  toii'd,  and  poets  wrote  for  fiune. 
One  sink  of  level  avarice  shall  lie. 
And  scholars,  soldiers,  kings,  unhonour'd  die. 

Yet  think  not,  thus  when  freedom's  ills  I  states 
I  mean  to  flatter  kings,  or  court  the  great : 
Ye  pow'rs  of  truths  that  bid  my  soul  aqiire. 
Far  from  my  boaotn  drive  the  low  desire ! 
And  thou,  &ir  FVeedom,  taught  alike  to  feel 
llie  rabble's  rage,  and  tyrant's  angry  steel ; 
Thou  transitory  flow'r,  alike  undone 
By  proud  contempt,  or  favour's  fost'ring  sun  i 
Still  may  thy  blooms  the  changeful  clime  endure  ! 
I  only  would  repress  them  to  secure ; 
For  just  experience  tells,  in  ev'ry  soil. 
That  those  who  think  must  govern  those  that  toil^ 
And  all  that  freedom's  highest  aims  can  reach 
Is  but  to  lay  pn^rtion'd  loads  on  each. 
Hence,  should  one  order  diiproportion'd  grow. 
Its  double  weight  must  ruin  all  below. 

Oh  then  how  blind  to  all  that  truth  requires, 
Who  think  it  freedom  when  a  part  aspires ! 
Calm  is  my  soul,  nor  apt  to  rise  in  arms, 
Except  when  fast  approaching  danger  warms : 
But  when  contending  cfaiefb  blockjule  the  throne^ 
Contracting  regal  pow'r  to  stretch  their  own ; 
When  I  b^ld  a  factious  band  agree 
To  call  it  fineedom  when  themselves  are  f^ ; 
Each  wanton  judge  new  penal  statutes  draw. 
Laws  grind  the  poor,  and  rich  men  rule  the  law ; 
The  wealth  of  cUmes,  where  savage  nations  roam, 
PHlag'd  fWmi  slaves  to  purchaae  Javes  at  home ; 
Fear,  pity,  justice,  indigoatioD,  start, 
Tear  off  reserve,  and  bare  my  swelling  heart ; 
Till  half  a  patriot,  half  a  coward  grown, 
I  fly  from  petty  tpants  to  the  tfarcme. 

Yes,  brother,  curse  with  me  that  baleful  bowv 
When  first  ambition  struck  at  regal  pow'r ; 
And  thus,  polluting  honour  in  its  source, 
Gave  weidth  to  sway  the  mind  with  double  force. 
Have  we  not  seen,  round  Britain's  peopled  shore. 
Her  useful  sons  exchang'd  for  useless  ore  ? 
Seen  all  her  triumphs  but  destruction  haste, 
Like  flaring  tapers  bright'ning  as  they  waste? 
Seen  Opulence,  her  grandeur  to  maintain. 
Lead  stem  Depopulation  in  her  train. 
And  over  fields  where  scatter'd  hamlets  rose. 
In  barren  solitary  pomp  repose  ? 
Have  we  not  seen,  at  Pleasure's  lordly  call. 
The  smiling  long-frequented  village  fall  ? 
Beheld  the  duteous  son,  the  sire  dccay'd. 
The  modest  matron,  and  the  blushing  maid, 
Forc'd  from  their  homes,  a  melancholy  train. 
To  trsversc  climes  beyond  the  western  main 
Wliere  wild  Osw^o  spreads  her  swamps  arouiul. 
And  Niagara  stuns  with  tltund'ring  sound  ? 

E'en*  now,  perhaps,  as  there  somv  pilgrim  strays 
Tliro'  tangled  forests,  and  thro*  dangerous  wa}'»  ;. 
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While  beasts  with  man  divided  empire  claiiii. 
And  the  brown  Indian  marks  with  murd'roua  aim ; 
There,  while  above  the  giddy  tempest  flies. 
And  all  around  distressful  yells  arise, 
The  pensive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe. 
To  stop  too  fearful,  and  too  faint  to  go. 
Casts  a  long  look  where  England's  glories  shine. 
And  bids  his  bosom  sympatUie  with  mine. 
Vain,  very  vain,  my  weary  search  to  find 
That  bliss  which  only  centres  in  the  mindi 
Why  have  I  stray*d  from  pleasure  and  repose. 
To  seek  a  good  each  government  beston's  ? 
In  ev*ry  government,  though  tcrrours  reign. 
Though  tyrant  kings  or  tyrant  laws  restraiui 
How  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  cause  or  cure ! 
Still  to  ourselves  in  every  place  consign'd, 
Our  own  felicity  we  make  or  find : 
With  secret  course,  which  no  loud  storms  annoy, 
Glides  the  smooth  current  of  domestic  joy. 
Tlie  lijfled  axe,  the  agonixing  whe6l, 
Luke*s  iron  crown,  and  Damien*s  bed  of  stcel« 
To  men  remote  from  pow'r  but  rarely  known, 
Leave  reason,  faith,  and  conscience,  all  our  own. 


THE  DESERTED  VILLAGR 

SwcsT  Auburn  !  loveliest  village  of  the  plain. 
Where  health  and  plenty  cheer 'd  the  lab'ring  swain. 
Where  smiling  Spring  its  earliest  visit  paid, 
And  parting  Summer's  lingering  blooms 'dday'd: 
Dear  lovely  bow*rs  of  innocence  and  ease, 
Seats  of  my  youth,  when  ev*ry  sport  could  please  : 
How  often  have  I  Ioiter*d  o'er  thy  green. 
Where  humble  happiness  endear'd  each  scene ! 
How  often  have  I  paus'd  on  ev'ry  charm. 
The  sbelter'd  cot,  the  cultivated  farm. 
The  never-failing  brook,  the  busy  mill, 
The  decent  church  that  topt  the  neighboring  hill, 
The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  shade, 
For  talking  age  and  whisp'ring  lovers  made ! 
How  oflen  have  I  bless'd  the  coming  day. 
When  toil  remitting  lent  its  turn  to  play. 
And  all  the  village  train,  from  lubour  free. 
Led  up  their  sports  beneath  the  spreading  tree  : 
While  many  a  pastime  circled  in  the  shade, 
Itie  young  contending  as  the  old  survey'd ; 
And  many  a  gambol  frolick'd  o'er  the  ground. 
And  sUghts  of  art  and  feats  of  strength  went  round ; 
And  stiU,  as  each  repeated  pleasure  tir'd. 
Succeeding  sports  the  mirthful  band  inspir'd 
The  dancing  pair  that  simply  sought  renown, 
By  holding  out  to  tire  each  other  down ; 
The  swain  mistrustless  of  his  smutted  face. 
While  secret  laughter  titter'd  round  the  place ; 
The  bashful  virgin's  side-Long  looks  of  love. 
The  matron's  glance  &at  would  those  lod^s  reprove : 
These  were  thy  charms,  sweet  village  !  sports  like 

these 
With  sweet  succession,  taught  e'en  toil  to  please ; 
Hiese  round  thy  bow'rs  their  cheerful  influence  shed. 
These  were  thy  charms — but  all  these  cliarms  are  fled. 

Sweet  smiling  vOlage,  loveliest  of  the  lawn,  - 
Thy  sports  are  fled,  and  all  thy  charms  withdrawn  ; 
Amidst  thy  bow'rs  the  tyrant's  liand  is  seen. 
And  desolation  saddens  all  thy  green : 
One  only  master  grasps  the  whole  domain, 
\nd  half  a  tillage  stints  thy  smiling  plain  : 


No  more  thy  glassy  bitiok  icflects  the  d^. 

But  chok'd  with  sedges  works  ks  wi 

Along  thy  gladeft,  a  soUtaiy  guest. 

The  hoUow-«ounding  bittern  guaids  its 

Amidst  thy  desert  walks  the  kpwing 

And  tires  their  echoes  with  unvary'd 

Sunk  are  thy  bow'rs  in  shapeless  ruin  all. 

And  the  long  grass  o'ertops  ibe  naould'riiig  wsA; 

And,  trembling,  shrinking  from  the  spofler's  handl. 

Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  lacnd. 

Ill  fares  the  land,  to  hast'nii^  ills  m  pRj, 
Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decaj  ; 
Princes  and  lords  may  flourish,  or  may  £sde : 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  bresth  has  made: 
But  a  bold  peasantry,  their  ooantry*s  pride. 
When  once  destroyed,  can  never  be  supply *<L 

A  time  there  was,  ere  England's  giieBt  bc;gaD, 
When  ev'ry  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  maa ; 
For  him  light  labour  spread  her  wholesome  store. 
Just  gave  what  life  requir'd,  but  gave  no  iZMxe: 
His  heA  companions,  innocence  and  beshh  ; 
And  his  best  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

But  times  are  alter'd ;  trade's  unfeeling  tnit 
Usurp  the  land,  and  dispossess  the  swain ; 
Along  the  lawn,  where  scatter'd  hamlets  ro&e. 
Unwieldy  wealth  and  cumb'roos  pomp  rcpoK ; 
And  ev'ry  want  to  luxury  ally'd. 
And  ev'ry  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Hiose  gentle  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  bloocc. 
Those  calm  desires  that  ask'd  bat  liule  rt«^«n. 
Those  healthful  sports  that  grac'd  the  praci  fui  w.^. 
Liv'd  in  each  lode,  and  brighten'd  all  the  greeo ; 
Tliese,  &r  departing,  seek  a  kinder  skliore. 
And  rural  mirth  and  manners  are  no  moraw 

Sweet  Auburn !  parent  ^f  the  bUssiful  boor. 
Thy  glades  forlorn  confess  the  tyrant's  pow'r. 
Here,  as  I  take  my  solitary  rounds. 
Amidst  thy  tangling  walks  and  ruin'd  grounds, 
And,  many  a  year  elaps'd,  return  to  view 
Where  once  the  cottage  stood,  the  hawthorn  grew. 
Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  busy  train. 
Swells  at  my  breast,  and  turns  the  past  to  pain.      ^ 

In  all  my  wand'rings  round  this  world  of  caie. 
In  all  my  griefs — and  God  has  giv'n  my  :Jiaxc— 
I  still  had  hopes  my  latest  hours  to  crown. 
Amidst  these  humble  bow'rs  to  lay  me  down  ; 
To  hbsband  out  life's  taper  at  the  close. 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wasting,  by  repose: 
I  still  liad  hopes,  for  pride  atten<is  us  still. 
Amidst  the  swains  to  show  my  book-leam'd  skill, 
Around  my  fire  an  ev'ning  group  to  draw. 
And  tell  of  all  I  felt,  and  all  I  saw ; 
And,  as  a  hare,  whom  hounds  and  boms  porwe. 
Pants  to  tlie  place  from  whence  aft  first  she  flew, 
I  still  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  past. 
Here  to  return  —and  die  at  home  at  last. 

O  blest  retirement,  friend  to  life's  d^ciine^ 
Retreats  from  care,  tint  never  must  be  mine. 
How  blest  is  he  who  crowns,  in  shades  like  tbese^ 
A  vooth  of  labour  witli  an  age  of  ease  ; 
Who  quits  a  world  where  strong  temptatioas  try, 
And,  since  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly ! 
For  him  no  wretches,  bom  to  work,  and  weep. 
Explore  tlic  mine,  or  tempt  the  dang'rous  derp ; 
No  sm'ly  fiorter  stands,  in  guilty  state. 
To  spurn  implonng  famine  from  the  gate ; 
But  on  he  move.i  to  meet  his  latter  end. 
Angels  around  befriending  virtue's  friend  ; 
Siiikb  to  the  grave  with  unpcrceiv'd  decay. 
While  reslgiiatiun  gently  slopes  the  way  ; 
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.iid»  ftll  Us  proip«cU  briglit*iii]ig  to  the  last, 
lb  beaT*ii  ocmmiencet  ere  the  world  be  pieL 

Sw«et  was  the  sound,  when  oft  at  eiv*mag*9  doie, 
rp  yonder  hill  the  villi^  muimur  raee  ; 
liere,  as  I  pass*d  with  careless  steps  and  slow, 
lie  mingUiig  notes  came  aoften'd  from  below ; 
Ike  swain  lesponsiTe  as  the  milk-^naid  sung, 
'he  aobcr  herd  that  low*d  to  meet  Ifaeir  young ; 
lie  noisy  geese  that  gabbled  o*er  the  pool, 
"be  plajpfiil  children  just  let  loose  from  school : 
lie  watch-dog's  voice   that  bay'd  the  whisp'ring 

wind, 
iwkd  the  loud  laugh  that  spoke  the  vaeant  mind ; 
liese  all  in  sweet  oonAision  sought  the  shade, 
k.nd  fiil'd  each  pause  the  nightingale  had  nuidOi 
lut  now  the  sounds  of  population  fail, 
«o  cheerful  murmurs  fluctuate  in  the  gale, 
io  busy  steps  the  grsss-grown  footway  tread, 
Sut  all  the  blooming  flush  of  life  u  fled : 
\11  but  yon  widow'd,  solitary  thing, 
lliat  feebly  bends  beside  the  plashy  spring ; 
be,  wretched  matron,  forc*d  in  age,  for  bread. 
To  strip  the  brook  with  mantling  cresses  ^ead, 
[o  pick  Iter  wintry  faggot  from  the  thorn. 
To  seek  tier  nightly  shed,  and  weep  till  mom  : 
(he  only  left  of  all  the  harmless  train, 
rhe  sad  historian  of  the  pensive  plain. 

Near  yonder  oopse,  where  once  the  garden  smil*d, 
Lnd  still  where  many  a  garden  flowV  grows  wild, 
"here,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  place  disclose, 
'he  village  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose 
i  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear, 
kjid  passing  rich  with  forty  ^unds  a  year  ; 
I  emote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 
ior  e'er  had  chang'd,  nor  wish'd  to  change  his  place; 
Jnskilful  he  to  fawn,  or  seek  for  pow'r, 
)y  doctrines  ftshion'd  to  the  varying  hour ; 
•AT  other  aims  his  heart  had  leam'd  to  prisc^ 
(lore  bent  to  raise  the  wretched  than  to  rise. 
Ii«  house  was  known  to  all  tb»  vagrant  train, 
Ic  diid  their  wand'rings,  but  reliev'd  their  pain ; 
Phe  long>remember'd  beggar  was  his  guest, 
^iKne  lieard  descending  swept  his  aged  brMst ; 
fbc  ruln'd  spendthrift  now  no  longer  proud, 
^lAira'd  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allow'd ; 
rhe  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay, 
kit  by  his  fire,  and  talk*d  the  night  away ; 
•Vept  o'er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  sorrow  done, 
ihouldcr'd  his  crutch,  and  show'd  how  fields  were 
woo.  [glow, 

?leas*d  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  leam'd  to 
\nd  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe ; 
rarelcM  their  merits  or  their  faults  to  scan, 
rlis  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wrctclied  was  his  pride, 
\nd  ev'n  his  fiulings  lean'd  to  virtue's  side ; 
But  in  his  duty  prompt,  at  ev'ry  call, 
Fie  watch*d  and  wept,  he  pray'd  and  felt,  for  all : 
^nd,  ss  a  hird  each  fond  endesrment  tries 
To  tempt  its  new-fledg'd  offspring  to  the  skies, 
lie  try'd  each  art,  reprov'd  each  dull  delay, 
Allur'd  to  bri^ter  worlds,  and  led  the  way. 

Beside  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  laid. 
And  sorrow,  guilt,  and  pain,  by  turns  dismay'd. 
The  rev'rend  champion  stood.     At  his  control, 
Despsir  and  anguish  fled  the  struggling  soul ; 
Comfort  csmc  down  the  trembling  wretch  to  raise. 
And  bis  last  fault'ring  accents  whisper'd  praise. 

At  cburcfa,  with  meek  and  unaffected  grace, 
His  looks  adom'd  the  venersble  place; 


Thith  from  hit  lips  prevailed  with  double  sway, 

And  fools,  who  came  to  soolT,  remain'd  to  pray. 

The  sendee  past,  around  the  pious  man. 

With  steady  seal,  each  honest  rustic  ran : 

Ev'n  children  follow'd,  with  endearing  wile^ 

And  pluck'd  his  gown,  to  share  the  good  man's 

smile; 
His  ready  smile  a  parent's  warmth  ezprest, 
Their  welfare  pleas'd  him,  and  their  (jares  distrest : 
To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs,  were  giv'n, 
But  all  his  serious  thoughts  had  rest  in  Heav'n. 
As  some  tall  diff*,  that  iSts  its  aweful  form. 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the  storm, 
Tho*  round  its  breast  the  rolling  douda  are  ipread, 
Eternal  sunshine  settles  on  its  head. 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  wqr 
With  blosaom'd  fune,  unprofitably  gay. 
There,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  skill'd  to  ruk^ 
The  village  master  taught  his  little  school  t 
A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stem  to  view, 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew ; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  leam'd  to  trace 
The  day's  disasters  in  his  morning  face ; 
Full  well  they  laugh'd  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he ; 
Full  well  the  busy  whisper,  circling  round, 
Convey'd  the  dismal  tidings  when  he  frown'd ; 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  severe  in  aught. 
The  love  he  bore  to  teaming  was  in  fault; 
The  village  all  dedar'd  how  much  he  knew ; 
'T  was  certain  he  could  write  and  cypher  too ; 
Lands  he  could  measure,  terms  and  tides  presage. 
And  ev'n  the  story  ran  that  he  could  gauge. 
In  arguing,  too,  the  parson  own'd  his  skill. 
For  ev'n  though  vanquish'd  he  could  argue  still ; 
While  words  of  learned  length,  and  thund'ring 

sound, 
Amas'd  the  gating  rustics  rang'd  around ; 
And  still  they  gas'd,  and  still  the  wonder  grew 
lliat  one  small  head  should  carry  all  he  knew. 
But  past  is  all  his  fame.     The  very  spot. 
Where  many  a  time  he  triumph'd,  is  fbigot 

Near  yonder  thorn,  that  lifb  its  head  on  high. 
Where  once  the  sign-post  caught  the  passing  eye, 
Low  lies  that  hmise  where   nut-brown  draughts 

inspir'd. 
Where  grey.bcard  mirth  and  smiling  toil  retir'd, 
Wliere  village  statesmen  talk'd  with  looks  profound. 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round ; 
Imagination  fondly  stoops  to  trace 
The  parlour  splendours  of  that  festive  place ; 
'Ibe  whitc-waah'd  wall,  the  nicely  sanded  floor, 
The  vamish'd  clock  that  click'd  behind  the  door ; 
The  chest  contriv'd  a  double  debt  to  pav, 
A  bed  by  night,  a  chest  of  drawers  by  day ; 
The  pictures  plac'd  for  ornament  and  use. 
The  twelve  good  mles,  the  royal  game  of  goose ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chiU'd  the  day. 
With    aspen    boughs,    and    flowers,  and  fennel. 

While  broken  tea^^ups,  wisely  kept  for  show, 
Rang'd  o'er  the  chimney,  glisten *d  in  a  row. 
Vain  transitory  splendours !  could  not  all 
Reprieve  the  tott'ring  mansion  from  its  fall ! 
Obscure  it  sinks,  nor  shall  it  more  impart 
An  hour's  in^iortance  to  the  poor  man's  heart ; 
Huther  no  more  the  peasant  shall  repair 
To  sweet  oblivion  of  his  daily  care ; 
No  more  the  former's  news,  the  barber's  tale, 
No  more  the  woodman's  ballad  shall  prevail ; 
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No  more  the  tmith  his  dusky  brow  dull  dour, 
Relax  his  pond'rous  strength,  and  lean  to  hear; 
Ihe  host  hunself  no  longer  shall  be  found 
Careful  to  see  the  mantling  bliss  go  round ; 
Nor  die  C07  maid,  half  willing  to  be  prest, 
Shall  kiss  the  cup  to  pass  it  to  the  rest 

Tes !  let  the  ndi  deride,  the  proud  disdain. 
These  simple  blessings  of  the  lowly  train  ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart, 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art ; 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  nature  has  its  play, 
llie  soul  adopts,  and  owns  their  first-bom  sway ; 
Lightly  they  frolic  o*er  the  vacant  mind, 
Unenvy'd,  unmolested,  unconfin'd. 
'But  the  long  pomp,  the  midnight  masquerade, 
With  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  arta/d. 
In  these,  ere  triflers  half  their  wish  obtsin. 
The  toiling  pleasure  sickens  into  pain  ; 
And,  e*en  while  fashion's  brightest  arts  diaccy, 
The  heart  distrusting  asks,  ifthis  be  joy  ? 

Te  friends  to  truth,  ye  statesmen,  who  survey. 
The  rich  man*s  joys  increase,  the  poor's  decay, 
'T  is  yours  to  judge  how  wide  the  limits  stand 
Between  a  splendiid  and  a  happy  land. 
Proud  swells  the  tide  with  loads  of  freighted  ore. 
And  shouting  Folly  hails  them  from  her  shore ; 
Hoards  e*en  beyond  the  miser's  wish  abound, 
'And  rich  men  flock  fitnn  all  the  world  around. 
Yet  count  our  gains.     This  wealth  is  but  a  name 
Hiat  leaves  our  useful  product  still  the  same. 
Not  so  the  loss.     "Die  man  of  wealth  and  pride 
Takes  up  a  space  that  many  poor  supply'd ; 
Space  for  his  lake,  his  park's  extended  bounds 
Space  for  his  horses,  equipage,  and  hounds ; 
llie  robe  that  wraps  his  lunbs  in  silken  sloth 
Has  robb'd  the  neighb'iii^  fields  of  half  their 

growth  i 
His  seat,  where  solitary  sports  are  seen, 
Indignant  spurns  the  ootta^  frtnn  the  green ; 
Around  the  world  each  needful  product  flies : 
For  all  the  luxuries  the  world  supplies : 
WhDe  thus  the  land,  adom'd  for  pleasure  all, 
In  barren  splendour  feebly  waits  the  fidL 

As  some  fiur  female,  unadom'd  and  plain. 
Secure  to  please  while  youth  confirms  her  reign. 
Slights  ev'ry  borrow'd  charm  that  dress  supplies, 
Nor  shares  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eyes ; 
But  when  those  charms  are  past,  for  channa  are 

frail. 
When  time  advances,  and  when  lovers  fail^ 
She  then  shines  forth,  solicitous  to  bless, 
In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  dress : 
Thus  fares  the  land,  by  luxury  betniy'd. 
In  nature's  simplest  charms  at  first  array'd ; 
But  verging  to  decline,  its  splendours  rise. 
Its  vistas  strike,  its  palaces  surprise ; 
While,  scourg'd  by  fiunine,  from  the  smiling  land 
The  moumfUl  peasant  leads  his  humble  band ; 
And  while  he  sinks,  without  one  arm  to  save. 
The  country  blooms —a  garden  and  a  gwe ! 

Where,  then,  ah !  where  shall  poverty  resid^ 
To  *tcKpe  ihe  pressure  of  contiguous  pride  ? 
If  to  some  common's  fenceless  limits  stray'd. 
He  drives  his  flock  to  pick  the  scan^  blade, 
Those  fenceless  fields  the  sons  of  wealth  divide. 
And  e'en  the  bare-worn  common  is  deny'd. 

If  to  the  city  sped  —  What  waits  him  there  ? 
To  see  profusion  that  he  must  not  share ; 
To  see  ten  thousand  baneful  arts  combin'd 
To  pamper  luxury,  and  thin  mankind ; 


To  see  eadi  joy  tbe 

Extorted  from  his  feHow-crBatarea 

Here,  while  the  courtier  glitters  in  btocade^ 

There  the  pale  artist  plies  the  sickly  tnde  ; 

Here,  while  the   proud  their  loBg-.diBvni 

diiplay. 

There  tiie  black  gibbet  gloona  bende  the  way; 
The  dome  where  pleasure  holds  her  midn%fat  fciga, 
Here,  richly  deck'd,  admits  tibe  gorgcoMs  train ; 
Tumultuous  grandeur  crowds  the  **'***'*g  mpuaw. 
The  rattling  chariots  dash,  the  torches  glaac 
Sure  scenes  like  these  no  troubles  e*er  annoy  * 
Sure  diese  denote  one  universal  joy  !  [< 

Are  these  thy  serious  thoughts?  — Afa,  tarn 
Where  the  poor  houseless  i£iv*rii^  female  lies 
She,  once  perhiqis,  in  village  plenty  blest. 
Has  wept  at  tales  of.innooenoe  distt«st ; 
Her  modest  looks  the  cottege  migfat 
Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the 
Now  lost  to  all ;  her  friends,  her  viitne. 
Near  her  betrayer's  door  she  lays 
And,  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  ^■"■*^*'«g 

diow'r, 
¥nth  heavy  heart  deplores  thst  lu^lcas 
When  idly  firs^  ambitious  of  the  town. 
She  lefi  her  wbtsd  and  robea  of  oountry 

Do  tiiine,  sweet  Auburn,  thine^  the  lovdiest  1 
Do  thy  fiur  tribes  participate  her  pain  ? 
E'en  now,  perhaps^  by  cold  and  hunger  led. 
At  proud  men's  doon  they  ask  a  little  bread ! 

Ah,  na     To  distant  dimes,  a  dreary  scene. 
Where  half  the  convex  worid  intrudes  between. 
Through  torrid  tracts  with  fainting  stepa  ikey  go^ 
Where  wild  AJtama  murmurs  to  their  woe. 
Far  difiVent  there  firom  all  that  chann'd  befere^ 
The  various  terrours  of  tiiat  horrid  shore  ; 
Those  biasing  suns  diftt  dart  a  downward  ray. 
And  fiercely  shed  intolerable  day  ; 
Those  matted  woods  vrfaere  birds  fbi^get  to  sii^ 
But  silent  bats  in  drowsy  clusters  cling  ^ 
Tboee  pois'nous  fields  with  rank  luxuriaacecrowa'd. 
Where  the  dark  scorpion  gathers  death  aramd: 
Where  at  each  step  the  stranger  fears  to  wake 
The  ratding  terrours  of  the  vengeful  snake  ; 
Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  hafilem  prcj^ 
And  savage  men  more  murd'rous  still  than  they; 
While  oit  in  whirls  the  mad  tornado  fUes» 
Mingling  the  rasag'd  landirape  with  the 
Far  diff 'rent  diese  from  ev'ry  fiarmer 
The  cooling  brook,  the  graasy-vestcd 
The  breexy  covert  of  the  warblii^  giuvi^ 
That  only  shelter'd  diefb  of  harmless  love. 

Good  Heav'n !  what  aorrowa  gloom'd 
ingday. 

That  caU'd  them  frvm  their  native  walks  aw^ ; 
When  the  poor  exiles,  ev'ry  pleasure  past. 
Hung  round  the  bow'n,  and  fondly  looked  tfaor 

And  took  a  long  farewdl,  and  wish'd  in  vain 
For  seats  like  these  beyond  the  uteuem  msin ; 
And  shudd'ring  still  to  fitte  the  distant  deep, 
Retum'd  and  wept,  and  still  reCuni'd  to  1 
The  good  old  sire  die  first  prepar'd  to  go 
To  new4bund  worlds,  and  wept  for  otfacvs* 
But  for  himsdf,  in  conscious  virtue  bravc^ 
He  only  widi'd  for  worlds  b^fond  the  grave. 
Hb  lovdy  daujg^iter,  lovdier  in  her  tears^ 
The  fond  companion  of  his  hd|den 
Silent  went  next,  neglectful  of  her 
And  Uh  a  lover's  for  her  father's  1 
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nth  loader  plalnti  the  motfier  ipoke  her  woei, 
tnd  blessM  die  cot  where  er'ry  pleasure  roee ; 
tnd  kiss*d  her  thoughden  babes  with  many  a  tear, 
iad  dasp'd  them  ^Me^  in  sarrow  doublj  dear ; 
Hiilst  her  fond  husband  strove  to  lend  relief 
n  all  the  sflent  manliness  of  grief. 

O  Luiury !  thou  cun'd  by  heaT*n*s  decree, 
low  ill  exdianff*d  are  diings  like  these  for  thee ! 
low  do  thy  potions,  with  insidious  joj^ 
Mffuse  thenr  pleasures  only  to  destroy  ! 
UAgdoms  by  thee,  to  sickly  greatness  grown, 
toast  of  a  florid  vigour  not  £eir  own  : 
Lt  ev'iy  dnught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
L  bloated  mass  of  rank  unwieldy  woe ; 
^11  sapp*d  their  strength,  and  ev*ry  part  unsound, 
>own,  down  they  sink,  and  spread  a  ruin  round. 

£*en  now  the  devaatation  is  begun, 
ittd  half  the  bus*ness  of  destruction  done ; 
/en  now,  methinks,  as  pond*ring  here  I  stand, 
see  the  rural  Ttrtues  leave  the  land, 
k^wn  where  yon  anch'ring  vessel  spreads  the  sail, 
hat  idly  waiting  flaps  with  ev'iy  gsle, 
H>wnward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band, 
'•»  from  the  shore,  and  darken  all  the  strand, 
bntented  toil,  and  hospitable  care, 
od  kind  connubial  tenderness,  are  there ; 
nd  pie^  with  wishes  placed  abore, 
iod  steady  loyalty,  and  faithful  loye. 

And  thou,  sweet  Poetry,  thou  loveliest  nuud, 
dll  first  to  fly  where  sensual  joys  invade ! 
fnfit,  in  these  degen'rate  times  of  shame, 
0  catch  the  heart,  or  strike  for  honest  fame, 
)ear  charming  nymph,  n^lected  and  decry'd, 
ly  ihame  in  crowds,  my  solitary  pride ; 
liou  sotirce  of  all  my  bliss,  and  all  my  woe, 
list  found'st  me  poor  at  first,  and  keep'st  mc  so ; 
hou  guide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  excel, 
Vni  nune  of  ev'ry  rirtue,  five  thee  well ; 
'srrwell !  and  O !  where'er  thy  Toice  be  try*d, 
hn  Torno*s  clifis,  or  Pambamarca*s  side, 
iTbether  when  equinoctial  fervours  glow, 
^  winter  wr^is  die  polar  world  in  snow, 
dlllet  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  dme, 
tedreis  the  rigours  of  th*  inclement  clime ; 
Lid  alighted  truth  vrith  thy  persuasive  strain, 
*esch  erring  man  to  q>urn  the  rage  of  gain ; 
'escfa  him  that  states,  of  nadve  strength  possest, 
Iwugh  very  poor,  may  still  be  very  blest ; 
lat  trade's  proud  empire  hastes  to  swift  decay, 
it  ocean  sweeps  the  labour'd  mole  away ; 
f^e  self^lependent  povr*r  can  time  defy, 
U  rocks  resist  the  billows  and  the  sky. 


THE  HERMIT. 

A  BALLAD. 

**  Toav,  gende  hermit  of  the  dale. 
And  guide  my  lonely  way, 

To  where  yon  taper  cheers  the  vale 
Widi  hospitable  ray. 

^  Vat  here  forion  and  lost  I  tnad. 
With  fainting  steps  and  slow ; 

Where  wilds,  immeasurably  q^naid, 
Seem  length'iiiiig  as  I  ga' 
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**  Forbear,  my  son,**  the  hermit  cries, 
*'  To  tempt  the  dang*rous  gloom ; 

For  yonder  faithless  phantom  flies 
To  lure  thee  to  thy  doom. 

M  Here  to  the  houseless  chfld  of  want 

My  door  is  open  still ; 
And  diough  my  portion  is  but  seant, 

I  give  it  with  good  wilL 

**  Then  turn  to-night,  and  freely  share 

Whate'er  my  cell  bestows ; 
My  rushy  couch  and  frugal  fiure^ 

My  blessing  and  repose. 

*'  No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  free 

To  slaughter  I  condemn : 
Taught  by  that  Fow*r  that  pides  me^ 

I  leani  to  pity  them : 

**  But  from  the  mountain's  grassy  side 

A  guildess  feast  I  bring  ; 
A  scrip  with  heibs  and  fruits  supply'd. 

And  water  from  the  spring. 

"  Then,  pOgrim,  turn,  thy  cares  forego ; 

All  earth-born  cares  are  wrong : 
Man  wants  but  litde  here  below. 

Nor  wants  that  little  long.'* 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  Heav'n  descends. 

His  gende  accents  fell ; 
The  modest  stranger  lowly  bends, 

And  follfyws  to  the  celL 


Far  in  a  wilderness  obscure 
The  lonely  mansion  lay ; 

A  reftige  to  the  neighbouring  poor. 
And  strangers  led  astray. 

No  stores  beneath  its  humble  thatch 
Requir'd  a  master's  care ; 

The  wicket,  op'ning  vrith  a  latch, 
RcceiT'd  the  harmless  pair. 


And  now  when  busy  crowds  retire 

To  take  their  ev'ning  rest. 
The  hermit  trimm'd  his  litde  fire, 

And  cheer'd  his  pensive  guest ; 

And  spread  his  Yegetable  store. 

And  gaily  prest,  and  smil'd ; 
And,  skill'd  in  l^endary  lore. 

The  ling'ring  hours  beguil'cL 

Around  in  sympathetic  mirth 

Its  tricks  the  kitten  tries ; 
Tlie  cricket  chimips  in  the  heardi, 

The  crackling  fiiggot  flies. 

But  nothing  could  a  charm  impart 
To  soothe  the  stranger's  woe; 

For  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart, 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

His  risfaig  cares  the  hermit  spy'd. 

With  answ'ring  care  opprest : 
**  And  whence,  unhappy  youth,"  he  cry*d. 
The  sorrows  of  dqr  hraast  7 
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**  ¥nm  better  habitetions  ^nrtk*6, 

Reluctant  dost  diou  rove ; 
Or  grieve  for  ftiendihip  u]iretiini*d» 

Or  unr^arded  love  ? 

•*  Alas !  the  joya  that  ^^rtime  brings 

Are  trifling,  and  decay ; 
And  tfaoae  who  prise  the  paltry  tinQga, 

More  trifling  things  than  they. 

**  And  what  is  friendship  but  a  namc^ 

A  charm  tiiat  lulls  to  sleep ; 
A  shade  that  follows  wealth  or  fiunt. 

And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep? 

"  And  love  is  still  an  emptier  soun^ 

The  modem  fair-one*s  jest : 
On  Earth  unseen,  or  only  found 

To  warm  the  turtle's  nest. 

**  For  shame,  fond  youth,  thy  sorrows  hush, 

And  spurn  the  sex,**  he  said : 
But  while  he  qpoke,  a  rising  blush 

His  love-lorn  guest  betrayed. 

Surpris'd  he  see^  new  beauties  rise,  - 

Swift  mantliog  to  the  view ; 
Like  colours  o*er  the  morning  skies, 

As  bright,  as  transient  too, 

Tlie  bashful  look,  the  rising  breas^ 

Alternate  spread  alarms : 
Tlie  lovely  stranger  stands  confest, 

A  maid  in  all  her  cliarras. 
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And,  ah  !  forgive  a  stranger  rud^ 
A  wretch  f<M'lom,**  she  cry*d  ; 
*'  Whose  feet  unhallow*d  thus  intrude 
Where  Heav*n  and  you  reside. 

'*  But  let  a  maid  thy  pity  share, 
Whom  love  has  taught  to  stray ; 

Who  seeks  for  rest,  but  finds  despair 
Companion  of  her  vray, 

"  My  father  liv*d  beside  the  Tynf% 

A  wealthy  lord  was  he ; 
And  all  his  ivealth  was  noark'd  as  minc^ 

He  bad  but  only  me. 

**  To  win  me  from  his  tender  arms 

Unnumber'd  suitors  came. 
Who  pnu's'd  me  for  imputed  charms. 

And  felt,  or  feigned  a  flame. 

'<  Each  hour  a  mercenary  crowd 
With  richest  proffers  strove ; 

Among  the  rest  young  Edwin  bow'd. 
But  never  talk*d  of  love^ 

"  In  humble,  simplest  habit  clad. 
No  wealth  or  pow*r  bad  he ; 

Wisdom  and  worth  were  all  he  had, 
But  these  were  all  to  me. 

**  And  when,  beside  me  in  the  date^ 

He  carord  lays  of  love. 
His  breath  lent  fragrance  to  the  gale. 

And  music  to  the  grove. 


"  Tlie  bloaun  QD*mDm  to  the  diav. 

Hie  dews  of  Heav'n  rcfin*d» 
Could  nought  of  purity  di^l^ 

To  emulate  bis  *"«"*!- 

**  The  dew,  the  Woaaama  of  tibe  tree, 

With  charms  in 
THeir  charms  were  ins  ;  but. 

Til*  inooDStancy 


«  For  stfll  I  tiy'd  tmth  ficUe  art. 

Importunate  and  vain ; 
And  while  his  passion  tondiM  oiy  hcsit, 

I  triumph'd  in  his 


'<  ini,  quite  dejected  with  my 
He  Idft  me  to  my  pride ; 

And  sought  a  solitude  foriana 
In  secret,  where  he  dy'd. 


**  But  mine  the  sorrow,  mine  tbe  tmikt. 
And  well  my  life  shall  pay  ; 

I*U  seek  the  solitude  he  soogH 
And  stretch  me  vfbere  be  lay. 

'\  And  there  forlorn,  despairii^  hid^ 
-    1*11  lay  me  down  and  die  ; 
'T  vras  so  for  me  diat  Edvrin  did. 
And  so  for  him  will  L** 

•<  Forind  it,  Heav'n  !'*  tbe  hcnnit  ciyU 
And  claqp'd  her  to  Ins  bieaat : 

Tbe  wond*ring  foir-one  tum'd  to  dnde,- 
'T  was  Edwin*sadf  that 


'*  Turn,  Angelina, 

My  charmer,  torn  to 
Ihy  own,  thy  long-lost  Edwin 

Restor'd  to  love  and  dbe& 


-  T^us  let  me  bold  thee  to  my  bcsrt. 

And  ev'ry  care  resign  : 
And  shall  we  never,  never  part. 

My  life — my  all  tliat*s  mine  ? 

**  No,  never,  from  this  hour  to  pai^ 
We  *I1  live  and  love  so  true. 

The  sigh  that  rends  thy  constant 
Sliall  break  thy  Edwin's  too.** 


RETALIATION. 

A   rOBX. 

Op  old,  when  Scarron  his  oompnnions  invited. 
Each  guest  brought  his  dish,   and  ibe  feast 

united.  ^£<. 

If  our  landlord  *  supplies  us  with  be«^  and  v'*^ 
Let  each  guest  bring  himself,  and  he  brii^  t^- 

best  dish : 
Our  deanf  shall  be  ven*son,  just  fresh  &am  the  D2ai=: . 
Our  Burke  I  shall  be  tongue,  with  tbe  garnish  c* 

brains; 

*  The  master  of  St  James's  ooffee.faousc,  wK ": 
the  Doctor,  and  tbe  friends  he  has  cfaarsctertsed  i-* 
tills  Poem,  oocasionally  dined. 

f  Dr.  Barnard,  Dean  of  Deny,  in  IieiaoiL 

\  Mr.  Edmund  Buike. 
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r>8d 


ur  Win  •  sImU  be  wfld  fowl,  of  ezcdlent  flavour ; 
nd  Did:  f  widi  hit  pepper  shall  heighten  the  sa- 

Tour; 
ur    Cumberland's^  sweet-bread  its  place  shall 

obtain; 
nd  Douglas  $  is  pudding,  substantial  and  plain : 
»ur  Garrick's  ||  a  sallad ;  for  in  him  we  see 
•il,  vinegar,  sugar,  and  saltness  agree : 
b  make  out  the  dinner,  full  certain  I  am 
hat  Ridge  ^  is  anchovy,  and  Rejmolds  *  *  is  lamb ; 
hat  Mickey's  ff  a  capon ;  and,  by  the  same  rule, 
[agnanimous  Goldsmidi,  a  gooseberry  fooL 
t  a  dinmer  so  various,  at  such  a  repast, 
'ho  'd  not  be  a  glutton,  and  stick  to  the  last  ? 
[ere,  waiter,  more  wine,  let  me  sit  while  Pm  able, 
ill  all  my  companions  sink  under  the  table; 
hen,  with  chaos  and  blunders  encircling  my  head, 
et  me  ponder,  and  tdl  what  I  think  of  the  dead. 
Here  lies  tiie  good  dean,  re-united  to  earth, 
^bo  mix*d  reason  with  pleasure,  and  wisdom  with 

mirth; 
'  he  had  any  fimlts,  he  has  left  us  in  doubt, 
t  least  in  six  weeks  I  could  not  find  them  out ; 
et  some  have  dedar'd,  and  it  can*t  be  denied  *em, 
hat  sly-boots  was  cursedly  cunning  to  hide  *eni. 
Here  lies  our  good  Edmund,  whose  genius  was 

such, 
Te  scarcely  can  praise  it,  or  blame  it  too  much ; 
t'ho,  bom  for  the  universe,  narrowed  his  mind, 
nd  to  party  gave  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind ; 
hough  frau^t  with  all  learning,  yet  straining  his 

throat 
o  persuade  Tommy  Townshend  ||  to  lend  him  a 

vote; 
riio,  too  deep  for  his  bearers,  still  went  on  re- 
fining, 
nd  thought  of  convincing,  while  they  thought  of 

dining ; 
hough  equal  to  all  things,  for  all  things  unfit ; 

00  nice  for  a  statesman,  too  proud  for  a  wit ; 
or  a  patriot  too  cool ;  for  a  drudge  disobedient ; 
nd  too  fond  of  the  right  to  pursue  the  expedient 

1  short,   *t  was  his  fate,  unemploy*d,  or  in  place, 

sir, 
b  cat  mutton  cold,  and  cut  blocks  with  a  razor. 
Here  lies  honest  William,   whose  heart  was  a 

mint, 
rhile  tiie  owner  ne'er  knew  lialf  the  good  tliat  was 

in't; 
he  pupil  of  impulse,  it  forc'd  him  along, 
[is  conduct  still  right,  with  his  argument  wrong ; 

*  Mr.  William  Burke,  Secretary  to  General  Con- 
ay,  and  Member  for  lied  win. 

f   Mr.  Richard  Burke,  Collector  of  Grenada. 

t  Mr.  Richard  Cumberland,  author  of  the  West 
ndian,  FashioniU>le  Lover,  The  Brothers,  and 
ther  dramatic  pieces. 

§  T)r.  Douglas,  Bishop  of  Salisbury,  who  no 
»  distinguished  himself  as  a  citizen  of  the  world, 
lan  a  sound  critic,  in  detecting  several  literary 
listakes  (or  rather  forgeries)  of  his  countrymen  ; 
articularly  L^auder  on  Milton,  and  Bower's 
listory  of  the  Popes. 

I  liavid  Garrick,  Ksq. 

^  Counsellor  John  Bidge,  a  gentleman  belongs 
tg  to  the  Irish  bar. 

*  *  Sir  Jusiiua  Reynolds. 
ff  An  eminent  attorney. 

II  Mr.  T.  Townshend,  Member  for  Whitchurch. 


Still  aiming  at  honour,  yet  fearing  to  roam. 
Hie  coachman  was  tipsy,  the  chariot  drove  home ; 
Would  yoQ  ask  for  his  merits  ?  alas !  he  had  none ; 
What  was  good  was  spontaneous,  hia  faults  were  his 
own.  (sigh  at ; 

Here  lies  honest  Richard  *,  whose  fate  I  must 
Alas!  that  such  frolic  should  naw  be  so  quiet : 
What  spirits  were  his !  what  wit  and  what  whim. 
Now  breaking  a  jest,  and  now  breaking  a  limb ! 
Now  wrangling  and  grumbling  to  keep  up  the  ball ! 
Now  teasing  and  vexing,  yet  laughing  at  all ! 
In  short,  so  provoking  a  dievil  was  Dick, 
That  we  wish'd  him  full  ten  times  a  day  at  old  Nick  ; 
But,  missing  his  mirth  and  agreeable  vein,  • 

As  often  we  wish'd  to  have  Dick  back  again. 

Here  Cumberland  lies,  having  acted  his  parts. 
The  Terence  of  England,  the  mender  of  hearts ; 
A  flatt'ring  painter,  who  made  it  his  care 
To  draw  men  as  they  ought  to  be,  not  as  they  are. 
His  gallants  are  all  fauldess,  his  women  divine. 
And  Comedy  wonders  at  being  so  fine  : 
Like  a  tragedy  queen  he  has  diaen'd  her  out, 
Or  rather  like  Tragedy  giring  a  routi 
His  Ibols  have  their  follies  so  lost  in  a  crowd 
Of  virtues  and  feelings,  that  folly  grows  furoud ; 
And  coxcombs,  alike  in  their  failings,  alone. 
Adopting  his  portraits,  are  pleis*d  with  their  own. 
Say,  where  has  our  poet  this  malady  caught  ? 
Or  wherefore  his  diaracters  thus  without  fault  ? 
Say,  was  it  that  vainly  directing  his  view 
To  find  out  men's  virtues,  and  finding  them  few. 
Quite  sick  of  pursuing  each  troublesome  elf. 
He  grew  lazy  at  last,  and  drew  from  himself  ? 

Here  Douglas  retires  from  his  toils  to  relax. 
The  scourge  of  impostors,  the  terror  of  quacks : 
Come,  all  ye  quack  bards,  and  ye  quacking  divines. 
Come,  and  dance  on  the  spot  where  your  tyrant  re- 
clines: 
When  satire  and  censure  encircled  his  throne  ; 
I  fear'd  for  your  safety,  I  fear'd  for  my  own : 
But  now  he  is  gone,  and  we  want  a  detector, 
Our  Dodds  f  sliall  be  pious,  our  Kenricks  |  shall 

lecture  ; 
Macphcrson  §  write  bombast,  and  call  it  a  style ; 
Our  Townsliend  make  speeches,  and  I  sliall  compile ; 
New  Landers  and   Bowen  tlie  Tweed  shall  cross 

over. 
No  countryman  liring  their  tricks  to  discover; 
Detection  her  taper  shall  quench  to  a  spark, 
And  Scotchman  meet  Scotchman,  and  cheat  in  the 
dark. 

Here  lies  David  Garrick,  descril>e  him  who  can. 
An  abridgement  of  all  that  was  pleasant  in  man  . 
As  an  actor,  confest  without  rival  to  sliine ; 
As  a  wit,  if  not  first,  in  the  very  first  line  I 
Yet,  witli  talenU  like  these,  and  an  excellent  lieart. 
The  man  had  his  failings —  a  dupe  to  Iiih  art. 

*  Mr.  Ilicliard  Burke.  This  gcntlem.in  linving 
sligluly  fractured  one  of  hin  amis  and  le^is  ^t  <!>'-- 
fen*nt  times,  the  Doctor  lias  rallied  him  on  tliow 
accidents,  as  a  kind  of  retributive  ju»uce  for  break- 
ing his  jests  upon  otlicr  people. 

t  The  Rev.  Dr.  Dodd. 

X  Dr.  Kenrick,  who  read  lectures  at  the  Devil 
Tavern,  under  the  title  of  The  School  of  Sliak- 
speare. 

§  James  Macpberson,  Ev].  who,  from  tliv  mere 
force  of  his  Htyle,  wrote  down  the  first  poet  of  all 
antiquity. 
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Like  an  ill-judging  beauty,  his  colours  he  ^read, 
And  beplaster'd  with  rouge  his  own  natural  red. 
On  the  stage  he  was  natural,  simple,  affecting ; 
*T  was  only  that  when  he  was  off  he  was  acting. 
With  no  reason  on  earth  to  go  out  of  his  way, 
He  tum'd  and  he  varied  full  ten  times  a  day : 
Though  secure  of  our  hearts,  yet  confoundedly  sick 
If  they  were  not  his  own  by  finessing  and  trick : 
He  cast  off  his  friends,  as  a  huntsman  his  pack. 
For  he  knew  when  he  pleas'd  he  could  whistle  them 

back. 
Of  praise  a  mere  glutton,  he  swallow*d  what  came. 
And  the  puff  of  a  dunce  he  mistook  it  for  fame ; 
Till  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease. 
Who  peppered  the  highest  was  surest  to  please. 
But  let  us  be  candid,  and  speak  but  our  mind. 
If  dunces  applauded,  he  paid  them  in  kind. 
Ye   Kenricks,  ye   Kellys  *,   and   Woodfalls  f  so 

grave. 
What  a  toramerce  was  yours,  while  you  got  and 

you  gave ! 
How  did  Grub-street  re-echo  the  shouts  that  you 

rais'd,  [prais*d ! 

While  he  was  be-Ro8cius*d,  and  you  were  bo- 
But  peace  to  his  spirit,  wherever  it  flies. 
To  act  as  an  angel  and  mix  with  the  skies : 
Those  poets  who  dwe  their  best  fame  to  his  dcill 
Shall  still  be  hb  flatterers,  go  where  he  will:  [love. 
Old  Shakspeare  receive  him  with  praise  and  with 
And  Beaumonts  and  Bens  be  his  Kellys  above. 
Here  Hickey  reclines,  a  most  blunt  pleasant 

creature. 
And  slander  itself  must  allow  him  good-nature : 
He  cherish'd  his  friend,  and  he  relish'd  a  bumper : 
Yet  one  fault  he  had,  and  that  one  was  a  thumper. 
Perhaps  you  nay  ask  if  the  man  was  a  miser  ? 
I  answer,  no,  no,  for  he  always  was  wiser: 
Too  courteous,  perhaps,  or  obUgingly  flat  ? 
His  very  worst  foe  can*t  accuse  him  of  that : 
Perhaps  he  confided  in  men  as  they  go^ 
And  so  was  too  foolishly  honest?  Ah,  no! 

*  Mr.  Hugh  Kelly,  author  of  False  Delicacy, 
A  Word  to  the  Wise,  Clementina,  School  for  Wives, 
&c.  &c. 

f  Mr.  W.  Woodfall,  printer  of  the  Morning 
Chronicle. 


Itai  what  wat  fab  lUHing?  coom^  lell  il^  ndbsR 

ye,— 
He  was,  could  he  help  it?  a  special  attnrBCT. 

Here  Reynolds  is  laid,  and,  to  tell  yos  mj  rami. 
He  has  not  left  a  wiser  or  better  bcfaind: 
His  pencil  was  striking,  lesisliess,  and  graad. 
His  manneis  were  gentle,  complying  and  hU; 
Still  bom  to  improve  us  in  every  part. 
His  pencil  our  faces,  his  manners  oizr  heart : 
To  coxcombs  averse,  yet  most  civilly  steeriag, 
When  they  judg*d  without  skill  he  waa  ttOi  kod ' 
hearini^ ;  [and  isa 

When  they  talk'd  of  their  Baptaids,  Ccm^, 
He  shifted  his  trumpet  f,  and  only  took  sblS. 


:iN 


STANZAS  ON  WOBIAN. 

PaOM  THS   VICAR  OP   WAKKnVUDb 

Whsn  lovely  woman  stoops  to  IbUy, 
And  finds  too  late  that  men  betrav. 

What  diarm  can  soothe  her  melsncfaolyv 
What  art  can  wadi  her  guilt  away  ? 


The  only  art  her  guilt  to  cover. 
To  hide  her  shame  finam  ev'ry 

To  give  repentance  to  her  lover. 
And  wring  his  bosom —is,  to 


SONGL 


O  MiMORT  !  thou  fond  deceii 

Still  importunate  and  vain. 
To  former  joys  recurring  ever. 

And  turning  all  the  past  to  pain  ; 

Thou,  like  the  world,  th*  opprest  oppress^. 

Thy  smiles  increase  the  vrTetdi*&  woe! 
And  he  who  wants  each  other  blessii^ 

In  thee  must  ever  find  a  foe. 

\  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  wma  so  reaaai^v  ui' 
as  to  be  under  the  necessity  o£  usii^  an  <aT-trur- 
pet  in  company. 
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AMDKL  JoHMsoN,  A  writer  of  gicAt  eminence^  was 
rn  in  1709  at  Litchfield,  in  which  city  hia  father 
IS  a  petty  bookseller.     After  a  desultory  course 

school-eduoition,  it  was  proposed  to  hhn,  by 
T.  Cortiet,  a  neighbouring  gentleman,  that  he 
ould  accompany  his  own  son  to  Oxford  as  Ids 
mpankm  ;  accordingly,  in  his  nineCeenth  year,  he 
IS  elected  a  commoner  of  Pembroke  college, 
rom  young  Corbet's  departure,  he  was  left  to 
ruggle  with  penury  till  he  had  completed  a  re- 
ience  of  three  years,  when  he  quitted  Oxford 
ithout  taking  a  degree.  His  father  died,  in  Tcry 
irrow  circumstances,  soon  after  his  return  from  the 
liversaty ;  and  for  some  time  he  attempted  to  gain 
maintenance  by  some  literary  projects.     At  length, 

1735,  he  thought  proper  to  marry  a  widow  twice 
«  own  age,  and  far  from  attractiTe,  either  in  her 
T>on  or  manners.  By  the  aid  of  her  fortune  he 
ss  enabled  to  set  up  a  sdiool  for  instruction  in  Latin 
id  Greek,  but  the  plan  did  not  succeed  ;  and  after 

rear's  experiment,  he  resoWed  to  try  his  fortune 
t  the  great*  metropolis.  Garrick,  afterwards  the 
^l«brated  actor,  had  been  one  of  his  pupils,  acoouu 
uiicd  by  whom  he  arriTed  in  London ;  Johnson 
mng  in  his  pocket  his  unfinished  trsgedy  of  Irene. 

The  first  notice  which  he  drew  fWmi  the  judges 
riitersry  merit,  wasby  the  publication  of  "  London, 

Poem,**  in  imitation  of  Jurenal's  third  satire. 
V  manly  vigour,  and  strong  painting  of  this 
nformanoe,  placed  it  high  among  works  a(  its  kind, 
^uglt  it  must  be  allowed,  that  its  censure  is  coarse 
Bd  exaggerated,  and  that  it  ranks  rather  as  a  party, 
Mo  as  a  moral  poem.  It  was  published  in  17S8. 
or  sone  years  Johnson  u  chiefly  to  be  traced  in 
^  psges  of  the  Gentleman's  Magasine,  then  con- 
ucted  by  Cairo ;  and  it  was  for  this  work  that  he 
ratified  the  public  with  some  extraordinary  pieces 
f  eloquence  which  he  composed  under  the  disguise 
f  debatet  in  the  senate  of  Liliput,  meaning  the 
iritis  parliament.  He  likewise  wrote  various 
'<<^raphlcal  articles  for  the  same  miscellany,  of 
rhich  tlie  principal  and  roost  admired  was  **  The 
-"»fe  of  Savage.** 

I1ie  plan  of  his  English  Dictionary  was  laid 
N'iiire  Uie  public  in  a  letter   addressed  to  Lord 

iK-st«rfield  in  1 747.  In  the  same  year  he  furnished 
'arrick  with  a  prologue  on  the  opening  of  Drury- 
=»no  theatre,  which  in  sense  and  poetry  has  not  a 
^mpctitor  among  compositions  of  this  class,  except- 
ng  Pope's  proline  to  Cato.  Another  imiution 
)f  Juvenal,  entitled  «<  The  Vanity  of  Human 
^'i^het,**  was  printed  in  1749,  and  may  be  said  to 
iich  the  sublime  of  ethical  poetry,  and  to  stand  at 
^  head  of  Hassiral  imitations.  The  same  year, 
under  the  auspices  of  Garrick^  brought  on  the 
'<^  of  Dmry-bne  Us  tragedy  of  «  Irene.*'    It 


ran  thirteen  nights,  but  has  never  since  appeared 
on  the  theatre :  Johnson,  in  fact,  found  that  he  was 
not  fbrmed  to  excel  on  the  stage,  and  made  no 
further  trials. 

His  periodical  paper,  entitled  •<  The  lUmbler," 
appeared  in  Mardi  1750,  and  was  continued  till 
March  175S.  The  solemnity  of  this  paper  pre- 
vented it  at  first  from  attaining  an  extensive  cir- 
culation ;  but  after  it  was  collected  into  volumes,  it 
continually  rose  in  the  public  esteem,  and  the  autlior 
had  the  satisfiwtion  of  seeing  a  tenth  edition.  'Jlie 
*<  Adventurer,'*  conducted  by  Dr.  Hawkeswotth, 
succeeded  the  Rambler,  and  Johnson  contributed 
several  papers  of  his  own  writing.  In  1755»  the 
first  edition  of  his  *'  Dictionary"  made  its  appear. 
ano&  It  was  received  by  the  public  with  general 
applause,  and  its  author  was  ranked  among  the 
greatest  benefactors  of  hb  native  tongue.  Modem 
accuracy,  however,  has  given  an  insight  into  its 
defects;  and  though  it  still  stands  as  the  capital 
work  of  the  kind  in  the  language,  its  authority  as  a 
standard  is  somewhet  depreciated.  Upon  the  last 
illness  of  his  aged  mother,  In  1759,  for  the  purpose 
of  paying  her  a  visit,  and  ddraying  the  expense  of 
her  funeral,  he  wrote  his  romance  of  *'  Rasaelas, 
Fnnee  o€  Abyssinia,"  one  of  his  most  splendid  per- 
formances, elegant  in  language^  rich  in  imagery, 
and  weighty  in  sentiment  Its  views  of  human  life 
are,  indeed,  deeply  tinged  with  the  gloom  that  over- 
shadowed  the  au^or's  mind ;  nor  can  it  be  praised 
for  moral  effect. 

Soon  after  the  accession  of  the  late  king,  a 
grant  of  a  pension  of  9O0L  per  annum  was  made 
him  by  His  Majesty  during  the  ministry  of  Lord 
Bute.  A  short  struggle  of  repugnance  to  accept  a 
favour  from  the  House  of  Hanover  was  overcome 
by  a  sense  of  the  honour  and  substantial  benefit 
conferred  1^  it,  and  be  became  that  character,  « 
pensioner,  on  which  he  had  bestowed  a  sarcastic 
definition  in  his  Dictionary.  Much  obloquy  at- 
tended this  drcumstanoe  of  his  life,  which  was  en-> 
hanced  when  he  published  in  several  of  his  produc- 
tions, arguments  which  seemed  directly  to  oppose 
the  rising  spirit  of  liberty. 

A  long-promised  edition  of  Shakqiearc  appeared 
in  1765  ;  but  though  ushered  in  by  a  preface  writ- 
ten with  all  the  powers  of  his  masterly  pen,  the 
ediibn  itself  disappointed  those  who  expected  much 
from  his  ability  to  elucidate  the  obscurities  of  die 
great  dramatist.  A  tour  to  the  Western  Islands  of 
Scotland  in  1773,  in  which  he  was  attended  by  his 
enthusiastic  admirer  and  obsequious  friend,  James 
Boawell,  Esq.  was  a  remarkable  incident  of  his  life, 
considering  tliat  a  strong  antipathy  to  the  natives  of 
that  country  had  long  been  conqncuous  in  hb  ooD- 
But  when,  two  yean  alUrwards^  lie 
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published  the  aocoont  of  his  tour,  under  the  title  of 
'*  A  Journey  to  the  Western  Islands  of  Scotland,'* 
more  candour  and  impartiality  were  found  in  it, 
than  had  been  eipected.  In  1775,  he  was  gratified, 
through  the  interest  of  Lord  North,  with  the  degree 
of  Doctor  of  Laws,  from  the  University  of  Oxford. 
He  liad  some  years  before  received  the  same  honour 
from  Dublin,  but  did  not  Uien  choose  to  assume  the 
title.  His  last  literary  undertaking  was  the  con- 
sequence of  a  request  from  the  London  booksellers, 
who  had  engaged  in  an  edition  of  the  principal 
English  poets,  and  wished  to  prefix  to  each  a  bio- 
graphical and  critical  preface  from  his  hand.  Hiis 
he  undertook;  and  though  he  will  gennally  be 
thought  to  have  laboured  under  stnMig  prejudices 
in  composing  the  work,  its  style  will  be  found,  in 
great  measure,  free  from  the  stiffness  and  turgidity 
which  marked  his  earlier  compositions. 

The  concluding  portion  of  Dr.  Johnson's  life 
was  saddened  by  a  progressive  decline  of  health, 
and  by  the  prospect  €^  approaching  death,  which 
neither  his  religion  nor  his  philosophy  had  taugfatbim 
to  bear  with  even  decent  composure.  A  paralytic 
stroke  first  gave  the  alann ;  asthma,  and  diop^cal 


sjrmptoms,  followed ;  sind  such  wi 
which  he  dung  to  life,  that  he 
deure  to  seek  for  amendment 
Italv.       Still  unable  to  recond 

■r 

thought  of  dying,  he  said  to  the 
making  slight  scarifications  in 
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tfae 
ke  himicif  to 
aui|^Bon  who  ra 
his  swdlcB  k;p. 
Deeper !  deeper !  I  want  lengtSi  of  lile^  and  vn 
are  afraid  of  giving  me  pain,  which  I  do  b« 
value."  The  closing  scene  took  place  on  Dects- 
ber  IS.  1785,  in  the  7Gth  year  of  his  s^  J^ 
remains,  attended  by  a  respectable  cmieiHUMf  id 
friends,  were  interred  in  Westminster  Abbey ;  ad  a 
monumental  statue  has  since  been  placed  to  L^ 
memory  in  St  Paul's  ctfhedraL  His  works  ««i« 
published  collectively  in  eleven  volumes^  Svo.,  wst 
a  copious  life  of  the  author,  by  Sir  John  Havkisft. 
A  new  edition,  in  twelve  volumes,  with  a  life.  «» 
given  by  Arthur  Murphy.  Of  the  convorsaikcjw 
and  oral  dictates  of  Johnson,  a  most  copioas  cv 
lection  has  been  published  in  the  very  nilHi'Mti^ 
volumes  of  Mr.  BoswelL  Upon  the  whole,  it  est 
be  said,  that  at  the  time  of  his  cieath,  he  wss  ev 
doubtedly  the  most  conspictUMis 
of  his  country. 


LONDON: 

A  rov»L 
nr  mrrATioN  or  the  third  sAnai  or  juvkmal. 

—  Quis  inepta 
Tsm  patiens  lufois,  tarn  ferreus  ut  teneat  se  ?    Juv. 

1  iio'  grief  and  fondness  in  my  breast  rebel, 
When  injur'd  Thales  bids  the  town  farewell, 
Yet  still  my  calmer  thoughts  his  choice  commend, 
I  praise  tlic  hermit,  but  r^ret  the  friend, 
Resolv'd  at  length  from  vice  and  London  far 
To  breathe  in  distant  fields  a  purer  air. 
And  fix'd  on  Cambria's  solitary  shore. 
Give  to  St.  David  one  true  Briton  more. 

For  who  would  leave,  unbrib'd,  Hibemia's  land. 
Or  cliange  the  rocks  of  Scotland  for  the  Strand  ? 
There  none  are  swept  by  sudden  fate  away. 
But  all,  whom  hunger  spares,  with  age  decay : 
Here  malice,  rapine,  accident,  conspire, 
And  now  a  rabble  rages,  now  a  fire ; 
Tlieir  ambush  here  relentless  ruffians  lay. 
And  here  the  fell  attorney  prowls  for  prey  ; 
Here  &lling  houses  thunder  on  your  head,     ^ 
And  here  a  female  atheist  talks  you  dead. 

While  Thales  waits  the  wherry  tliat  contains 
Of  dissipated  wealth  the  small  remains, 
On  Hiames's  banks,  in  silent  thought,  we  stood 
Where  Greenwich  smiles  upon  the  silver  fiood ; 
Struck  with  the  seat  that  gave  Eliza*  birth, 
We  kneel,  and  kiss  the  consecrated  earth ; 
In  pleasing  dreama  the  blissftil  age  renew. 
And  call  Britannia's  glories  back  to  view ; 

*  Queen  Eliiabeth,  bom  at  Greenwich. 


Behold  her  cross  triumphant  on  the  main. 
The  guard  of  commerce,  and  the  dread  of  %wa. 
Ere  masquerades  debauch'd,  excise  oppressed. 
Or  English  honour  grew  a  standing  jest. 

A  transient  calm  tfae  happy  scenes  bestow. 
And  for  a  moment  lull  the  sense  of  woe. 
At  length  awaking,  with  contemptuous  frown* 
Indigunt  Thales  eyes  the  neighb'ring  town. 

Since  worth,  he  cries,  in  these  degcnesate  ds^^ 
Want»  even  the  cheap  reward  of  empty 
In  those  curs'd  walls,  devote  to  vice  and 
Since  unrewarded  science  toils  in  ^n ; 
Since  hope  but  soothes  to  double  my 
And  every  moment  lea^  my  little  less; 
While  yet  my  steady  steps  no  staff  sustains. 
And  life  still  vig'rous  revels  in  my  veins  ; 
Grant  me,  kind  Heaven,  to  find  some  happier 
Where  honesty  and  senae  are  no  disgrace  ; 
Some  pleasing  bank  where  verdant  osiers  play. 
Some  peaceful  vale  with  Nature's  paintu^rs  ^?  ^ 
Where  once  the  harass'd  Britoti  found  repose. 
And  safe  in  poverty  defy'd  his  foes ; 
Some  secret  cell,  ye  pow'rs,  indulgent  gtw. 
Let  live  here,  for  has  leam'd  to  livcL 

Here  let  those  reign,  whom  pensions  can  icciiF 
To  vote  a  patriot  black,  a  courtier  white. 
Explain  their  country's  dear-bought  rigte  awaj 
And  plead  for  pirstes  in  the  ftce  of  day ; 
With  slavish  tenets  taint  our  poisonM  youlh. 
And  lend  a  lie  tfae  confidence  of  truth. 

Let  such  raise  palaces,  and  manors  buy. 
Collect  a  tax,  or  farm  a  lottery ; 
With  wartiling  eunuchs  fill  our  silencM 
And  lull  to  servitude  a  tboughtkas  mgb. 

Heroes,  proceed !  what  bounds  your 
What  check  restrain  your  tliirst  of  pow*r 
*  ^  ■'^bellious  virtue  quite  o'ertfarowi^ 
ir  &me^  our  wcaltl^  our  lives 
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To  sudi,  the  plunder  of  a  land  a  giv'n. 
When  public  crimes  inHaane  the  wrath  of  Heaven  : 
But  what,  my  friend,  what  hope  remains  for  rae, 
Who  start  at  theft,  and  blush  at  perjury  ? 
yVho  scarce  forbear,  tho*  Britain's  court  he  ang, 
To  phiek  a  titled  poet's  borrow'd  wing ; 
A  statesman's  logic  unconvinc'd  can  hear,         * 
And  dare  to  slumber  o'er  the  Gasetteer ; 
Despise  a  fool  in  half  his  pension  drcss'd, 
And  strire  iA  vaiato  laugh  at  Clodio's  jest 

Othen  with  softer  smiles,  and  subtle  art. 
Can  sap  the  principles,  or  taint  the  heart ; 
With  more  address  a  lover's  note  convey, 
Or  bribe  a  virgin's  innocence  away  : 
Well  may  they  rise,  while  I,  whose  rustic  tongue 
Ne'er  knew  to  puzzle  right,  or  varnish  wrong, 
Spum'd  ax  a  bo^^gar,  dreaded  as  a  spy, 
LJve  unregarded,  unlamentcd  die. 

For  what  but  social  guilt  the  friend  endears? 
Who  shares  Orgilio's  crimes,  his  fortune  shares. 
But'thou,  should  tempting  villany  present 
All  Marlb'rough  hoarded,  or  all  Villiers  spent, 
Turn  from  tlie  glittering  bribe  thy  scornful  eye, 
Nor  sell  for  gold,  what  gold  could  never  buy. 
The  peaceful  slumber,  self-npproving  day, 
Unsullied  fame,  and  conscience  ever  gay. 

The  cheated  nation's  happy  fav'rites,  see  ! 
Mark  whom  the  great  caress,  who  frown  on  me ! 
London  !  the  nee<ly  villain's  gen'ral  home,  • 

'l"he  common-sewer  of  Paris  and  of  Rome ; 
With  eager  tiiirst,  by  folly  or  by  fate. 
Sucks  in  tlie  dregs  of  eoch  corrupted  state. 
Forgive  my  trans|x>rts  on  a  theme  like  this, 
I  cannot  bear  a  French  metropolis. 

Illustrious  Edward !  from  the  realms  of  day. 
The  land  of  heroes  and  of  saints  survey ; 
Kor  hope  the  British  lineaments  to  trace. 
The  rustic  grandeur,  or  the  surly  grace ; 
But,  lost  in  thoughtless  ease  and  empty  show, 
Behold  the  warrior  dwindled  to  a  beau ; 
Sense,  freedom,  pie^,  refin'd  away. 
Of  Prance  the  mimic,  and  of  Spain  the  prey. 

All  that  at  home  no  more  can  beg  or  steal. 
Or  like  a  gibbet  better  than  a  wheel : 
His&'d  from  the  stage,  or  hooted  from  the  court, 
Hieir  air,  their  dress,  their  politics,  import ; 
Obsequious,  artful,  voluble,  and  gay. 
On  Britain's  fond  credulity  they  prey. 
No  gainful  trade  their  industry  can  'scape. 
They   sing,   they  dance,  clean  shoes,    or  cure  a 

clap: 
All  sciences  a  fasting  Monsieur  knows. 
And,  bid  him  go  to  Hell,  to  Hejl  he  goes. 

Ah  !  what  avails  it,  that,  firom  slav'ry  &r, 
I  drew  the  breath  of  life  in  English  air ; 
Wm  early  taught  a  Briton's  right  to  prize. 
And  lisp  the  tale  of  Henry's  victories ; 
If  the  guU'd  conqueror  receives  the  chain. 
And  flattery  prevails  when  arms  are  vain  ? 

Studious  to  please,  and  ready  to  submit ; 
the  supple  Gaul  was  bom  a  parasite : 
Sdll  to  his  int'rest  true,  where'er  he  goes, 
Wit,  brav'ry,  worth,  his  lavish  tongue  bestows ; 
In  ev'ry  fiice  a  thousand  graces  shine, 
From  ev'ry  tongue  flows  harmony  divine. 
These  arts  in  vain  our  rugged  natives  try, 
Strain  out  with  fault'ring  mffidence  a  lie, 
And  get  a  kick  for  awkward  flattery. 

Besides,  with  justice,  this  discerning  aga 
Admim  thor  wond'rous  talents  for  the  ttagv : 


Well  may  they  venture  on  the  mimic's  ait^ 
WIio  play  from  mom  to  night  a  borrow'd  part; 
Practis'd  their  maker's  notions  to  embrace^ 
Repeat  his  maiims,  and  reflect  his  ftce; 
With  ev'ry  wild  absurdity  comply. 
And  view  each  object  with  anotbier's  eye ; 
To  shake  with  laughter  ere  the  jest  they  hear, 
To  pour  at  will  the  counterfeited  teat ; 
And,  as  their  patron  hints  the  cold  or  heat. 
To  shake  in  dog-days,  in  December  sweat. 

How,  when  competitors  like  these  contend. 
Can  surly  virtue  hope  to  fix  a  friend ; 
Slaves  tliat  with  serious  impudence  b^uile. 
And  lie  without  a  blush,  without  a  smile : 
Ezalt  eacli  trifle,  ev'ry  vice  adore. 
Your  taste  in  snuff,  your  judgment  in  a  whore ; 
Can  Balbo'»  eloquence  applaud,  and  swear 
He  gropes  bis  breeches  with  a  monarch's  air. 

For  arts  like  these  prcferr'd,  admir'd,  caress'd, 
They  first  invade  your  table,  then  your  breast ; 
Explore  your  secrets  with  insidious  art. 
Watch  the  weak  hour,  and  ransack  all  the  heart ; 
Tlien  soon  your  ill-plac'd  confidence  repay. 
Commence  your  lords,  and  govern  or  betray. 

By  numbers  here  from  shame  or  censure  free. 
All  crimes  are  safe  but  hatad  poverty. 
Hiis,  only  tiiis,  the  rigid  law  pursues, 
lUs,  only  this,  provokes  the  snariing  Muse. 
The  sober  trader  at  a  tatter'd  doak 
Wakes  from  his  dream,  and  labours  for  a  joke; 
Wkth  brisker  air  the  silken  courtiers  gaae, 
And  turn  the  varied  taunt  a  thousand  ways. 
Of  all  the  griefii  that  harass  the  distress'd. 
Sure  the  most  bitter  is  a  scornful  jest ; 
Fate  never  wounds  more  deep  the  gen'rous  Iicart, 
Than  when  a  blocUiead's  insidt  points  tlie  dart. 

Has  Heaven  reserv'd,  in  pity  to  the  poor, 
No  pathless  waste,  or  undiaeovercd  shore  ? 
No  secret  island  in  the  boundless  main? 
No  peaceful  desert  yet  unclatm'd  by  Spain  ? 
Quick  let  us  rise,  the  happy  seats  explore, 
And  bear  oppwaaion's  insolence  no  more. 
Tins  mournful  truth  is  eveiy  where  confess'd. 
Slow  riMs  worth  by  poverty  depress'd : 
But  here  more  slow,  where  all  are  slaves  to  gold. 
Where  looks  are  merchandise,  and  smiles  are  bold  r 
Where  won  by  bribes,  by  flatteries  implor'd, 
Hie  groom  retails  the  favours  of  liis  lord.  [cries 

But  hark !  th'  afirigfated  crowd's  tumultuous 
Roll  through  the  street^  and  thunder  to  the  skies : 
Rau'd  from  some  pleasing  dream  of  wealtli  and 

pow'r. 
Some  pompous  palace  or  some  blissful  bower. 
Aghast  you  start,  and  scarce  with  acliing  sight 
Sustain  th'  approaching  fire's  tremendous  light ; 
Swifl  hoim  pursuing  honrours  take  yoor  way, 
And  leave  your  little  all  to  flames  a  prey  ; 
Then  thro*  the  world  a  wretched  vagrant  roam. 
For  where  can  starving  merit  find  a  home  ? 
In  vain  your  mournful  nanatxve  disclose, 
Wllle  all  neglect,  and  most  insult  your  woea. 
Should    Heaven's    just     bolu    Orgilio's    wealth 

confound. 
And  spread  his  flaming  palace  on  the  ground, 
Swifl  o'er  the  land  the  dismal  mmour  flics, 
And  public  mournings  pacify  tlie  skies ; 
The  laureat  tribe  in  venal  verse  relate. 
How  virtue  wars  with  persecuting  fiste ; 
With  welUfiriffu'd  gratitude  the  penaoii'd  band 
Refund  the  plunder  of  the  beggar'd  land. 
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!  wlnle  he  boilda,  the  gaudy  vtHals  oatae. 
And  crowd  widi  niddeti  weklth  the  rising  doine ; 
The  price  of  borou^  and  of  souls  restore ; 
And  raise  his  treasures  higher  than  before  : 
Now  bless'd  with  all  the  baubles  of  the  great, 
The  polish'd  marble  and  the  shining  plate, 
Oigilio  sees  the  golden  pile  aspire, 
And  hopes  fhnn  angry  HeaT'n  another  fiic^ 

Could'st  thou  resign  the  park  and  play  contend 
For  the  fair  banks  of  Severn  or  of  Trent ; 
There  mij^t'st  thou  find  some  elegant  retreat. 
Some  hireling  senator's  deserted  seat ; 
And  stretch  thy  prospects  o*er  the  smiling  land, 
For  less  than  rent  the  dungeons  of  the  Strand ; 
There    prune    thy  walk,  support    thy  drooping 

flowers, 
Direct  thy  rivulets,  and  twine  thy  bowers ; 
And,  while  thy  grounds  a  cheap  repast  affiwd. 
Despise  the  dunties  of  a  venal  lord : 
There  ev'ry  bush  with  Nature's  music  rings, 
There  ev'ry  breexe  bears  health  upon  its  wings; 
On  all  thy  hours  security  shall  smile. 
And  bless  thine  evening  walk  and  morning  toiL 
Prepare  for  death  if  here  at  night  you  roam. 
And  sign  your  will  before  you  sup  from  home. 
Some  fiery  fop,  with  new  commission  vain. 
Who  sleeps  on  brambles  till  he  kills  his  man ; 
Some  frolic  drunkard,  reeling  from  a  feast. 
Provokes  a  broil,  and  stabs  you  for  a  jest 
Yet  ev'n  these  heroes,  mischievou^y  gay ; 
Lords  of  the  street  and  terrours  of  the  way ; 
Flush'd  as  they  are  with  folly,  youth,  and  winc^ 
Tlieir  prudent  insults  to  the  poor  confine; 
Afar  they  mark  the  flambeau's  bright  approach^ 
And  shun  the  shining  train,  and  golden  coach. 

In  vain,  these  dangers  past,  your  doors  you  dose. 
And  hope  the  balmy  blessings  of  repose ; 
Cruel  with  guilt,  and  daring  with  despair, 
The  midnight  murd'rer  bursts  the  faiUiIess  bar ; 
Invades  the  sacred  hour  of  silent  rest. 
And  leaves,  unseen,  a  dagger  in  your  breast 

Scarce  can  our  fields,  such  crowds  at  Tyburn  die. 
With  hemp  the  gallows  and  the  fleet  supply. 
Propose  your  sdiemes,  ye  senatorian  band. 
Whose  ways  and  means  support  the  sinking  land, 
Lest  ropes  be  wanting  in  the  tempting  qning. 
To  rig  another  convoy  for  the  king. 

A  single  jail,  in  ALFasn's  golden  reign. 
Could  half  the  nation's  criminals  contain ; 
Fair  Justice,  then,  without  constraint  ador'd, 
Held  high  the  steady  scale,  but  sheath'd  the  sword ; 
No  spies  were  paid,  no  special  juries  known. 
Blest  age !  but  ah !  how  different  from  our  own  * 
Much  could  I  add, — but  see  the  boat  at  hand. 
The  tide  retiring  calls  me  from  the  land :       [spent. 
Farewell ! — When  youth,  and  health,  and  fortune 
Thou  fly'st  for  refuge  to  the  wilds  of  Kent ; 
And,  tir'd  like  me  with  follies  and  with  crimes, 
In  angry  numbers  wams't  succeeding  times; 
Then  shall  thy  friend,  nor  thou  refuse  his  aid. 
Still  foe  to  vice,  forsake  his  Cambrian  shade ;     • 
In  virtue's  cause  once  more  exert  his  rage. 
Thy  satire  point,  and  animate  thy  page. 
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LxT  observatiOD  with  extensive 
Survey  mankind  from  China  to  I^eru; 
Remark  each  anxious  toi^  each 
And  watch  the  busy  scenes  of  crowded  fife; 
Then  say  how  hope  and  fear,  desire  aod  hsi^ 
O'erqpread  with  snares  the  ciooded  msseoffite. 
Where  wav'ring  man,  betray'd  by  voit'roiB  ptide 
To  chase  the  dreary  paths  wittxwt  a  guide, 
As  treach'rous  phantoms  in  the  mist  debde, 
Shuns  fancied  ills,  or  chases  airy  good; 
How  rarely  reason  guides  the  stubborn  dnia; 
Rules  the  bold  hand,  or    prompts  tlie 

voice; 
How  nations  sink  by  <lwliwg  «f»»— "—  opprai'dt 
When  vengeance  listens  to  the  fool's  request. 
Fate  wings  with  ev'ry  wish  tfa'  aflBctive  dsit, 
Each  gift  of  nature  wad  eadi  grace  of  art; 
With  &tal  heat  impetuous  courage  gknri, 
With  fatal  sweetness  elocution  flows. 
Impeachment  stops  the  speaker*^  pow'ifiil  Inal^ 
And  restless  fire  precipitates  on  desth. 

But,  scarce  observ'd,  the  knowing  and  the  boU 
Fall  in  the  gcn'ral  massacre  of  gold ; 
Wide  wasting  pest !  that  rages  unconfin'd. 
And  crowds  with  crimes  the  records  of  msx 
For  gold  his  sword  the  hireling  rufiiaD  dnws, 
For  gojd  the  hireling  judge  distorts  the  laws; 
Wealth  heap'd  on  wealth,  nor  truth  nor  ssfaylsni 
The  dangers  gather  as  the  treasures  risb 

Let  hist'ry  tell  where  rival  kings  comminilj 
And  dubious  title  shakes  the  madded  land. 
When  statutes  glean  the  refuse  of  tbe  sword, 
How  much  more  safe  the  vassal  than  the  lord; 
Low  sculks  the  hind  beneath  the  rage  of  poetr, 
And  leaves  the  vrealthy  traitor  in  the  Tower, 
Untouch'd  his  cottage,  and  his  slumbers  vnad, 
Tho*  confiscation's  vultures  hover  rouwL 

The  needy  traveller,  serene'  and  gay. 
Walks  the  wild  heath  and  sings  his  tml  nncj. 
Does  envy  seise  thee  ?  crush  th*  upbrsidii^  jof, 
Increase  his  riches,  and  hb  peace  desooy ; 
Now  fean  in  dire  vicissitude  invade, 
The  rustling  brake  alarms,  and  quiv'ring  sbide, 
Nor  light  nor  dai^uess  bring  has  pain  rriie( 
One  shows  the  plundtf,  and  one  hides  tbe  dsi^ 

Yet  still  one  gen'ral  cry  the  skies  asBsils, 
And  gain  and  grandeur  load  the  tainted  gala; 
Few  know  the  toiling  statesman's  fear  or  an, 
Th'  insidious  rival  and  the  gaping  heir. 
Once  more,  Democritua,  arise  on  Eartfa^ 
With  cheerful  wisdom  and  instructive  mirth, 
See  motley  life  in  modem  trappings  dress'i^ 
And  feed  with  varied  fools  th'  etenal  jest: 
Thou  who  could'st  Uugh,  where  wsntaid""* 

ci^rice^ 
Toil  crush'd  conceit,  and  man  was  of  a  piece  i' 
Where  wealth  unlov'd  without  a  mounter  dj'd; 
And  scarce  a  sycophant  was  fed  by  pride; 
Where  ne'er  was  known  the  form  of  mock  dtbA 
Or  seen  a  new-made  maycH^s  unwieldy  state; 
Where  change  of  fav'rites  made  no  change  d  h*^ 
And  senates  heard  before  they  judg*d  s  caose; 
How  would'st  thou  slnke  at  Britain's  modiab  vi** 
Dart  the  quick  taunt,  and  edge  Uie  piercing  g^^ 
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ktteotive  truth  ttid  nature  to  descry, 

Ind  pierce  each  aoene  with  philoaoiJ^  eye. 

To  tbuse  were  Bolemn  toys,  or  empty  show, 

rhc  robes  of  pleasure,  and  the  veils  of  woe  : 

ill  aid  the  farce,  and  aU  thy  mirth  maintain, 

VYtose  joys  are  causeless,  or  whose  griefs  are  vain. 

Such  was  the  acorn  thiit  fill'd  the  sage*s  mind, 
leoew'd  at  ev*ry  glance  on  human  kind ; 
low  just  that  scorn  ere  yet  thy  voice  declare, 
learch  ev'iy  state,  and  canvaas  ev'ry  pray'r. 

Unnumber'd  suppliants  crowd  IVeferment*8gate, 
kthirat  for  wealth,  and  burning  to  be  great ; 
leluaive  Fortune  hears  th'  incessant  call, 
liey  mount,  they  shine,  evaporate  and  fall. 
>n  ev'ry  atage  the  foes  of  peace  attend, 
late  dogs  their  flight,  and  insult  mocks  their  end. 
#ove  ends  with  hope,  the  sinking  statesman's  door 
*oiua  in  the  morning  worshipper  no  more ; 
'or  growing  names  the  weekly  scribbler  lies, 
^o  growing  wealth  the  dedicator  flies ; 
*rom  er'ry  room  descends  the  painted  face, 
liat  hung  the  bright  palladium  of  the  place ; 
ind,  snK>k*d  in  kitchens,  or  in  auctions  sold, 
o  better  features  yields  the  frame  c^  gold ; 
''or  now  no  more  we  trace  in  ev'ry  line 
leroic  worth,  benevolence  divine : 
lie  form  distorted  justifies  the  fall, 
Lod  detestation  rids  th*  indignant  walL 

But  will  not  Britain  hear  the  last  appeal, 
ign  ber  foes'  doom,  or  guard  her  fliv'rites*  seal  ? 
lurough  Freedom's  sons  no  more  remonstrance 

rings, 
Vigrading  nobles  and  controlling  kings ; 
^ur  supple  tribes  repress  their  patriot  throats, 
Lod  ask  no  questions  but  the  price  of  votes ; 
l^ith  weekly  libels  and  septennial  ale, 
lieir  wiab  is  full  to  riot  and  to  niL 

In  full-blown  dignity,  see  Wolsey  stand, 
AW  In  his  voice,  and  fortune  in  his  hand : 
"o  him  the  cburch,  the  realm,  their  pow'rs  oon- 

"gn. 
Immgh  him  the  rays  of  regal  bounty  shine ; 
Tum'd  by  bia  nod  the  stream  of  honour  flows, 
Its  amtle  alone  security  bestows : 
dll  to  new  heights  his  restless  wishes  tow'r, 
'laim  leads  to  claim,  and  pow'r  advances  pow'r ; 
111  conquest  unresisted  ceas'd  to  please, 
ind  rights  submitted  left  him  none  to  seise : 
Lt  length  hn  sov'reign  frowns  —  the  train  of  state 
fjurk  the.  keen  glance,  and  watch  the  sign  to  hate. 
Hiete'er  he  turns,  he  meets  a  stranger's  eye, 
:lis  suppliants  scorn  him,  and  his  followers  fly ; 
Iffw  drofw  at  once  the  pride  of  aweful  state, 
l>e  golden  canopy,  the  glitt'ring  plate, 
l>e  r^al  palace,  the  luxurious  board, 
l»e  Itv'ried  army,  and  the  menial  lord. 
Vitfa  age,  with  cares,  with  maladies  oppress'd, 
le  seeks  the  rtfiage  of  monastic  resL 
yrief  aids  disease,  remember'd  folly  stings, 
lod  his  last  sghs  reproach  the  faith  of  kings. 

Speak  thou  whose  thoughts  at  humble  peace  repine, 
ilMll  Wolsey's  weallh  witli  Wolsey's  end  be  thine  ? 
>r  Uv'st  thou  now,  with  safer  pride  content, 
rhe  wisest  iustiee  on  the  banks  of  Trent  ? 
3'or,  why  dul  Wolsey,  near  tlie  steeps  of  fate, 
)n  weak  foundations  raise  th'  enormous  weight? 
^hy  but  to  sink  beneath  misfortune's  blow, 
^th  louder  ruin  to  the  gulphs  below. 

What  gave  great  VUliers  to  th'  aasassin's  knife^ 
ind  fix'd  disease  on  Harley's  closing  life  ? 


What  muider*d  Wentworth,  and  what  exil'd  Hyde, 
By  kings  protected,  and  to  kings  ally'd  ? 
What  but  their  wish  indulg'd  in  courts  to  shine. 
And  pow'r  too  great  to  keep,  or  to  resign. 

When  first  the  college  roUs  receive  his  nam^ 
Tlie  young  enthusiast  quits  his  ease  for  fiune ; 
Resistless  bums  the  few  of  renown. 
Caught  from  the  strong  contagion  of  the  gown  : 
O'er  Bodley's  dome  liis  future  labours  spread. 
And  Bacon's  mansion  *  trembles  o'er  his  head. 
Are  these  thy  views  ?  Proceed,  illustrious  youth. 
And  Virtue  guard  thee  to  the  throne  of  IVtith! 
Yet  should  thy  soul  indulge  the  gen'rous  heat 
Till  captive  Science  yields  her  last  retreat ; 
Should  reason  guide  thee  with  her  brightnt  ray, 
And  pour  on  misty  doubt  resistless  day ; 
Should  no  fidse  kindness  lure  to  loose  delight. 
Nor  praise  relax,  nor  difficulty  fright ; 
Should  tempting  Novelty  thy  cell  refrain. 
And  Sloth  efiuse  her  opiate  fumes  in  vain  ; 
Should  Beauty  blunt  on  fops  her  fatal  dart. 
Nor  claim  the  triumph  of  a  letter 'd  heart ; 
Should  no  disease  thy  torpid  veins  invade. 
Nor  Melancholy's  phantoms  haunt  thy  shade  ; 
I  Yet  hope  not  life  from  grief  or  danger  finee, 
I  Nor  think  the  doom  of  man  revers'd  for  thee : 
I  Deign  on  the  passing  world  to  turn  thine  eyesy 
J  And  pause  awhile  from  letters  to  be  wise ; 
There  mark  what  ills  the  scholar's  life  assail, 
Toil,  envy,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jaiL 
See  nations,  slowly  wise  and  meanly  just. 
To  buried  merit  raise  the  tardy  bust 
If  dreams  yet  flatter,  once  again  attend. 
Hear  Lydiat's  life,  and  Galileo's  end. 

Nor  deem,  when  Learning  ber  last  prise  bestowi, 
The  glittering  eminence  exempt  from  foes ; 
See,  when  the  vulgar  'scapes,  despis'd  or  aw'd. 
Rebellion's  vengeful  talons  seize  on  Laud. 
From  meaner  minds,  though  smaller  fines  content 
The  plunder'd  palace,  or  sequester'd  rent : 
Mark'd  out  by  dang'rous  parts,  he  meets  the  shock. 
And  fiital  Learning  leads  him  to  the  block : 
Around  his  tomb  let  Art  and  Gem'us  weep, 
But  hear  his  death,  ye  blockheads,  hear  and  sleep. 

The  festal  biases,  the  triumphal  show. 
The  ravish'd  standard,  and  the  captive  foe, 
The  senate's  thanks,  the  gaaette's  pompous  tale. 
With  force  resisdesa  o'er  the  brave  prevaiL 
Such  bribes  the  rapid  Greek  o'er  Asia  whiri'd. 
For  such  the  steady  Roman  shook  the  world ; 
For  such  in  distant  lands  the  Britons  shine. 
And  stain  with  blood  the  Danube  or  the  Rhine ; 
This  pow'r  has  praise,  that  virtue  scarce  can  warm 
Till  fame  supplies  the  universal  charm. 
Yet  Reason  firowns  on  War's  unequal  game, 
Where  wasted  nations  raise  a  single  name ;     [gret. 
And  mortgag'd  states  their  grandaires'  wrcathi  re- 
Fram  age  to  age  in  everlasting  debt ; 
Wreaths  which  at  latH  the  dear-bought  right  convey 
To  rust  on  medals,  or  on  stones  decay. 

Ob  what  foundation  stands  the  warrior's  pride. 
How  just  his  hopes,  let  Swedish  Charles  decide ; 
A  frame  of  adamant,  a  soul  of  fire, 
No  dangers  fright  him,  and  no  labours  tire , 

•  There  is  a  tradition,  tiwt  the  study  of  FHar 
Bacon,  built  on  an  arch  over  the  bridge,  will  fall 
when  a  man  greater  than  Bacon  shall  pass  under  it. 
To  prevent  so  shocking  an  accident,  it  was  puUed 
down  many  years  since* 

Yy 
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O'er  Urre,  o*er  feur,  extends  his  wide  domam, 
tJnconquer*d  lord  of  plesAire  and  of  pain ; 
Ko  jojrs  to  htm  pacific  sceptres  yield, 
War  sounds  fhe  trump,  he  rushes  to  the  field ; 
Behold  surh>unding  kings  their  pow*rs  combine^ 
And  (me  capitulate,  and  one  resign  ;  [vain ; 

Peace  coiurts  his  hand,  but  spreads  her  channs  in 
*'  Tliink  nothing  gain*d,**  be  cries,  *'  till  nought 

remain, 
On  Moscow's  walls  till  Gothic  standards  fly. 
And  all  be  mine  beneath  the  polar  sky." 
The  march  b^ns  in  military  state. 
And  nations  on  his  eye  suspended  wait ; 
Stem  Famine  guards  the  solitary  coast, 
And  Winter  barricades  the  realms  of  Frost; 
He  comes,  nor  want  nor  cold  his  course  delay  ;  — 
Hide,  blushing  Glory,  hide  Pultowa*s  day: 
The  vanqulsh'd  hero  leaves  his  broken  bands, 
And  shows  his  miseries  in  distant  lands ; 
Cond«nn*d  a  needy  supplicant  to  wait. 
While  ladies  interpose,  and  slaves  debate. 
But  did  not  Chance  at  length  her  errour  mend  ? 
Did  no  subverted  empire  mark  his  end  ? 
Did  rival  monarchs  give  the  fatal  wound  ? 
Or  hostile  millions  press  him  to  the  ground? 
His  fall  was  destined  to  a  barren  strand, 
A  petty  fortress,  and  a  dubious  hand ; 
He  lefk  the  nanol,  at  which  the  world  grew  pale. 
To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  a  tale. 

All  times  their  scenes  of  pompous  woes  afford. 
From  Persia's  tyrant  to  Bavaria's  lord. 
In  gay  hostility  and  barb'rous  pride, 
WiUi  half  mankind  embattled  at  his  side, 
Great  Xerxes  comes  to  seize  the  certain  prey, 
And  starves  exhausted  regions  in  his  way ; 
Attendant  Flatt'ry  counts  his  myriads  o'er. 
Till  counted  myriads  soothe  his  pride  no  more ; 
Fresh  praise  is  try'd  till  madness  fires  his  mind, 
The  waves  he  lashes,  and  enchuns  the  wind ; 
New  pow'rs  are  claim'd,  new  pow'rs  are  still  b&> 

stow'd. 
Till  rude  resistance  lops  the  spreading  god ; 
The  daring  Greeks  deride  the  martial  show, 
And  heap  their  valleys  with  the  gaudy  foe ; 
Th*  insulted  sea  with  humbler  thought  he  gains, 
A  single  skiff  to  speed  his  flight  remains ; 
Hi'encumber'd  oar  scarce  leaves  the  drnuled  coast 
llirough  purple  billows  and  a  floating  host. 

The  bold  Bavarian,  in  a  luckless  hour. 
Tries  the  dread  summits  of  Caesarean  pow'r. 
With  unexpected  legions  bursts  away. 
And  sees  defenceless  realms  receive  his  sway : 
Short  sway !  fair   Austria  spreads  her  mournful 

charms, 
The  queen,  the  beauty,  sets  the  world  in  arms ; 
From  hill  to  hill  the  beacon's  rousing  blaze 
Spreads  wide  the  hope  of  plunder  and  of  praise ; 
llie  fierce  Croatian,  and  the  wild  Hussar, 
With  all  the  sons  of  ravage  crowd  the  war ; 
The  baffled  prince,  in  honour's  flatt'ring  bloom 
Of  hasty  greatness,  finds  the  fatal  doom  ; 
His  foes*  derision,  and  his  subjects*  blame. 
And  steals  to  death  from  anguish  and  from  shame. 

'*  Enlarge  my  life  with  multitude  of  days  !** 
In  health,  m  sickness,  thus  the  suppliant  prays : 
Hides  from  himself  its  state,  and  shuns  to  know, 
That  life  protracted  is  protracted  woe.    * 
Time  hovers  o'er,  impatient  to  destroy, 
And  shuts  up  all  the  passages  of  joy : 


In  vain  their  gifts  die  boimteoiis 
The  fruit  autumnal,  and  the  vemal  6awV; 
With  listless  eyes  the  dotanl  views  the 
He  views,  and  wonders  that  they  pkaai 
Now  pall  the  tasteless  meatsy  end  jayiem 
And  Luxury  with  sighs  her  slave  roigna 
Approach,  ye  minstrels,  try  the  aeotbii^ 
Diffuse  the  tuneful  lenitives  of  paia : 
No  sounds,  alas !  would  touch  th* 
Tliough    dancing  mountains  witneas*d 

near; 
Nor  lute  nor  lyre  his  feeble  pow'rs  attend. 
Nor  sweeter  music  of  a  virtuous  friend  ; 
But  everlasting  dictates  crowd  bis  tongue^ 
Pervo-sely  grave,  or  positively  wrong, 
'ilie  still  returning  tale,  and  hng'ring  jest. 
Perplex  the  fawning  niece,  and  pamper'd 
While  growing  hopes  scarce  awe  the  gath'riag 
And  scarce  a  legacy  can  bribe  to  hear : 
Tlie  watchful  guests  still  hint  the  last 
The  daughter's  petulance,  the  son's 
Improve  his  heady  rage  with  tnach'nm  akil. 
And  mould  his  pasuons  till  they  make  fab  wiU. 

Unniunber'd  maladies  his  joints  invade^ 
Lay  siege  to  life,  and  press  the  dire  M****-^  ; 
But  unextinguidi'd  aVrioe  still  remainsi 
And  dreaded  losses  aggravate  his  paina  ; 
He  turns,  with  anxious  heart  and  crippled 
His  bonds  of  debt,  and  mortgages  of  lands; 
Or  views  his  coffers  with  suspicious 
Unlocks  his  gold,  and  counts  it  till  he 

But  grant,  the  virtues  of  a  temp'rate 
Bless  with  an  age  exempt  from  soom  oi 
An  age  that  mdts  with  unpercciv'd  decay. 
And  glides  in  modest  innocence  away  ; 
WlKwe  peaceful  day  benevolence  endears. 
Whose  night  congratulating  com 
The  gen'ral  fav'rite  as  the  gen'ral  friend : 
Such  age  there  is,  and  who  shall  wish  iie  end  ? 

Yet  ev*n  on  this  her  load  Misfortune  ffiag^ 
To  press  the  weary  minutes'  flagging  wings  ; 
New  sorrow  rises  as  the  day  returns, 
A  sister  sickens,  or  a  daughter  roouma. 
Now  kindred  Merit  fills  the  sable  bier. 
Now  lacerated  Friendship  claims  a  tear  ; 
Year  chases  year,  decay  pursues  decay. 
Still  drops  some  joy  from  with'ring  fife  away ; 
New  forms  arise,  and  diff 'rent  views  engage. 
Superfluous  lags  the  vet*nn  on  the  stage. 
Till  pitying  Nature  signs  the  last  release. 
And  bids  afflicted  worth  retire  to  peaoei 

But  few  there  are  whom  hours  like  these  aimm, 
Who  set  uncliouded  in  the  gulphs  of  Fate. 
From  Lydia's  monarch  should  the  search  dgsien*^ 
By  Solon  caution'd  to  regard  his  end. 
In  life's  last  scene  what  prodigies  surpriae. 
Fears  of  the  brave,  and  follies  of  the  wise ! 
From  Marlb'rough's  eyes  the  streams  of  dcitagclG«» 
And  Swift  expires  a  driv'ler  and  a  show. 

The  teeming  mother,  anxious  for  her  race, 
Begs  for  each  birth  the  fortune  of  a  free ; 
Yet  Vane  could  tell  what  ills  firom  beauty  s|iri^g; 
And  Sedley  curs'd  the  form  that  pleas'd  a  kin^ 
Ye  nymphs  of  rosy  lips  and  radiant  eyes. 
Whom  pleasure  keeps  too  busy  to  be  wise  ; 
Whom  joys  with  soft  varieties  invite. 
By  day  the  frolic,  and  the  danoe  by  n^ht ; 
Who  frown  with  vanity,  who  smile  with  art. 
And  ask  the  hitest  &shion  of  the  beut ; 
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What  care,  what  rules,  your  heedless  chsrms  shall 

save, 
Sach  nymph  your  rival,  and  each  youth  your  slave? 
\ gainst  your  fiune  with  fondness  hate  combines, 
rSe  riral  batters,  and  the  lover  mines. 
With  distant  voice  neglected  Virtue  calls, 
Iteas  heard  and  less,  the  fidnt  remonstrance  falls ; 
[Vd  with  contempt,  she  quits  the  slipp'ry  rein, 
ind  IVide  and  Fnidence  take  her  seat  in  vain. 
[n  crowd  at  once,  where  none  the  pass  defend, 
rbe  harmless  freedom,  and  the  private  friend, 
fbe  guardians  yield,  by  force  superior  ply*d : 
To  Int'rest,  P^denoe ;  and  to  Flatt'ry,  Pride. 
Elere  Beauty  falls  betray*d,  despis*d,  distress'd, 
ind  hissing  Infamy  proclaims  the  rest. 

Where  then  shall  Hope  and  Fear  their  objects  find? 
kf  ust  dull  Suspense  corrupt  the  stagnant  mind  ? 
dust  helpless  man,  in  ignorance  sedate, 
loll  darkling  dowu  the  torrent  of  his  fate  ? 
dust  no  dislike  alarm,  no  wishes  rise, 
^o  cries  invoke  the  merdes  of  the  sides? 


nquirer,  cease ;  petitions  yet  remam 

Vhich  Heav'n  may  hear,  nor  deem  religion  vain. 

itiU  raiae  for  good  the  supplicating  voice, 

lut  leave  to  Heav'n  the  measure  and  the  choice : 

iafe  in  his  powV,  whose  eyes  discern  tSur 

[be  secret  ambush  of  a  specious  pray*r  ; 

mplore  his  aid,  in  his  decisions  rest, 

iccure,  whate'er  he  gives,  he  gives  the  best 

Tet,  when  the  sense  of  sacred  presence  fires, 

knd  strong  devotion  to  the  skies  aspires, 

*our  forth  thy  fervours  for  a  healthiful  mind, 

Niedient  passions,  and  a  will  resigned ; 

'or  loTe,  which  scarce  collective  man  can  fill ; 

''or  patience,  sov*reign  o*er  transmuted  ill ; 

'or  laith,  that,  panting  for  a  happier  seat, 

^ounta  death  kind  Nature's  signal  of  retreat : 

[beao  goods  for  man  the  laws  of  Heav'n  ordain, 

liese  goods  he  grants,  who  giants  the  pow*r  to 

gain; 
ViA  these  celestial  Wisdom  calms  the  mind, 
knd  makes  the  happiness  she  does  not  find. 


PROLOGUE, 

BT  MB.  OAaaiCK,    AT   THK   OrXNINO  Or  THl 

THSATaa-aoTAi.,  dbuet-lams,  1747. 

Vtnot  Learning's  triumph  o*er  her  harb*rous  foes 
^inet  rear*d  the  stage,  immortal  Shakspeare  rose ; 
ach  diange  of  many-colour*d  life  he  drew, 
ilxhaustea  worlds,  and  then  imagined  new : 
Ssistenoe  saw  him  spurn  her  bounded  reign, 
ind  panting  Time  toil*d  after  him  in  vain. 
lis  pow'rful  strokes  presiding  TVuth  impress'd, 
lad  unresisted  Pension  storm'd  the  breast. 

Then  Jonson  came,  instructed  from  the  school. 
To  please  in  method,  and  invent  by  rule ; 
lis  studious  patience  and  laborious  art, 
)y  regular  approach  asnird  the  heart : 
UM  Approbation  gave  the  ling'ring  bays, 
far  those  who  durst  not  censure,  scarce  could 

praise, 
i  mortal  bom,  he  met  the  gen'rsl  doom, 
3ut  left,  like  Egypt's  kings,  a  lasting  tomh 

The  wits  of  CSiarlcs  found  easier  ways  to  fiune, 
4or  wish'd  for  Jonson's  art,  or  Shakspeare's  flame, 
rbemselvcs  they  studied,  as  they  felt  they  writ ; 
[fitrigue  was  plot,  obscenity  was  wit 


Vice  always  found  a  sympathetic  friend  ; 
They  pleas'd  their  age,  and  did  not  aim  to  mend. 
Yet  bards  like  these  aspir'd  to  lasting  praise, 
And  proudly  hop'd  to  pimp  in  future  days, 
llieir  cause  was  gen'ral,  their  supports  were  strong. 
Their  slaves  were  willing,  and  their  reign  was  long : 
Till  Shame  regain'd  the  post  tliat  Sense  betray'd, 
And  Virtue  c^l'd  Oblivion  to  her  aid. 

Then,  crush'd  by  rules,  and  weaken'd  as  refin'd. 
For  years  the  pow'r  of  Tragedy  declin'd ; 
From  bard  to  bard  the  frigid  caution  crept. 
Till  Declamation  roar'd  wliilst  Pkusion  slept ; 
Yet  still  did  Virtue  deign  the  stage  to  tread. 
Philosophy  remain'd,  though  Nature  ^ed. 
But  forc'd,  at  length,  her  ancient  reign  to  quit. 
She  saw  great  Faustus  lay  the  ghost  of  Wit ; 
Exulting  Folly  hail'd  the  joyful  day, 
And  Pantomime  and  Song  confirm'd  her  sway. 

But  who  the  coming  changes  can  presage, 
And  mark  the  future  periods  of  the  stage  ? 
Perhaps,  if  skOl  could  distant  times  explore. 
New  Behns,  new  Durfeys,  yet  remain  in  store ; 
Perhaps  where  Lear  has  rav'd,  and  Hamlet  dy'd. 
On  flying  cars  new  sorcerers  may  ride : 
Perhaps  (for  who  can  guess  th*  efl*ects  of  chance?) 
Here  Hunt  may  box,  or  Mahomet  *  may  dance. 

Hard  is  his  lot  that,  here  by  Fortune  plac'd, 
Must  watch  the  wild  ricissitudes  of  taste ; 
With  every  meteor  of  caprice  must  play, 
And  chase  the  new.blown  bubbles  of  the  day. 
Ah  !  let  not  Censure  term  our  fate  our  choice. 
The  stage  but  echoes  back  the  public  voice ; 
The  dnuna's  laws,  the  drama's  patrons  give. 
For  we  that  live  to  please,  must  please  to  live. 

Then  prompt  no  more  the  follies  you  decry. 
As  tyrants  doom  their  tools  of  guilt  to  die ; 
'T  is  yours,  this  night,  to  bid  the  reign  commence 
Of  rescued  Nature  and  reviving  Sense ; 
To  chase  the  charms  of  sound,  the  pomp  of  show, 
For  useful  mirth  and  salutary  woe; 
Bid  scenic  Virtue  form  the  rising  age. 
And  Truth  dififUse  her  radiance  from  the  stage. 


ON  TBX 

DEATH  OF  MR.  ROBERT  LEVET, 
A  PBACTisia  IN  rmrsic. 

Condemn* D  to  Hope's  delusive  mine. 

As  on  we  toil  from  day  to  day. 
By  sudden  blasts,  or  slow  decline. 

Our  social  comforts  drop  away. 

Well  try'd  through  many  a  varying  year. 

See  Levet  to  the  grave  descend, 
Oflicious  innocent,  sincere, 

Of  ev'ry  friendless  name  the  friend. 

Yet  still  he  fills  affection's  eye, 
Obscurely  wise,  and  coarsely  kind ; 

Nor,  letter'd  Arrogance,  deny 
lliy  praise  to  merit  unrefin'd. 

*  Hunt,  a  famous  boxer  on  the  stage  $  Maho- 
met,  a  rope-dancer,  who  bad  exhibited  at  Covent- 
Garden  theatre  the  winter  before,  said  to  be  a 

Turit. 

Yy  » 


698 


JOHNSON. 


When  ikintiiig  nataue  cdl'd  for  aid, 
And  hoT'ring  death  prepar*d  the  blow, 

HiB  ▼ig'rous  remedy  display'd 

The  pow*r  of  art  without  the  show. 

In  Misery's  darkest  cavem  knowny 
His  useful  care  wiss  ever  nigh. 

Where  hopeless  Anguish  pour*d  bis  groaUf 
And  lonely  Want  retir'd  to  die. 

No  suounons  mock'd  by  cfaiU  delay. 
No  petty  gain  disdain*d  by  pride, 

The  modest  wants  of  er'ry  day 
The  toil  of  er'ry  day  supply'd. 


His  Yirtues  walk*d  their 

Nor  made  a  pause^  nor  left  a  void  ; 
And  sure  tfa*  Eternal  Master  Ibond 

The  single  talent  well  enqiloy'd. 

The  busy  day  ^  die  peaceful  night, 
Unfelt,  uncounted,  glided  by ; 

His  frame  was  firm — his  poweis 
Thou^  now  his  ei^ti^fa  y 


Then  with  no  fiecy  throbbing  pun. 
No  cold  gradations  of  decay. 

Death  broke  at  once  the  vital  dliaiii» 
And  Creed  his  .soul  the  nearest 
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JoHK  AtMnrnonGf  a  physician  and  poet,  wis  born 
(bout  1709  at  Ca^eton  in  Roxburghshire,  where 
lis  fiulier  was  the  parish  minister.  He  was  brought 
ip  to  the  medical  profession,  which  he  studied  at 
be  uniTersity  of  Edinburgh,  where  he  took  his  de- 
;ree.  He  settled  in  London  in  the  double  aqpacity 
if  physician  and  man  of  letters,  and  he  rendered 
din»elf  known  by  writings  in  each.  In  1744  his 
apitsl  work,  the  didactic  poem,  entitled  **  The  Art 
if  preserving  Health,**  made  its  appearance,  and 
vised  his  literary  reputation  to  a  height  whidi  his 
nbsequent  publications  scarcely  sustuned.  It  has 
hcrefore  been  selected  for  this  work ;  and  it  may 
le  affirmed,  that  of  the  class  to  which  it  belongs, 
Kircely  any  English  performance  can  dalm  so- 


periour  merit.  Its  topioi  are  Judiciously  dioaen 
from  all  those  which  can  add  grace  or  bnuty  to  a 
difficult  subject;  and  as  he  was  naturally  giflcd 
with  a  musical  ear,  his  linca  are  scarcely  ever  harrii. 
In  1760  Dr.  Armstrong  had  interest  enough  to 
obtain  the  appointment  of  physician  to  the  army  in 
Germany,  which  he  retained  till  its  return.  He 
then  resumed  his  practice  in  London ;  but  his  habits 
and  manners  opposed  an  insurmountable  bar  against 
popular  success.  He  possessed  undoubted  alnlities, 
but  a  morbid  sensibility  preyed  on  his  temper,  and 
his  intellectual  efforts  were  damped  by  a  languid 
listlessness.  He  died  in  September,  1779,  leaving 
considerable  savings  from  a  very  moderate  income. 


THE  ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

Book  I. 
JIIL 

l^AnoinnK  of  F^eon,  queen  of  every  joy, 
Hyi^  •  ;  whose  indulgent  smile  sustains 
The  various  race  luxuriant  Nature  pours. 
And  on  th*  immortal  essences  bestows 
Immortal  youth ;  auspicious,  O  descend  I 
Tbou  cheoful  guardian  of  the  rolling  year. 
Whether  thou  wanton'st  on  the  western  gale^ 
Or  8hsk*st  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  North, 
DifTusest  life  and  rigour  through  the  tracts 
Of  ur,  through  earth,  and  ocean's  deep  domain. 
When  through  the  blue  serenity  of  Heaven 
Thy  power  approaches,  all  the  wasteful  host 
Of  IHun  and  Sickness,  squalid  and  deform'd. 
Confounded  sink  into  the  loathsome  gloom, 
Whtre  in  deep  Erebus  involv*d  the  Fiends 
Grow  more  profane.     Whatever  shapes  of  death. 
Shook  from  the  hideous  chambera  of  the  globe, 
Swarm  through  the  shuddering  air :  whatever  plagues 
Or  meagre  famine  breeds,  or  with  slow  wings 
Rise  from  the  putrid  vrat*ry  element, 
Tlie  damp  waste  forest,  motionless  and  rank, 
1>)at  smothers  earth,  and  all  the  breathless  winds, 
Or  Uie  vile  carnage  of  th*  inhuman  field ; 
Whatever  baneful  breathes  the  rotten  South ; 
W'hatcver  ills  th*  extremes  or  sudden  change 
Of  cold  and  hot,  or  moist  and  dry  produce ; 

*  Hygeia,  the  goddess  of  health,  was,  according 
>o  the  genealogy  of  the  heatlien  deities,  the  daughter 
of  ^HfHTulapius ;  who,  as  well  as  Apollo,  was  dis- 
tinguished by  the  name  of  P«on. 


lliey  fly  thy  pure  cflfblgenoe :  they  and  all 
Hie  secret  poisons  of  avenging  Heaven, 
And  all  the  pale  tribes  halting  in  the  train 
Of  Vice  and  heedless  Pleasure :  or  if  aught 
The  comet's  glare  amid  the  burning  sky. 
Mournful  edipse,  or  planets  ill  coml»n'd. 
Portend  diaasbvus  to  the  vital  world ; 
Thy  salutary  power  averts  dieir  rage. 
Averts  the  general  bane :  and  but  for  thee 
Nature  would  sicken,  nature  soon  would  die. 

Without  thy  cheerfVil  active  energy 
No  rapture  swells  the  breast,  no  poet  sings, 
No  more  the  maids  of  Helicon  dieligfat 
Come  then  with  me,  O  goddess,  heav'nly  gay  I 
Begin  the  song;  and  let  it  sweetly  flow. 
And  let  it  wisely  teach  thy  wholesome  lavri : 
<*  How  best  the  fickle  fabric  to  support 
Of  mortal  man ;  in  healthful  body  how 
A  healthful  mind  the  longest  to  maintain.** 
'T  is  hard,  in  such  a  strife  of  rules,  to  choose 
The  best,  and  those  of  most  extensive  4ise ; 
Harder  in  dear  and  animated  song 
Dry  philosophic  precepts  to  convey. 
Yet  with  thy  aid  the  secret  wilds  I  trace 
Of  Nature,  and  vrith  daring  steps  proceed 
Through  paths  the  Muses  never  trod  before^ 

Nor  should  I  vrander  doubtful  of  my  way, 
Had  I  the  lights  of  that  sagaciout  mind 
Which  taught  to  check  the  pestilential  fire. 
And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 
O  thou  belov'd  by  all  the  graceful  arts. 
Thou  long  the  fav*rite  of  the  healing  powers^ 
Indulge,  O  Mead  !  a  well-design*d  essay, 
Howe'er  imperfect :  and  permit  tluit  I 
My  little  knowledge  with  my  country  shares 
Till  you  the  rich  Asclepian  stores  unlock, 
And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

Yy  3 
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Yc  who  amid  this  feverish  world  would  wear 
A  body  free  of  pain,  of  cares  a  mind ; 
Fly  tlie  rank  city,  shun  its  turbid  air ; 
Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  smoke 
And  ▼olatile  corruption,  from  the  dead. 
The  dying,  sick'ning,  and  the  living  vrorld 
Exhal'd,  to  sully  Heaven's  transparent  dome 
With  dim  mortally.     It  is  not  air 
That  from  a  thousand  lungs  reeks  back  to  thine, 
Sated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell, 
The  spoil  of  dunghills,  and  the  putrid  thaw 
Of  nature ;  when  from  shape  and  texture  she 
Helapses  into  fighting  elements : 
It  is  not  air,  but  floats  a  nauseous  mass 
Of  all  obscene,  corrupt,  offensive  things. 
Much  moisture  hurts ;  but  here  a  sontid  bath, 
With  oily  rancour  fraught,  relaxes  more 
The  solid  frame  than  simple  moisture  can. 
Besides,  immur'd  in  many  a  sullen  bay 
That  never  felt  the  freshness  of  the  breeze. 
This  slum|)*ring  deep  remains,  and  ranker  grows 
With  »ckly  rest :  and  (though  the  lungs  abhor 
To  drink  Uie  dun  fuligin6us  abyss) 
Did  not  the  acid  vigour  of  the  mine, 
Roll'd  from  so  many  tlmnderihg  chimnies,  tame 
The  putrid  steams  that  overswarm  the  sky ; 
This  caustic  venom  would  perhaps  corrode 
Those  tender  cells  tliat  draw  the  vital  air. 
In  vain  witli  all  the  unctuous  rills  bedew'd ; 
Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes,  that  yawn 
In  countless  pores  o*er  all  the  pervious  skin 
Imbib*d,  would  poison  the  balsamic  blood. 
And  rouse  the  heart  to  every  fever's  rage. 
While  yet  you  breathe,  away ;  the  rural  wilds 
Invite ;  the  mountains  call  you,  and  the  vales ; 
The  woods,  tlie  streams,  and  each  ambrosial  breeze 
That  fans  the  ever-undulating  sky ; 
A  kindly  sky  !  whose  fost'ring  power  regales 
Man,  beast,  and  all  the  vegetable  reign. 
Hnd  then  some  woodland  scene  where  Nature  smiles 
Benign,  where  all  her  honest  diildren  thrive. 
To  us  there  wants  not  many  a  happy  seat ! 
Look  round  the  smiling  land,  such  numbers  rise 
We  hardly  fix,  bewilder'd  in  our  choice. 
See  where  enthron'd  in  adamantine  state. 
Proud  of  her  bards,  imperial  Windsor  sits ; 
Where  choose  thy  seat  in  some  aspiring  grove 
Fast  by  the  slowly.winding  Thames ;  or  where 
Broader  she  laves  fair  Richmond's  green  retreats, 
(  Richmond  that  sees  an  hundred  villas  rise 
Rural  or  gay.)     O!  from  tlie  smnmer's  rage, 
O !  wrap  me  in  the  friendly  gloom  that  hides 
Umbrageous  Ham !  —  But  if  the  busy  town 
Attract  tliee  still  to  toil  for  power  of  gold. 
Sweetly  thou  may'st  thy  vacant  hours  possess 
In  Hampstead,  courted  by  the  western  wind ; 
Or  Greenwich,  waving  o'er  the  winding  flood ; 
Or  lose  the  world  amid  the  sylvan  wilds 
Of  Dulwicli,  yet  by  barbarous  arts  unspoll'd. 
Green  rise  the  Kentish  hills  in  cheerful  air ; 
But  on  the  marshy  plains  tliat  Lincoln  spreads 
Build  not,  nor  rest  too  long  thy  wandering  feet. 
For  on  a  rustic  throne  of  dewy  turf, 
With  baneful  fogs  her  acliing  temples  bound, 
Quartana  there  presides ;  a  meagre  fiend 
B^^t  by  Bums,  when  his  brutal  force 
Compress'd  the  slothful  Naiad  of  the  fens. 
From  such  a  mixture  sprung,  this  fitful  pest 
With  fev'rish  blasts  subdues  the  sick'ning  land : 
Cold  tremours  come,  with  mighty  love  of  rest, 


Convulsive  ymwDinn  laaitodef  and  pnas 
That  sting  the  burden'd  bfows,  faligiie  te  loiM, 
And  rack  the  joinf^  and  ewetj  torpid  limb ; 
Then  parching  heat  succeeds,  till  copioos 
O'erflow :  a  2iort  rdief  fram  farmer  IDs 
Beneath  repeated  shocks  the  wretches  piai^ 
Hie  vigour  sinks,  the  habit  melts  away : 
The  dMerful,  pure,  and  animatw!  bloon 
Dies  from  the  fiux,  with  aqualid  atrophy 
Devour'd,  in  sallow  melancholy  6iMd» 
And  oft  die  soroereas,  in  her  sated  wnd^ 
Resigns  them  to  the  furies  of  her  train: 
The  bloated  Hydrops,  and  the  yellow  find. 
Ting'd  with  her  own  acounulated  galL 

In  quest  of  sites,  avoid  the  mourafnl  pUa 
Where  osien  thrive,  and  trees  that  love  the  like; 
Where  many  lazy  muddy  rivers  flow ; 
Nor  for  the  wealth  that  all  the  Indies  roll 
Fix  near  the  marshy  margin  of  the  main. 
For  from  the  humid  soil  and  wat'ry  reign 
Eternal  vapours  rise ;  the  spongy  air 
For  ever  weeps :  or,  tuivid  with  the  «ci^ 
Of  waters,  pours  a  sounding  deluge  d0w& 
Skies  sudi  as  these  let  every  morlal  sbnn 
Who  dreads  the  dropsy,  palsy,  or  the  goo^ 
Tertian,  corrosive  scurvy,  or  moist  catuik; 
Or  any  other  injury  that  grows 
From  raw-qmn  fibres  idle  and  unstranj^ 
Skin  Hi-perspiring,  and  the  purple  flood 
In  languid  eddies  loitering  into  phkgm. 

Yet  not  almie  from  humid  skies  we  pine ; 
For  aur  may  be  too  dry.     The  subtle  Heawa, 
Huit  winnows  into  dust  the  blasted  downs, 
Bare  and  extended  wide  without  a  stream, 
Too  fast  imbibes  th*  attenuated  lymph 
Which,  by  the  surface,  from  the  blood  exbskb 
llie  lungs  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  essay 
Their  flexible  vibnitiom  \  or  inflam'd. 
Their  tender  ever-moving  structure  thaws. 
Spoil'd  of  its  limpid  vehule,  the  blood 
A  mass  o£  lees  remains,  a  dros^  tide 
That  slow  as  Lethe  wanders  tfuvug^  the  vans; 
Unactive  in  the  services  of  life. 
Unfit  to  lead  its  pitdiy  current  through 
The  secret  mazy  channels  of  the  brain. 
Tlie  melancholic  fiend  (that  worst  deq»ir 
Of  physic)  hence  the  rusUcomplexion'd  nma 
Pursues,  whose  blood  is  dry,  whose  fibres  gsin 
Too  stretch'd  a  tone ;  and  hence  in  dimes  sdotf 
So  sudden  tumults  seize  the  trembling  nenei, 
And  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  ngt. 

Fly,  if  you  can,  these  violent  extremes 
Of  air ;  the  wholesome  is  nor  moist  nor  diy* 
But  as  the  power  of  choosing  is  deny'd 
To  half  mankind,  a  further  task  ensues; 
How  best  to  mitigate  these  fell  extremes, 
How  breathe  unhurt  the  withering  element, 
Or  hazy  atmosphere ;  though  custom  mouA 
To  every  clime  the  aah  Promethean  clay; 
And  he  who  first  the  fogs  of  Essex  bresth'd 
(So  kind  is  native  air)  may  in  the  fens 
Of  Essex  from  inveterate  ills  revive 
At  pure  Montpelier  or  Bennuda  caught 
But  if  the  raw  and  oozy  Heaven  ofleod ; 
Correct  the  soil,  and  dry  the  sourccsup 
Of  wat'ry  exhalation  :  wide  and  deep 
Conduct  your  trenches  through  the  quakii^  US* 
Solicitous,  with  all  your  winding  artos 

j  Betray  the  unwilling  lake  into  the  stream ; 

I  And  weed  the  forest,  and  invdce  the  winds 
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\>  brodt  the  loik  where  strangled  Tepoiin  lie; 

)r  through  the  thidcets  send  the  crackling  flamei. 

leaotime  at  home  with  cheerful  iires  dispel 

%e  humid  air :  end  let  your  table  smoke 

Vtth  solid  roast  or  bak*d ;  or  what  the  herds 

K  tamer  breed  supply ;  or  what  the  wilds 

field  to  the  toilsome  pleasures  of  the  diase^ 

jenerous  your  wine,  the  boast  of  ripening  years; 

lut  frugal  be  your  cups :  the  languid  frame, 

^apld  and  sunk  from  yesterday's  debauch, 

brinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  wat*ry  Heavens. 

)ot  neither  these  nor  all  Apollo's  arts, 

)isarm  the  dangers  of  the  dropping  sky, 

JdIcss  with  eierdae  and  manly  toU  [blood. 

fou    brace  your  nenres,   and    spur  the  lagging 

Iw  fatt'ning  dime  let  all  the  sons  of  ease 

Lf Old ;  if  indolence  would  wish  to  live, 

ro,  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  long  slow  year 

n  fairer  skies.     If  droughty  regions  parch  [blood ; 

rhe  skin  and  lungs,    and  bake  the  thickening 

)eep  in  the  waving  forest  choose  your  seat, 

Hiere  fuming  trees  refresh  the  thirsty  air; 

Ind  wake  the  fountains  from  their  secret  beds, 

Ind  into  lakes  dilate  tlieir  rapid  stream. 

lere  spread  your  gardens  wide ;  and  let  the  cool, 

rhc  moist  relaxing  vegetable  store 

^irevail  in  eadi  repast :  your  food  supply*d 

ly  bleeding  life^  be  gently  wasted  down, 

ly  soft  decoction  and  a  mellowing  heat, 

To  liquid  balm  ;  or,  if  the  solid  mass 

fou  choose,  tormented  in  the  boiling  wave : 

lat  through  the  thirsty  channels  of  the  blood 

i  smooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow. 

lie  fragrant  dairy  finxn  its  cool  recess 

U  nectar  add  or  benign  will  pour 

i'o  drown  your  thirst ;  or  let  the  mantling  bowl 

>f  keen  sheibet  the  fickle  taste  relieve. 

^or  with  the  viscous  blood  the  simple  stream 

VIU  hardly  mingle ;  and  fermented  cups 

)ft  dissipate  more  moisture  than  they  give. 

I'ct  when  pale  seasons  rise,  or  Winter  rolls 

lis  horronrs  o'er  the  world,  thou  may*st  indulge 

n  feasts  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 

lie  mellow  casL     Then  too  the  scourging  air 

Vovokes  to  keener  toils  than  sultry  droughts 

^llow.     But  rarely  we  such  skies  blaspheme. 

keep'd  in  continual  rsins,  or  with  raw  fogs 

ledew'd,  our  seasons  droop :  incumbent  still 

i  ponderous  Heaven  o'erwhelms  the  sinking  souL 

iab'ring  with  storms  in  heapy  mountains  rise 

li'  imbattled  clouds,  as  if  the  Stygian  shades 

lad  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal  night, 

111  black  with  thunder  all  the  South  descends. 

carce  in  a  showerless  day  the  Heavens  indulge 

)ar  mdting  dime ;  except  the  baleful  East 

V^itbers  the  tender  spring,  and  sourly  checks 

lie  fancy  of  the  year..    Our  fathers  talk 

H  summers,  balmy  air,  and  skies  serene. 

rood  Heaven !  for  what  unexpiated  crimes 

liis  dismal  change !  the  brooding  elements, 

)o  they,  your  powerful  ministers  of  wrath, 

Vepare  some  fierce  exterminating  plague  ?* 

)r  is  it  fix'd  in  the  decrees  above 

rhat  lof^  Albion  melt  into  the  main  ? 

ndulgent  Nature !  O  dissolve  this  gloom ! 

)ind  in  eternal  adamant  the  winds 

rhat  drown  or  wither ;  give  the  genial  West 

To  breathe,  and  in  its  turn  the  sprightly  North  t 

iod  may  ooee  more  the  drding  seasons  rule 

lie  year ;  not  mix  in  every  monstrous  day. 


Meantime,  the  moist  malignity  to  shun       [paign 
Of  burthen 'd  skies;  mark  where  tlie  dry  chanw 
Swells  into  cheerful  hills :  where  marjoram 
And  thyme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfume  the  air ; 
And  where  the  cynonhodon  *  witli  the  rose 
For  fragrance  vies ;  for  in  the  tlu'rsty  soil 
Most  fragrant  breathe  the  aromatic  tribes. 
There  bid  thy  roofs  high  on  the  basking  steep 
Ascend,  there  light  tliy  hospitable  fires, 
And  let  them  see  the  .winter  mom  arise. 
The  summer  evening  blushing  in  the  West : 
While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind 
O'erhung,  defends  you  from  the  blust'ring  Nortfay 
And  bleak  aflliction  of  the  peevish  East. 
Oh !  when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
Hie  sounding  forest  fluctuates  in  the  stoim ; 
To  sink  in  warm  repose,  and  hear  the  din 
Howl  o'er  the  steady  battlements,  ddights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  sleep. 
Hie  murmuring  rivulet,  and  the  hoarser  strain 
Of  waters  rushing  o'er  the  slippery  rocks, 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambrosial  rest. 
To  please  Uie  fancy  is  no  trifling  good, 
Where  health  is  studied ;  for  whatever  moves 
The  mind  with  calm  delight,  promotes  the  just 
And  natural  movements  of  th'  harmonious  frame. 
Besides,  the  sportive  brook  for  ever  shakes 
The  trembling  atr,  that  floats  from  hill  to  hill. 
From  vale  to  mountain,  with  incessant  change 
Of  purest  element,  refreshing  still 
Your  airy  seat,  and  uninfected  gods. 
Chiefly  for  this  I  praise  the  man  who  builds 
High  on  the  breesy  ridge,  whose  loffy  sides 
Th'  ethereal  deep  with  endless  billows  chafes. 
His  pureib  mansion  nor  contagious  years 
Shall  reach,  nor  deadly  putrid  airs  annoy. 

But  may  no  fogs,  fW>m  lake  or  fenny  plain. 
Involve  my  hill !  and  wheresoe'er  you  build, 
Whether  on  sun-bomt  Epsom,  or  the  plains 
Wash'd  by  the  silent  Lee ;  in  Chelsea  low. 
Or  high  Blackheath  with  wintry  winds  assail'd ; 
Dry  be  your  bouse :  but  airy  more  than  wann. 
Else  every  breath  of  ruder  wind  will  strike 
Your  tender  body  through  with  rapid  pains ; 
Fierce  coughs  will  tease  you,  hoarseness  bind  your 

voice. 
Or  moist  gravedo  load  your  aching  brows. 
These  to  defy,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell 
In  doister'd  air  tainted  with  steaming  life, 
Let  lofty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms ; 
And  still  at  azure  noontide  may  your  dome 
At  every  window  drink  die  liquid  sky. 

Need  we  the  sunny  situation  here. 
And  theatres  <^n  to  the  South,  commend  .* 
Here,  where  tbie  morning's  misty  breath  infbaa 
More  than  the  torrid  noon  ?  How  sickly  grow. 
How  pale,  the  plants  in  those  ill-fated  nde% 
That,  drded  round  with  the  gigantic  heap 
Of  mountains,  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 
To  feel,  the  genial  vigour  of  the  Sun ! 
While  on  the  neighbouring  hill  tlie  rose  inflames 
The  verdant  spring ;  in  virgin  beauty  blows 
The  tender  lily,  languishiugly  sweet  t 
O'er  every  hedge  t^  wanton  woodbine  roves, 
And  autumn  ripens  in  the  summer's  ray. 
Nor  leas  the  warmer  living  tribes  demand 
The  fost'ring  Sun,  whose  energy  divine 
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Dwells  not  in  mortal  fire;  wiioBe  gen'ioiis  heet 
Glows  through  the  mass  of  groescr  elements^ 
And  kindles  into  life  the  ponderous  spheres. 
Cheerd  by  thy  kind  invigorBting  wannth. 
We  court  thy  beams,  great  majesty  of  day ! 
If  not  the  soul,  the  r^ent  of  this  world, 
Firit4iom  of  Heaven,  and  only  leas  than  God ! 


Book  II. 

DIET. 

EaouoH  of  air.     A  desert  subject  now, 
Rottglier  and  wilder,  rises  to  my  sight. 
A  barren  waste,  where  not  a  garlai^  grows 
To  bind  the  Muse's  brow ;  not  er'n  a  prond 
Stupendous  scrfitude  frowns  d'er  the  hoUh, 
To  rouse  a  noble  horrour  in  the  soul : 
But  rugged  paths  fatigue,  and  errour  leads 
Through  endless  labyrinths  the  devious  feet. 
Farewell,  ethereal  fields!  the  humbler  arts 
Of  life ;  the  table  and  the  homely  gods 
Demand  my  song.     Elysian  gales,  adieu ! 

Hie  blood,  the  fountain  whence  the  spirits  flow. 
The  generous  stream  that  waters  every  part. 
And  motion,  vigour,  and  warm  life  conveys 
To  eveiy  particle  that  moves  or  lives ; 
TUs  vital  fluid,  through  unnumber'd  tubeA 
Pour*d  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded ;  8Coufg*d  for  ever  round  and  round ; 
Enrsg'd  whh  heat  and  toil,  at  last  forgets 
Its  balmy  nature ;  rirulent  and  thin 
It  grows ;  and  now,  but  that  a  thousand  gates 
Are  open  to  its  flight,  it  would  destroy 
The  parts  it  cherish'd  and  repair*d  before. 
Besides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 
Melt  in  the  mildest  most  nectareous  tide 
That  ripening  Nature  rolls ;  as  in  the  stream 
Its  crumbling  banks ;  but  what  the  force 
Of  plastic  fluids  hourly  batters  down. 
That  very  force,  those  plastic  particles 
Rebuild :  so  mutable  die  state  of  man. 
For  tills  the  watchful  appetite  was  given. 
Daily  with  fresh  materials  to  repair 
This  unavoidable  expense  of  life. 
This  necessary  waste  of  flesh  and  blood. 
Hence,  the  concoctive  powers,  with  various  art, 
Subdue  the  cruder  aliments  to  chyle ; 
The  chyle  to  blood  ;  the  foamy  purple  tide 
To  liquors,  which  through  finer  arteries 
To  diflerent  parts  their  winding  course  pursue ; 
To  try  new  changes,  and  new  forms  put  on, 
Or  for  the  public,  or  some  private  usew 

Nothing  so  foreign  but  th*  athletic  hind 
Can  labour  into  blood.     The  hungry  meal 
Alone  he  fears,  or  aliments  too  thin  ; 
By  violent  powers  too  easily  subduM, 
Too  soon  expelled.     His  daily  labour  thaws. 
To  friendly  chyle,  the  mo?;t  rebellious  mass 
That  salt  can  harden,  or  the  smoke  of  years; 
Nor  does  his  gorge  the  luscious  bacon  rue. 
Nor  that  which  Cestria  sends,  tenacious  paste 
Of  solid  miik.     But  ye  of  softer  clay. 
Infirm  and  delicate !  and  ye  who  waste 
With  pale  and  bloated  sloth  the  tedious  day ! 
Avoid  the  stubborn  aliment,  avoid 
The  full  repast ;  and  let  sagacious  age 
Grow  wiser,  Icvson'd  by  the  dropping  teeth. 

Half  subtilii'd  to  chyle,  tlie  liquid  food 
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Readiest  obeys  th* 
And  soon  the  teaA 

Relents;  and  looii  tfaeyowigof  thwflMtliai 
The  stedibst  earth,  or  dicave  die  gna  ibya, 
Or  patUeas  sky.     And  if  the  sieer  nntt  60, 
In  youth  and  sanguine  vigour  let  faini  dtt; 
Nor  stay  till  rigid  agcv  o**  heavy  ah^ 
Absolve  him  ill-nquited  from  the  ygka 
Some  with  high  fbrage,.and 
Indulge  Ae  veteran  ox ;  but 
From  the  bald  mountain  or  the ' 
Expect  the  flocks  bj  frugal  Nilare  fed; 
A  race  of  purer  bkiod,  widi  eieuJ» 
Refin'd  and  scanty  five :  Ibr,  old  er ; 
The  8tall*d  are  never  healthy ;  nor  ds 
Not  all  the  cuHnary  arts  can  tame 
To  wholesome  food,  tbe  abominable  gievA 
Of  rest  and  gfaxttony  ;  tlie  prudent  tarte 
Rejects  like  bane  sudi  loathsome  lunisuiaBi 
The  languid  stomach  curaes  even  de  pan 
Delicious  fat,  and  all  ffae  nee  of  oil: 
For  more  the  oily  alimcnta  rriax 
Its  feeble  tone ;  and  with  the  eager  lyofk 
(Fond  to  incorpoiate  witii  all  it  neeis) 
Coyly  they  mix,  and  ahun  wiifa  slippoy  vfln 
Hie  woo*d  embrace.     Th*  irreaolable  oil. 
So  gentle  late  and  blandishing,  in  floods 
Of  rancid  bile  o'erflowa :  wfaattmBoi 
What  horrours  rise,  were  nanaeoosto 
Choose  leaner  viands,  je  wfaoae  jovid 
Too  fiwt  the  gummy  nutriment  indabe : 
Choose  sober  meals;  and  rouse  to  active  life 
Tour  cumbroos  clay ;  nor  on  the  enftfUing^ii^ 
Irresolute,  protract  the  morning  houn. 
But  let  die  man  vdwae  bonea  are  tUaly  dad, 
With  cheeiful  ease  and  auecuknt  reppt 
Improve  his  habit  if  he  can  ;  for 
Extreme  departs  from  perfect 

I  could  relate  what  table  this 
Or  that  complexion :  what  the  varioos  po»m 
Of  various  foods :  but  filfy  years  woold  raO, 
And  fifly  more  before  the  tale  were  doob 
Besides,  there  often  lurks  some 
Peculiar  diing ;  nor  on  the  skin 
Felt  in  the  pulse,  nor  in  the  habit 
Which  finds  a  poison  in  the  food  dnt  notf 
Tlie  temp*rature  afferts.     There  are^ 
Impetuous  rages  through  the  tufgid  veia^ 
Who  better  bear  the  fiery  fraits  of  Indis 
Than  the  moist  melon,  or  pale  cucnmbff* 
Of  chilly  nature  others  fly  the  board 
Supply  *d  witli  slaughter,  and  the  vcnisl  povai 
For  cooler,  kinder  sustenance  implom 
Some  even  the  generous  nutriment 
Which,  in  die  sliell,  the  sleeping 
Some,  more  unhappy  still,  repent  the 
Of  Pales ;  soft,  delicious  and  benign : 
The  balmy  quintessence  of  every  flower, 
And  every  grateful  heih  that  decks  die  ^nqgi 
The  fost'riag  dew  of  tender  sproutiag  life; 
Hie  best  refection  of  declining  age ; 
The  kind  restorative  of  thoae  who  tie 
Half  dead  and  panting,  from  tbe  dotdrtfol  «* 
Of  nature  struggling  in  the  grasp  of  deslh 
Try  all  die  bounties  of  this  feitOe  glob^ 
There  is  not  sudi  a  salutary  food 
As  suits  with  every  stomach.     But  (except» 
Amid  the  mingled  -mass  of  fkh  and  foi^» 
And  boird  and  bak^d,  you  hesitate  by  wbid) 
I  You  sunk  oppressed,  or  wfaetber  not  by  all) 
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auglht  fajcxpericnee  fpon  yoa  may  discern 

Vhat  pleswa,  whst  offimda.     Avoid  the 

Imt  lull  tbe  acken'd  appetite  too  long ; 

>r  heave  with  fer'risfa  flushings  all  the  hce, 

turn    in  the  palms,    and  parch  the  rougfa'iiing 

tongue; 
hr  much  diminish  or  too  much  increase 
li*  expense,  which  Nature's  wise  economy, 
(Without  or  waste  or  avarice,  maintains. 
ucfa  catcs  abfnr'd,  let  prowling  hunger  loose, 
knd  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  will ; 
liey  scarce  can  err  amid  the  various  stores 
liat  burst  the  teeming  entndls  of  the  world 

Led  by  sagacious  taste,  the  ruthless  king 
If  beasts  on  blood  and  slaughter  only  lives ; 
"he  tiger,  form'd  alike  to  cruel  meals, 
^ould  at  the  mang«r  starve ;  of  milder  seeds 
Tie  generous  horse  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
lonfinea  his  wish  ;  though  fabling  Greece  resound 
lie  Tfaiacian  steeds  wi^  human  pamage  wild. 
Vompted  by  instinct's  never-erring  power, 
lach  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment ; 
tut  man,  th'  inhabitant  of  every  clime, 
i^th  all  the  commoners  of  Nature  feeds. 
Mrected,  bounded,  by  this  power  within, 
lietr  cravings  are  well  aim*d :  voluptuous  man 
»  by  auperior  faculties  misled ; 
f  isled  from  pleasure  even  in  quest  of  joy, 
ated  vrith  Nature's  boons,  what  thousands  aeek^ 
nth  dishes  tortur'd  from  their  native  tasffe, 
ind  mad  variety,  to  tpnr  beyond 
ts  wiser  will  the  jaded  appetite  ? 
B  this  for  pleasure  ?  Laarn  a  juster  taste  J 
Lnd  know  that  fmpeiance  is  true  luxury. 
h  is  it  pride  ?  Punue  some  nobler  aim, 
Msraias  your  parasites  who  praise  for  hire ; 
Lnd  cam  the  finr  esteem  of  honest  men,       [yours, 
V^ltose  praise  is  finne.     Fonn'd  of  such  clay  as 
Tie  sick,  the  needy,  shiver  at  your  gates, 
iven  modest  want  may  bless  your  hand  unseen, 
Tiough  hush'd  in  patient  wretchedness  at  home. 
I  there  no  virgin,  grac'd  with  ev'ry  charm 
lut  that  whidi  binds  the  mercenary  vow  ? 
lo  youth  of  genius,  whose  neglected  bloom 
.'nfoster'd  sickens  in  the  barren  shade  ? 
lo  worthy  man  by  fortune's  random  blows, 
h-  by  a  heart  too  generous  and  humane, 
^nstrain'd  to  leave  his  happy  natal  seat, 
ind  ^gh  for  wants  more  bitter  than  hb  own  ? 
iliere  are,  while  human  miseries  abound, 
i  thousand  ways  tu  waste  superfluous  wealth, 
VitfKnit  one  fool  or  flatterer  at  your  board, 
Vitliout  one  hour  of  sickness  or  disgust 

But  other  ills  th*  ambiguous  feast  pursue, 
ksides  provoking  the  lascivious  taste, 
•uch  various  foods,  though  harmless  each  akme, 
Incli  other  riolate ;  and  oft  we  see 
Vtiat  strife  is  brew'd,  and  what  pernicious  bane, 
Torn  combinations  of  obnoxious  things, 
fh*  unbounded  taste  I  mean  not  to  confine 
To  hermit's  diet  needlessly  severe. 
iiit  would  you  long  tlie  sweets  of  health  enjoy, 
)r  husband  pleasure  ;  at  one  impious  meal 
flxlaust  not  half  the  bounties  of  the  year, 
)f  every  realm.     It  matters  not  meanwhile 
rlow  much  to-morrow  differ  from  tcvday ; 
»  far  indulge ;  't  is  lit,  besides,  that  man. 
To  change  (Noxious,  be  to  change  mur'd. 
Hut  stay  the  curious  appetite,  and  taste 
tVicb  caution  fiuits  you  never  tried  before. 
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For  want  df  use  the  kindest  aliment 

Sometimes  oflenda ;  while  custom  tames  the  nga 

Of  poison  to  mild  amity  with  lif& 

So  Heayen  has  form'd  us  to  the  generd  taati 
Of  all  its  gifts :  so  custom  has  improv'd 
This  bent  of  nature ;  that  few  simple  foodi^ 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean  yield. 
But  by  excess  offend.     B^ond  the- sense 
Of  liglit  refection,  at  the  genial  board 
Indulge  not  often ;  nor  protract  the  feast 
To  dull  satiety ;  till  soft  and  slow 
A  drowsy  dea^  creeps  on,  th'  expensive  aoul 
Oppress'd,  and  smotber'd  the  celestial  fire. 
The  stomach,  uig'd  beyond  its  active  tooe^ 
Hardly  to  nutrimental  chyle  subdues 
The  softest  food :  unfinish'd  and  deprav'd. 
The  chyle,  in  all  its  future  wanderings,  owns 
Its  turbid  fountain ;  not  by  purer  streams 
So  to  be  dear'd,  but  foulness  will  remain. 
To  sparkling  wine  what  ferment  can  exalt 
111*  unripen'd  grape  ?  or  what  mechanic  skill 
From  the  crude  ore  can  spin  the  ductile  gold? 

Gross  riot  treasures  up  a  wealthy  fund 
Of  plagues :  but  more  immedicable  ilia 
Attend  the  lean  extreme.     For  physic  knows 
How  to  disburthen  the  too  tumid  veins^ 
Even  how  to  ripen  the  half-Iabour*d  blood  t 
But  to  unlock  the  elemental  tubes, 
Colhtp^'d  and  shrunk  with  long  inanity, 
And  with  balsamic  nutriment  repair 
Ibe  dried  and  worn-out  habit,  were  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green,  and  wear  a  second  qpriog  ; 
Or  the  tall  ash,  long  raviah'd  from  the  soil, 
Tlirottgh  with^'d  veins  imbibe  the  vernal  dew. 
When  hunger  calls,  obey ;  not  often  wait 
Till  hunger  sharpen  to  corrosive  pain : 
For  the  keen  appetite  will  feast  beyond 
What  nature  well  can  bear :  and  one  extreme 
Ne'er  without  danger  meets  its  own  reverse. 
Too  greedily  th*  exhausted  veins  absoib 
The  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  powers 
Oft  to  th'  extinction  of  the  vital  flame. 
To  the  pale  cities,  by  the  firm-set  si^e 
And  famine  humbled,  may  this  verse  be  borne; 
And  hear,  ye  hardiest  sons  that  Albion  brpcds. 
Long  toss'd  and  famish'd  on  the  vrintry  main  ; 
The  war  shook  off,  or  hospitable  shore 
Attain'd,  with  temperance  bear  the  shock  of  joy  ; 
Nor  crown  witli  festive  rites  th'  auspicious  day  t 
Such  feasts  might  prove  more  fatal  than  the  wave^ 
Than  war  or  famine.     While  the  vital  fire 
Bums  feebly,  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on ; 
But  prudently  foment  the  wandering  sparic. 
With  what  the  soonest  feeds  its  kindest  touch  s 
Be  frugal  ev'n  of  that :  a  little  give 
At  first ;  that  kindled,  add  a  little  more ; 
Till,  by  deliberate  nourishing,  the  flame 
Reviv'd,  with  ail  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 

But  tJiougli  the  tH'o  (tbe  fuU  and  the  jejune) 
Extremes  have  each  their  vice ;  it  much  avails 
Ever  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
From  this  to  that;  so  nature  learns  to  bear 
Whatever  chance  or  headlong  appetite 
May  bring.     Besides,  a  meagre  day  subdues 
The  cruder  clods  by  sloth  or  luxury 
Collected,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 
Sometimes  a  coy  aversion  to  the  feast 
Comes  on,  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  lours ; 
llien  is  the  time  to  slmn  the  tempting  board. 
Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nuptial  day 
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Perhaps  a  fiut  so  seaaoiiable  slanrei 
The  latent  seeds  of  woe,  which  rooted  once 
Might  cost  you  labour.     But  the  day  retum'd 
Of  festal  luxury,  the  wise  indulge 
Most  in  the  tender  vqpetable  breed : 
Hien  chiefly  when  the  summer  beams  inflame 
Tlie  brazen  Heanms ;  car  angry  Strius  sheds 
A  fererish  taint  through  the  still  gulph  of  air. 
The  moist  cool  viands  then,  and  flowing  cup 
F^tmi  the  fresh  dairy-Yiiigm*s  liberal  hand,     [world 
Will  save  your  head  from  harm,  though  round  the 
Hie  drsaded  causos  *  roll  his  wasteful  fires. 
Bale  humid  Winter  lores  the  generous  board, 
The  meal  more  copious,  and  the  warmer  fare ; 
And  longs  with  old  wood  and  old  wine  to  cheer 
His  qtuking  heart.     The  seasons  which  divide 
Th*  empires  of  heat  and  cold ;  by  neither  claim*d, 
Influenc'd  by  both ;  a  middle  r^men 
Impose.    Tlirough  Autumn's  languishing  domain 
Descending,  Nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  glowing  luxury.     But  from  ^xe  depth 
Of  Winter,  when  th*  invigorated  year 
Emerges ;  when  Favonlus,  flush*d  with  love^ 
Toyfiil  and  young,  in  every  brsese  descends 
More  warm  and  wanton  on  his  kindling  bride ; 
Then,  shepherds,  dien  b^n  to  spare  jqut  flocks ; 
And  learn  with  wise  humanity,  to  check 
The  lust  of  blood.     Now  pregnant  earth  oommiti 
A  various  offspring  to  the  indulgent  sky : 
Now  bounteous  Nature  feeds  with  lavish  hand 
The  prone  creation ;  jrields  what  once  suflic*d 
Tlieir  dainty  sovereign,  when  the  world  was  young ; 
Ere  yet  the  barbarous  thint  of  blood  had  seix'd 
Tlie  human  breast  —  Each  rolling  month  matures 
The  food  that  suits  it  most ;  so  does  each  clime. 

Far  in  the  horrid  realms  of  Winter,  where 
Th'  establish'd  ocean  heaps  a  monstrous  waste 
Of  shining  rocks  and  mountains  to  the  Pole, 
There  lives  a  hardy  race^  whose  plainest  wants 
Relentless  Earth,  their  cruel  step-mother. 
Regards  not.     On  the  waste  of  iron  fidds,    ' 
Untam'd,  intractable^  no  harvests  wavet 
Pomona  hates  them,  and  the  clownish  god 
Who  tends  the  garden.     In  tins  frocen  world 
Such  cooling  gtfls  were  vain :  a  fitter  meal 
Is  eam*d  with  ease ;  for  here  the/hiitful  spawn 
Of  ocbm  swarms,  and  heaps  their  genial  board 
With  generous  fare  and  luxury  profuse, 
lliese  are  their  bread,  the  only  bread  they  know ; 
These,  and  their  willing  slave  the  deer  that  crops 
The  shrubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 
Girt  by  the  burning  sone,  not  thus  the  South 
Her  swarthy  sons  in  either  Ind  maintains : 
Or  thirsty  Libya ;  from  whose  fervid  loins 
The  lion  bursts,  and  every  fiend  that  mams 
Th'  affrighted  wilderness.     The  mountain-herdi 
Adust  and  dry,  no  sweet  repast  affords ; 
Nor  does  the  tepid  main  such  kinds  produce. 
So  perfect,  so  delicious,  as  the  shoab 
Of  icy  Zembla.     Rashly  where  the  blood         [tain 
Brews  feverish  frays ;  where  scarce  the  tubes  sus- 
Its  tumid  fervour,  and  tempestuous  course  ; 
Kind  Nature  tempts  not  to  such  gifts  as  these. 
But  here  in  livid  ripeness  melts  the  grape : 
Here,  finish'd  by  invigorating  suns, 
Hirough  the  green  sliade  the  golden  orange  glows : 
Spontaneous  here  the  turgid  melon  yields 
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A  generous  pulp :  the  oooon  wmS§  on  faigjh 
With  milky  riches ;  and  in  horrid  nail 
The  cri^  ananas  wraps  ita  poignant  sweets 
Earth's  vaunted  progeny  ;  in  ruder  sir 
Too  coy  to  flouridi,  even  too  proud  to  live; 
Or  hardly  rais'd  by  artificial  fiore 
To  vapid  life.     Here  with  a  modier's  aoile 
Glad  Amaltfaea  pours  her  copious  horn. 
Here  buxom  Goes  reigns  ^  die  antrnnasl  ms 
In  boundless  billows  fluctuates  o*cr  their  pUu. 
What  suits  the  climate  beat,  what  suits  the  wd^ 
Nature  prolbses  most  and  moot  the  taste 
Demands.     Tlie  fauntstn,  edg'd  with  rscj  vise 
Or  add  fruit,  bedews  their  tfaiialy  ooul^ 
The  breeie  eternal  breathing  round  their  fiofas 
Supports  in  dse  intolerable  air  : 
While  the  cool  palm,  the  plantain,  and  the  gnvt 
lliat  waves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  assusge 
The  torrid  Hell  that  beams  upon  their  beail& 

Now  come^  ye  Naiads,  to  the  fountains  ksd; 
Now  let  me  wander  through  your  ffdid  reig^ 
I  bum  to  view  th*  enthunastic  wilds 
By  mortal  else  untrod.     I  hear  the  din 
Of  waten  thund'ring  o'er  the  ruin'd  dif& 
With  holy  reverence  I  approach  the  ro«^ 
Whence  glide  the  streams  renown'din  aadesi  ns^ 
Here  from  the  desert  down  the  rumbling  aicep 
First  springs  the  Nile ;  here  buratsthe  80iid£bk  B» 
In  angry  waves ;  Euphrates  hence  devobcf 
A  miglrty  flood  to  water  half  ibe  East: 
And  there,  in  Gothic  solitude  redin'd. 
The  cheerless  Tanab  pours  hb  hoary  on. 
What  solemn  twilight !  vrfaat  stupfwhw*  dioda 
Enwr^i  these  infant  flooda !  througli  eveiy  vtn 
A  sacred  horrour  thrills^  a  pleasing  fear 
Glides  o'er  my  f^ame.     Hie  Ibrest  deepen  t^; 
And  more  gigantic  still  th'  impending  tms 
Stretch  thdr  extravagant  arms  athwart  the  gbv 
Are  these  the  confines  of  some  fairy  werid? 
A  land  of  genii  ?  Say,  beyond  these  wikb 
What  unknown  nations  ?  if,  indeed,  beyoad 
Aught  habitable  Ues.     And  wfaitber  lesd^ 
To  what  strange  regions,  or  of  blin  or  pom, 
Iliat  subCemneous  way  ?  Pkopitious  osid^ 
Gonduct  me,  while  with  fearful  steps  I  utsd 
This  trembling  ground.  The  task  remains  loflf 
Your  gifts  (so  Peon,  so  the  powers  of  heokli 
Command)  to  praise  your  crystal  element: 
The  chief  ingredient  in  Heaven's  various  av^^ 
Whose  flexile  genius  sparkles  in  the  gem. 
Grows  firm  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  wine; 
The  vriude^  .the  source,  of  nutriment 
And  life,  to  all  that  vegetate  or  live. 

O  comfbrtoble  streams !  with  eager  lips 
And  trembling  hand  the  languid  thinty  tfu^ 
New  life  in  you ;  fresh  vigour  fiJls  dieir  vod^ 
No  wanner  cups  the  rural  ages  knew ; 
None  warmer  sought  the  sires  of  humsa  idai 
Happy  in  temperate  peace  {  their  equal  dtp 
Felt  not  th*  alternate  fits  of  feverish  miith, 
And  sick  dejection.     Still  serene  and  ples»'<l 
They  knew  no  pains  but  what  the  tendff  fca^ 
With  pleasure  yields  to,  and  would  ne'er  Uf^ 
Blest  with  divine  immunity  fhxn  ails* 
Long  centuries  they  liv'd ;  their  only  fitt 
Was  ripe  old  age,  and  rather  sleep  tfasa  (l^**^ 
Oh!  could  those  worthies  from  the  world  of  gods 

Return  to  virit  their  degenerate  sons, 

How  would  they  acorn  the  joys  of  motkfo  tiffl^ 
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Vlih  aU  our  mt  and  toil  fmprov'd  to  pdnf 

7oo  faappj  they !  but  wealth  brought  luxuiy, 

knd  luxury  on  iloth  begot  disease.  [dain 

.iCum  tempenncea  friends ;  and  hear  without  dia- 

Tbe  choice  of  water.     Thus  the  Coan  sage  * 

>pui*d,  nod  thus  the  lcam*d  of  er'iy  achooL 

Vhat  leant  of  foreign  principles  partikea 

s  best :  the  lightest  then ;  what  bears  the  touch 

)f  6re  the  least,  and  soonest  mounts  in  air ; 

fhe  most  insipid ;  the  moat  Toid  of  smelL 

kicfa  the  rude  mountain  from  his  horrid  sides 

'ours  down ;  such  waters  in  the  sandy  tale 

'or  ever  boil,  alike  of  winter  frosts 

ind  aiunmer's  heat  secure.    Hie  crystal  stream, 

rhrough  rocks  resounding,  or  for  many  a  mile  [pure^ 

>*er  the  chaf  *d  pebbles  hurl'd,  yields  wholesome^ 

ind  mellow  dnugbts ;  except  when  winter  thaws^ 

Lnd  half  the  mountains  melt  into  the  tide. 

rhcmgh  thirst  were  e*er  so  resolute,  aroid 

[he  aordid  lake,  and  all  such  drowsy  floods 

i»  fill  from  Lethe  Belgia's  slow  canals  ; 

With  rest  oocrupt,  with  vegetation  green; 

Squalid  with  generation,  and  the  birth 

>f  little  monsters ;)  till  the  power  of  fire 

las  from  profane  embraces  disengag'd 

rbe  Tiolatad  lymph.     Hie  rirgin  stream 

n  boiling  wastes  its  finer  soul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  simple  element  dilutes 
rbe  food,  or  gives  the  diyle  so  soon  to  flow. 
Sut  where  the  stomach,  indolent  and  cold, 
roya  with  its  duty,  animate  with  wine 
rh*  insipid  stream :  though  golden  Ceres  yields 
k  more  voluptuous,  a  more  sprighdy  draught ; 
Perhaps  more  active.     Wine  unmix'd,  and  all 
rbe  gluey  floods  that  from  the  vex*d  abjrsa 
>f  fementatioo  spring ;  with  spirit  firaught, 
ind  furious  with  intoxicating  fke ; 
ietard  concoction,  and  preserve  unthaw*d 
rb*  embodied  mass.    You  see  what  countleas  yearsi 
•Imbafan'd  in  fiery  quintessence  of  wine, 
rbe  puny  wonders  of  the  reptile  world, 
rbe  tender  rudiments  of  life,  the  slim 
Jnravellings  of  minute  anatomy, 
daintain  their  texture,  and  unchang*d  remain. 

We  curse  not  wine :  the  vile  excess  we  blame; 
\Hon  fiuitfri]  than  th'  accumuUted  board, 
X  pain  and  misery.     For  the  subtle  draught 
Faster  and  surer  swells  the  vital  tide ; 
ind  with  more  active  poison  than  the  floods 
X  grosser  crudity  convey,  pervades 
rbe  ftr  remote  meanders  oi  our  frame. 
%.h !  sly  deceiver !  branded  o*er  and  o*er, 
fes  still  believ'd  !  exulting  o*er  the  wreck 
X  sober  vows !  — >  But  the  Parnassian  maids 
ioothcr  time,  perhaps,  shall  sing  the  joys  f, 
rhe  fatal  charms,  the  many  woes  of  wine  ; 
E'ierhiqM  its  various  tribes  and  various  powers. 

Meantime,  I  would  not  always  dread  the  bowl, 
)iar  rrtrj  trespass  shun.     Tbc  feverish  strife, 
Aous*d  by  the  rare  debauch,  subdues,  expels 
rhe  loitering  crudities  that  burden  life ; 
^nd,  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid,  clears 
rh'  obstructed  tubes.     Besides,  this  restless  world 
[s  full  of  chances,  which,  by  habit*s  power. 
To  learn  to  bear  is  easier  than  to  shun. 
fih !  when  ambition,  meagre  love  of  gold, 
Or  sacred  country  calls,  inth  mellowing  wine 
To  moisten  well  the  tUnty  suffrages ; 
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Say  how,  unaeaaonM  to  the  mididgfat  fri^ 

Of  Comus  and  his  rout,  wilt  thou  contend. 

With  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deeds  inur*d  ? 

Tben  learn  to  revel ;  but  by  slow  degrees : 

By  slow  d^pnees  the  liberal  arts  are  won ; 

And  Hercules  grew  strong.    But  when  you  smooth 

The  brows  of  care,  indulge  your  festive  vein 

In  cups  by  welLinform*d  experience  found 

The  least  your  bane ;  and  only  with  your  friends 

There  are  sweet  follies ;  frailties  to  be  seen 

By  friends  alone,  and  men  of  generous  mindsi 

Oh !  seldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep  {  I  would  not  daily  taste^ 
Except  when  Ufe  declines,  even  sober  cups. 
Weak  withering  age  no  rigid  law  forbids. 
With  fhigal  nectar,  smooth  and  slow  with  baln^ 
The  sapless  habit  daily  to  bedew. 
And  give  the  hesitating  wheels  of  life 
Gliblier  to  play.     But  youth  has  better  joys : 
And  is  it  wise  when  youth  with  pleasure  flows^ 
To  squander  the  relids  of  age  and  pain? 

What  dextrous  thousands  just  within  the  goal  . 
Of  wild  debauch  direct  their  nightly  course ! 
Perfaapa  no  sickly  qualms  bedim  their  days, 
No  morning  admonitions  shock  the  head. 
But,  ah!  what  woes  remain !  life  rolls  apaoc^ 
And  that  incurable  disease,  old  age. 
In  youthful  bodies  more  severely  felt. 
More  sternly  active,  shakes  their  blasted  prime  ; 
Except  kind  Nature  by  some  hasty  blow 
Prevent  the  lingering  fates.     For  know,  whate'cr 
Beyond  its  natural  fervour  hurries  on 
The  sanguine  tide ;  whether  the  frequent  bowl^ 
Higb-8eason*d  fare,  or  exerdae  to  toil 
Protracted ;  spurs  to  its  last  stage  tired  life, 
And  sows  the  temples  with  untimely  snow. 
When  life  is  new  the  ductile  fibres  feel 
The  heart's  increasing  force ;  and,  day  by  day. 
The  growth  advances  :  'till  the  larger  tubes 
Acquiring  (fWxn  their  elemental  veuis  * 
Condens*d  to  solid  chords)  a  firmer  tone^ 
Sustain,  and  just  sustain^  th*  impetuous  blood. 
Here  stops  the  growth.     With  overbearing  pulae 
And  preasure,  still  the  great  destroy  the  small ; 
Still  with  the  ruins  of  the  small  grow  strong. 
Life  glows  meantime,  amid  the  grinding  force 
Of  viscous  fluids  and  elastic  tubes ; 
Its  various  functions  vigorously  are  plied 
By  strong  machinery ;  and  in  solid  health 
The  man  confirm'd  long  triumphs  o'er  diseaae. 
But  the  full  ocean  ebba :  there  is  a  point. 
By  Nature  fix'd,  when  life  must  downward  tend. 
For  still  the  beating  tide  consolidatea 
Tbe  stubborn  vessels,  more  reluctant  still 
To  the  weak  ^irobs  of  th'  ill  supported  heart. 
This  languiahmg,  these  strength'ning  by  dcgreea 

*  In  the  human  body,  as  well  as  in  thoae  of  other 
animals,  the  larger  blood-vessels  are  composed  of 
smaller  ones;  which,  by  the  riolent  motion  and 
pressure  of  the  fluids  in  the  large  vessels,  lose  their 
cavities  by  degrees,  and  degenerate  into  impervious 
chords  or  fibres.  In  proportion  as  these  small  ves- 
sels become  solid,  the  larger  must  of  course  become 
less  extensile,  more  rigi<^  and  make  a  stronger  ia» 
sistance  to  the  action  of  the  heart,  and  force  of  the 
blood.  From  this  gradual  condensation  of  the 
smaller  vessels,  and  oonaequent  rigidity  of  the  larger 
ones,  the  progreas  of  the  human  body  fironn  in&acj 
to  old  age  is  accounted  for. 
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To  hard  unyielding  nndasdc  bonc^ 

Through  tedious  channek  the  congealing  flood 

Crawls  lazily,  and  hardly  wanders  on ; 

It  loiters  stUl ;  and  now  it  stirs  no  more. 

This  is  the  period  few  attain ;  the  death 

Of  Nature ;  thus  (so  Hear'n  ordain*d  it)  life 

Destroys  itself;  and  could  these  laws  lunre  chang'd, 

Nestor  might  now  the  fiites  of  Troy  relate ; 

And  Homer  live  immortal  as  his  song. 

What  does  not  fade  ?  the  tower  that  long  had  stood 
The  crush  of  thunder  and  the  warring  winds. 
Shook  by  the  slow,  but  sure  destroyer.  Time, 
Now  hangs  in  dotd^tful  ruins  o*er  its  base. 
And  flinty  pyramids,  and  walls  of  brass. 
Descend ;  the  Babylonian  spires  are  sunk ; 
Achaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt  mouldor  down. 
Time  shakes  the  stable  tyranny  of  thrones^ 
And  tottering  empires  crush  by  their  own  weight. 
Tfiis  huge  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old ; 
And  all  those  worlds  that  roll  around  the  Sun, 
The  Sun  himself,  shall  die  ;  and  andent  Night 
Again  involve  the  desolate  abyss : 
'Till  the  great  Fathek  through  the  lifeless  gloom 
Extend  his  arm  to  light  another  world. 
And  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws. 
For  through  the  regions  of  unbounded  spacer 
Where  unconfin'd  Omnipotenoe  has  roomy 
Being,  in  various  systems,  fluctuates  still 
Between  creation  and  abhorr'd  decay : 
It  ever  did,  perhaps,  and  ever  will. 
New  worlds  are  still  emerging  from  the  deep ; 
Hie  old  descending,  in  their  turns  to  rise. 


Book  IIL 

EXERCISE, 

Through  various  toils  th*  adventurous  Muse  has 

past; 
But  half  the  toil,  and  more  than  half,  remains. 
Rude  is  her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  song ; 
Plain,  and  of  little  ornament ;  and  I 
But  little  practis'd  in  th*  Aonian  arts. 
Yet  not  in  vain  such  labours  have  we  tried* 
If  aught  these  lays  the  fickle  health  confirm. 
To  you,  ye  delicate,  I  write ;  for  you 
I  tame  my  youth  to  philosophic  cares, 
And  grow  still  paler  by  the  midnight  lamps. 
Not  to  debilitate  with  timorous  rules 
A  hardy  frame ;  nor  needlessly  to  brave 
Inglorious  dangers,  proud  of  mortal  strengtli. 
Is  all  the  lesson  that  in  wholesome  years 
Concerns  tlio  strong.     His  care  were  ill  bestow'd 
Who  would  yiitli  warm  etleminacy  nurse 
The  thriving  oak  which  on  the  mounUiin*s  brow 
Bears  all  tlie  blasts  that  sweep  the  wint'ry  Heaven. 

Behold  tlie  labourer  of  the  glebe,  who  toils 
In  dust,  in  rain,  in  cold  and  sultry  skies ! 
Save  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  tlie  flood. 
Nought  anxious  he  wliat  sickly  stars  ascend. 
He  knows  no  laws  by  Esculapius  given ; 
He  studies  none.      Yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 
Infest,  nor  those  envenom'd  shafts  that  fly 
When  rabid  Sinus  fires  th'  autumnal  noon. 
His  habit  pure  with  plain  and  temperate  meals, 
Robust  witli  lal)our,  and  by  custom  steel'd 
To  every  casualty  of  varied  life ; 
Serene  he  bears  the  peevish  eastern  blast, 
And  uninfected  breatiies  the  mortal  south. 


Such  the  mnid  of  mde  and  tober  life; 
Of  labour  such.     By  henlth  die  peaant't  bd 
Is  well  repaid ;  if  exeraae  were  pain 
Indeed,  and  temperance  pain.     By  arts  Wut  doe 
Laconia  nurs*d  of  old  her  hardy  sons ; 
And  Rome's  unoonqiuer'd  l^ioos  vg'dtfaBrviy 
Unhurt,  through  ev^y  toil  in  evexy  diae. 

Toil,  and  be  strong.     By  toQ  the  fbodd  sam 
Grow  firm,  and  gain  a  more  campacted  tone; 
The  greener  juices  are  by  toil  subdu'd, 
Mellow*d  and  subtiliz'd  ;  the  vapkl  old 
Expcdl'd,  and  all  the  rancour  of  the  blood. 
Come,  my  companions,  ye  who  feel  the  dm 
Of  Nature  and  the  year  ;  come,  let  us  slc^ 
Where  chance  or  fancy  leads  our  rovii^  wiki 
Come,  while  the  soft  v<duptnous  breaa  £bd 
The  fleecy  Heavens,  enwrap  the  limbs  in  bik, 
And  shed  a  charming  languor  o*er  the  soaL 
Nor  when  bright  Winter  sows  with  pricklj  6stf 
The  vigorous  ether,  in  unmanly  wannth 
Indulge  at  home  ;  nor  even  when  Bums*  bfatt 
This  way  and  that  convolve  the  lab'rii^  woods 
My  liberal  walks,  save  when  the  skies  in  tss 
Or  fogs  relent)  no  seaaon  should  ooofioe 
Or  to  the  cloister'd  gallery  or  arcade. 
Go,  dimb  the  mountain ;  from  th*  echanlvm 
Imbibe  the  recent  g»le.     The  dwaf ul  mon 
Beams  o'er  the  bilk;  go,  mount  th'  exultiBg  md 
Already,  see,  the  deep-mouth'd  beagks  otdi 
The  tainted  maaes ;  and,  oo  eager  sport 
Intent,  with  emukus  iropatienoe  try 
Each  doubtful  trace.     Or,  if  a  nobler  picj 
Delight  you  more,  go  duue  the  despeme  deer; 
And  through  its  deepest  aolitudes  awake 
The  vocal  forest  with  the  jovial  hom. 

But  if  the  breathless  chase  o'er  hill  aaddib 
Exceed  your  strength,  a  sport  of  U 
Not  less  delightful,  the  prolific 
AflEbrds.     The  crystal  rivulet,  that  o'l 
A  stony  channel  rolls  its  rapid  maie,  [k 

Swarms  witli   the   silver   fry.     Sudi^  tbou^^i 
Of  pastoral  Stafford,  runs  the  brawling  Trent ; 
Such  Eden,  sprung  from  Cumbrian  mouotau;  a^ 
The  Esk,  o'erhung  with  woods;  and  udi  tkt 

stream 
On  whose  Arcadian  banks  I  fiivt  drew  air, 
Liddel ;  till  now,  eicept  in  Dcnic  lay% 
Tun'd  to  her  murmurs  by  her  love-dd:  svaoH 
Unknown  in  song ;  though  not  a  purer  strom. 
Tlu-ough  meads  more  flowery,  moreraman&r^rD*^ 
Rolls  toward  the  western  main.     Hail,  stoedicod. 
May  still  thy  hospitable  swains  be  blest 
In  rural  innocence  ;  thy  mountains  still 
Teem  with  tlie  fleecy  race ;  thy  tuncfbl  woodi 
For  ever  flourish  ;  and  thy  vales  look  gay 
With  painted  meadows,  and  the  golden  gtiis ! 
Oft,  widi  thy  blooming  sons,  when  life  w  a^t 
Sportive  and  petulant,  and  charm *d  with  toyi, 
In  tliy  transparent  eddies  have  I  lav'd : 
Oft  trac'd  with  patient  steps  thy  &iry  faaob^ 
W^ith  the  well-iiuitated  fly  to  hook 
The  eager  trout,  and  with  the  slender  hue 
And  yielding  rod  solicit  to  the  shore 
Tlie  struggling  panting  prey :  while  temsl  ck** 
And  tepid  gales  obscur'd  the  ruffled  pool. 
And  from  the  deeps  call'd  forth  the  wanton  s»««^ 

Form'd  on  tlie  Saniian  sdwol,  or  those  of  Ini 
TTiere  are  who  think  these  pastimes  scaree  hiinii* 
Yet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relendess  1} 
His  life  is  pure  that  wears  no  fouler  staioi 
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(ut  if  through  genuine  tenderness  of  heart, 

N"  secret  want  of  relish  for  the  game, 

ou  ahun  the  glories  of  the  chase,  nor  care 

*o  haunt  the  peopled  stream ;  the  garden  yields 

L  soft  amusement,  an  humane  deUght. 

'o  raise  th'  insipid  nature  of  the  ground ; 

^r  came  its  savage  genius  to  the  grace 

hf  careless  sweet  rusticity,  that  seems 

lie  amiable  result  of  happy  ehance, 

s  to  create ;  and  gives  a  god-like  joy, 

Vliicfa  erery  year  improves.     Nor  thou  disdain 

"o  check  the  lawless  riot  of  the  trees, 

0  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  mould. 

1  bappy  he !  whom,  when  his  years  decline, 
His  fortune  and  his  fame  by  worthy  means 
kttain'd,  and  equal  to  his  moderate  mind  ; 
lis  life  ■pprov'd  by  all  the  wise  and  good, 
«vcn  envieid  by  the  vain,)  the  peaceful  groves 
H  Epieunis,  ftom  this  stormy  world, 
Leceive  to  rest ;  of  all  ungrateful  cares 
kbsoWd,  and  sacred  fiom  the  selfish  crowd, 
lappiest  of  men  !  if  the  same  soil  invites 

I  chosen  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 

>nce  fellow-iakes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends ; 

Vitfa  whom  in  easy  conunerce  to  pursue 

f ature*s  free  charms,  and  vie  for  sylvan  ftme : 

i  fair  ambition ;  void  of  strife  or  guile^ 

>r  jealousy,  or  pain  to  be  outdone. 

Vho  plans  th*  enchanted  garden,  who  directs 

"he  vista  best,  and  best  conducts  the  stream : 

Vhcae  groves  the  ftstest  thicken  and  ascend ; 

?bom  first  the  welcome  Spring  sslutes ;  who  shows 

!l»e  earliest  bloom,  the  sweetest  proudest  charms 

>f  Flora ;  who  best  gives  Pomona's  jm'ce 

!*o  match  the  qnightly  geiuus  of  champagne. 

liricc  h^»py  days !  in  rural  business  past : 

Heat  winter  nights !  when,  as  the  genial  fire 

3'Mtftii  the  wide  hall,  his  cordial  fimiily 

Vhh  soft  domestic  arts  the  hours  beguile, 

ind  pleasing  talk  tfiat  starts  no  timorous  fiun^ 

^th  witless  wsntonness  to  hunt  it  down : 

>r  throuflh  the  fidry-land  of  tale  or  song 

>eI^;htBd  wander,  in  fictitious  fates 

Sngag'd,  and  all  that  strikes  humanity : 

[111  lost  in  fable,  they  the  stealing  hour 

)f  timely  rest  fbrgeC     Sometmes,  at  eve 

-lis  ndgfaboun  iS  the  latch,  and  bless  unbid 

lis  fiestel  roof;  while,  o'er  the  light  repast, 

ind  sprightly  cups,  they  mix  in  social  joy; 

knd,  through  the  mase  of  conversatioD,  trsce 

Vbi^'er  *i«mM»«  or  improves  the  mind. 

kaiMitimes  st  eve  (for  I  deHgfat  to  taste 

the  native  scst  and  flavour  c£  the  fhiit, 

^here  sense  grows  wfld  and  tsstes  of  no  manure) 

rbe  dciieent,  honest,  cheeriul  husbandman 

Siould  drown  his  labour  in  my  friendly  bowl ; 

Ind  at  my  table  find  himself  at  home. 

Whate*er  you  study,  in  whate'er  you  sweat, 
[ndulge  your  taste.     Some  love  the  manly  foib ; 
nie  tennis  some ;  and  some  the  grsoeful  dance. 
;>theri,  more  hardy,  range  the  purple  heath, 
3r  naked  stubble ;  where,  fhmi  field  to  field, 
rbe  sounding  coveys  urge  their  labouring  flight ; 
EUger  amid  the  rising  cloud  to  pour 
rbe  gun's  unerring  ,iSiunder :  snd  there  are 
l¥hom  still  the  meed*  of  the  green  ardier  ehonns. 
Hie  cfaooics  hast,  whose  labour  entertains 

*  This  word  is  much  used  by  some  of  tiie  old 
English  poeti^  and  signifies  reward  or  prise. 


His  vacant  fimcy  most:  the  toil  you  hate 
Fatigues  you  soon,  and  scarce  improves  your  limba* 

As  beauty  still  has  blemish,  and  the  mind 
The  most  aocomplish'd  its  imperfect  side. 
Few  bodies  are  there  of  that  happy  mould 
But  some  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  rest : 
The  legs,  perhaps,  or  arms  refuse  their  load. 
Or  the  chest  labours,     l^ese  assiduously. 
But  gently,  in  their  proper  arts  employ'd. 
Acquire  a  vigour  and  springy  actirity. 
To  whidi  they  were  not  bom.     But  weaker  parts 
j  Abhw  fatigue  and  violent  discipline. 
I      Begin  with  gentle  toils ;  and  as  your  nerves 
Grow  firm,  to  hardier  by  just  steps  aspire ; 
The  prudent,  even  in  every  moderate  walk, 
At  first  but  saunter,  and  by  slow  degrees 
Increase  their  pace.     This  doctrine  of  the  wise 
Wdl  knows  the  master  of  the  flying  steed. 
First  from  the  goal  the  managed  coursers  play 
On  bended  reins ;  as  yet  the  skilful  youth 
Repress  their  foamy  pride ;  but  every  breath 
The  race  grows  vrarmer,  and  the  tempest  swcUi^ 
Till  all  the  fiery  mettle  has  its  way. 
And  the  thick  thunder  hurries  o*er  the  plain. 
When  all  at  once  from  indolence  to  toil 
Tou  spring,  the  fibres  by  the  hasty  shock 
Are  tir'd  and  crack'd,  before  their  unctuous  oooti^ 
Compress'd,  can  pour  the  lubricating  balm. 
Besides,  collected  in  the  passive  veins, 
The  purple  mass  a  sudden  torrent  rolls, 
O'erpowers  the  hesrt,  aiul  deluges  the  lungs 
With  dangerous  inundation ;  oft  the  source 
Of  fatal  woes;  a  oough  that  fbams  with  blood. 
Asthma,  and  feller  peripneumony  f , 
Or  die  slow  minings  of  the  hectic  me. 

Th*  athletic  fool,  to  whom  what  Heaven  deny'd 
Of  soul  is  well  oompensated  in  limbs. 
Oft  from  his  rage,  or  bninkss  frolic,  feels 
His  vegetation  and  brute  force  decay. 
The  men  of  better  day  and  finer  mould 
Know  nature,  fed  the  human  dignity. 
And  soora  to  vie  with  cnen  or  with  apea. 
Pursu'd  prolixly,  even  the  gentlest  toil 
Is  waste  of  health:  rqxMS  by  small  fetigue 
Is  eam'd,  and  (where  your  habit  is  not  prone 
To  thaw)  by  the  first  moisture  of  the  brows. 
The  fine  and  subtle  qnrits  cost  too  much 
To  be  prafus'd,  too  much  the  rosdd  balm. 
But  when  the  hard  varieties  of  life 
You  toil  to  learn,  or  try  the  dusty  cfaase^ 
Or  the  wsrm  deeds  of  some  important  d^ : 
Hot  from  the  field,  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
In  wish'd  repose ;  nor  court  the  fanning  gsle^ 
Nor  taste  the  spring.     O !  by  the  sacred  tears 
Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  sisters,  sire% 
Forbear  1  no  other  pestilence  has  driven 
Such  myriads  o'er  th'  irremeable  deep. 
Why  this  so  fatd,  the  sagadous  Muse 
Through  nature's  cunning  labyrinths  could  trace: 
But  tlwre  are  secrets  which  who  knows  not  now. 
Must,  ere  he  reach  them,  climb  the  heapy  Alps 
Of  science ;  and  devote  seven  years  to  toil. 
Besides,  I  would  not  stun  your  patient  cars 
With  what  it  little  boott  you  to  attain. 
He  knows  enough,  the  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lui^  the  ihdves,  and  where  the  whirippals 

boil. 
What  signs  portend  the  slonn:  to  subtkr  loiada 

f  TteiaflniiiMtioBoC  telaBgib 


702 


ARMSTRONG. 


BookE 


He  IctTcs  to  Man,  from  whit  myMcrioiu  canm 
Charybdis  rages  in  th*  Ionian  wave ; 
Whence  those  impetuous  cunents  in  the  main 
Which  neither  oar  nor  sail  can  stem ;  and  why 
The  roughening  deep  eipects  the  storm,  as  sure 
As  rwl  Orion  mounts  the  shrouded  HesTen. 

In  ancient  times,  when  Rome  with  Athens  vied 
For  polish'd  luxury  and  useful  arts ; 
AH  hot  and  reeking  from  th*  Olympic  strife^ 
And  wann  lUestrs,  in  the  tepid  bath 
Hi*  athletic  youth  relax'd  their  weary  limbs^ 
Soft  oils  bedew'd  diem,  with  the  grsteful  pow*ra 
Of  nard  and  cassia  fraught,  to  soothe  and  heal 
Hie  cherished  nerves.     Our  less  voluptuous  dime 
Not  much  invites  us  to  such  arts  as  these. 
'T  is  not  for  those,  whom  gelid  skies  embrace^ 
And  chilling  fogs ;  vrhose  persiMration  feels 
Such  frequent  bars  from  Eurus  and  the  Nordi ; 
*T  is  not  for  those  to  cultivate  a  skin 
Too  soft :  or  teach  the  recremental  fume 
Too  fast  to  crowd  through  such  precarious  ways. 
For  through  the  small  arterial  mouths,  that  pierce 
In  endless  millicMis  the  dose-woven  sUn, 
The  baser  fluids  in  ^  constant  stream 
£acape,  and  viewless  melt  into  the  winds. 
While  this  eternal,  this  most  copious  waste 
Of  blood,  degenerates  into  v^id  brine. 
Maintains  its  wonted  measure,  all  the  powers 
Of  health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 
With  ease  and  pleasuiv  move :  but  this  restiain*d 
Or  more  or  less,  so  more  or  less  you  fed 
The  fbnctions  labour :  from  this  fatal  source 
What  woes  descend  is  never  to  be  sung. 
To  take  thdr  numbers,  were  to  count  die  sands 
That  ride  in  whirlwind  the  parch*d  Libyan  air  ; 
Or  waves  that,  when  the  blustering  North  embroils 
The  Baltic,  thunder  on  the  German  shore. 
Subject  not  then,  by  soft  emollient  arts, 
This  grand  expense,  on  which  your  fates  depend. 
To  every  caprice  of  the  sky ;  nor  thwart 
The  genius  of  your  dime :  for  from  the  blood 
Least  fickle  rise  the  recremental  steams, 
And  least  obnoxious  to  the  styptic  air, 
Which  breathe  through  stiaiter  and  more  6allous 


The  tempered  Scythian  hence,  half-naked  treads 
His  boundless  snows,  nor  rues  th*  indement  Heaven; 
And  hence  our  painted  ancestors  defied 
The  east ;  nor  curs*d,  like  us,  their  fickle  sky. 

Hie  body,  moulded  by  the  dime,  endures 
The  equator  heats  or  hyperborean  frost : 
Except  by  habits  foreign  to  its  turn. 
Unwise  you  counteract  its  forming  pow*r. 
Rude  at  the  first,  the  winter  shocks  you  less 
By  long  acquaintance :  study  then  your  sky. 
Form  to  its  manners  your  obsequious  frame. 
And  learn  to  suffer  what  you  cannot  shun. 
Against  the  rigors  of  a  damp  cold  heav*n 
To  fortify  their  bodies,  some  frequent 
The  gelid  dstero ;  and,  where  nought  forbids, 
I  praise  their  dauntless  heart :  a  fhime  so  sted*d 
Dreads  not  the  cough,  nor  those  ungenial  blasts 
That  breathe  the  tertian  or  fell  rheumatism ; 
The  nerves  so  temper'd  never  quit  their  tone. 
No  chronic  languors  haunt  such  hardy  breasts, 
But  all  things  have  their  bounds ;    and  he  who 

makes 
By  daily  use  the  kindest  regimen 
Essential  to  his  heald^  should  never  mix 
With  human  kind^  nor  art  nor  Inde  piinue. 


He  not  the  sdh  Tidsrfhides  flflifr 
WidKNit  some  shock  endures;  ilUttrik 
To  want  the  known,  or  beer  nnususl  ttisgik 
Bendes,  tlie  powerful  remedies  of  psta 
(%noe  pain  in  qiite  of  all  our  csre  will  eosnr) 
Should  never  with  your  psuspeiuOT  dsp  (rf'kikk 
Grow  too  familiar ;  for  by  frequent  me 
The  strongest  medicines  lose  their  hesliiig  poev, 
And  even  the  surest  poiaotis  ^ein  ts  kiL 

Let  diose  who  fkom  the  finaen  Aietosiesch 
Psrch'd  Mauritania,  or  the  snhry  west, 
Or  the  vride  flood  diet  laves  rich  Indoatsa, 
Plunge  thrice  a  day,  and  in  the  tepid  wBte 
Untwist  their  stubborn  pares ;  that  hRmdbm 
Th'  evaporstion  through  the  soften*d  skin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  sweUing  btooiL 
So  may  they  'scape  the  fever*s  rapid  fissacs; 
So  fed  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  Hdl. 
With  us,  the  man  of  no  oosnphdm  demndi 
Hie  warm  ablution  just  enough  to  ckar 
The  duices  of  die  skin,  enough  to  keep 
Hie  body  sacred  from  indecent  soiL 
Still  to  be  pure,  ev*n  did  it  notoondnoe 
(As  mudi  it  does)  to  health,  were  grssdy  voiA 
Tour  daily  pains.     *T  is  this  adormtlie  tick; 
The  want  of  this  is  poverty's  wont  woe; 
With  this  extend  virtue,  age  msintaiw 
A  decent  grace ;  without  it,  youth  sad 
Are  loathmie.     This  the  vend  grscei  koeir; 
So  doubtless  do  your  wives :  Ibr  msiricd  mm, 
As  vrell  as  lovcn^  still  pretend  to  taste; 
Nor  is  it  less  (dl  prudent  wives  csn  Idl) 
To  lose  a  husband's  than  a  lover's  besit 

But  now  the  hours  and  seasoas  vhea  lo  lei 
Fhmi  foreign  themes  recall  my  wandauo^  wt%> 
Some  labour  frsting,  or  but  stigfady  fed 
To  lull  the  grinding  stomach's  hungiy  i^ 
Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a  fiaase 
*T is  wisely  done:  for  while  the  tfainty  vdss 
Impatient  of  lean  penury,  devour 
Hie  treasor'd  oil,  then  is  the  happiwt  tine 
To  shake  the  lasy  balsam  ttam  ito  cdk 
Now  while  the  stomach  from  the  fiiil  reps* 
Subsides,  but  ere  returning  hunger  gasa^ 
Ye  leaner  habits,  give  an  hour  to  toil ; 
And  ye  whom  no  luxuriancy  of  grovtfa 
Oppresses  yet,  or  tiireatens  to  oppresL 
But  from  the  recent  med  no  laboun  phsac, 
Of  limbs  or  mind.     For  now  the  cordisl  po«m 
Qaun  all  the  wandering  spirita  to  a  woii 
Of  strong  and  subtle  tul,  and  great  event: 
A  work  of  time ;  and  you  may  roe  the  dsj 
You  hurried,  vridi  untimely  exercise, 
A  half-conoocted  chyle  into  the  blood. 
The  body  overcharged  with  unctuous  plil^P* 
Muditofl  demands:  the  lean  dasdc  ksa 
While  winter  dulls  die  blood  and  biads  tfae  iB^ 
No  labours  are  too  hard :  by  those  yoa  'sc^k 
The  slow  diseases  of  the  toipid  ycsr; 
Endless  to  name ;  to  one  of  wftdcfa  akoe. 
To  tlMt  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  ib<" 
Ispleasiii«:  Oh!  from  such  inhumsa psini 
May  all  be  free  vrfao  merit  not  the  wheel! 
But  from  the  burning  lion  when  the  Sub         . 
F^undown  his  sultry  vrrath ;  now  wide  A*** 
Too  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins, 
And  all  the  finer  fluids  through  die  skin 
Explore  their  flight ;  me,  near  the  oool  ciscsde 
Reclin'd,  or  saunt'ring  in  the  lofty  grower 
No  needless  s]i|^t  oocasion  should  oipg* 
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To  pant  and  sweat  beneath  the  ficiy  noon. 
^ow  the  fresh  mora  alone  and  meUow  era 
To  shady  walks  and  active  run!  vpotta 
[nTite.      But,  while  the  chilling  dews  descend, 
tf  ay  nothing  tempt  you  to  the  cold  embrace 
X  humid  skies ;  though  't  is  no  vulgar  joy 
To  trace  the  horrours  of  the  solemn  wood 
AThile  the  soft  CYening  saddens  into  night: 
Pbough  the  sweet  poet  of  the  ▼ernal  groves 
Vf  elts  all  the  night  in  strains  of  am*rous  woe. 

The  shades  descend^  and  midnight  o*er  the  world 
Sxpaada  her  ssble  wings.     Great  nature  droops 
rhrougb  all  ho*  works.     Now  happy  he  whose  toil 
ias  o*er  his  languid  powerless  limbs  diffus*d 
1  pleasing  lassitude :  he  not  in  vain 
nvokes  the  gentle  deity  of  dreams. 
lis  powers  the  most  voluptuously  dissolve 
n  soft  repose :  on  him  the  balmy  dews 
)f  sleep  with  double  nutriment  descend. 
)ut  would  you  sweetly  waste  the  blank  of  night 
n  deep  oblivion ;  or  on  Fancy's  wings 
rlsit  the  paradise  of  happy  dresms, 
knd  waken  cheerful  as  the  lively  morn ; 
>ppresa  not  nature  sinking  down  to  rest 
MTith  feasts  too  late,  too  solid,  or  too  full : 
tut  be  the  first  concoction  hidf.matur*d 
Sre  you  to  mighty  indolence  resign 
Tour  paasive  faculties.     He  from  the  toib 
knd  troubles  of  the  day  to  heavier  toil 
letirea,  whom  trembling  from  the  tower  that  rocks 
Lmid  die  clouds,  or  Calpe's  hideous  height, 
Pbe  busy  demons  hurl ;  or  in  the  main 
Verwhefan ;  or  bury  struggling  under  ground, 
^ot  all  a  monarch's  luxury  the  woes 
!an  counterpoise  of  that  most  wretched  man, 
Vhoee  nights  aiv  shaken  with  the  frantic  fits 
H  wild  Orestes ;  whose  delirious  brain, 
itung  by  the  fiuies,  works  with  poison*d  thought ; 
Vhile  pale  and  monstrous  painting  shocks  the  soul ; 
Lnd  mangled  consciousness  bemoans  itself 
''or  ever  tora ;  and  chaos  floating  round. 
Vliat  dreams  presage,  what  dangers  these  or  those 
'ortend  to  sanity,  though  prudent  seers 
leveal'd  of  old,  and  men  of  deathless  fame^ 
Ve  would  not  to  the  superstitious  mind 
tuggest  new  throbs,  new  vanities  of  fear. 
r  in  ours  to  teach  you  from  the  peaceful  night 
To  banish  omens  and  all  restless  woes. 

In  study  some  protract  the  silent  hours, 
Vhicb  others  consecrate  to  mirth  and  wine ; 
Lnd  sleep  till  noon,  and  hardly  live  till  night. 
lut  surely  this  redeems  not  fi!x>m  the  shades 
>ne  hour  of  life.     Nor  does  it  nought  avail 
Vhat  season  you  to  drowsy  Morpheus  give 
>f  th*  ever-varying  circle  of  the  day ; 
>r  whether,  through  the  tedious  winter  gloom, 
fou  tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  damps. 
The  body,  fresh  ahd  vigorous  from  repose, 
)eiies  the  early  fogs :  but,  by  the  toils 
K  wakefril  day  exhausted  and  unstrung, 
Veakly  resists  the  night's  unwholesome  breath, 
[lie  grand  discharge,  th*  effusion  of  the  skin, 
»lowly  impair'd,  the  languid  maladies 
>«cp  on,  and  through  the  sick'ning  functions  steaL 
i%,  when  tiie  chilling  east  invades  the  Spring, 
rbe  drlifafe  narcissus  pines  away 
n  hectic  languor,  and  a  slow  disease 
raxntt  ail  the  family  of  flowcn,  condemn'd 
To  cmd  heav'ns.     But  why,  already  prone 
To  £kIc,  dwnld  beauty  cheririi  its  own  bane? 


O shame!  Opity!  nipt  with pal^  quadrille. 
And  midnight  carea,  the  bloom  of  Albion  d^  1 

By  toil  subdu'd,  the  warrior  and  the  hind 
Sleep  last  and  deep:  their  active  functions  soon 
With  generous  streams  the  subtle  tubes  suppfy  ; 
!  And  soon  the  tonic  irritable  nerves 
Feel  the  fresh  impulse  and  awake  the  souL 
The  sons  of  indolence  with  long  repose 
Grow  torpid ;  and,  with  slowest  Lethe  drunk. 
Feebly  and  ling'ringly  return  to  life, 
Blunt  every  sense  and  powerless  every  limb. 
Ye,  prone  to  sleep  (whom  sleeping  most  annoys) 
On  the  hard  mattress  or  elastic  couch 
Extend  your  limbs,  and  wean  yourselves  from  slotii  i 
Nor  grudge  the  lean  projector,  of  dry  brain 
And  springy  nerves,  the  blandishments  of  down : 
Nor  envy  while  the  buried  Bacchanal 
Exhales  his  surfeit  in  prolixer  dreams. 

He  without  riot,  in  the  balmy  feast 
Of  life,  the  wants  of  nature  has  supply'd. 
Who  rises,  cool,  serene,  and  full  of  souL 
But  pliant  nature  imore  or  less  demands, 
As  custom  forms  her ;  and  all  sudden  change 
She  hates  of  halut,  even  from  bad  to  good. 
If  faults  in  life,  or  new  emeigencies, 
Fhrni  habits  urge  you  by  long  time  oonfirm'd. 
Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  stage  by  stage  ; 
Slow  as  the  shadow  o*er  the  dial  moves, 
Slow  as  the  stealing  progress  of  the  year. 

Obaerve  the  drcBng  year.     How  unperoetv'd 
Her  seasons  change !  Behold !  by  slow  dcgrges^ 
Stern  Winter  tam'd  into  a  ruder  Spring ; 
The  ripen'd  Spring  a  milder  Sununer's  glowa; 
The  parting  Summer  sheds  Pomona's  storey 
And  aged  Autumn  brews  the  winter  storm. 
Slow  as  they  come^  tiiese  changes  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  shocks :  the  cold  and  torrid  reigns. 
The  two  great  periods  of  the  important  year. 
Are  in  their  first  approaches  seldom  safe ; 
Funeral  Autumn  all  the  sickly  dread ; 
And  the  black  fates  deform  the  lovely  Spring. 
He  well  advis'd  who  taught  our  wiser  sires 
Early  to  borrow  Muscovy's  warm  qniils. 
Ere  the  fint  fh»t  has  touch'd  the  tender  bkda ; 
And  late  resign  them,  thou^  the  wanton  Spring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  sister's  lajii 
For  while  the  effluence  of  the  skin  maintains 
Its  native  measure,  the  pleuritic  Spring 
Glides  harmless  by ;  and  Autumn,  sidi  to  death 
With  sallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I  in  prophetic  numbers  could  unfold 
The  omens  of  the  year :  what  seasons  teem 
With  what  diseases ;  what  the  humid  South 
Prepares,  and  what  the  demon  of  the  Eaat: 
But  you  perhaps  refuse  the  tedious  song. 
Besides,  whatever  plagues  in  heat,  or  cold. 
Or  drought,  or  moisture  dwell,  they  hurt  not  yoo^ 
Skill'd  to  correct  Uie  vices  of  tiie  sky. 
And  taught  already  how  to  each  extreme 
To  bend  your  life.     But  should  the  public  bane 
Infect  you ;  or  some  tiespasa  of  your  own. 
Or  flaw  of  nature^  hint  mortality ; 
Soon  «s  a  not  unpleasing  horrour  glides 
Akmg  the  spine,  through  all  your  torpid  limba ;    ' 
When  fint  the  head  throbs,  or  the  stomach  feeb 
A  sickly  load,  a  weary  pain  the  loins; 
Be  Celsus  cali'd :  the  fates  oome 
The  rapid  fates  admit  of  no  dday. 
While  wilful  you,  and  firtally  secure, 
Expect  to-morrow's  more  wispicioiis  woDf 
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ITk  growing  pest,  whose  infancy  was  weak 
And  easy  TanquisIiM,  with  triumphant  sway 
O*erpow*n  your  life.     For  want  of  timely  car^ 
Millions  have  died  of  medicable  wounds. 

Ah !  in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engag'd ! 
What  slight  neglects,  what  trivial  faults  destroy 
The  hardiest  frame !  of  indolence^  of  toil. 
We  die ;  of  want,  of  superfluity : 
The  alL-surrounding  Heaven,  die  vital  air, 
Is  big  with  deadi.     And,  though  the  putrid  South 
Be  shut ;  though  no  convulsive  agony 
Shake,  from  the  deep  foundations  of  the  world, 
Th*  imprison'd  plagues ;  a  secret  venom  oft 
Corrupts  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  land. 
What  livid  deaths  has  sad  Byzantium  seen .' 
How  oft  has  Cairo,  with  a  mother's  woe. 
Wept  o'er  her  slaughtered  sons  and  lonely  streets  J 
Even  Albion^  girt  with  less  malignant  skies, 
Albion  die  poison  of  the  gods  has  drank. 
And  felt  the  sting  of  monsters  all  her  own. 

Ere  yet  the  fell  Plantagenets  had  spent 
Their  ancient  rage,  at  Boswortfa's  purple  field ; 
While,  for  which  tyrant  England  should  receive. 
Her  legions  in  incestuous  murders  mix'd. 
And  duly  borrours ;  till  the  fates  were  drunk 
Wlih  kindred  blood  by  kindred  hands  profus'd : 
Another  plague  of  more  gigantic  arm 
Arose,  a  monster,  never  known  before^ 
Rear'd  from  Cocytus  its  portentous  head. 
This  rapid  fury  not,  like  other  pests, 
PoiBu'd  a  gradual  course,  but  in  a  day 
Rush'd  as  a  storm  o'er  half  the  astonish'd  isle. 
And  strew'd  with  sudden  carcasses  the  land. 

First,  through  the  shoulders,  or  whatever  part 
Was  seis'd  die  first,  a  fervid  v^iour  sprung. 
With  rash  combusdon  thence,  the  quivering  aparic 
Shot  to  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within; 
And  soon  the  surface  caught  the  spreading  fires. 
Through  all  the  yielded  pores,  the  melted  blood 
Gush'd  out  in  smoky  sweats ;  but  nought  asniag'd 
Tlie  torrid  heat  vrhhin,  nor  aught  reliev'd 
The  stomach's  anguish.     With  incessant  toil, 
Desperate  of  ease,  impadent  of  dieir  pain. 
They  toss'd  from  side  to  side.     In  vain  the  stream 
Ran  full  and  dear,  they  burnt  and  thirsted  atill. 
The  resdesa  arteries  with  rspid  Uood 
Beat  strong  and  frequent.     Hiick  and  pantingly 
The  breath  was  fetched,  and  widi  bu^e  lab'rings 

heav'd. 
At  last  a  heavy  pain  oppress'd  the  head, 
A  wild  delirium  came;  their  weeping  frioids 
Were  strangers  now,  and  this  no  home  of  theirs. 
Harass'd  with  toil  on  toil,  the  sinking  powers 
Lay  prostrate  and  o'erthrown;  a  ponderous  sleep 
Wrapt  all  the  senses  up :  diey  slept  and  died; 

In  some  a  gende  horrour  crept  at  first 
O'er  all  the  limbs ;  the  sluices  of  the  skin 
Withheld  their  moisture,  till  by  art  provok'd 
The  sweats  o'crflow'd ;  but  in  a  clammy  dde  : 
Now  firee  and  copious,  now  restrain'd  and  slow ; 
Of  tinctures  various,  as  the  temperature 
Had  mix'd  the  blood ;  and  rank  with  fedd  steams : 
As  if  the  pent-up  humours  by  delay 
Were  grown  more  fell,  more  putrid,  and  malign. 
Here  lay  their  hopes  (though  little  hope  remain'd) 
With  full  effusion  of  perp^ual  sweats 
To  drive  the  venom  out.     And  here  the  fates 
Were  kind,  that  long  they  tinger'd  not  in  pain ; 
For  who  surviv'd  the  Sun's  diurnal  race 
Rose  fitxft  the  dreary  gates  of  Hell  redeem'd: 
lome  the  aith  hour  oppreaa'df  and  some  die  third. 
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Of  many  tfaonaands,  few  wntajntsd  \ 
Of  those  infected,  fewer  *9cap*d  afive: 
Of  those  who  liv'd,  sipie  f^^  a  second  bkm : 
And  wiiom  the  second  spar'd,  a  diini  dotroyU 
Frsndc  with  fear,  they  sought  by  fiightto  rism 
Tlie  fierce  contagion.     O'er  the  moornfiil  bad 
Hi'  infected  city  pour'd  her  hunyiag  saanas: 
Rous'd  by  the  flames  that  fir'd  her  sesis  sraiH4 
Til*  infected  oountry  rush'd  into  the  ttm& 
Some,  sad  at  hooie,  and  in  the  desert  sobm^ 
Abjur'd  the  fatal  comnmce  of  manfcinil : 
In  vain :  where'er  they  fled,  the  fates  panaU 
Others,  vrith  hopes  more  specious,  crsss^d  ihc  miB, 
To  seek  protection  in  fitf  distant  does; 
But  none  they  found.     It  aeem'd  the  gcoenl  as-, 
Fhim  pole  to  pole,  from  Atlas  to  the  esst. 
Was  then  at  enmi^  with  KngKsh  blood. 
For,  but  the  race  of  England,  all  were  tsfe 
In  foreign  climes ;  nor  did  diis  fury 
llie  foreign  blood  which  England  tfani 
Where  should  daey  fly?  The 
Involv'd  them  still ;  and  every  breese 
Where  find  relief?     The  salulaiy  art 
Was  mute ;  and,  starded  at  the 
In  fearful  whispen  hopdesa 
To  Heaven  with  suppliant  rites  dxy 

pray'rs; 
Heav'n  heud  than  not.     Of  every  hopedifBv'd; 
Fatigued  with  vain  resouroea ;  and  subdasd 
With  vroes  resistless  and  enfeebling  hm; 
Fsssive  they  sunk  beneath  the  weighty  Uo«. 
Nothing  but  lamentable  sounds  was  hesid, 
Nor  aught  was  seen  but  ghnstly  viewscf  <k^ 
Infectious  horrour  ran  from  face  to  face, 
And  pale  despair.     'T  was  all  thebusiaesABi 
To  tend  the  tkk,  and  in  their  tons  to  die. 
In  heaps  they  fell:  and  oft  one  bed,  they  a^f 
The  Bck'ning,  dying,  and  the  dead  eantsiDU 

Ye  guardian  gods,  on  whosn  the  fiitesdcparf 
Of  tottering  Albion !  ye  eternal  fires        [pivn 
That  lead  through  Heav'n  the  waadaiqg  jor!  3* 
That  o'er  th'  enchding  dements  preade  i 
May  nothing  worse  tiun  what  this  age  fass  mb 
Arrive !     Enough  abroad,  enough  at  honie 
Has  Albion  Ued.     Here  a  diatemper'd  bsma 
Has  thinn'd  her  dties,  from  tkose  kfty  difls 
Iliat  awe  proud  Gaul,  to  ThuU'a  winby  n|pi; 
While  in  the  west,  beyond  the  Atlantic  km, 
Her  bravest  sons,  keen  for  the  fight,  havedij'^ 
The  death  of  cowards  and  of  commoBncB: 
Sunk  yoid  of  wounds,  and  ftll'n  vritfaoot  rcaoca 

But  fiKnn  diese  views  the  weepiqg  Moses  ta^ 
And  odier  themes  invite  my  wandering  soog. 
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Tbx  chdce  of  aUment,  the  choice  of  air. 
The  uae  of  toil,  and  all  eztenul  things 
Already  sung ;  it  now  remains  to  trace 
What  good,  what  evil,  from  oursdvcs  pnosedi: 
And  how  the  subde  prindple  within 
Inspires  with  health,  or  mines  with  strsnge  dee^ 
The  passive  body.     Ye  poetic  shsdca 
Who  know  the  secrets  of  the  world  unseca. 
Assist  my  song !  for,  in  a  doubtful  theme 
Engag'd,  I  wuder  through  mysterious  wajs 
There  is,  they  say,  (and  I  believe  tfaoc  iO 
A  ^puk  within  us  of  th'  immoitd  Brt, 
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That  aiumates  and  mouldi  the  grosier  ihime ; 
And  when  the  body  sinka,  acap«s  to  Heaven, 
Its  natiTe  seat,  and  mixes  with  the  gods.* 
i«f eanwhile  this  heavenly  {Miticle  parades 
Tbe  mortal  elements ;  in  every  nerve 
It  tx  rills  with  pleasure,  or  grows  mad  with  pain. 
And,  'n  its  secret  conclave,  as  it  feels 
The  bowVs  woes  and  joys,  this  ruling  power 
Wields  Uk  its  will  the  dull  material  world. 
And  is  the  kX)dy*s  health  or  malady. 

By  its  own  toil  the  gross  corporeal  frame 
Fatigues,  ezteta  mtes,  or  destroys  itself. 
Nor  leas  the  labours  of  tbe  mind  corrode 
The  solid  &bric :  fo-*  by  subtle  parts 
And  viewless  atoms,  secret  Nature  moves 
Tbe  mighty  wheels  of  this  stupendous  world. 
By  subde  fluids  pour'd  through  subtle  tubes 
The  natural  vital  functions  are  perform'd. 
By  these  the  stubborn  aliments  are  tam*d ; 
The  toiling  heart  distributes  life  and  strength ; 
Hieae  the  still-crumbling  frame  rebuild ;  and  these 
Are  lost  in  thinking,  and  dissolve  in  air. 

But 't  is  not  thought,  (for  still  the  soul 's  em- 
ploy'd,) 
'T  is  painAil  thinking  that  corrodes  our  clay. 
All  day  the  vacant  eye  without  fatigue 
Stimys  o'er  the  Heaven  and  Earth ;  but  long  intent 
On  microscopic  arts,  its  \igour  fails. 
Just  so  the  mind,  vrith  various  thought  amus'd. 
Nor  aches  itself  nor  gives  the  body  pain. 
Bat  anxious  study,  discontent,  and  care, 
I^ove  without  hope,  and  hate  without  revenge. 
And  fear,  and  jealousy,  fSoigue  the  soul, 
Engross  the  subtle  ministers  of  life. 
And  spoil  the  lab'ring  functions  of  their  share 
Hence  the  lean  gloom  that  melancholy  wears ; 
The  lover's  paleness ;  and  the  sallow  hue 
Of  envy,  jealousy ;  the  meagre  stare 
Of  sore  revenge :  the  canker'd  body  hence 
Betrays  each  fivtful  motion  of  the  mind. 

The  strong-built  pedant,  who  both  night  and  day 
Feeds  on  tbe  coarsest  fare  the  schools  bestow, 
And  crudely  fattens  at  gross  Burman's  stall ; 
0*erwhelm*d  with  phlegm  lies  in  a  dropsy  drown'd. 
Or  sinks  in  lethargy  before  his  time. 
Wiih  useful  studies  you,  and  arts  that  please 
Employ  your  mind ;  amuse,  but  not  &tigue 
Peace  to  each  drowsy  mctaphysic  sage ! 
And  ever  may  all  hnvy  systems  rest ! 
Yet  some  there  are,  even  of  elastic  parts, 
Whom  strong  and  obstinate  ambition  leads 
Through  all  the  rugged  roads  of  barren  lore. 
And  gives  to  relish  what  their  generous  taste 
Would  else  refuse.     But  may  not  thirst  of  fame. 
Nor  love  of  knowledge,  urge  you  to  fatigue 
With  constant  drudgery  the  liberal  soul. 
Toy  with  your  books ;  and,  as  the  various  fits 
Of  humour  seize  you,  from  philosophy 
To  fsble  shift :  from  serious  Antonine 
To  Rabelais*  ravings,  and  from  prase  to  sons. 
While  reading  pleases,  but  no  longer,  read ; 
And  read  aknid  resounding  Homer*s  strain. 
And  wield  the  thunder  of  Demosthenes. 
Tbe  diest  so  exerda*d  improves  its  strength ; 
And  quick  vibradons  through  the  bowels  drive 
The  restkas  blood,  which  in  unactive  days- 
Would  loiter  else  Ihrou^  unefattdc  tubes. 
Deem  it  not  trifling  while  I  recommend 
What  posture  suits:  to  stand  and  sit  by  tum% 
As  natute  prompts,  ia  best     But  o*er  your  kavts 


To  lean  for  ever,  cramps  the  vital  parts, 
And  robs  the  fine  machinery  of  its  play. 

*T  is  the  great  art  of  life  to  manage  well 
The  restless  mind.     For  ever  on  pursuit 
Of  knowledge  bent,  it  starves  tbe  grosser  powers: 
Oolite  unemployed,  against  its  own  repose 
It  turns  its  &tal  edge,  and  sharper  pangs 
Than  what  the  bodv  knows  embitter  life. 
Chiefly  where  solitude,  sad  nurse  of  care. 
To  sickly  musing  gives  the  pensive  mind, 
Hiere  madness  enters ;  and  the  dim-ey*d  fiend. 
Sour  Melancholy,  night  and  day  provokes 
Her  own  eternal  wound.     The  £kin  grows  pale; 
A  mournful  visionary  light  o'erspreads 
llie  cheerful  face  of  Nature :   Earth  becomes 
A  dreary  desert,  and  Heaven  frowns  above. 
Then  various  shapes  of  curs*d  illusion  rise : 
Whate'er  the  wretched  fears,  creating  fear 
Forms  out  of  nothing,  and  with  monsters  teems 
Unknown  in  Hell.     The  prostrate  soul  beneath 
A  load  of  huge  imagination  heaves ; 
And  all  the  horrours  that  tlie  iburderer  feels 
With  anxious  flutterings  wake  the  guiltless  breast 

Such  phantoms  pride  in  solitary  scenes. 
Or  fear,  or  delicate  self-love  creates. 
From  other  cares  absolvM,  the  busy  mind 
finds  in  yourself  a  theme  to  pore  upon ; 
It  finds  you  miserable,  or  makes  you  so. 
For  while  yourself  you  anxiously  explore. 
Timorous  self-love,  with  sick'ning  fancy's  aid, 
lYesents  tlie  danger  that  you  dread  the  most. 
And  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part. 
Hence  some  for  love,  and  some  for  jealousy. 
For  grim  religion  some,  and  some  for  pride. 
Have  lost  their  reason  :  some  for  fear  of  want. 
Want  all  their  lives ;  and  otliers  every  day 
For  fear  of  dying  sufler  worse  tlum  death. 
Ah  I  fhnn  your  bosoms  banisli  if  you  can 
Those  fatal  guests ;  and  first  the  demon  Fear, 
That  trembles  at  impossible  events; 
Lest  aged  Atlas  should  resign  his  load. 
And  Heaven's  eternal  battlements  rush  down. 
Is  there  an  evil  wone  than  fear  itself? 
And  what  avails  it  that  indulgent  Heaven 
From  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come. 
If  we,  ingenious  to  torment  ourselves. 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  our  own  ? 
Enjoy  the  present:  nor  with  needless  cares,  [womlH 
Of  what   may    spring  from    blind    misfortune's 
Appal  the  surest  hour  that  life  bestows. 
Smne,  and  master  of  yourself,  prepare 
For  what  may  come ;  and  leave  the  rest  to  Heaven. 

Oh  from  the  body,  by  long  ails  mi»-tun*d. 
These  evils  sprung,  the  most  important  health. 
That  of  the  mind,  destroy  :  and  when  tbe  mind 
They  first  invade,  the  conscious  body  soon 
In  sympathetic  languishment  declines. 
These  chronic  passions,  while  from  real  woes 
Hiey  rise,  and  yet  without  the  body's  fault 
Infest  the  soul,  admit  one  only  cure  ; 
Diversion,  hurry,  and  a  nrstless  life. 
Vain  are  the  consolations  of  tbe  wise ; 
In  vain  your  firiends  would  reason  down  your  pain. 
O  ye,  whose  souls  relentless  love  has  tam*d 
To  sof^  distress,  or  friends  untimely  fall'n ! 
Court  not  tbe  luxury  of  tender  thought ; 
Nor  deem  it  impious  to  forget  those  ^ns 
That  hurt  the  living,  nought  avail  the  dead* 
Go,  soft  enthusiast !  quit  the  cypress  groves,^ 
Nor  to  the  rivulet's  lonely  moaninga  tune 

Zi 


roe 


ARMSTRONG. 


Book  IV. 


Your  nd  complaint.     Go^  aeek  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  men,  and  mingle  with  the  hustling  crowd ; 
Lay  schemes  for  wealth,  or  power,  or  fame,  the 

wish 
Of  nobler  minds,  and  push  them  night  and  day. 
Or  join  the  camvan  in  quest  of  scenes 
New  to  your  eyes,  and  shifting  every  hour. 
Beyond  the  Alps,  beyond  the  Appenines. 
Or  more  advent'rous,  rush  into  the  field 
Where  war  grows  hot ;  and,  raging  through  the  sky. 
The  lofty  trumpet  swells  the  raadd'ning  soul : 
And  in  the  hardy  camp  and  toilsome  march 
Forget  all  softer  and  less  manly  cares. 

But  most,  too  passive  when  the  blood  runs  low. 
Too  weakly  indolent  to  strive  with  pain. 
And  bravely  by  resisting  conquer  fate. 
Try  Circe's  arts ;  and  in  the  tempting  bowl 
Of  pdson'd  nectar  sweet  oblivion  swill. 
Struck  by  the  powerful  charm,  the  gloom  dissolves 
In  empty  air,  Elysium  opens  round ; 
A  pleasing  phrensy  buoys  the  lighten*d  soul. 
And  sanguine  hopes  dispel  your  fleeting  care ; 
And  what  was  difficult,  and  wliat  wa.s  dire. 
Yields  to  your  prowess  and  superior  stars : 
Hie  happiest  you  of  all  that  e*er  were  mad, 
Or  are,  or  shall  be,  could  this  folly  last. 
But  soon  your  Heaven  is  gone ;  a  heavier  gloom 
Shuts    o'er    your   head:    and  as  tlie  thund'ring 

stream, 
Swoln  o'er  its  banks  vrith  sudden  mountain  rain. 
Sinks  from  its  tumult  to  a  silent  brook  ; 
So,  when  the  frantic  raptures  in  your  breast 
Subside,  you  languish  into  mortal  man  ; 
You  sleep,  and  waking  find  yourself  undone^ 
For,  prodigal  of  life,  in  one  rash  night 
You  lavish'd  more  than  might  support  three  dajrs. 
A  heavy  momirig  comes ;  your  cares  return 
With  tenfold  lage.     An  anxious  stomach  well 
May  be  endur'd ;  so  may  the  throbbing  head ; 
But  such  a  dim  delirium,  such  a  dream. 
Involves  you;  such  a  dastardly  despair 
Unmans  your  soul,  as  madd'ning  Pentheus  felt, 
When,  biuted  round  Cytharon's  cruel  sides 
He  saw  two  suns,  and  double  Thebes  ascend. 
You  curse  the  sluggish  port ;  you  curse  the  wretch, 
The  felon,  with  unnatural  miiture  first 
Who  dar'd  to  violate  the  virgin  wine. 
Or  on  the  fugitive  champaign  you  pour 
A  thousand  curses ;  for  to  Heav'n  it  wrapt 
Your  soul,  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  despair. 
Perhaps  you  rue  even  that  diviner  gift. 
The  gay,  serene,  good^natur'd  Burgundy, 
Or  the  fresh  ftagrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine : 
And  wish  that  Heaven  from  mortals  had  witlilield 
The  grape,  and  all  intoxicating  bowls. 

Besides,  it  wounds  you  sore  to  recollect 
What  follies  in  your  loose  unguarded  hour 
Escap'd.     For  one  irrevocable  word, 
Perhaps  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lose  a  friend. 
Or  in  the  rage  of  wine  your  hasty  hand 
Flfrforms  a  deed  to  liaunt  you  to  the  grave,  [decay ; 
Add  that  your  means,  your  health,    your  parts, 
Your  friends  avoid  you  ;  brutishly  transform'd, 
'Dioy  hardly  know  you ;  or  if  one  remains 
To  wLiih  you  well,  he  wishes  you  in  Heaven. 
Dt-.pis'd,  unwept  you  fall ;  who  might  have  left 
A  sacred-cherish*d,  sadly-pleasing  name ; 
A  name  still  to  be  uttered  with  a  sigh.     . 
Your  last  ungraceful  scene  has  quite  effac'd 
AH  sense  and  memory  of  your  former  wortli. 
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How  to  live  liappicit ;  how  mnid  the 
The  disappoimments,  and  disgusts  of 
Who  would  in  pleasure  all  their  hours 
The  precepts  here  of  a  divine  old  man 
I  could  redte.     Tlmugh  old,  he  still 
His  manly  sense,  and  energy  of  mind. 
Virtuous  and  wise  he  was,  but  not 
He  still  remember'd  that  he  once 
His  easy  presence  check'd  no  decent  joy. 
Him  even  the  dissolute  admir'd ;  for  be 
A  {graceful  looseness  when  be  pleas'd  put  oo. 
And  laughing  could  instnict.     Mucii  had  he  resd. 
Much  more  had  seen  :  he  studied  from  the  iile, 
And  in  th*  original  perus'd  mankind. 

Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  lifie^ 
He  pitied  man :  and  much  he  pitied  tfaote 
Whom  &lsely-smiling  fate  has  curs'd  with 
To  dissipate  their  days  in  quest  of  joy. 
*'  Our  aim  is  haf^iness ;  *t  is  yours,  *t  is : 
He  said ;  "  *t  is  the  pursuit  of  all  that  live : 
Yet  few  attain  it,  if 't  was  e*er  attain'd. 
But  they  the  widest  wander  irom  the  maik* 
Who  through  the  flowery  paths  of  aauBlexii^  jsy 
Seek  this  coy  goddess ;  that  from  stage  to  suige 
Invites  us  sdll,  but  shifb  aa  vre  pursue. 
For,  not  to  name  the  pains  that  plcasue  faring 
To  counterpoise  itaelf,  rekntkw  ftie 
Forbids  that  we  through  gay  voluptuous  wiUs 
Should  ever  roam  :  andvrere  the  fktes  mose  kind. 
Our  narrow  luxuries  would  soon  grow  stale : 
Were  these  exhaustless,  nature  would  grow  sick. 
And,  cloy'd  vrith  pleasure,  squeamishly  ^^Tmrnrki*^ 
That  all  is  vanity,  and  life  a  dream. 
Let  nature  rest :  be  busy  for  yourseU^ 
And  for  your  fHend ;  be  busy  even  in  vaii^ 
Rather  than  tease  her  sated  appetites. 
Who  never  &sts,  no  banquet  e'er  enjoys  ; 
Wlio  never  toils  or  watches,  never  slccpa. 
Let  nature  rest :  and  when  the  taste 
Grows  keen,  indulge ;  but  shun  satiety. 

**  'T  is  not  for  mortals  always  to  be 
But  him  the  least  the  dull  or  painful  bouts 
Of  life  oppress,  whom  sober  sens 
And  virtue,  througli  this  labyrinth 
Virtue  and  sense  I  mean  not  to  di^oin  ; 
Virtue  and  sense  are  one ;  and,  trust  me^  still 
A  faithless  heart  betrays  the  head  ""■»*»HL 
Virtue  (for  mere  good-nature  is  a  fool) 
Is  sense  and  spuit  with  humanity : 
'T  is  sometimes  angry,  and  its  frown  canfimnds ; 
*T  is  even  vindictive,  but  in  vengeance  jnai.   [ 
Knaves  fain  would  laugh  at  it ;  so 
But  at  his  heart  the  most  undaunted 
Of  fortune  dreads  its  name  and  awcfol 
To  noblest  uses  this  determines  wealth  ; 
This  is  the  solid  pomp  of  pnaperous  days; 
The  peace  and  shelter  of  adverdty. 
And  if  you  pant  for  glory,  build  your  fi 
On  this  foundation,  wltich  the  secret 
Defies  of  envy  and  all.  sapping  time. 
The  gaudy  gloss  of  fortune  only  strikes 
Tlie  vulgar  eye ;  tlie  suflfhige  of  the 
The  praise  that 's  worth  ambition,  b  attained 
By  sense  alone,  and  dignity  of  mind. 

**  Virtue,  the  strength  and  bcau^  of  the  aovi, 
Is  the  best  gift  of  Heaven  :  a  happiness 
Tliat  even  above  the  smiles  and  fVowns  of  fitfa 
Exalts  great  Nature's  favourites ;  a  wealth 
That  ne'er  encumbers,  nor  can  be  transfor'ii 
Riches  are  oft  by  guilt  and  baseness  earn'd ; 
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Or  deah  bj  chaiioe  to  shield  a  luckj  knave. 
Or  throw  a  erael  sunflhine  on  a  fool. 
But  for  one  end,  one  muduncvlected  use. 
Are  lichet  worlfa  your  care ;  (ror  Nature's  wants 
Are  few,  and  without  opulence  supply'd;) 
This  noble  end  is,  to  produce  the  soul ; 
Tb  show  the  virtues  in  tlieir  fairest  light ; 
To  make  humanity  the  minister 
Of  bounteous  Phmdence;  and  teadi  the  breast 
That  generous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy.** 

Thus,  in  his  graver  vein,  the  friendly  sage 
Somctimea    dedaim'd.     Of  right  and  wrong  he 

tan^t 
Trudis  as  refin*d  as  ever  Athens  heard ;  [preach'd. 
And    (stiwige    to    tell!)   he   practis'd   what   he 
Skill*d  in  the  passions,  how  to  check  their  sway, 
He  knew,  as  far  as  reason  can  control 
*nie  lawless  powers.     But  other  cares  are  mine : 
Form*d  in  the  school  of  Paeon,  I  relate 
'What  passions  hurt  the  body,  what  improve : 
Avoid  them,  or  invite  them  as  you  may. 

Know  then,  whatever  cheerful  and  serene 
Supports  the  mind,  supports  the  body  too. 
HcAoe,  the  most  vital  movement  mortals  feel 
Is  hope :  the  balm  and  life-blood  of  the  souL 
It  pIcBsea,  and  it  lasts.     Indulgent  Heaven 
Sent  down  the  kind  delusion,  through  the  paths 
Of  rugged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on ; 
And  make  our  happiest  state  no  tedious  diing. 
Our  giealcst  good,  and  what  we  least  can  spare, 
la  hope :  the  last  of  all  our  evils,  fear. 

But  there  are  passions  grateful  to  the  breast, 
And  yet  no  friends  to  life  :  perhaps  they  please 
Or  to  eicess,  and  dissipate  the  soul ;  [clown. 

Or  while    they  please,    torment.     The    stubborn 
The  iU-tam*d  ruffian,  and  pale  usurer, 
(If  Love's  omnipotence  such  hearta  can  mould,) 
May  safely  mellow  into  love ;  and  grow 
Refin'd,  humane,  and  generous,  if  thej  can. 
Ixrve  in  such  bosoms  never  to  a  feult 
Or  pains  or  pleases.     But  ye  finer  souls, 
Fonn'd  to  soft  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
With  all  the  tumults,  all  the  joys  and  pains. 
That  beauty  gives ;  with  caution  and  reserve 
Indulge  the  sweet  destroyer  of  repose. 
Nor  court  too  much  the  queen  of  charming  cares. 
For,  while  the  cherish'd  poison  in  your  breast 
Ferments  and  maddens ;  sick  with  jealousy. 
Absence,  distrust,  or  even  with  aniious  joy. 
The  wholesome  appetites  and  powers  of  life 
Dissolve  in  langu«ir.     Ihe  coy  stomach  loathes 
The  genial  boaira :  your  cheerful  days  arc  gone ; 
The  generous  bloom  that  flush'd  your  cheeks  is  fled. 
To  s^^  devoted  and  to  tender  pains. 
Pensive  you  sit,  or  solitary  stray. 
And  waste  your  youth  in  musing.     Musing  first 
Toy'd  into  care  your  unsuspecting  heart : 
It  found  a  liking  thnre,  a  sportful  fire. 
And  that  fomented  into  serious  love ; 
Which  musing  daily  strengthens  and  improves 
Through  all  the  heights  of  fondness  and  romance* 
And  you  're  undone,  the  fi|tal  shaft  has  sped. 
If  onoe  you  doubt  whether  you  love  or  no. 
The  body  wastea  away ;  th*  infected  mind, 
Dissolv'd  in  female  tenderness,  Ibtffets 
Each  manly  virtue,  and  grows  dead  to  fiunc. 
Sweet  Heaven,  from  such  intoxicating  charms 
Defend  all  worthy  breasts !  not  that  I  deem 
Love  always  dangerous,  always  to  be  shunn*d. 
Love  well  repaid,  and  not  too  weakly  sunk 


In  wanton  and  uiunanly  tenderness, 
Adds  bloom  to  health ;  o'er  ev'ry  virtue  aheds 
A  gay,  humane,  a  sweet,  and  generous  graoe^ 
And  brightens  at!  the  ornaments  of  man. 
But  fruitless,  hopeless,  disappointed,  rack'd 
With  jealousy,  fiitigu'd  with  hope  and  fear, 
Too  serious,  or  too  languishingly  fond. 
Unnerves  the  body  and  wnmann  the  soul. 
And  some  have  died  for  love ;  and  some  run  mad ; 
And  some  with  desperate  hands  themselves  have 
slain. 

Some  to  extinguish,  others  to  prevent, 
A  mad  devotion  to  one  dangerous  fair, 
Court  all  they  meet ;  in  hc^es  to  dissipate 
Ihe  cares  of  love  amongst  an  hundred  bride& 
Ih*  event  is  doubtful ;  for  there  are  who  find 
A  cure  in  this ;  there  are  who  find  it  not 
*T  is  no  relief,  alas !  it  rvdier  galls 
The  wound,  to  those  who  are  sincerely  sick. 
For  while  from  feverish  and  tumultuous  joys 
The  nerves  grow  languid,  and  the  soul  subside^ 
The  tender  fency  snoarts  with  every  sting, 
And  what  was  lovebefiore  is  madness  now. 
Is  health  your  care,  or  luxury  your  aim. 
Be  temperate  still  t  vrhen  Nature  bi^  obey ; 
Her  wild  impatient  sallies  bear  no  curb : 
But  when  the  prurient  habit  of  deUgfat, 
Or  loose  imagination,  spurs  you  on 
To  deeds  above  your  strength,  impute  it  not 
To  Nature :  Nature  all  compulsion  hatesL 
Ah !  let  not  luxury  nor  vain  renown 
Urge  you  to  feats  you  well  might  sleep  without ; 
To  make  what  should  be  rmpture  a  fetigue^ 
A  tedious  task  ;  nor  in  the  wanton  arms 
Of  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down* 
For  from  the  coUiquadon  of  soft  joys 
How  chuig'd  you  rise!  the  ghost  of  what  you  vrasf 
Languid,  and  melancholy,  and  gaunt,  and  wan ; 
Your  veins  exhausted,  and  your  nerves  unstrung. 
Spoil*d  of  Its  balm  and  sprighdy  aest,  the  blood 
Grows  vapid  phlegm  ;  along  the  tender  nerves 
(To  each  sUght  impulse  tremblingly  awake) 
A  subtle  fiend  that  mimics  all  the  pbguea, 
Rapid  and  restless  springs  fttMn  part  to  part. 
The  blooming  honours  of  your  youdi  are  fallen ; 
Your  rigour  pines ;  your  rital  powers  decay ; 
Diseases  haunt  you ;  and  untimely  ^ige 
Creeps  on;  unsocial,  impotent,  and  lewd. 
Infatuate,  impious  epicure !  to  waste 
The  stores  of  pleasure,  cheerfrilness,  and  health  f 
Infetuate  all  who  make  delight  their  trade, 
And  coy  podition  every  hour  pumie. 

Who  pines  with  love,  or  in  lascivious  flames 
Consumes,  is  with  his  own  consent  undone ; 
He  chooses  to  be  wretched,  to  be  mad ; 
And  wam'd,  proceeds,  and  wilful  to  his  fate. 
But  there  *s  a  passion,  whose  tempestuous  sway 
Tears  op  each  virtue  planted  in  his  breast,* 
And  shakes  to  ruins  proud  philosophy. 
For  pale  and  trembling  anger  rushes  in. 
With  fiuilt'ring  speech,  and  eyes  that  wildly  stare ; 
Fierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  than  the  seas,  [strength. 
Desperate,    and  arm*d   with  more   than  human 
How  soon  the  calm,  humane,  and  polish*d  man 
Forgets  compunction,  and  starts  up  a  fiend  ! 
Who  pines  in  love,  or  wastes  with  silent  cares, 
Envy>  or  ignominy,  or  tender  grief. 
Slowly  defends,  and  ling'ring,  to  the  shadea: 
But  he  whom  anger  stings,  drops,  if  he  die% 
At  once^  and  rushes  apoplectic  down; 
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Or  a  fierce  fever  hunies  htm  to  Hdl* 
For,  «8  tbe  body  tlirougli  lumumber'd  storings 
ReYerberstes  each  vibntion  of  the  soul; 
As  IS  the  passion,  such  is  sdU  the  pain 
The  bod  J  feels :  or  chronic,  or  acute. 
And  oft  a  sudden  storm  at  once  o'eipowers 
'Hie  life,  or  gives  your  reason  to  the  winds. 
Such  fates  attend  the  rash  alann  of  fear. 
And  sudden  grief,  and  rage,  and  sudden  joy. 

Tbeie  aii^  meantime^  to  wliom  the  baist*rous  fit 
Is  health,  and  only  fills  the  sails  of  lifib 
For  where  the  mind  a  torpid  winter  leads, 
Wrapt  in  a  body  corpulent  and  cold. 
And  each  dogg'd  function  lasily  moves  on ; 
A  cenerous  sally  spurns  tfa'  incumbent  load, 
Uiuoclcfl  the  bicflst,  and  gives  a  cordial  glow. 
But  if  youF  wntfaftil  blood  is  apt  to  boil, 
Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritably  strung, 
Wave  di]  dispute ;  be  cautious,  if  you  joke ; 
Keep  Lent  fer  ever,  and  forswear  the  bowL 
For  one  rash  moment  sends  you  to  the  shades, 
Or  shatters  ev*ry  hopeftil  sd^me  of  life^ 
And  gives  to  horrour  all  your  days  to  come. 
Fate,  arm*d  with  thunder,  fire,  and  ev'ry  plague. 
That  ruins^  tortfires,  or  distracts  mankind. 
And  makes  the  happy  vrretdied  in  an  hour, 
0*erwfaelms  you  not  with  woes  so  horrible 
As  your  own  wrath,  nor  gives  more  sudden  blowSi 

While  cfaoler  vrorks^  good  friend,  jou  may  be 
vmNig. 
Distrust  yourself,  and  deep  before  you  fight. 
*T  is  pot  too  hOe  to-morrow  to  be  breve; 
If  honour  bids,  to-morrow  kill  or  dicw 
But  caln»adrioe  against  a  raging  fit 
Avaib  tpo  little ;  and  it  breves  the  power 
Of  all  that  ever  taught  in  prose  or  song. 
To  tame  the  fiend,  that  sleeps  a  gentle  hunb^ 
And  wakes  a  lion.     Unprovok'd  and  cafan. 
You  reason  well ;  see  as  you  ou{^  to  see. 
And  wonder  at  Uie  madness  of  mankind : 
Seis'd  with  the  common  rage,  you  soon  forget 
The  qieculations  of  your  wiser  hours. 
Beset  with  furies  of  all  deadly  shapes. 
Fierce  and  insidions,  violent  and  slow  t 
With  all  that  urge  or  lure  us  on  to  fete : 
What  refiige  shall  we  sedL?  what  arms  prepare  ? 


Where  reason  proves  Coo  weak,  or  void 
To  cope  with  subtle  or  impetnous 
I  would  invoke  new  passiains  to  your  aid : 
With  indignation  would  extinguish  fear  ; 
With  fear,  or  generous  pity,  vanquish  rage  ; 
And  love  with  pride ;  and  force  to  Ibvoe 

There  is  a  charm,  a  power,  that  sw^s  thel 
Bids  every  passion  revel  or  be  still ; 
Inspires  with  r^^  or  all  your  cares 
Can  soodie  distraction,  and  almost 
That  power  is  music :  tar  beyood  ihtt 
Of  diose  umneaning  vraibleri  on  oar 
Those  clumsy  heroes,  those  Ist4ifded  god^ 
Who  move  no  psssinn  jusdy  but  '•"■«*^"|'^ : 
Who,  like  our  dancen  (light  indeed  and  stns^!) 
Do  wond'rous  feati^  hot  neva 
The  feult  is  oun ;  vre  bear  those 
Gtxid  Heaven !  vre  praise  them : 

peals 
Applaud  the  fool  that  higjiest  lilb  hb  beds  ; 
And  with  inapid  show  of  rapture,  die 
Of  idiot  notes  impertinently  long. 
But  he  the  Muse's  laurel  justly  shares, 
A  poet  he,  and  toud>*d  with  Heaven's  own  I 
Who,  with  bold  rage  or  solemn  pomp 
Inflames,  exalts,  and  ravishes  die  sonl ; 
Now  tender,  plaintive,  sweet  almost  to  pain. 
In  love  dissolves  you ;  now  in  sprigjbtly 
Breathes  a  gay    rapture  through    your 


Or  melts  the  hearts  with  ain  divinely  sad  ; 
Or  vrakes  to  hommr  the  tremendous  striaga. 
Such  was  the  bard,  whose  heavenly  strains  of  oU 
Appeas'd  the  fiend  of  melancholy  Saul. 
Sudi  was,  if  old  and  heathen  feme  aay  tm^ 
Tlie  man  vrhobade  the  Tlieban  domes 
And  tam'd  the  savage  nations  with  his 
And  such  the  Tliraaan,  vrhoae  melodioas  lyn^ 
T\m*d  to  soft  woe,  made  all  the  mount 
Soodi'd  even  th*  inexorable  powers  of  HeO, 
And  half  redeem'd  his  lost  Eurydice. 
Music  exalts  each  joy,  allays  eadh  grie^ 
Expels  diseases,  sofWns  every  pain. 
Subdues  the  rageof  poison  md  of  plague; 
And  hence  the  wise  of  ancient  days  adar*d 
One  power  of  physic,  mdody,  and  song. 
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JOSEPH  WARTON. 


Joam  Waetok,  D.  D.,  born  in  1782,  wag  the 
eldest  son  of  the  Ren  Thomas  Warton,  poetry-pro- 
ftssor  at  Oxford,  and  Vicar  of  Basingstoke.  He 
laoeiTed  his  early  education  under  his  father,  and  at 
tlw  age  of  fourteen  was  admitted  on  the  foundation 
at  Wmcbester  school.  He  was  afterwards  enteted 
of  Oriel  college,  Oxford,  where  he  assiduously  cal- 
titated  his  literary  taste,  and  composed  some  pieoas 
of  poetry,  which  were  afterwards  printed.  Himng 
taken  the  degree  of  B.D.  he  became  curate  to  his 
Ihthcr  at  Basingstoke;  and  in  1746  remored  to  a 
■milar  employment  at  Chelsea.  In  1748  he  waa 
presented  by  the  Duke  of  Bolton  to  the  rectory 
of  Winslade,  soon  after  which  he  married.  He  ac- 
oompanied  his  patron  in  1751  on  a  tour  to  the 
south  of  FVance ;  and  after  hb  return  he  completed 
an  edition  of  Virgil,  in  Latin  and  English;  of 
which  the  Eclogues  and  Georgics  were  his  own 
composition,  the  Endd  was  the  version  of  Pitt 
Warton  also  contributed  notes  on  the  whole,  and 
added  three  preliminary  essays,  on  pastoral,  didac- 
tic and  epic  poetry.  When  the  Adventurer  was 
undertaken  by  Dr.  Hawkswortli,  Warton,  through 
the  medium  of  Dr.  Johnson,  was  invited  to  become 
a  oontributor,  and  his  compliance  with  this  request 
produced  twenty-four  pliers,  of  which  the  greater 
part  were  essays  on  critical  topics. 

In  1755  he  was  elected  second  master  of  Win- 
chester school,  with  the  accompanying  advantage  of 
a  boarding-house.  In  the  following  year  there  ap- 
peared, but  without  his  name,  the  first  volume,  8vo., 
of  hii  *<  Essay  on  die  Writings  and   Genius  of 


Pope.*'  Scarcely  any  work  of  the  kind  has  alTonJlad 
more  entertainment,  fitnn  the  vivacity  of  its  ra- 
marks,  the  taste  displayed  in  its  criticisms,  and  tiw 
various  anecdotes  of  which  it  became  the  vehicle; 
though  some  of  the  last  were  of  a  freer  cast  than 
perfectly  became  his  character.  Thia  reason,  per- 
haps, caused  the  second  volume  to  be  kept  bsck  till 
twenty-^x  years  after.  In  1766  he  was  advanced 
to  the  post  of  head-master  of  Winchester  school,  on 
which  occasion  he  visited  Oxford,  and  took  the  d^ 
grees  of  bachelor  and  doctor  of  divinity. 

Tlie  remainder  of  his  life  waa  chieiy  occupied  by 
sdiemes  of  publications,  and  by  new  prefennent% 
of  the  last  of  which  he  obtained  a  good  share,  though 
of  moderate  rank.-  In  1793  he  closed  his  long  »- 
hours  at  Winchester  by  a  resignation  of  the  master- 
ship, upon  which  he  retired  to  his  rectory  of  Wick- 
ham.  Still  fond  of  literary  employment,  he  ae» 
oepted  a  proposal  of  the  booksellers  to  superintend 
an  edition  of  Pope's  works,  which  was  completed* 
in  1797,  in  nine  vols.  Svo.  Other  engagements  still 
pursued  him,  till  his  death,  in  his  78th  year,  Fe- 
bruary, 180a  The  Wiccamists  attested  their  regard 
to  his  memofTj  by  erecting  an  elegant  monument 
over  his  tomb  m  Winchester  cathedral. 

Tlie  poems  of  Dr.  Warton  consist  of  miacell*. 
neooa  and  occasional  pieces,  displaying  a  cultivated 
taste,  and  an  exercised  imagination,  but  without  any 
chum  to  originality.  His  •<  Ode  to  Fancy,'*  ffarH 
published  in  Dodsley's  coUectiony  it  pertM^  UhI 
which  has  been  the  moat  admired. 
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ODE  TO  FANCY. 

\J  rAKCMT  of  eadi  lovdy  Muae, 

Thy  apiiit  o'er  my  soul  difiiise^ 

0*er  all  my  artless  songs  pi^de. 

My  footsteps  to  thy  temple  guide. 

To  offer  at  thy  turf-built  shrine, 

In  golden  cups  no  costly  wine, 

No  murder'd  fatling  of  the  flock, 

But  flowers  and  honey  from  the  rock. 

O  nymph  with  loosely-flowing  hair, 

With  buskin*d  leg,  and  bosom  bare. 

Thy  waist  with  myrtle-girdle  bound, 

Tliy  brows  with  Indian  feathers  crown'd. 

Waving  in  tfay  snowy  hand 

An  all-commanding  magic  wand. 

Of  pow'r  to  bid  fresh  gardens  blow, 

*Mid  cheerless  Lapland's  barren  snow. 

Whose  rapid  wings  thy  flight  convey 

Hiro*  air,  and  over  earth  and  sea. 

While  the  vast  various  landscape  lies 

Conspicuous  to  thy  pierdng  eyes. 

O  lover  of  the  desert,  hail ! 

Say,  in  what  deep  and  pathless  vale^ 

Or  on  what  hoary  mountain's  side, 

*Mid  fall  oi  waters,  you  reside, 

'Mid  broken  rocks,  a  rugeed  scene, 

With  green  and  grassy  (UJes  between, 

'Mid  forests  dark  of  aged  oak. 

Ne'er  echoing  with  the  woodman's  stroke, 

Where  never  human  art  appear'd. 

Nor  ev'n  one  straw-roof 'd  cot  was  rear'd. 

Where  Native  seems  to  sit  alone, 

Majestic  on  a  craggy  throne ; 

Tell  me  the  path,  sweet  wand'rer,  tell. 

To  thy  unknown  sequester'd  cell. 

Where  woodbines  cluster  round  the  door. 

Where  shells  and  moss  o'erlay  the  floor, 

And  .on  whose  top  an  hawthorn  blows, 

Amid  whose  thickly-woven  boughs 

Some  nightingale  still  buflds  her  nest, 

Each  evening  warbling  thee  to  rest : 

Then  lay  me  by  the  haunted  stream. 

Rapt  in  some  wild,  poetic  dream. 

In  converse  While  methinks  I  rove 

With  Spenser  through  a  flury  grove  ; 

Till,  suddenly  awak'd,  I  hear 

Strange  whisper'd  music  in  my  ear. 

And  my  glad  soul  in  bliss  is  drown'd 

By  the  sweetly-soothing  sound  ! 

Me,  goddess,  by  the  right  hand  lead 

Sometimes  through  the  yellow  mead. 

Where  Joy  and  white-rob'd  Peace  resort. 

And  Venus  keeps  her  festive  court. 

Where  Mirth  and  Youth  each  evening  meet, 

And  lightly  trip  with  nimble  feet, 

Nodding  their  lily-crowned  heads, 

Where  Laughter  rose-lipp'd  Hebe  leads, 

Where  Echo  walks  steep  hills  among, 

List'ning  to  the  shepherd's  song  : 

Yet  not  these  flowery  fields  of  joy 

Can  long  my  pensive  mind  employ. 

Haste,  Fancy,  from  the  scenes  of  folly. 

To  meet  the  matron  Melancholy, 

Goddess  of  the  tearful  eye,      • 

That  loves  to  fold  her  arms,  and  sigh  ; 

I^t  us  with  silent  footsteps  go 

To  chamois  and  the  house  of  woe, 


To  Oocfaic  chuff hfi,  vmlti, 
Where  each  aad  ni^t  som 
With  throbbing  brent,  and  ftded 
Her  promis'd  bridegrooin's  um  to 
Or  to  some  abbey's  moold'rtng  tow'i% 
Where,  to  avoid  cold  wintry  sliow*n^ 
Tfaenakcd i>^^;ar  shivering  lies, 
While  whistUng  tempests  round  her  rii 
And  trembles  lest  the  tottering  wall 
Should  on  her  sleeping  in&nts  fiUL 
Now  let  us  louder  strike  the  lyre^ 
For  my  heart  glows  with  martial  fiic^ 
I  feel,  I  feel,  with  sudden  heat, 
My  big  tumultuous  boaom  beat; 
The  trumpet's  clangours  pierce  mj  car^ 
A  thousand  widows*  shrieks  I  hear  ; 
Give  me  another  horse,  I  cry, 
Lo !  the  base  GaUic  squadrona  fly  ; 
Whence  is  this  rage? — what  spirit  aqr» 
To  battle  hurries  me  avray  ? 
'T  is  Fancy,  in  her  fiery  car, 
Thmsports  me  to  the  thickest  war. 
There  whirls  me  o'er  the  hiUs  at  slain, 

^  Where  Tumult  and  Destruction  reign  ; 

'  Where  mad  with  pain,  the  wounded  alccd 
Tramples  the  dying  and  the  dead ; 
Where  giant  Terrour  stalks  around. 
With  sullen  joy  surveys  the  ground. 
And,  pointing  to  th*  ensanguin'd  field. 
Shakes  his  dreadful  goi^n  shield ! 
O  guide  me  from  this  horrid  seenc. 
To  high-arch'd  walks  and  alleys  green. 
Which  lovdy  Laura  seeks,  to  shun 
The  fervours  of  the  nud-day  sun ; 
The  pangs  of  absence,  O  remove ! 
For  thou  canst  place  me  near  my  lovc^ 
Canst  fold  in  visionary  bliss, 
And  let  me  think  I  steal  a  km, 
While  her  ruby  lips  diqwnse 
Luscious  nectar's  quintessence ! 
When  young-eyed  Spring  proAnely  thnmi 
FVom  her  green  lap  the  pink  and  rnae^ 
When  the  soft  turtle  of  the  dale 
To  Summer  tells  her  tender  talc^ 
When  Autumn  cooling  caverns  se^s. 
And  stains  vrith  wine  his  jaSlj  cheeks  ; 
When  Winter,  like  poor  pilgrim  old. 
Shakes  his  silver  beard  with  cold  ; 
At  every  season  let  my  ear 
Thy  solemn  whispers.  Fancy,  hear. 
O  warm,  enthusiastic  maid, 
A^thout  thy  powerful,  vital  aid, 
Hiat  breathes  an  energy  divine. 
That  gives  a  soul  to  every  linc^ 
Ne'er  may  I  strive  with  lips  profane 
To  utter  an  unhallow'd  strain. 
Nor  dare  to  touch  the  sacred  strings 
Save  when  vrith  smiles  thou  bidd'st  me  m 
O  hear  our  prayer,  O  hither  come 
From  thy  lamented  Shakspeare's  lomb^ 
On  which  thou  lov'st  to  sit  at  evc^ 
Musing  o'er  thy  darling's  grave ; 
O  queen  of  numbers,  once  again 
Ammate  some  diosen  swain. 
Who,  filled  with  unexhausted  fire. 
May  boldly  smite  the  sounding  lyre^ 
Who  with  some  new  unequall'd  son^ 
May  rise  above  the  rhyming  tiirong, 
O'er  all  our  list'ning  passions  reign, 
O'erwhelm  our  souls  with  joy  and  pain, 
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With  torrour  Atke,  and  pity  move, 
Rome  with  revenge,  or  melt  with  love ; 
O  deign  t'  attend  his  evening  walk. 
With  him  in  groves  and  grottoes  talk ; 
Teach  him  to  scorn  with  frigid  art 
Feebly  to  touch  th*  unraptur'd  heart ; 
Like  lightning,  let  his  mighty  verse 
llie  bosom's  inmost  foldings  pierce ; 
With  native  beauties  vrin  applause 
Beyond  cold  critics*  studied  laws ; 
O  let  each  Muse*s  fiune  increase^ 
O  bid  Britannia  rival  Greece ! 


VERSES: 

WKimir   AT   MOMTAITBAK   IN   FBAMCS,    1750> 

Takk,  how  delightful  wind  thy  willow*d  waves, 

But  ah  !  they  fhictify  a  land  c^  slaves ! 

In  vain  thy  bare-foot,  sun-burnt  peasants  hide 

With  luscious  gnpes  yon  hill's  romantic  side ; 

No  cups  nectareous  shall  their  toil  repay. 

The  priest's^  the  soldier's,  and  the  fermier*s  prey  : 

Vain  glows  this  Sun,  in  cloudless  glory  drest. 

That  strikes  fresh  vigour  through  the  pining  breast; 


Give  me,  beneath  a  colder,  changeful  sky. 

My  soul's  best,  only  pleasure.  Liberty ! 

What  millions  perish'd  near  thy  mournful  flood  *, 

When  the  red  papal  tyrant  cry*d  out  —  *<  Blood  !*' 

Less  fierce  the  Saracen,  and  quiver'd  Moor, 

That  dash'd  thy  infants  'gainst  the  stones  of  yore. 

Be  wam'd,  ye  nations  round ;  and  trembling  see 

Dire  superstition  quench  humanity ! 

By  all  the  chiefs  in  freedom's  battles  los^ 

By  wise  and  virtuous  Alfred's  aweful  ghost; 

By  old  Galgacus*  scythed,  iron  car. 

That,  swiftly  whirling  through  the  walks  of  war, 

Dash'd   Roman    bl«>d,  and  crush'd  the  fioraign 

throngs; 
By  holy  Druids*  courage-breathing  songs ; 
By  fierce  Bonduca's  shield  and  foaming  steeds; 
By  the  bold  Peers  that  met  on  Thames*s  meads  ; 
By  the  fifth  Henry's  helm  and  lightning  spear  ; 
O  Liberty,  my  warm  petition  hear ; 
Be  Albion  still  thy  joy !  with  her  remain. 
Long  as  the  surge  shall  lash  her  oak-crovm'd  plain ! 

*  Alluding  to  the  persecutions  of  the  FrotestairtB, 
and  the  wars  of  the  Saracens^  carried  on  in  tfat; 
southern  provincee  of  FVanoe. 
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BOMAs  Waeton,  younger  brother  of  the  pre- 
ceding, a  distinguished  poet,  and  a  historian  of 
poetry,  was  bom  at  Basingstoke  in  17528.  lie  was 
educated  under  his  father  till  1743,  when  he  was 
admitted  a  commoner  of  TVinity  coli^^,  Oxford. 
Here  he  exercised  his  poetical  talent  to  so  much  ad^ 
vantage,  that,  on  the  appearance  of  Mason's  Elegy 
of  Isis,  whidi  severely  reflected  on  the  disloyalty  of 
Oxford  at  that  period,  he  was  encouraged  by  Dr. 
Huddesford,  president  of  his  college,  to  vindicate 
the  cause  of  his  university.  This  task  he  performed 
with  great  applause,  by  writing,  in  his  twenty-first 
year,  "  The  Triumph  of  Isis,"  a  piece  of  much 
^irit  and  fancy,  in  which  he  retaliated  upon  the 
bard  of  Cam,  by  satirising  the  courtly  venality  then 
supposed  to  distinguish  the  rival  university.  His 
'*  Progress  of  Discontent,**  published  in  1750,  ex- 
hibited to  great  advantage  his  powers  in  the  familiar 
style,  and  his  talent  for  humour,  with  a  knowledge 
of  human  life,  extraordinary  at  his  early  age,  espe- 
cially if  composed,  as  it  is  said,  for  a  college  exer- 
cise  in  1746.  In  1750  he  took  the  degree  of  M.  A., 
and  in  the  following  year  became  a  fellow  of  his 
college. 

His  spirited  satire,  entitled  *'  Newmarket,*'  and 
pointed  against  the  ruinous  passion  for  the  turf;  his 
"  Ode  for  Music  ;'*  and  his  "  Verses  on  the  Death 
of  the  Prince  of  Wales,**  were  written  about  this 
time ;  and,  in  175S,  he  was  the  editor  of  a  small 
collection  of  poems,  under  the  title  of  "  Ihe 
Union,**  which  was  printed  at  Edinburgh,  and  con. 
tained  several  of  his  own  performances.  In  1754 
he  made  liimself  known  by  Observations  on 
Spenser*s  Faery  Queen,  in  one  volume,  afterwards 
enlarged  to  two ;  a  work  well  received  by  the  public, 
and  which  made  a  considerable  addition  to  his  lite- 
rary reputation.  So  high  was  his  character  in  the 
University,  tliat  in  1757  he  was  elected  to  the  office 
of  its  poetry  professor,  which  he  held  for  the  usual 
period  of  ten  years,  and  rendered  respectable  by  the 
erudition  and  taste  displayed  in  his  lectures. 

It  does  not  appear  necessary  in  this  place  to  par- 
ticularize all  the  prose  compositions  which,  whether 
grave  or  humorous,  fell  at  this  time  from  his  pen  ; 
but  it  may  be  mentioned  that  verse  continued  occa- 
sionally to  occupy  his  thoughts,  and  that  having 


lamented  the  deatfi  of  George  II.»  in 
dressed  to  Mr.  Pitt,  he  continued  the  coiiitly 
in  poemson  the  marriage  of  George  IIL,  aadcntbe 
birth  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  both  printed  ia  tfaenw 
versity  collection.  In  1 7  70  he  gave  an  e>ditioo«  is  tvo 
volumes  4tOb,  of  the  Gredi  poet  TheocribBs,  vUck 
gave  him  celebrity  in  other  countries  besides  hb  ovil 
At  what  time  he  first  employed  himself  widk  ibeki^ 
tory  of  English  poetry,  we  are  not  infimued,,  bat  b 
1774  he  had  so  hr  proceeded  in  the  vrork  as  to  pdv 
lish  tlie  first  volume  in  4to.  He  afterwards  prkrtrd 
a  second  in  1778,  and  a  third  in  I78I ;  but  A 
labour  now  became  tiresome  to  hinneU^  and  iht 
great  compass  which  he  had  allotted  to  his  plan  w 
so  irksome,  that  an  unfinished  Ibuitfa  vcdm 
all  that  he  added  to  it. 

The  place  of  Camden  professor  of  hisforyy 
by  the  resignation  of  Sr  William  Soact,  was  tat 
close  of  his  professioaal  exertions ;  bat  soon  afor 
another  engagement  required  his  atteotion.  By 
His  Majesty's  express  desire^  the  poet  of  poet 
laureat  was  offered  to  him,  and  aeoepted»  and  be 
determined  to  use  his  best  endeavours  for  renderiag 
it  respectable.  Varying  the  nxmotony  of  anoivtr- 
sary  court  compliment  by  topics  better  adafrtcd  ta 
poetical  description,  he  improved  the  style  of  the 
laureate  odes,  though  his  lyric  stnuns  imdcrveBt 
some  ridicule  on  that  account. 

His  concluding  publication  was  an  editioo  of  the 
juvenile  poems  of  Milton,  of  which  the  first  vohaae 
made  its  appearance  in  1 785,  and  the  second  in  1790, 
a  short  time  before  his  death.  His  < 
began  to  give  way.  In  his  sixty-second 
attack  of  the  gout  shattered  hb  frame,  and 
ceeded  in  May,  1790,  by  a  paralytic  sesame, 
carried  him  off*,  at  his  lodgings  in  OxfionL  His 
remains  were  interred,  with  every  acadeniical  bonoer, 
in  the  chapel  of  lYinity  collie. 

Tlie  pieces  of  Thomas  Warton  arc  very  varioos  is 
subject,  and  none  of  them  long,  whence  he  anitf 
only  rank  among  the  minor  poets ;  but  statteij  oee 
of  that  tribe  has  noted  with  finer  obaervatioii  the 
minute  circumstances  in  rural  nature  that  «A»d 
pleasure  in  description,  or  has  derived  from  de 
regions  of  fiction  more  animated  and  pictiiiesqiie 
scenery. 
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ODE  TO  THE  FIRST  OF  APRIL. 

W  RB  dalliance  rude  young  Zephyr  wooct 
Coy  May.     Fbll  oft  widi  kind  eicuse 
Tlw  boisterous  bo^  the  fidr  denies. 
Or  with  ascomlul  smile  complies. 

Mindful  of  disaster  past, 
And  shrinking  at  the  northern  blast, 
Tlw  sleety  storm  returning  still, 
The  morning  boar,  and  evening  chill ; 
Reluctant  comes  die  timid  Spring. 
Scarce  a  bee,  with  airy  ring. 
Murmurs  the  bloosom'd  boughs  around, 
Tlwt  clothe  the  garden's  southern  bound : 
Scarce  a  sickly  straggling  flower. 
Decks  the  rough  castle's  rifted  tower : 
Scarce  the  hardy  primrose  peeps 
¥Vom  the  dark  dell's  entangled  steeps ; 
O'er  the  fields  of  waring  broom 
Slowly  shoots  the  golden  bloom : 
And,  but  by  fits,  the  furse-dad  dale 
Tinctures  the  transitory  gale. 
"While  from  the  shrubbery's  naked  maie^ 
'Where  the  vegetable  blase 
Of  Flora's  bnghtert  *broidery  shone. 
Every  cfaequer'd  charm  is  flown ; 
Save  that  fine  lilac  hangs  to  riew 
Its  bunting  gems  in  clusters  blue. 

Scant  along  the  ridgy  land 
The  beans  thor  new.4iom  ranks  expand : 
The  fie9hi4um*d  soil  with  tender  Uadca 
TUnly  the  sprouting  barley  shades; 
Fringing  the  forest's  derious  edge. 
Half  rob'd  appears  the  hawthorn  hedge ; 
Or  to  the  di^ant  eye  displays 
Weakly  green  its  budding  sprays. 

The  swallow,  for  a  moment  seen. 
Skims  in  haste  the  village  green ; 
Tram  the  gray  moor,  on  feeble  wing^ 
Tlie  screaming  plovers  idly  spring : 
Tlw  butterfly,  gay-painted  soon, 
Explores  awldle  the  tepid  noon : 
And  fondly  trusts  its  tender  dyes 
To  fickle  suns,  and  flattering  skies. 

Fraught  witfi  a  transient,  frasen  shower, 
If  a  cloud  should  haply  lower, 
Sailing  o'er  the  landscape  dark. 
Mute  on  a  sudden  is  the  lark ; 
But  when  gleams  the  Sun  again 
O'er  the  pori-besprinkled  plain, 
And  from  behind  his  watery  vail 
Looks  dvough  the  thin  descending  hail ; 
Sbe  mounts  and,  lessening  to  the  sight. 
Salutes  the  blithe  return  of  light. 
And  high  her  tuneful  track  pursues 
Mid  the  dim  rainbow's  scatter'd  hues. 

Wbera  in  venersble  rows 
Widely  waving  oaks  enclose 
The  mote  of  yonder  antique  hall. 
Swarm  the  rooks  with  clamorous  call; 
And  to  the  toils  of  nature  true. 
Wreath  their  capacious  neste  anew. 

Musing  tfarouoh  the  lawny  park. 
The  lonely  poet  loves  to  marie 
How  various  greens  in  fiunt  degrees 
Tin^  the  tall  graupes  of  various  trees ; 
Wlulc,  careless  of  the  changing  year, 
lite  pine  cero1can»  never  sere, 


Towen  dirtingwish'd  from  the  rert. 
And  proudly  vaunto  her  winter  vesL 

Within  some  whispering  osier'isle^ 
Where  Glym's  *  low  banks  neglected  smile  ; 
And  each  trim  meadow  still  retains 
The  wintry  tonent's  ooiy  stains : 
Beneath  a  willow,  long  forsook, 
Ihe  fiaber  se^s  his  custom'd  nook ; 
And  bursting  through  tfae^rsckling  se^g^ 
That  crowns  the  current's  cavcm'd  edlgc^ 
He  startles  fttim  the  bordering  wood 
The  bashful  wild^uck's  early  brood. 

O'er  the  broad  downs,  a  novel  noe^ 
Frisk  the  lambs  with  fiuilteiing  pacc^ 
And  with  eager  bleatings  fiill 
The  foss  that  skirte  the  beaoon'd  hilL 

His  free-bom  vigour  yet  unbroke 
To  lordly  man's  usurping  yoke. 
The  bounding  colt  forgets  to  .play. 
Basking  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray, 
And  stretch'd  among  the  daisies  pied 
Of  a  green  dingle's  sloping  side : 
While  far  beneath,  whore  Nature  spreada 
Her  boundless  length  of  level  meads, 
In  loose  luxuriance  taught  to  stray 
A  thousand  tumbling  ruls  inlay 
With  silver  veins  tfie  vale^  or  pass 
Redundant  through  the  Twirling 

Yet,  in  these  presaoes  rude^ 
Midst  her  pensive  sobtude. 
Fancy,  with  prophetic  glance^ 
Sees  the  teeming  months  advance ; 
The  field,  the  forest,  green  and  gay, 
The  dappled  slope,  the  tedded  hay ; 
Sees  the  reddening  orchard  blow. 
The  harvest  wave,  the  vintage  flow; 
Sees  June  unfold  his  glossy  robe 
Of  thousand  hues  o'er  all  the  globe ; 
Sees  Ceres  gra^  her  crown  of  corny 
And  plenty  load  her  ample  hon. 


ODE. 

THE  CRUSADB. 

Bouvn  for  holy  Palestine^ 
Nimbly  we  brush'd  the  l^d  brina^ 
All  in  asure  steel  array'd ; 
O'er  the  wave  our  weapons  phqr'd. 
And  made  the  dancing  bfllowa  glcnr  ; 
High  upon  the  trophied  prow. 
Many  a  warrior-minatrel  swung 
His  sounding  harp,  and  boldly  sung : 

"  Syrian  virgins,  wail  and  wee|]^       > 
English  Richa^  plows  the  deep  I 
TVnnble,  watchmen,  as  ye  spy 
Fhxn  distant  towers,  whh  audous  eye^ 

*  The  Glym  is  a  small  river  in  OxfbfdsUre^floivb 
ing  through  Warton's  parish  of  Kiddington,  or 
Cuddii^;ton,  and  dividing  it  into  upper  and  lower 
town.  It  is  described  by  himBelf  in  hia  account  of 
Caddingtsa,  as  a  deep  but  nanow  straam,  wfaiding 
through  wiUowed  meadows,  and  abonnding  in 
trouta,  pikas,  and  wild-ftmL  It  gives  name  to  the 
village  of  Olymoi^  which  ad|ioiiii  to  Kiddington. 
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The  ndiuit  ni^  of  AmU  and  lanee 

Down  Damacus'  failb  adduce : 

Fhna  Sion*s  turrets  as  afiv 

Ye  ken  tbe  maicfa  of  Europe's  war ! 

Saladin,  thou  paynim  king, 

From  Albion's  ule  revenge  we  bring ! 

On  Aeon's  spiiy  dtadel. 

Though  to  the  gale  thy  bannefs  swell, 

Fictur'd  with  the  silver  Moon ; 

England  shall  end  thy  glory  soon ! 

In  vain,  to  break  our  firm  array. 

Thy  braaen  drums  hoarse  discord  bray: 

Those  sounds  our  rising  ftiry  fim : 

English  Richard  in  the  van. 

On  to  victory  we  go^ 

A  vaunting  infidel  the  foe." 

Blondel  led  the  tuneful  band. 
And  swept  the  wire  vrith  glowing  hand. 
Cyprus,  firom  her  rocky  mound, 
And  Cret^  with  piny  verdure  crown'd. 
Far  along  the  smiling  main 
Echoed  &e  prophetic  strain. 

Soon  we  kiss'd  the  saoed  earth 
lliat  gave  a  murder'd  Saviour  birth ; 
Tlien  with  ardour  firesh  endu'd, 
Hius  the  solemn  soug  renew'd. 

*'  Lo,  the  toUsoime  voyage  past. 
Heaven's  fiivour'd  hills  iqipear  at  last ! 
Object  of  our  holy  vow, 
We  tread  the  Tynan  valleys  now. 
FVom  Carmel's  almond-shaded  steep 
We  feel  the  dieering  fragrance  creep : 
O'er  Engaddi's  shrubs  of  balm 
Waves  the  date-empurpl'd  palm: 
See  Lebanon's  aqnring  head 
Wide  his  immortsl  umbrsge  spread! 
Hail  Calvary,  thou  mountain  hoar. 
Wet  with  our  Redeemer's  gore ! 
Ye  trampled  tombs,  ye  fimes  foriom. 
Ye  stones*  by  teata  of  pilgrims  worn; 
Your  ravish'd  honours  to  restore, 
Fearless  we  dimb  this  hostile  shore ! 
And  thou,  the  sepulchre  of  God; 
By  mocking  pagans  rudely  trod. 
Bereft  of  every  aweAil  rite. 
And  quench'd  thy  lamps  that  beam'd  so  bri^t ; 
For  thee,  from  Britain's  distant  coast, 
Lo^  Richard  leads  his  faithful  host ! 
Aloft  in  his  heroic  hand. 
Blazing  like  the  beacon's  brand, 
O'er  the  iar-4ifiHghted  fields, 
Resistless  KaKbum  *  he  wields. 
Proud  Sanoen,  pollute  no  more 
The  shrines  by  martyrs  built  of  yore  > 
From  each  wild  mountain's  tnddeas  crown 
In  vain  thy  gloomy  castles  frown : 
Hiy  battenng  engines,  huge  and  high. 
In  vain  onrateel-clad  steedi  defy ; 
And,  rolling  in  terrific  state 
On  giant-wheds  harsh  thunders  grate. 
When  eve  has  hush'd  the  bossing  camp^ 
Amid  the  moon-light  vapours  damp, 
Thy  neamnabtic  fiorms,  in  vain. 
Haunt  ua  on  the  tented  plain : 

*  Kalibttnl  is  tiie  sword  t£  king  AfUmr,;  wbicfay 
as  tba  monkiah  bistorians  sar^,  came  into  the 


sion  of  Badiatd  I.»  and  WW  fhen  by  HMtmoiiaiiofa, 
in  the  CkiMBda%  to  Tknoed  &g  ef  aci]^»  Ma  npiai 
pressmt  of  iiHMiBMdito  talnt^  ibom  Ite  ytir  U90i 


Webidtiw 

Ashtarotl^  and  Tenuagaunttf 
With  many  a  demon,  pale  of  faoi^ 
Doom'd  to  drink  the  bitter  dew, 
lliat  drops  from  Macon*s  sooty  tree^ 
Mid  the  dread  grove  of  ebony. 
Nor  magic  diarais,  nor  fiends  of  Htfl, 
The  Christian's  hc4y  ooursge  qasQ. 

Salem,  in  andent  nujccty 
Arise^  and  Cft  thee  to  tiie  dcy ! 
Soon  on  thy  battlements  divine 
Shall  vrave  the  badge  of  Constaadaa 
Ye  barims,  to  the  Sua  unfold 
Our  crass  with  crimson  wove  and  goUr 


PROGRESS  OF  DISCONTENT. 

Whbk  now  mature  in  classic  kiMwle%i^ 
The  joyful  youth  is  sent  to  coUcgt^ 
His  &dier  come%  a  vicar  plain, 
At  Oxford  bred— in  Anna's  reign, 
And  thus,  in  form  of  hnmfaie  soitory 
Bowing  accosts  a  reverend  tator: 
'<  Sir,  I'm  a  Glo'stefsfaire  divine^ 
And  this  my  eldest  son  of  nine ; 
My  wife's  amotion  and  my  own 
Was  that  Ibis  child  sfaoild  war  a  gova : 
rU  warrant  that  his  good  bcfaavidor 
Will  justify  your  fiitare  finmur ; 
And,  for  his  parta^  to  tell  the  truth, 
.  My  son  's  a  very  forward  yoalh  ;  ' 
Has  Horace  all  by  heart —  yon  'd  waote— 
And  mouths  out  Homer's  Greek  Gke  thodft 
If  you  'd  examine*— and  adaoit  Imi^ 
A  scholarBhip  would  nicdy  fit  him; 
That  be  succeeds  't  is  ten  to  one ; 
Your  vote  and  interest,  sir !"  —  'T  b  dose. 

Our  pupil's  hopes,  tfaou^  twice  ddstd^ 
Are  wiUi  a  scholarship  conqileted : 
A  ■'•N>)srtfiip  but  half  nrwi^fw*^ 
And  coUege-nilea  are  heavy  cfadns: 
In  garret  dark  he  smokes  and  pnn% 
A  prey  to  discipline  and  duna; 
And  now,  intent  on  new  dedgns, 
Sij^  for  a  fellowah^  —  and  fuKSb 

When  nine  full  tedious  winters  psit|t 
That  utmost  wish  b  crown'd  at  hit: 
But  the  rich  prise  no  aooocr  gol^ 
Again  he  quarreb  with  his  lot: 
«  These  fdlowships  are  pretty  thiag^ 
We  live  indeed  like  petty  kings : 
But  who  can  bear  to  waste  his  whole  igt 
Amid  the  dullness  of  a  collttre, 
Debarr'd  the  common  joys  of  lifie^ 
And  that  prime  bliss— a  loving  wife! 
O!  vrhat 's  a  taUe  liddy  spread, 
Without  a  woman  at  ito  head  ? 

t  Asfatarodi  ismentiaoedby  MihansssgoB^ 
name  of  the  Syrian  ddtiea:  Fte.  Li»t,L4Si  Asd 
Termagaunt  ia  the  name  given  in  the  old  notftf 
to  the  god  of  die  Saracens.  See  Percy's  B^'V'^ 
voL  i.  p.  74.  , 

^  The  sdiolars  of  Trinity  are  mpemai^  " 
they  do  npt  sneoeed  to.  fieUqwdii^  ta  tmV" 
aftor  theur  electio|i  to  aetokt^hipL 


PROGRESS  OF  DISCONTENT. 


71S 


^ould  MHDe  iDug  benefice  hut  &11, 

fe  feasts,  ye  dmnfrs !  farewell  all! 

To  offices  I*d  bid  adieu, 

>f  dean,  Tice  pnea.  —  of  bunar  too  ; 

3oine  joys,  that  rural  quiet  yields, 

iyome,  tytbes,  and  houae^  and  fruitful  fields  I 

Too  fond  of  freedom  and  of  ease 
I  patron's  Tanity  to  please, 
[iOng  time  he  watches,  and  by  stealth, 
Each  frsil  incumbent's  doubtful  healUi ; 
\t  length,  and  in  his  fortieth  year, 
1  liring  drops  —  two  hundred  dear  ! 
^th  breast  elate  beyond  expression, 
le  hurries  down  to  take  possession, 
iVith  rqiture  views  the  sweet  retreat  — 
*  MThat  a  convenient  house  !  how  neat ! 
?or  fuel  here  's  sufficient  wood : 
?ray  God  the  cellars  may  be  good ! 
rbe  garden  — >  that  must  be  new-plann'd  ^ 
ihall  these  old-lashion'd  yew>trees  stand  ? 
)'er  yonder  vacant  plot  shall  rise 
[he  flow'ry  shrub  of  thousand  dyes :  — 
fan  wall,  that  feels  the  southern  ray, 
Bisll  blush  with  ruddy  fruitsge  gay : 
i^ThUe  thick  beneath  its  aspect  warm 
)'er  well-rang'd  hives  the  bees  shall  swarm, 
^rom  whidi,  ere  long,  of  golden  gleam 
detbeglin's  luscious  juice  shall  stream  t 
[his  awkward  hut,  o'ergrown  with  ivy, 
^e  '11  alter  to  a  modem  privy: 
Jp  yon  green  slope,  of  hazeU  trim, 
kn  avenue  so  cool  and  dim 
ihsll  to  an  arbour  at  the  end, 
n  spite  of  gout,  entice  a  fKend. 
tfy  predecessor  lov'd  devotion— 
Jut  of  a  garden  bad  no  notion.*' 

Continuing  this  fimtastic  farce  on, 
le  now  commences  country  paxsou. 
To  make  his  character  entix«,  ^ 
U  weds—  a  cousin  of  the  'squire ; 
^ot  over-weighty  in  the  purse, 
tut  many  doctors  have  done  worse : 
ind  thou^  she  boasts  no  charms  divine, 
fet  she  csn  carve  and  make  birch  wine. 

Thus  fixt,  content  he  tiq>s  his  banel, 
'libortB  his  ncigfabours  not  to  quarrel ; 
uds  his  diurd^wardens  have  discerning 
krth  in  good  liouor  and  good  learning ; 
^ith  ty£es  his  bams  replete  be  sees, 
Lod  chuckles  o'er  his  surplice  fees ; 
ludies  to  find  out  latent  dues, 
Ud  regulatea  the  state  of  pews ; 
Udes  a  sleek  mare  with  purple  bousing, 
^o  shsre  the  monthly  club's  carousing ; 
H  Oxford  pranks  facetious  tells, 
Lnd— but  on  Sundays  —hears  no  bells ; 
ends  presents  of  hia  dioicest  fruit, 
Lnd  prunes  himself  each  sapless  shoot ; 
Isnts  cauliflowers,  and  boasts  to  rear 
^  earliest  meloQS  of  the  year ; 
liinks  alteration  charming  work  is, 
U*eps  Bantam  cocks,  and  feeds  his  tuikies; 
(uiJds  in  hb  copse  a  fav'rite  bench, 
^nd  ctons  the  pond  with  carp  and  tendL  — 

But  ah !  too  soon  hn  thoughtless  bient 
ty  cares  domestic  is  opprest ; 
lod  a  third  butcher's  bOJ,  and  brewing, 
Itfesten  inevitable  ruin : 
ur  children  tt^  expenses  yet, 
ind  Dicky  now  for  school  ia  iu 
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Why  did  I  aeH  my  ooUcge  lift^" 
He  cries,  «ibr  benefioe  and  wifb? 
Return^  ye  days,  when  endkas  pieamre 
I  found  in  reading,  or  In  leiaiire  I 
When-calm  around  the  common  romii 
I  puflTd  my  daily  pipe's  perf^one! 
Rode  for  a  stomach,  and  inspected,  * 
At  annual  bottUngs,  corks  selected : 
And  din'd  untax'd,  untroubled,  under 
The  portrait  of  our  pious  founder ! 
When  impositions  were  supply'd 
To  light  my  pipe— or  soothe  my  pride— 
No  cares  were  then  for  forward  peas, 
A  yeariy-longing  ^rife  to  please ; 
My  thoughts  no  cbrist'ning  dinners  crost, 
No  children  cry'd  for  butter'd  toast ; 
And  ev'ry  night  I  went  to  bed. 
Without  a  modus  in  my  head  !'* 

Oh!  trifling  head,  and  fickle  heart ! 
Chagrin'd  at  whatsoe'er  thou  art ; 
A  dupe  to  follies  yet  untry'd. 
And  sick  of  pleasures,  scarce  enjoy'dj 
Each  prise  possess'd,  thy  transport 
And  in  pursuit  alone  it  pli 


INSCRIPTION  IN  A  HERMITAGE. 
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BxuxATB  this  stony  roof  reclin*d»* 
I  soothe  to  peace  my  pennve  mind ; 
And  while,  to  shade  my  lowly  cave, 
Embowering  dms  their  umbrage  wave  ; 
And  while  the  maple  dish  is  mine. 
The  beechen  cup,  unstain'd  with  wine  ; 
I  scorn  the  gay  licentious  crowd, 
Nor  heed  the  toys  that  deck  the  proud. 

Within  my  limits  lone  and  still 
The  blackbird  pipes  in  artless  trill ; 
Fast  by  my  couch,  congenial  guest. 
The  wren  has  wove  her  mossy  nest ; 
From  busy  scenes,  and  brighter  skie^ 
To  lurk  with  innocence,  she  flies : 
Here  hopes  in  safe  repose  to  dweQ, 
Nor  aught  suspects  the  sylvan  oelL 

At  mom  I  take  my  custom'd  round. 
To  mark- how  buds  yon  shrubby  mound. 
And  every  opening  primrose  county 
That  trimly  paints  my  blooming  mount : 
Or  o*er  the  sculptures,  quaint  and  rudc^ 
That  grace  my  gloomy  soUtude, 
I  teach  in  windmg  wreaths  to  siny 
Fantastic  ivy's  gadding  spray. 

At  eve^  within  yon  studious  nook, 

I  ope  my  brass-embossed  book, 

Pourtray'd  with  many  a  holy  dnd 

Of  martyrs,  crown'd  with  heafenly  naadt 

Then  as  my  taper  wtam  ditt» 

Chant,  ere  I  sleep,  ny  measf 'd  fayon  ; 

And  at  the  ckise,  iht  gleams  bekold 

Of  parting  wings  bednptn^goU. 


Who  but  would  smak  at  guilty  HaU? 
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Who  but  would  wish  his  holy  k* 
In  calm  ObliTioii's  humble  grot? 
Who  but  would  cast  his  pomp  away. 
To  take  my  staff,  and  amice  gray  * ; 
And  to  the  world's  tumultuous  st^ge 
Prefer  the  Uamek 


I 


ODE. 


THE  HAMLET. 

WUmX   IN  WHICHWOOB   FOEIST. 

Tm  hinds  how  blest,  who  ne*er  beguil'd 
To  quit  their  hamlet's  hawthorn  wild ; 
Nor  haunt  the  crowd,  nor  tempt  the  main, 
For  splendid  care,  and  guilty  gain! 

When  morning's  twitighutinctur'd  beam 
Strikes  their  low  thatch  with  slanting  gleam. 
They  rove  abroad  in  ether  blue. 
To  dip  the  scythe  in  fragnmt  dew ; 
The  sheaf  to  bind,  the  beech  to  fell. 
That  nodding  shades  a  craggy  delL 

Midst  gloomy  glades,  in  warbles  clear, 
VfWdi  nature's  sweetest  notes  they  hear : 
On  green  untrodden  banks  they  view 
The  hyacinth's  neglected  hue : 
In  their  lone  luunts,  and  woodland  rounds 
They  spy  the  squirrel's  airy  bounds. 
And  startle  from  her  ashen  spray. 
Across  the  glen,  the  screaming  jay : 
Each  native  duum  their  steps  explore 
Of  Solitude's  sequestered  store. 

For  them  the  Moon  with  cloudless  ray 
Mounts,  to  illume  their  homeward  way : 
Their  weary  spirits  to  relieve, 
The  meadows'  incense  breathe  at  en. 
No  riot  mars  the  simple  fare. 
That  o'er  a  glimmering  hearth  they  share : 
But  when  the  curfew's  measur'd  roar 
Duly,  the  darkening  Tslleys  o'er. 
Has  echoed  from  the  distant  town. 
They  wish  no  beds  of  cygnet-down. 
No  trophied  canopies,  to  close 
Their  drooping  eyes  in  quick  repose. 

Their  little  sons,  who  spread  the  bloom 
Of  health  around  the  cby-built  room. 
Or  through  the  primros'd  coppice  stray. 
Or  gambol  in  tbe  new-mown  hay ; 
Or  quaintly  braid  the  cowslip  twine. 
Or  drive  afield  the  tardy  kine ; 
Or  hasten'  fixim  the  suluy  hill. 
To  loiter  at  the  shady  rill ; 
Or  climb  the  tall  pine's  gloomy  crest. 
To  nib  the  raven's  ancient  nest. 

Their  humble  porch  with  honied  fiow'rs 
The  curling  woodbine's  shade  imbow'rs : 
Yroca.  the  small  garden's  thymy  mound 
Their  bees  in  busy  swarms  resound: 
Nor  fell  Disease,  before  his  time. 
Hastes  to.oonsume  life's  golden  prime: 
But  when  theur  temples  long  have  wore 
The  silver  crown  of  tresses  hoar ; 
As  studious  still  cahn  peace  to  keep, 
Beneath  a  flowery  tuif  they  sleep. 


•  Oimjdotfaing^  fiwi  the  Iflliii  fcrt> 
dollie. 


ODE  SENT  TO  A  FRIEND, 


ov  BIS  UAVZKo  a  FAvouam  vnxAfis  n  mtjofm 


Ar  mourn,  thou  Iov*d  retreat !    No 
Shall  daasic  steps  thy  acenes  exptore! 
When  morn's  pale  nys  but  fiuntlj  peep 
O'er  yonder  oak-ciown'd  airy  sleep. 
Who  now  rinll  dimb  its  fannrs  to  fiev 
The  length  of  landscape,  ever  nev, 
Where  Summer  flings,  in  cardcBpnde, 
Her  varied  vesture  far  and  wide? 
Who  mark,  beneath,  each  viUage^lnB, 
Or  grange^  or  ehn-endrded  firm: 
The  flinty  dove-cote's  crowded  rool^ 
Watcfa*d  by  the  kite  tint  saih  aktof : 
The  tufted  pines,  whose  umbrage  tA 
Darkens  the  loog-deaerted  hall : 
The  veteran  beedi,  that  on  the  pUa 
Collects  at  eve  the  fdayfril  train: 
The  cot  that  smokes  with  cariy  lire, 
The  low-roof  d  fene's  cmbosom'd  ^? 

Who  now  shall  indolently  stny 
Through  the  deep  forest's  tangkd  vij; 
Fleas'd  at  his  custom'd  task  to  iad 
The  welUknown  hoary-tressed  luat^ 
That  toils  with  feeble  hands  to  giaa 
Of  wither'd  boughs  his  pittance  moa? 
Who  mid  thy  nooks  of  haael  wi. 
Lost  in  some  melancholy  fit ; 
And  listening  to  the  raven's  crask. 
The  distant  flail,  the  felling  oak? 
Who,  through  the  sunshine  and  the  Awe* 
Descry  the  rainbow-painted  tower? 
Who,  wandering  at  return  of  M^, 
Catch  the  first  cuckow's  vernal  Isj? 
Who  musing  waste  tibe  smnmor  Inar, 
Where  high  o'cr-arddng  trees  cnbow 
The  grassy  lan^  so  rarely  pac'd. 
With  azure  flow'rets  idly  grv'd? 
Unnotic'd  now,  at  twilight's  dawn 
Returning  nKfen  cross  the  lawn; 
Nor  fond  attention  loves  to  note 
The  wether's  bell  from  folds  remoie: 
While,  own'd  by  no  poetic  eye^ 
Thy  pensive  evenings  shade  tbe  ifty! 

For  lo !  ^  Bard  who  rapture  fim 
In  every  rural  sight  or  sound ;         ^  _ 
Whose  genius  warm,  and  judgsaaitcfttfi^ 
No  charm  of  genuine  nature  paas'^; 
Who  fdt  tbe  Muse's  purest  ih^ 
Far  finim  thy  fevour'd  haunt  reliRi; 
Who  peopled  all  thy  vocal  bowcn 
VTif^  shadowy  shapes,  and  airy  povcn* 

Behold,  a  dread  repose  fcsame^ 
As  ent,  thy  sad  sequester'd  i^ooob! 

From  the  deqp  dell,  where shswrjV^ 
Fringe  the  rough  brink  with  wnaAw** 
Th'  unwilling  genius  flies  fioriorai 
His  primrose  c£aplet  rudely  ton. 
With  hollow  shriek  the  nympbs  ^"^ 
Tlw  patiilesB  oopse  and  hedge-iov  1*^ 
Where  the  delv'd  mountains  hesdlfleg  fl* 

Its  dialky  enttails  opens  wid^^ 
On  the  green  summit,  ambvih'dlipf 


No  longer  Echo  loves  to  lie. 

No  pearUrown'd  maids  wiA  wi^Wt 

Riae  beekonng  from  tbe  reedy  bro» 
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irovnd  tlw  i^ow-wonn  s  piminwiug  braky 

lo  Fairies  run  in  fiery  rank ; 

ior  brush,  half-sera,  in  airy  tread 

rbe  nolct's  unprinted  head. 

Sue  Fancy,  from  the  thickets  brown, 

[he  glades  that  wear  a  conscious  ftxnnif    ' 

nie  ibrcst  oaks,  that,  pale  and  lone, 

<fod  to  the  blast  with  hoarMr  tone, 

lough  glens,  and  sullen  waterfidls, 

Icr  bright  ideal  ofikpring  calls. 

So  by  some  sage  enchanter's  spell, 
As  old  Arabira  ftblers  tell,) 
kffiid  the  solitary  wild, 
^nxuriant  gwHi"*  gaily  smil*d : 
Tram  sapphire  rocks  the  fountains  stream'd, 
^tth  golden  fruit  the  branches  beam*d; 
''air  fomis,  in  every  wondrous  wood, 
h  lightly  tripp'd,  or  solemn  stood ; 
iad  oft,  retreating  from  the  Tiew, 
lelrB7*«l,  at  distance,  beauties  new : 
Hrile  gleaming  q*er  the  crispjBd  bowers 
lich  spires  arose^'and  sparkling  towers, 
f  boujod  on  serrice  new  to  go, 
Ite  master  6f  the  magic  show, 
Us  tnmsitoiy  charm  withdrew, 
Iway  th*  tOnaive  landscape  flew : 
hm  cknida  obecur'd  the  groTes  of  gold. 
Hue  lightning  smote  the  blooming  mould : 
n  risionaiy  glory  rear*d, 
lie  gorgeous  cartle  disappear'd ; 
ind  a  bars  heath's  unfruitfiil  phdn 
^surp'd  the  wiard's  proud  domain* 
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Bnedpe  lugubres 
Cantua,  Melpomene !  — 

ms  of  musings^  Contemplation  sage, 
)se  grotto  stands  upon  the  topmok  rock 
TenerilT;  'mid  the  tempestuous  night, 
which,  in  fsJmfst  meditation  held, 
a  hear^st  with  howUng  winds  the  beating  rain 
I  drifting  hail  descend ;  or  if  the  skies 
louded  sfaine^  and  through  the  blue  serene 
)  Cynthia  roUa  her  silvcr-azled  car, 
mce  gaaing  sted&st  on  the  spangl^  Tault 
tur'd  tboB  sitt'st,  while  muraaurs  indistinct 
listant  billows  soothe  thy  pensiire  ear 
I  hoarse  and  boUow  sounds;  secure^  self4>lcst» 
re  oft  thott  lialen'st  to  Iht  wild  uproar 
leeta  mcoont'ring,  that  in  whispers  low 
aids  the  rocky  sunmit,  where  thou  dwell'st 
lote  fkom  man  conversing  with  the  spheres  I 
ad  me,  yen  sublime,  to  solemn  glooms 
{oiial  with  my  soul ;  to  cheerless  shades, 
nin*d  seati^  to  twilight  cells  and  bow'rs, 
f«  diougblftil  Melaincholy  loves  to  muse, 
fiiv'rite  midnight  haunts.  Tlie  laughing  scenes 
•orple  Spring,  where  all  the  wanton  tram 
tmilea  and  Onoes  seem  to  lead  the  dance 
lottive  round,  while  from  their  hand  they  show'r 
irosial  blooms  and  ilow'n,  no  longer  charm ; 
p^  no  more  I  court  thy  balmy  breeM, 
n  green  nice !  ye  broidflr'd  meade,  adieu ! 


Beneath  yon  ruin'd  abbejr's  moas  grown  pilea 
Oft  let  me  sit,  at  twilight  hour  of  evcj 
Where  throu^  some  western  window  the  paleMooo 
Pours  her  long-levell'd  rule  of  streaming  light ; 
While  sullen  sacred  sOence  reigns  around. 
Save  the  lone  screech-owl's  note^  who  builds  his  bow'r 
Amid  the  mould'ring  caverns  dark  and  damp, 
Or  the  calm  breese,  that  rustles  in  the  leaves 
Of  flaunting  ivy,  that  with  mantle  green 
Invests  some  wasted  tow'r.     Or  let  me  tread 
Its  neighb'ring  walk  of  pines,  where  mus'd  of  old 
The  cloister'd  brothers :  through  the  gloomy  void 
That  far  extends  beneath  their  ample  arch 
As  on  I  pace,  religious  horrour  wraps 
My  soul  in  dread  repose.     But  when  the  world 
Is  clad  in  Midnight's  nven-«olour*d  robe, 
'Mid  hollow  charnel  let  me  watch  the  flame 
Of  taper  dim,  shedding  a  livid  glare 
O'er  the  wan  hemp* ;  while  airy  voices  talk 
Along  the  glimm'ring  walls ;  or  ghostly  shape 
At  distance  seen,  invites  with  beck'ning  hand 
My  lonesome  steps,  through  the  flv-winding  vaultk 
Nor  undelightful  b  the  solemn  noon 
Of  night,  when  haply  wakeful  from  my  couch 
I  start :  lo !  all  is  motionless  around ! 
Roars  not  the  rushing  wind ;  the  sons  of  men 
And  every  beast  in  mute  obUrion  lie ; 
All  nature  *s  hush'd  in  silence  and  in  sleep. 

0  then  how  fearful  is  it  to  reflect. 

That  through  the  still  globe's  aweful  solitude^ 
No  being  wakes  but  me !  till  stealing  sleep 
My  drooling  temples  bathes  in  opiate  dews. 
Nor  then  let  dreams,  of  wanton  folly  bom. 
My  senses  lead  through  flow'ry  paths  of  Joy  ; 
But  let  the  sacred  genius  of  the  night 
Such  mjstic  visions  send,  as  Spenser  saw, 
When  througli  bewild'ring  Fancy's  magic  maai^ 
To  the  ftll  house  of  Busyrane,  be  led 
Th'  unhhaken  Britomart ;  or  Milton  knew. 
When  in  abstractf^i  thought  he  first  conceiv'd 
All  Heav'n  in  tumult,  and  the  senphim 
Come  tow'ring,  arm'd  in  adamant  and  gold. 

Let  others  love  soft  Summer's  evening  smiles. 
As  list'ning  to  the  distant  water-lall. 
They  mark  the  blushes  of  the  streaky  west ; 

1  choose  the  pale  December's  foggy  glooms. 
Then,  when  the  sullen  shades  of  ev'ning  close. 
Where  through  the  room  a  bUndly  glimm'ring  gleam 
Hie  dying  embers  scatter,  iar  remote  [roof 
Vtom  BCirth's  mad  shouts,  that  through  th'  illumin'd 
Resound  with  festive  echo,  let  me  sit. 

Blest  with  the  lowly  cricket's  drowsy  dirge. 
Then  let  my  thought  contemplative  explore 
Tins  fleeting  state  of  things,  the  vain  delights, 
The  fruitlcas  toils,  that  still  our  search  eludc^ 
As  through  the  wildeniess  of  lile  we  rove. 
This  sober  hour  of  silence  will  unmask 
False  Folly's  smile,  that  like  the  dassling  spella 
Of  wily  Comus  cheat  the  unweeting  eye 
With  blear  illusion,  and  persuade  to  dbink 
Hiat  charmed  cup,  which  Reason's  npntage  fair 
Unmottlds,  and  stamps  the  monster  on  the  man. 
Eager  we  taste,  but  in  the  luscious  draught 
Forget  the  poisonous  dregs  that  lurk  beneath. 

^w  know  that  elennce  of  soul  rcfln'dy 
Whose  soft  sensation  nels  a  ijni^er  joy 
Vrook  Melancholy's  scenes,  thra  die  duU  pride 
Of  tasteless  qplendour  and  magnificence 
Cra  e'er  afford.     Hius  Eloise,  whoee  miad 
Had  boguisfa'd  to  the  pangs  of  melting  lota^ 
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More  genuiiie  traupoits  fiwnd,  as  on  some  tomb 
Reclin'd,  she  watchM  the  tapers  of  the  dead ; 
Or  through  the  pillarM  flea,  amid  pak  ahrines 
Of  imag'd  HuntB,  and  intermingled  graves, 
Mu**d  «  Tcil'd  voUrcas ;  than  Flana  leeb, 
Aa  through  the  maaes  of  the  festiTe  bail, 
Phmdof  her  conquering  charms,  and  beauty's  blase. 
She  floats  amid  the  sflken  sons  of  dress. 
And  shines  the  fiurest  of  Ih'  assembled  fiur. 

When  aiure  noontide  cheers  the  daedal  globe. 
And  the  blest  regent  of  the  golden  day 
Rejoicea  in  his  bright  meridutn  tower. 
How  oft  my  wishes  ask  the  night's  return. 
That  best  befriends  the  melancholy  mind  ! 
Hail,  sacred  Night !  thou  too  shalt  share  my  song ! 
Sister  of  ebon-scepter'd  Hecat,  hail ! 
Whether  in  congregated  clouds  thou  wrapp'st 
Thy  yiewless  chariot,  or  with  silver  crown 
Thy  beaming  head  encirclest,  ever  hail ! 
What  though  beneath  thy  gloom  the  sorceresa-atain, 
Far  in  obscured  haunt  of  Lapland  moors, 
With  rhymes  uncouth  the  bloody  cauldron  bless; 
Tliough  Murder  wan  beneath  thy  shrouding  shade 
Summons  her  slow-^'d  vot'ries  to  devise 
Of  secret  slaughter,  while  by  one  blue  lamp 
In  hideous  conf  *rence  sits  the  list'ning  bond, 
And  start  at  eadi  low  wind,  or  wakeful  sound : 
What  though  thy  stay  the  pilgrim  curseth  oft, 
Aa  all  benighted  in  Arabian  wastes 
He  hears  the  wilderness  around  him  howl 
l^th  roaming  monsters,  while  on  his  hoar  head 
The  black-descending  tempest  ceaseless  beats ; 
Yet  more  delightful  to  my  pensive  mind 
Is  thy  return,  than  blooming  Morn's  approach, 
Ev*n  than,  in  youthful  pride  of  opening  May, 
When  from  the  portals  of  the  salfit>n  east 
She  sheds  fresh  roses,  and  ambrosial  dews. 
Yet  not  ungrateful  is  the  Morn's  approach. 
When  dropping  wet  she  comes,  and  clad  in  douda, 
While-  through  the  damp  air  scowls  the  louring 

South, 
Blackening  the  landscape's  face,  that  grove  and  hill 
In  formless  vapours  undistinguish'd  swim  : 
Til'  afflicted  songsters  of  the  sadden'd  groves 
Hail  not  the  sullen  gloom  :  the  waving  elms 
TluU,  hoar  throuj^  time  and  rang'd  in  thick  amy, 
Enclose  with  stately  row  some  rural  hall, 
Are  mute,  nor  echo  with  the  clamours  hoarse 
Of  rooks  rejoicing  on  their  airy  boughs ; 
While  to  the  shed  the  dripping  poultry  crowd, 
A  mournful  train :  secure  the  village^hind 
Hangs  o'er  the  crackling  blaze,  nor  tempts  the  storm ; 
Flx'd  in  th'  unfinish'd  ftirrow  rests  the  plough : 
Rings  not  the  hig^  wood  with  enliven'd  shouts 
Of  early  hunter :  all  is  silence  drear ; 
And  deepest  sadness  wraps  the  face  of  things. 

Through  Pope's  soft  song  though  all  the  Graces 
breathy 
And  happiest  art  adorn  his  Attic  page ; 
Yet  does  my  mind  vrith  sweeter  transport  glow. 
As  at  the  root  of  moasy  trunk  reclin'd. 
In  magic  Spenser's  wildly-wari)led  song 
I 'see  deserted  Una  wander  wide 
Through  wasteful  solitudes,  and  lurid  heaths. 
Weary,  foriom  ;  than  when  the  ikted  fair 
Upon  die  bosom  bright  of  silver  Thames 
Lanches  in  all  the  lustre  of  brocade. 
Amid  the  splendours  of  the  lau|^ng  Sun. 
The  gay  description  pails  upon  the  sense. 
And  cokUy  strikes  the  mind  with  fM>Ie  bUas. 
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Ye  yoQtna  ok  AAion  a 
Whose  brows  have  worn  tlie 
Is  there  a  pleasure  like  the 
Whose  m^ic  wont  to  aooCfae 
O  tell  how  raptaroos  the  joy. 
To  Melody'a  aasnasbe  voice ;  to  bead 
Th'  uncertain' step  ahmg  the  nridniglie 
And  pour  your  awioiws  to  the  pttymg 
By  many  a  slow  trill  ftnm  the       ~ 
Oft  interrupted ;  inembow'rii 
By  daricaome  bnak  to  nmae^  and 
The  solemn  dulnesa  of  the  tedioiia 
While  Fancy  grasps  the  visMoary 
And  now  no  more  th*  abatraded  < 
The  water's  murm'ring  lapsi^  tfa* 
Pierces  no  longer  tfarcnagh  th* 
Of  thick-rang'd  trees  ;  till  haply  from 
The  woodman'a  stroke,  or  distmit 
Or  heifers  rustling  throogh  the  brakes 
Th'  iUuded  senae^  and  mars  the  goMev 
Tlieae  are  ddigfata  that  ajbaeoce  £«ar  ha 
Familiar  to  my  aoal,  e'er  ainee  tba  tmm 
Of  young  Sapphira,  beauteous  as  the 
When  from  her  vi  leC-wovcn  cmich  awaik'd 
By  frolic  Zephyr'a  hand,  her 
Graceful  she  lifts,  and  hhialun^  If  una  I 
Issues  to  dotfae  in  gladaome^liueii^g 
Hie  genial  globe,  first  met  my  daiiiwi 
These  are  delights  unknown  to  miiida 
And  which  alone  the  pensive  soul  tarn 

The  taper'd  dwir,  at  the  late  hour  of  pR«V« 
Oft  let  me  tread,  whfle  to  th'  a>'yia<<iiig  wmiet 
The  many-sounding  organ  peals  on  high 
The  clear  slow-dittied  chant,  or  varied  faynat, 
Till  al  1  my  soul  ia  bathed  in  ecstaaiea^ 
And  lapp'd  in  paradise.     Or  let  me  sat 
Far  in  soquester'd  ilea  of  the  deep  dome^ 
Tliere  lonesome  listen  to  the  aaamd 
Which,  as  they  lengthen  throng  the 
In  hollow  murmurs  reach  my  raTish'd 
Nor  when  the  lamps  expiring  yidd  to 
And  solitude  returns,  wcmld  I  fioraake 
The  solemn  mansion,  but  attentive  maofc. 
The  due  clock  swinging  dow  with 
Mcasurii^  time's  flight  with 

Nor  let  me  fail  to  cultivate  my  naiml 
With  the  soft  thiiUings  of  die  tragic 
Divine  Melpomene,  svrect  Pity's  mine^ 
Queen  of  the  stately  step,  and  flowing  palL 
Now  let  Monimia  moam  with  _ 

Her  joys  inceatnous,  and  polluted  love  ; 
Now  let  soft  Juliet  in  the  gaping  tomb 
Print  the  last  kiss  on  her  true  Booieo'a  lips. 
His  Ups  yet  reeking  from  the  deadly  dcaught 
Or  JafSer  kneel  for  one  foigiving  look. 
Nor  seldom  let  the  Moor  on  Deadcmoae 
Pour  the  misguided  threats  of  jeakma 
By  soft  degrees  the  manly  torrent 
From  my  swoln  eyes ;  and  at  a  hiotijar's 
My  big  heart  melts  in  sympalhiaing  taatn 

What  are  the  splendours  of  the  gaudy 
Its  tinsel  trappings^  and  its  pageant  paai^? 
To  me  far  happier  seems  the  banii^d  lord, 
Amid  Siberia's  unrejoiring  wilds. 
Who  pines  all  lonesome,  in- the 
Of  some  high  casde  shu^  whose 
In  diatant  ken  diacover  traokleas  plains 
Where  Winter  ever  vdiirk  his  icy 
While  still  repeated  ohjed*  of  his 
The  gloomy  battlcmentB)  and  triad* 
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nitt  crown  tiw  iditiiy  dooie,  aiue ; 
¥hile  from  the  topnuMt  turret  the  ilow  clock, 
far  beud  along  th'  inhoepitable  wastes. 
With  sad-returning  chime  awakes  new  grief; 
&T*n  he  far  happier  seems  than  is  the  proud, 
rhe  potent  satrq>,  whom  he  left  behind 
Mid  Moscow's  golden  palaces,  to  drown 
n  case  and  luiury  the  laughing  hours. 

Illustrious  objects  strike  the  gaser*s  mind 
^Ith  feeble  bliss,  and  but  allure  the  sight, 
Cor  rouse  with  impulse  quick  th*  unfeeling  heart, 
rhus  seen  by  shepherds  from  Hymettus*  brow, 
Vhat  daedal  landscapes  smile !  here  palmy  groves^ 
Iffiiounding  once  with  Plato's  ▼oice,  arise, 
Imid  whose  umbrage  green  her  alver  head 
li*  unfading  olive  Ufb :  here  vine-clad  hills 
Mf  forth  their  purple  store,  and  sunny  vales 
n  pTOKpect  vast  tbrir  level  laps  expand, 
Lmid  whose  beauties  glistering  Athens  tow'rs. 
Iwugh  through  the  blissful  scenes  Ilissus  roll 
lis  lage -inspiring  flood,  whose  winding  marge 
lie  thick- wove  Uurel  shades ;  though  roseate  Mom 
^our  all  her  i^endours  on  th'  empurpled  scene ; 
'et  fceb  llie  hoaiy  hennit  truer  joys. 
Is  from  the  cliff,  that  o'er  his  cavern  hangs, 
le  views  ttie  piks  of  faU'n  Fteyepolis 
n  deep  amngement  hide  the  darksome  plain, 
Jnbouikled  waste !  the  mould'ring  obelisk 
Icre,  like  a  blasted  oak,  ascends  the  clouds ; 
Icre  Bsrian  domes  their  vaulted  halls  disclose 
lorrid  with  thorn,  where  hirks  th'  unpitying  thief, 
Hience  flits  the  twiligfat-loring  bat  at  eve, 
Uid  the  deaf  adder  wreathes  1^  spotted  train, 
Ike  dwellings  once  of  elegance  and  art. 
Icre  templn  rise^  amid  whose  hallow'd  bounds 
ipircs  the  black  pine,  while  through  the  naked  street, 
)noe  hattntof  tradeful  merchants,  springs  the  grass : 
Icre  oolomns  he^'d  on  prostrate  columns,  torn 
^k«n  their  firm  base^  increase  the  mould'ring  mass. 
far  aa  the  sight  can  pierce,  sfipearthe  spoils 


Of  sunk  magnificence !  a  blended  scene 
Of  moles,  fanes,  arches,  domes,  and  palaces. 
Where,  with  his  brother  Horrour,  Ruin  stta. 
O  come  then,  Melandioly,  queen  of  thought  f 
O  come  with  saintly  look,  and  stedfast  step,  . 
From  forth  thy  cave  embower'd  with  mournful 
Where  ever  to  the  curfew's  solemn  sound 
List'ning  thou  sitt'st,  and  with  thy  cypress  bind 
Thy  votary's  hair,  and  seal  him  for  thy  son. 
But  never  let  Euphroayne  beguile 
With  toys  of  wanton  mirth  my  fixed  mind. 
Nor  in  my  path  her  primrose-garland  cast. 
Though  'mid  her  train  the  dimpled  Hebe  bare 
Her  rosy  bosom  to  th'  enamour'd  riew ; 
Though  Venus,  mother  of  the  Smiles  and  Love% 
And  Bacchus,  ivy-crown'd,  in  citron  bow'r 
With  her  on  nectar-streaming  fruitage  feast : 
What  though  't  is  hers  to  calm  the  low'ring  skia^ 
And  at  her  presence  mild  th*  embattled  douda 
Disperse  in  air,  and  o'er  the  face  of  Heav'n 
New  day  difiiisive  gleam  at  her  i^>proadi  ? 
Yet  are  these  joys  that  Melancholy  gives^ 
Than  all  her  witless  revels  happier  far; 
These  deep-felt  joys,  by  Contemplation  taugfac 

Hien  ever,  beauteous  Contemplation,  hail! 
FVom  thee  b^an,  auqiicious  maid,  my  son|^ 
With  thee  shall  end>;  for  thou  art  fiurer  fiu* 
Than  are  the  nympbi  of  Cirrha's  mossy  grot ; 
To  loftier  nqiture  thou  canst  wake  the  *>»'»vgH^ 
Than  all  the  UbUng  poet's  boasted  pow'rs. 
Hail,  queen  divine !  whom,  as  tradition  tells^ 
Once  in  his  evening  walk  a  Druid  found. 
Far  in  a  hollow  gl^  of  Mona's  woods  \ 
And  jMteous  bore  with  hospitable  hand 
To  the  dose  shelter  of  his  oaken  bow'r. 
There  soon  the  sage  admiring  mark'd  the  dasvn 
Of  solemn  musing  in  your  pensive  thou^it; 
For  when  a  smiling  babe,  you  lov'd  to  lie 
Oft  deeply  list'ning  to  the  rapid  roar 
Of  wood4mng  Meinai,  stream  of  Druids  okL 
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^^XLLLAM  Masok,  a  poet  of  aome  disdnction, 
born  in  1725,  was  the  son  of  a  clergyman,  whoheld 
the  living  of  Hull.  He  was  admitted  first  of 
St.  John's  Coll^,  and  afterwards  of  Pembroke 
CoU^e,  Cambridge,  of  the  latter  of  which  he  was 
elected  Fellow  in  1747.  He  entered  into  holy 
orders  in  1754,  and,  by  the  favour  of  the  Earl  of 
Holdemess,  was  presented  to  the  valuable  rectory 
of  Aston,  Yorkshire,  and  became  Chaplain  to 
His  Majesty.  Some  poems  which  he  printed  gave 
him  reputation,  which  received  a  great  accession 
from  his  dramatic  poem  of  <*  Elfrida.'*  By  this 
piece,  and  his  "  Caractacus,"  which  followed,  it 
was  his  aim  to  attempt  the  restoration  of  the  ancient 
Greek  chorus  in  tragedy ;  but  this  is  so  evidently 
an  appendage  of  the  infant  and  imperfect  state  o( 
the  drama*  that  a  pedantic  attachment  to  the  ancients 
could  alone  suggest  its  revivaL  In  1756,  he  pub- 
lished a  small  collection  of  «  Odes,"  which  were 
generally  considered  as  displaying  more  of  the 
artificial  mechanism  of  poetry,  than  of  its  genuine 
spirit.  This  was  not  the  case  with  his  "  Elegies," 
published  in  1763,  which,  abating  some  superfluity 
of  ornament,  are  in  general  marked  with  the  sim- 
plicity of  language  proper  to  this  species  of  com- 
position,  and  breathe  noble  sentiments  of  freedom 
and  virtue.  A  collection  of  all  his  poems  which 
he  thought  worthy  of  preserving,  was  published  in 
1764,  and  afterwards  went  through  several  editions* 
He  had  married  an  amiable  lady,  who  died  of  a 
consumption  in  1767,  and  was  buried  in  the  cathe- 
dral of  Bristol,  under  a  monument,  on  which  are 
inscribed  some  very  tender  and  beautiful  lines,  by 
her  husband. 

In  1778,  the  first  book  of  Mason*^  «  English 
Oaiden,"  a  didactic  and  descriptive  poem,  in  bUnk 


verse,  made  its  i^peaiancc^  of  which  the  Ibmlb  mi 
concluding  book  was  printed  in  I78I.  Itspv- 
pose  was  to  recommend  the  mwltin  wjhju  of 
natund  or  landscape  ganleniiig,  to  wfaicii  tfaeaaihv 
adheres  with  the  rigour  of  cxdnave  taatr  TV 
versification  is  formed  upon  the  best  modds.  mi 
the  description,  in  many  partsy  m  lidi  and  vinl ; 
but  a  general  air  of  stiffbos  prevcsBtad  it 
taining  any  considcnbic  share  oi  popolaRi 
of  his  following  poetic  pieoea  ezpreas  his  ttml 
sentiments  on  political  subfects;  and  whm  tfe 
late  Bilr.  Pitt  came  into  power,  bcsoc  dm  ilr 
friend  of  a  free  constitution,  Maaon  admeHed  ts 
in  an  <<  Ode^*'  containing  noany  patrirtir  mi 
manly  ideas.  But  being  struck  witb  alani  st  tke 
unhappy  events  of  the  French  revohiiioa,  one  d 
his  latest  pieces  was  a  *'  Falinodj  to  t>iiij." 
He  likewise  rerived,  in  an  impnvwd  Ibnn,  and 
published,  Du  Fresnoy's  Lrtin  poem  osi  d»  Ar. 
of  Painting,  enriching  it  with 
by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  and  with 
sion.  Few  have  been  better  exccoted  thaa  lisk 
which  unites  to  great  beauties  of  langnagr  a  coRcct 
representation  H  the  originaL  Hia  trftote  le  te 
memory  of  Gray,  being  an  edition  of  fab  pumHf 
vrith  some  additioas,  and  Mcmoiis  «f  his  IJtt  mi 
Writings,  was  &voiiFably  received  by  the  fHib&c 

Mason  died  in  April,  1797,  act  the  a^  of  ««at»- 
two^  in  oonse^cnce  of  a  mortificaSiaB  jmtdmxi  bf 
a  hurt  in  his  leg.  A  tablet  baa  been  placed  ts  hii 
memory  in  Poets*  Comer,  in  Wesmiaster  Abbtv. 
His  character  in  private  life  was  czcnipianr  ^ 
worth  and  active  benevolence^  tlMmgh  not  widiotf 
a  degree  of  statelineas  and  aaBamad  smwaiMiiti  d 


ODE  TO  MEMORY. 

JVlonm  of  Wisdom !  thou,  whose  sway 
Ihe  thnmg'd  ideal  hosts  obey ; 
Who  bidd'st  tbdr  nmks,  now  vanish,  now  tspptar, 
Flame  in  the  van,  or  darken  in  the  rear ; 
Accept  this  votive  verse.     Tliy  reign 
Nor  place  can  fix,  nor  power  restrain. 
All,  all  is  thine.     For  diee  the  ear,  and  eye, 
Rove  through  the  realms  of  grace,  and  harmony : 
The  senses  thee  spontaneous  serve. 
That  wake,  and  thrill  through  ev^ir  nerve. 
Else  vainly  soft,  lov'd  Philomel !  would  flow 
The  soothing  sadness  of  thy  warbled  woe : 
Else  v&ily  sweat  yon  woodbine  shade 
With  donds  of  fia^inoe  fill  the  glade ; 


Vainly,  the  cygnet  spread  her  downy  pfaflo^ 
The  virte  gush  nectar,  and  the  virgin  bloenk 
But  swift  to  thee,  alive  and 
Devolves  each  tributary  charm 
See  modest  Nature  bring  her  simple 
Luxuriant  Art  exhaust  her  plastic  puweis  ; 
While  every  flower  in  Fancy's  dime^ 
Each  gem  of  old  heroic  time, 
Cuird  by  the.  hand  of  the  industrious  Mnae^ 
Around  thy  shrine  theur  blended  beams 


Hail,  Mem'ry !  baiL     Behold,  I 

To  that  high  shrine  the  sacred  maid : 
Thy  daughter  Ste,  the  empress  of  the  l^vci 
Ihe  first,  the  fiurest,  of  Aonia's  qnire. 

She  comes,  and  lo,  thy  realms  e^Hid! 

She  tiikes  her  delegated  Hand 
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Full  in  tbe-midst,  and  o'er  thy  num*rous  train 
Di^lays  the  awefiil  wonders  of  her  reign. 
There  thron'd  supreme  in  natiTe  state, 
If  Sinus  flame  with  fainting  heat, 
She  calls ;  ideal  groTes  their  shade  extend, 
Tlie  cool  gale  breathes,  the  silent  show'rs  descend. 
Or,  if  Ueak  Winter,  frowning  round, 
Disrobe  the  trees,  and  chill  the  ground, 
She,  mild  magician,  waves  her  potent  wand, 
And  readj  summers  wake  at  her  command. 
See,  Tisionary  suns  arise 
Hurough  stiver  clouds  and  aiure  skies ; 
See,  sportive  zephyrs  fan  the  crisped  streams ; 
Through  shadowy  brakes  light  glance  the  sparkling 
beams: 
While,  near  the  secret  moss-grown  cave, 
Hiat  stands  beside  the  crystal  wave. 
Sweet  Echo,  rising  from  her  rocky  bed, 
IICmkB  the  ftather'd  chorus  o*er  her  hesd. 

Riae^  faallow'd  Milton  !  rise,  and  say, 
How,  at  thy  gloomy  close  of  day, 
How,  when  *'  deprest  by  age,  beset  with  wrongs  :'* 
When  "  iafl'n  on  evil  days  and  evil  tongues  ;'* 
When  darkness,  brooding  on  thy  sight, 
Exil'd  the  sov*reign  lamp  of  light ; 
Say,  what  could  then  one  cheering  hope  diffuse? 
What  friends  were  thine,  save  Mem'ry  and  the  Muse  ? 
Hence  die  rich  spoils,  thy  studious  youth 
Caught  from  the  stores  of  ancient  truth : 
Hence  all  thy  cUusic  wand'rings  could  explore, 
When  rapture  led  thee  to  the  Latian  shore  ; 
Each  scene,  that  Tyber*s  banks  supply'd  ; 
Each  grace,  that  play*d  on  Amo's  side ; 
TYte  tepid  ^es,  through  Tuscan  glades  that  fly : 
The  blue  serene,  that  spreads  Hesperia's  sky  ; 
Were  sdll  thine  own  ;  thy  ample  mind 
Each  charm  recciv'd,  retain'd,  combin*d. 
And  thence  **  the  nightly  visitant,"  that  came 
To  touch  thy  bosom  with  her  sacred  flame, 
Recall'd  fhelong-Iost  beams  of  graces 
That  whilom  shot  from  Nature's  face, 
When  God,  in  Eden,  o*er  her  youthful  breast 
Spread  with  his  own  right  hand  Perfection's  gor- 
geous  vest 


ODE  TO  INDEPENDENCY. 

Hsaa,  on  my  native  shore  reclin'd, 
While  sOence  rules  this  midnight  hour, 
I  woo  thee,  Goddess !  On  my  musing  mind 
Descend,  propitious  power ! 
And  bid  these  rufliing  gales  of  grief  subside : 
Bid  iny  calm*d  soul  with  all  thy  influence  shine; 
As  yon  chaste  orb  along  this  ample  tide 
Draws  die  long  lustre  of  her  silver  line, 
Wldle  the  husfa*d  breeze  its  last  weak  whisper  blows, 
And  lulls  old  Humber  to  his  deep  repose 

Come  to  thy  vot*ry*s  ardent  prayer, 
In  all  thy  graceful  plainness  drnt : 
No  knot  confines  thy  waving  hair, 
No  zone,  thy  floating  vest ; 
I'^HMillied  honour  decks  thine  open  brow, 
And  cmndour  brightens  in  thy  modest  eye : 
Thy  blush  is  warm  content's  ethereal  glow ; 
Thy  smile  is  peace ;  thy  step  is  liberty  : 
Ttiou  acatter'st  blessings  round  wiih  lavish  hand, 
As  Spring  with  careless  fragrance  fills  tlie  land. 


I  As  now  o*er  this  lone  beach  I  btray, 

Thy  fav'rite  swain  *  oft  stole  along, 
And  artless  wove  his  Dorian  lay, 
Far  from  the  busy  throng. 
Thou  heard'st  him,  goddess,  strike  the  tender  string 
And  bad'st  his  soul  with  bolder  passions  move : 
I  Soon  these  responsive  shores  forgot  to  ring, 
I  With  beauty's  praise,  or  plaint  of  slighted  love ; 
To  loftier  flights  his  daring  genius  rose, 
And  led  the  war  'gainst  tliine,  and  Freedom's  foe>. 

Pointed  with  satire's  keenest  steel, 

Hie  shaf^  of  wit  he  darts  around ; 

Ev*n  f  mitred  dulness  learns  to  feel. 

And  shrinks  beneath  the  wound. 
In  aweful  poverty  his  honest  Muse 
Walks  forth  vindictive  through  a  venal  land : 
In  vain  corruption  sheds  her  golden  dews, 
In  vain  oppression  lifbs  her  iron  hand  ; 
He  scorns  them  both,  and,  arm'd  with  truth  alone. 
Bids  lust  and  folly  tremble  on  the  throne. 

•  Behold,  like  him,  immortal  maid, 
The  Muses'  vestal  fires  I  bring : 
Here,  at  fhy  feet,  the  sparks  I  spread : 
Propitious  wave  thy  wing. 

And  fan  them  to  that  dazzling  blase  of  song, 

Which  glares  tremendous  on  the  sons  of  pride. 

But,  hark,  methinks  I  hear  her  hallow  *d  tongue ! 

In  distant  trills  it  echoes  o*er  the  tide ; 

Now  meets  mine  ear  with  warbles  wildly  free. 

As  swells  the  lark's  meridian  ecstasy. 

"  Fond  youth  !  to  Marvell's  patriot  fame. 

Thy  humble  breast  must  ne'er  aspire. 

Yet  nourisl)  still  the  lambent  flame ; 

Still  strike  thy  blameless  lyre : 
Led  by  the  moral  Muse,  securely  rove ; 
And  all  the  vernal  sweets  thy  vacant  youth 
Can  cull  from  busy  Fancy's  fairy  grove. 
Oh  hang  dieir  foliage  round  the  fane  of  Truth  : 
To  arts  like  these  devote  thy  tuneful  toil, 
And  meet  its  fair  reward  in  D'Arcy's  smile. 

'*  'Tis  he,  my  son,  alone  shall  cheer 

Thy  sick'ning  soul ;  at  that  sad  hour. 

Allien  o'er  a  much-lov'd  parent's  bier, 

Thy  duteous  sorrows  sliower : 
At  that  sad  hour,  when  all  thy  hopes  decline  • 
When  pining  Care  leads  on  her  (lallid  train, 
And  sees  tliee,  like  the  weak,  and  widow'd  vine, 
Winding  thy  blasted  tendrils  o'er  tlie  plain. 
At  that  sad  hour  shall  D' Arcy  lend  his  aid, 
And  raise  with  friendsliip's  arm  tliy  drooping  head. 

-    "  Tliis  fragmnt  wreath,  the  Muses*  meed. 
That  bloom'd  those  vocal  shades  among,' 
Wlicre  never  fiatt'ry  dar'd  to  tread. 
Or  interest's  servile  throng  ; 
Receive,  thou  favour'd  son,  at  my  command. 
And  keep  with  sacred  care,  for  D'Arcy's  brow ; 
Tell  him,  *t  was  wove  by  my  immortal  hand, 
I  breathed  on  every  floKier  a  purer  glow ; 
Say,  for  thy  sake,  I  send  the  gift  divine 
To  him,  who  calls  thee  his,  yet  makes  thee  mine.'* 


*  Andrew  Marvell,  Iwrn  at  Kingston-upon-Hull 
in  the  year  16S0. 

f  See  The  Rehearsal  transprosed,  and  an  account 
<  of  tlie  effect  of  that  satire,  in  the  Biographiu  Britan- 
i  nica,  art.  MarvelL 
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KLEGT  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LADY. 

Trx  imdnight  clock  1ms  toird ;  and  hark,  the  bdl 

Of  death  beats  slow !  heard  ye  the  note  profound? 
It  pauses  now ;  and  now,  with  rising  knell, 

Flii^  to  the  hollow  gale  its  sullen  sound. 
Tes  •  *  •  is  dead.     Attend  the  strsin. 

Daughters  of  Albion !    Ye  that,  light  as  air. 
So  oft  have  tript  in  her  fantastic  train. 

With  hearts  as  gay,  and  faces  half  as  (air : 
For  she  was  fair  beyond  your  brightest  bloom ; 

fThis  enry  owns,  since  now  her  bloom  is  fled;) 
Fair  as  the  fonn^  that,  wore  in  fancy's  loom, 

Float  in  light  vision  round  the  poet's  head. 
Whene'er  witii  soft  serenity  she  smil*d. 

Or  caught  the  orient  blush  of  quick  suiprise, 
How  sweetly  mutable,  how  brightly  wild, 

'Hie  liquid  lustre  darted  fixim  her  eyes ! 
Each  look,  each  motion,  wak*d  a  new.bom  grace. 

That  o*er  her  form  its  transient  glory  cast : 
Some  loveUer  w<mder  soon  usurped  the  place, 

Chas'd  by  a  charm  still  lovelier  than  the  last 
That  beU  again!  it  tells  us  what  she  is : 

On  what  she  was  no  more  the  strsin  prolong : 
Luxuriant  fiwcy,  ^Nuue :  an  hour  like  this 

Demands  the  tribute  of  a  serious  song, 
Maria  claims  it  firom  that  sable  bier, 

Where  cold  and  wan  the  slumberer  rests  her  head; 
In  still  small  whispers  to  sefleotion's  ear, 

She4>reathes'the  solemn  dictates  of  the  dead. 
Oh  oatch  the  aweful  notes,  and  lift  them  loud ; 

Proclaim  the  theme,  by  sage,  1^  fool  rever'd : 
Hear  it,  ye  young,  ye  vain,  ye  great,  ye  proud ! 

'T  is  Nature  speidcs,  and  Nature  will  be  beard. 
Yes,  ye  shall  hear,  and  tremble  as  ye  hear, 

While,  high  with  health,  your  hearts  ezultiag  leap ; 
Ev'n  in  the  midst  of  Pleasui«*s  mad  career. 

The  mental  monitor  shall  wake  and  weep^ 
For  say,  than  *  *  **s  propitious  star. 

What  briditer  planet  on  your  births  arose: 
Or  gave  of  Fortune*-s  gifb  an  ampler  shave^ 

In  life  to  lavish,  or  by  death  to  lose ! 
Early  to  lose ;  while,  borne  on  busy  wing, 

Ye  sip  tlie  nectar  of  each  vaiying  bloom : 
Nor  fWf  while  basking  in  the  beams  of  sprix^ 

llie  wintry  storm  that  sweeps  you  to  the  tomb. 
Think  of  her  fate !  revere  the  heav*nly  hand 

That  led  her  hence,  though  soon,  by  steps  so  slow: 
Long  at  her  couch  Death  took  his  patient  stsnd. 

And  menac'd  dti,  and  oft  withheld  the  blow : 
To  give  reflection  time,  with  lenient  art, 

Kadi  fond  delusion  from  her  soul  to  steal ; 
Teach  her  from  folly  peaceably  to  part. 

And  wean  her  from  a  world  she  lov'd  so  welL 
Say,  are  ye  sure  his  mercy  shall  extend 

To  you  so  long  a  span  ?  Alas,  ye  sigh : 
Make  then,  while  yet  ye  may,  your  God,  your  fUend» 

And  learn  with  equal  ease  to  sleep  or  die  \ 
Nor  think  the  Muse,  whose  sober  voice  ye  hear, 

Contracts  with  bigot  frown  her  sullen  tvow  ; 
Casts  round  Religion's  orb  the  mists  of  fear,  [glow. 

Or  shades  with  horrours,  what  with  smiles  should 
No ;  she  would  warm  you  with  seraphic  flre^ 

Heirs  as  ye  are  of  Heav*n*s  eternal  day; 
Would  bid  you  boldly  to  that  Heav'n  aspire, 

Not  sbk  and  slumber  in  your  cells  of  day. 


Know,  ye  wctv  fiinn*<d  to  rvnge  yon 

In  yon  ethereal  founts  of  Mias  to  Isve: 
Force  then,  secure  in  Faith's  ptutettiag 

The  sting  from  Dendi,  thevict'ry  from  the  Grave. 
Is  this  the  bigot's  rant?  Away,  ye  vma. 

Your  hopes,  your  fears,  in  doubt,  in  dnlacsB  I 
Go  soothe  your  souls  in  sickness,  giid^  a 

With  the  sad  solace  ofctenal  deep. 
Yet  will  t  praise  you,  triflers  aa  ye  are. 

More  than  dioae  preadiers  ot  your  ftev*i 
Who  proudly  swell  the  brsaen  throat  of  war. 

Who  form  the  phalanx,  bid  the  btftfe  blcsd; 
Nor  wish  for  more:  who cxinqner,  bat  to  difc. 

Hear,  Folly,  hear,  and  triumph  in  the  tale : 
Like  you,  th^  reason  ;  not,  like  yon,  enjoy 

The  breese  of  bUas,  that  fills  your  alkcn  asfl: 
On  Pleasure's  glitt'ring  stream  ye  gaily 

Your  little  course  to  cold  oUivion's 
They  dare  the  storm,  and,  through  th' ii 

Stem  the  rough  surges  and  bimve  the  1 
Is  it  for  glory?  that  just  Fate  denies. 

Long  must  the  warrior  moulder  in  his 
Ere  frnn  her  trump  the  heav'n-limth*di 

That  lift  the  hero  from  the  figfatu^g 
Is  it  his  grasp  of  empire  to  extend? 

To  curh  the  fury  of  insultiiig  Ibea? 
Ambition,  cease :  the  idle  contest  end : 

T  is  but  a  kingdom  thou  canst  win 
And  why  must  murdcr'd  myriads  looe 

(If  life  be  all,)  why  desolataon  low. 
With  famish*d  fkuwn,  on  this  aA^^Mnd  faao, 

Tluit  thou  may'st  flame  the  meteor  «f  an  hmmf 
Go  wiser  ye,  that  flutter  Ufbaway, 

Crown  with  the  mantling  juice  tba  gofalat  h^^; 
Weave  the  light  danee,  wxdi  festive  fnaduiB  gsy. 

And  live  your  moment,  ■noe  the  nest  je  SL 
Yet  know,  vain  sceptics,  know,  th*  Almighty 

Who  braath'd  on  man  a  pottian  of  hb  fac^ 
Bade  his  free  soul,  by  esrth  nor  time  cosiia'd 

To  Hcav*n,  to  immortality  aspire. 
Nor  shall  the  pile  of  hope,  fan  mercy  inar>d^ 

By  vain  philosophy  be  e*cr  deattoy'd : 
Eternity,  by  all  or  wish*d  or  ftar'4 

Shall  be  by  aU  or  suffered  ord^oy'd. 


EPITAPH  ON  MR&  MASON. 

IV  THX   CATKXDKAL  Or 


Takx,  holy  earth !  all  that  my  soul  holds 

Take  that  best  gift  whidi  Heav'n  ao  laftdy 
To  Bristol's  fount  I  bore  with  trembling  can 

Her  frded  fbrm ;  she  bow*d  to  taite  the 
And  died.    Does  youth,  does  beauty,  read  the 

Does  sympathetic  fear  their  breasts  alarm  ? 
I^ieak,  dead  Maria !  breathe  a  strain  divine: 

£v*n  from  die  grave  thou  shak  hacve  power 


Bid  them  be  chaste,  be  innocent,  like  tfacc; 

Bid  them  in  duty's  sphere  aa  meekly  owk; 
And  if  so  fSur,  from  vanity  aa  hte ; 

As  firm  in  firicndship,  and  as  fond  in  lofib 
Tell  them,  though  *t  is  an  awdul  thing  to  die, 

('Twasev'ntothee)yctthedr«ad  pntboacctni 
Heav*n  lifb  its  everlasting  portsls  higk» 
And  bids  **  tlie  pure  in  hnrt  behold  tbcir  Gad." 
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WILLIAM  COWPER 


W  iLLiAM  Cowm,  a  poet  of  distingiiiahcd  and 
origioat  ffenius,  was  born  in  1731,  at  Great  Berk- 
Iwrnpatgad  in  Hertfordshire.  His  father,  the  rector 
of  the  parish,  was  John  Cowper,  D.D.,  nephew  of 
Lord-Chancellor  Cowper.  The  subject  of  this 
nemorial  was  educated  at  Westminster  school, 
Nrbere  he  acquired  the  clasucal  knowledge  and  cor- 
rectncss  of  taste  for  which  it  is  celebrated,  but  with. 
>ut  any  portion  of  the  confident  and  undaunted 
ipirit  which  is  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  most 
raluable  acquisitions  derived  from  the  great  schools, 
o  those  who  are  to  push  their  way  in  ^  world. 
3n  the  contrary,  it  appears  from  his  poem  entitled 
'  Tirocinium,**  that  the  impressions  made  upon  his 
nind  from  what  he  witnessed  in  this  place,  were 
4ich  as  gave  him  a  permanent  dislike  to  the  system 
Kf  public  education.  Soon  after  his  leaving  West- 
ninster,  he  was  articled  to  a  solicitor  in  London 
or  three  yean  ;  but  so  far  from  studying  the  law, 
le  ^nt  the  greatest  part  of  his  time  with  a  relation, 
vfaere  he  and  the  future  Lord  Chancellor  (Lord 
Hiurlow)  spent  their  time,  according  to  his  own 
!xpressaon,  **  in  giggling,  and  making  giggle." 
it  the  expiration  of  his  time  with  the  solicitor,  he 
ook  chanibers  in  the  Temple,  but  his  time  was  still 
ittle  employed  oo  the  law,  and  was  rather  engaged 
D  claswical  pursuit^  in  which  Coleman,  £nnel 
Hiomton,  and  Lloyd,  leem  to  have  been  his  prin- 
ipal  associates. 

Cowpcr's  spirits  were  naturally  weak ;  and  when 
lit  friends  had  procured  him  a  nomination  to  the 
)ffices  of  reading-clerk  and  clerk  of  the  Private 
Committees  in  the  House  of  Lords,  he  shrunk  with 
uch  terrour  from  the  idea  of  making  his  appearance 
cfore  the  most  august  assembly  in  the  nation,  that 
fter  a  violent  struggle  with  hiznself,  he  resigned  his 
nteoded  employment,  and  with  it  all  his  prospects 
a  life.  In  fact,  he  became  completely  deranged ; 
od  in  this  situation  was  placed,  in  December,  1763, 
bout  the  3Sd  year  of  his  age,  with  Dr.  Cotton,  an 
miable  and  worthy  physician  at  St  A]ban*8.  TUs 
gitatioQ  of  his  minid  is  placed  by  some  who  have 
nentioocd  it  to  the  account  of  a  deep  oonrideration 
f  his  state  in  a  religious  view,  in  wUch  theterrours 
f  eternal  judgment  so  much  overpowered  fab 
Kulties,  that  be  remained  seven  months  in  momenU 
ry  expectation  of  being  plunged  into  final  misery. 
it,  Jotamm,  however,  a  near  relation,  has  takoi 
ains  to  prove  to  demonstration,  that  these  views  of 
is  condition  were  so  fiv  from  producing  such  an 
ffect,  that  they  ought  to  be  regarded  as  his  sole 
onsolation.  It  appears,  however,  that  his  mind 
ad  acquired  such  an  indelible  tinge  of  melancholy, 
lat  his  whole  successive  life  vras  passed  with  little 
lore  than  intervals  of  comfort  between  long  p^ 
iixysms  of  settled  despondency. 

After  a  residence  of  a  year  and  a  half  with 
>r.  Cotton,  he  spent  part  of  his  time  at  the  house 
f  his  relation,  Eari  Cowper,  and  part  at  Hunting- 
on,  with  his  intimate  friend,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Unwin. 
lie  death  of  the  latter  caused  his  widow  to  remove 


to  Olney  in  Buckinghamshire,  which  was  thence- 
foith  the  principal  place  of  Cowper's  residence..  At 
Olney  he  contracted  a  close  friendship  with  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Newton,  then  minister  there,  and  rinoe 
rector  of  St.  Mary  Woolnoth,  London,  whose  re- 
ligioua  opinions  were  in  unison  with  his  own.  To 
a  collection  of  hymns  published  by  him,  Cowper 
contributed  a  considenble  number  of  his  own  com- 
position. He  first  became  known  to  the  public  as 
a  poet  by  a  volume  printed  in  1788;  the  contents  of 
which,  if  they  did  not  at  once  place  him  high  in  the 
scale  of  poetic  excellence,  sufildently  established  his 
claim  to  originality.  Its  topics  are  «  Table  Talk,*' 
"  Errour,**  "  Thith,"  "  Expostulation,*'  <*  Hope,** 
«  Charity,**  "  Conversation,*'  and  *•  Retirement,** 
all  treated  upon  religious  principles,  and  not  vritb- 
out  a  considenble  tinge  of  that  rigour  and  austerity 
which  belonged  to  his  mrstem.  These  pieces  are 
written  in  rhymed  heroics,  which  he  commonly 
manages  with  little  grace,  or  attention  to  melody. 
The  style,  though  often  prosaic,  is  never  flat  or  in- 
sipid ;  and  sometimes  die  true  poet  breaks  throu^ 
in  a  vein  of  lively  description  or  bold  figure. 

If  this  volume  excited  but  little  of  the  public 
attention,  his  next  volume,  published  in  1785,  in- 
troduced his  name  to  all  the  lovers  of  poetry,  and 
gave  him  at  least  an  equality  of  reputation  with  any 
of  his  contemporaries.  It  consists  of  a  poem  in  six 
books,  entitled  «  Tlie  Task,**  alluding  to  the  in- 
junction  of  a  lady,  to  write  a  piece  in  blank  verse, 
for  the  subject  of  which  she  gave  him  The  Safn, 
It  sets  out,  indeed,  with  some  sportive  discussion  of 
this  topic ;  but  soon  falls  into  a  serious  strain  of 
rural  description,  intermixed  with  moral  sentiments 
and  portniturea,  which  is  preserved  through  the  six 
books,  freely  ranging  from  thought  to  thought  with 
no  perceptible  method.  But  as  the  whole  poem 
will  here  be  found,  it  is  unnecessary  to  enter  into 
pardcubrs.  Another  piece,  entitled  <*  Tirocinium, 
or  a  Review  of  Schools,"  a  work  replete  with 
striking  observation,  is  added  to  the  preo«iing ;  and 
several  other  pieces  gleaned  from  Ms  various  writinga 
will  be  found  in  the  collection. 

For  the  purpose  of  losing  in  employment'  the 
distressing  ideas  whidi  were  ever  apt  to  recur,  he 
next  undertook  the  real  task  of  translating  into 
blank  verse  the  whole  of  Homer's  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. This  work  has  much  merit  of  execution,  and 
is  certainly  a  far  more  exact  representation  of  the 
ancient  poet  than  Pope's  ornamental  version;  but 
where  simplicity  of  matter  in  the  original  ia  not 
relieved  by  the  force  of  sonorous  diction,  the  poverty 
of  English  blank-vene  hasscarccly  been  able  to  pre- 
vent it  fhom  sinking  into  mere  prose.  Vanoua 
other  tmslations  dffloted  his  necessity  of  seeking 
employment ;  but  nothing  was  capable  of  durably 
relieving  his  mind  from  the  horrible  impresrions  it 
had  undeiigone.  He  passed  some  of  his  latter 
years  under  the  affectionate  care  of  a  rdatioil  at 
East  Dereham  in  Norfolk,  where  be  diffi 
April  25th,  180a 
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BOADICEA : 

AN   ODB. 

yVmns  the  British  wmmor  queen, 
Bleeding  from  the  Roman  rods. 

Sought,  with  an  indignant  mien. 
Counsel  of  her  country's  gods, 

S^^  beneadi  the  spreading  oak 
Sat  the  Druid,  hoary  chief; 

£v*i7  burning  word  he  spoke 
Full  of  rage,  and  full  of  grief. 

*•  Princess !  if  our  aged  eyes 

Weep  upon  thy  matchless  wrongs, 

*T  is  because  resentment  ties 
All  the  tcrrours  of  our  tongues. 

*<  Rome  shall  perish  —  write  that  word 
In  the  blood  that  she  has  spilt ; 

Perish,  hopeless  and  abhorr'd. 
Deep  in  ruin  as  in  guilt. 

"  Rome,  for  empire  far  renowned. 
Tramples  on  a  thousand  states ; 

Soon  her  pride  shall  kiss  the  ground  — 
Hark !  the  Gaul  is  at  her  gates  ! 

«  Other  Romans  shall  arise. 
Heedless  of  a  soldier's  name ; 

Sounds,  not  arms,  shall  win  the  prise^ 
Harmony  the  path  to  fame. 

«  Then  the  progeny  that  springs 
From  the  forests  of  our  land, 

AimM  with  thunder,  dad  with  wings. 
Shall  a  wider  world  command. 

*'  Regions  CsKar  never  knew 

TTiy  posterity  shall  sway ; 
Where  his  eagles  never  flew. 

None  invincible  as  they.** 

Such  the  bard*s  prophetic  words, 
Pregnant  with  celestial  fire. 

Bending  as  he  swept  the  chords 
Of  his  sweet  but  aweful  lyre. 

She,  with  all  a  monarch's  pride^ 
Felt  them  in  her  bosom  glow ; 

Rush'd  to  battle,  fought,  and  died ; 
Dying  hurVd  them  at  the  foe. 

**  Ruffians,  pitiless  as  proud, 

Heav*n  awards  the  vengeance  due ; 

Empire  is  on  us  bestow*d. 
Shame  and  ruin  wait  fbr  you.' 


M 


HEROISBf. 

Tmas  was  a  time  when  Etna's  silent  fira 
Slept  unpercetv*d,  the  mountain  yet  entire ; 
When,  oonsdoua  of  no  danger  from  below, 
She  tower'd  a  doud-capt  pysvnid  of  snow. 
No  thunders  shook  wi  Ji  deep  intestine  sound 
The  bloooiiiig  groves,  that  (ptdled  her  around. 


>^ 


Her  unctuous  olives,  and  her  purple 
(Unfelt  the  fury  of  those  bunting  iiiiw»,3 
'rhefea8ant*94iopes,^uid  not  in  iwin,  aaaard. 
In  peace  upon  her  sloping  ndes  matw*^ 
When  on  a  day,  like  that  of  the  last  dooo^ 
A  conilagmtion  lab'ring  in  her  womb,    ^^  ^ 
She  teem'd  and  heav*d  with  an  infernal  faiilh. 
That  shook  the  circling  seas  and  aoBd  cafik 
Dark  and  voluminous  the  vapours  rise, 
And  hang  their  horroun  in  the  ne^i^'iias 
While  through  the  Stygian  veil,  that  bkite  the  da\. 
In  dazzling  streaks  the  vivid  ligfataings  play. 
But  oh !  what  muse,  and  in  what  pow'i*  of  soog. 
Can  trace  the  torrent  as  it  burns  alossg  ? 
Havoc  and  devastation  in  the  van,. 
It  marches  o'er  the  prostrate  wocks  of  i 
Vines,  olives,  herbage,  forests  disappear. 
And  all  the  charms  of  a  Sicilian  jemr. 
Revolving  seasons,  fruitless  as  tliey 
See  it  an  uxunform'd  and  idle  mess ; 
Without  a  soil  f  invite  tiie  tOkr's  care^ 
Or  blades  that  might  redeem  it  from  despair. 
Yet  time  at  length  (what  will  not  time  •dar 
Clothes  it  with  earth,  and  bids  the  pcodnce  five- 
Once  more  Ae  spiry  myrtle  crowns  die  glade. 
And  ruminating  flocks  enjoy  the 
O  bliss  precarious,  and  unsafe  nl^ 
O  charming  Psradise  of  short-liv'd 
TTie  self-same  gale,  Aat  wafts  the  fragmcs  nmai 
Brings  to  the  ^stant  ear  a  sullen  sound: 
Again  the  mountain  feels  th'  impriaim'd  Ibe, 
Again  pours  ruin  on  the  vale  bdf 
Ten  thousand  swains  the  watfed  i 
That  only  future  ages  can  restoec. 

Ye  monardtt,  whom  the  lure  of  banour 
Who  write  in  blood  the  merits  oTyvmr 
Who  strike  the  blow,  then  plead  your 
Olory  your  ahn,  but  justice  your 
Behold  in  £tna*s  emblematic  fires 
The  mischScis  your  ambitious  ptiik  ii 

Past  by  the  stream,  that  bounds  your  jort 
And  tells  you  where  ye  have  a  right  to  reign, 
A  natkm  dwdls,  not  envious  of  your  thraae. 
Studious  of  peace,  Aeir  netghbours*,  mad  their  owa. 
IlUfated  race !  how  deeply  must  they  ^ 
TTieir  only  crime,  vicinity  to  you  ? 
The  trumpet  sounds,  your  legions 
Through  the  ripe  harvest  lies  thdn-  dwtin'd  road ; 
At  every  step  beneath  their  feet  they  tread 
The  life  of  multitudes,  a  nation's  bicad  * 
Earth  seems  a  gsrden  in  it's  loreliett 
Before  them,  and  behind  a  wildemeak 
Famine^  and  Pestilence,  her  firsUMMm 
Attend  to  finish  what  the  swosd  begmi ; 
And  edioing  prsiaes,  such  as  fiends  mighti 
And  FoUy  pays,  resound  at  your  retnra. 
A  calm  succeeds— but  Plenty,  with  fav 
Of  beart4eli  j(^  succeeds  not  aooo 
And  years  of  pining  indigence  must 
Whit  scourges  are  the  gods  that  rule^ 

Yet  man,  laborious  man,  by  ikrw  dcgre«% 
(Sudi  is  his  thirst  of  opulence  and  caae^) 
Flies  all  the  sinews  of  industrious  toil. 
Gleans  up  the  refuse  of  the  gen'ral  spMdl, 
BebuUds  the  tow*rs,  that  smok*d  upon  die  piaia, 
And  the  Sun  gilds  the  slantng  qiires  agalB. 

Increasing  oommeroe  and  reviving  ait 
Renew  the  quarrel  on  the  conqu'm  pait; 
And  the  sad  lesson  must  be  lewn'd  once  — 
DMt  wealth  within  is  ruin  at  the  door. 
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What  arc  ye,  monarchy  liiif»ird  hmroe*,  mj, 
But  ^Ctnas  of  the  sulPring  world  ye  sway  ? 
Sweet  Nature^  stripp*d  of  her  embroidered  robe. 
Deplores  the  wasted  regions  of  her  globe ; 
And  stands  a  witness  at  TVuth's  aw^l  bar. 
To  prove  you  there  destroy  ers  as  ye  are; 

O  place  me  in  some  Heav'n-protected  isle, 
Where  Peace,  and  Equity,  and  Fkneedom  smile ; 
Where  no  ^cano  pours  hb  fiery  flood. 
No  crested  warrior  dips  his  plume  in  blood ; 
Where  Pow'r  secures  what  Industry  has  won ; 
Where  to  succeed  is  not  to  be  undone ; 
A  land,  that  distant  tyvants  hate  in  run. 
In  Britain's  isle,  beneath  a  George's  reign ! 


ON   TRC  aaCBITT  »  MT  MOTHn't  nOffUEl  OUT  ow 

voaroLK,  TUX  oirr  or  mr  ooosnr  Airir  aooHAJf. 

O  THAT  those  lips  had  language !     Lift  has  pass*d 
With  me  but  roughly  since  I  heard  thee  last 
HxMe  lips  are  thme  —  thy  own  sweet  smile  I  see, 
Tlir  same,  that  oft  in  childhood  solac'd  me ; 
Voice  only  fiul%  else  how  distinct  they  say* 
**  Grieve  not,  my  child,  chase  all  thy  fean  away  !**  ' 
The  meek  intelligenoe  of  those  dear  eyes 
( Blest  be  the  art  that  can  immortalise. 
The  art  that  baffles  Time's  tyrannic  claim 
To  quench  it,)  here  shines  on  me  still  the  same. 
Faithful  rcmembmncer  of  one  so  dear, 

0  welcome  guest,  though  unexpected  here ! 
Who  bidd'st  me  lionour  with  an  artless  song^ 
AflVcrionate,  a  mother  lost  so  long. 

1  will  obey,  not  willingly  alone^ 
But  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own : 
And,  while  that  fiu*e  renews  my  filial  grie^ 
Fancy  shall  weare  a  charm  for  my  relief 
Slull  steep  me  in  Elysian  reTeric^ 
A  momentary  dream  that  thou  art  she. 

3{y  mother !  when  I  leam*d  that  thou  wast  dead* 
Smr,  wast  thou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shed? 
HoTcr'd  thy  spirit  o'er  thy  sorr'wing  son. 
Wretch  even  then,  life's  journey  just  begun  ? 
Perhaps  thou  gav'st  me,  though  unfelt,  a  kiss ; 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss  -^ 
Ah  that  maternal  smile !  it  answers  ^  Yea 
I  lieard  the  bell  toll'd  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  saw  the  hearse,  that  bore  thee  slow  away, 
And,  turning  from  my  nurs'ry  window,  drew 
A  l<mg,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu ! 
But  was  it  such?—  It  was.  —Where  thou  art  gone. 
Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  unknown. 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore. 
The  parting  word  shall  pass  my  lips  no  more ! 
Thy  maidens,  grier'd  themselres  at  my  concern, 
Ofl  gave  me  promise  of  thy  quick  return. 
What  ardently  I  wi&h'd,  I  long  belier'd. 
And,  disappointed  still,  was  still  deceiv'd. 
By  expectation  er'ry  day  beguil'd. 
Dupe  of  to-momw  eren  from  a  child. 
Thus  many  a  sad  to-morrow  came  and  went. 
Till,  all  my  stock  of  infant-sorrow  spent, 
I  leam'd  at  last  submission  to  my  lot, 
But,  though  I  less  deplor'd  thee,  ne'er  forgot 

V^liere  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard  no  more, 
Children  not  thine' have  trod  my  nurs'ry  floor ; 
And  where  the  gard'ner  Robin,  day  by  day. 
Drew  me  to  sdwol  along  the  public  way. 


Delighted  with  my  bauble  co^ch,  and  wrapp'd 

In  scarlet-mantle  warm,  and  velvet  cap, 

'T  is  now  become  a  hist'ry  little  known. 

That  once  we  call'd  the  past'ral  housn  our  own. 

Short-liv'd  possession  !  but  the  record  fair, 

lliat  mem'ry  keeps  of  all  thy  kindness  tfaiere^ 

Still  outlives  many  a  storm,  that  has  efiac'd 

A  thousand  other  themes  less  deeply  trac'd. 

Tliy  nightly  visits  to  my  chamber  niade, 

That  thou  mightst  know  me  safe  and  warmly  laid ; 

lliy  morning  bounties  ere  I  lef^  my  homc^ 

The  biwuit,  or  confectipnary  plum ; 

The  fragrant  waters  on  my  chcel|s  bcstow'd 

By  thy  own  hand,  till  fre^  they  shooe  and  glow'd ! 

All  tlds,  and  more  endearing  still  than  all, 

lliy  constant  flow  of  love^  that  knew  no  fall. 

Ne'er  roughen'd  by  those  catarMts  and  breaks^ 

That  humour  inteipoa'd  too  often  makai } 

All  this  still  legible  in  marn'ry's  pag^ 

And  still  to  be  so  to  my  latest  i^je, 

Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 

Such  honours  to  thee  as  my  mmibcr*  t/mf ; 

Perhaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  sincere, 

Not  scom'd  in  Heav'n,  though  little  notic'd  hera^ 

Could  Time,  his  flight  revers'd,  restore  the  houn^ 
When,  playing  with  thy  vesture's  tissu'd  flow'rs, 
The  violet,  tiie  pink,  and  jessamine, 
I  prick'd  them  Into  paper  vrith  a  pin, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  myself  the  while, 
Wouldst  sofUv  speak,  and  stroke  my  head,  and  smile^) 
Could  those  raw  pleasant  days  again  appear,  [here? 
Mif;ht  one  wish  bring  them,  would  I  wish  them 
I  would  not  trust  my  heart— the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  be  desir'd,  perhaps  I  might  ^ 
But  no — what  here  we  call  our  life  is  sudi, 
So  little  to  be  lov'd,  and  thou  so  much. 
That  I  should  ill  requite  thee  to  constrain 
Thy  unbound  spufit  into  bonds  again. 

Thou,  as  a  sallant  bark  from  Albion's  ooMt 
(The  storms  aU  weathcr'd  and  the  ocean  cross'd) 
Shoots  into  port  at  some  weU-haven'd  islc^ 
Where  spices  breathe^  and  brighter  seasons  milf^ 
There  sits  quiescent  on  the  floods,  that  show 
Her  beauteous  form  reflected  clear  below. 
While  airs  impr^nated  with  incense  play 
Around  her,  fanning  light  her  streamers  gay ; 
So  thou,  with  sails Iiow swift !  hast reach'dtbe shore, 
**  Where  tempests  never  beat  nor  billows  roar  *," 
And  thy  lov'd  consort  on  the  dang'roul  tide 
Of  life  long  since  has  anchor'd  by  thy  sida 
But  me,  scarce  hoping  to  attain  that  rest, 
Always  from  port  withheld,  always  distrcsa'd— 
Me  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tempest-toss'd, 
Sails  ripp'd,  seams  op'ning  wide,  and  compass  lost. 
And  day  by  day  some  curreut's  thvrarting  force 
Sets  me  more  distant  from  a  prosp'rous  course. 
Yet  O  the  thought,  that  thou  art  safe,  and  he.' 
Thait  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not,  that  I  deduce  my  birth 
FVom  loins  enthron'd,  and  rulers  of  the  Earth ; 
But  higher  far  my  proud  pretensions  rise  — 
The  son  of  parents  pass'd  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  farewell — Time  unrevok'd  has  run 
His  wonted  course,  yet  what  I  wish'd  is  done. 
By  contemplation's  hclp»  not  sought  in  vain« 
I  seem  t*  have  liv'd  my  childhood  o'er  again*. 
To  have  renew'd  (he  joys  that  once  were  min^ 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine; 
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And,  while  the  wings  of  Fancy  still  ire  free. 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  of  thee. 
Time  has  bfut  half  succeeded  in  his  theft— 
Hiyself  remor'd,  thy  pow*r  to  soothe  me  left. 


COWPER- 


FRIENDSHIP. 

What  tirtue^  or  whet  mental  grace 
But  men  unqualified  and  base 

Will  boast  it  their  possession  ? 
Fhrfusion  apes  the  noble  part 
Of  liberality  of  heart, 

And  dulness  of 


If  erery  polish'd  gem  we  find 
Ilhi*p«"ft*"g  heart  or  mind, 

Fhi^oke  to  imitation ; 
No  wonder  fiiendsfaip  does  the  same 
That  jewel  of  the  purest  flame. 

Or  rather  constdlation. 

No  knave  but  boldly  wfll  pretend 
The  requisites  that  form  a  friend, 

A  real  and  a  sound  one ; 
Nor  any  fool^  he  would  deceire. 
But  prove  as  ready  to  believe, 

And  dream  that  he  had  found  one. 

Candid,  and  generous,  and  just. 
Boys  care  but  little  whom  they  trust. 

An  errour  soon  oonrected  — 
For  who  but  learns  in  riper  years, 
That  man,  when  smoothest  hie  appear^ 

Is  most  to  be  su^Mcted? 

But  here  again  a  danger  lies, 
Lest,  having  misapplied  our  eyes. 

And  taken  trash  for  treasure, 
We  should  unwarily  conclude 
FHendship  a  false  ideal  good, 

A  mere  Utopian  pleasure. 

An  acquisition  rather  rare 
Is  yet  no  subject  of  despair ; 

Nor  is  it  wise  complainings 
If  either  on  forbidden  ground, 
Or  where  it  was  not  to  be  found 

We  sought  without  attaining. 

No  friendship  will  abide  die  test. 
That  stands  on  sordid  interest. 

Or  mean  self-love  erected ; 
Nor  such  as  may  awhile  subsist. 
Between  the  sot  and  sensualist, 

For  vicious  ends  connected. 

Who  seek  a  friend  should  come  dispos'd, 
T  exhibit  in  full  bkxnn  disdos'd 

Hie  graces  and  the  beauties, 
That  form  the  character  he  seeks, 
For  *t  is  a  union,  that  be^eaks 

Reciprocated  duties. 

Mutual  attention  is  implied^ 
And  equal  truth  on  either  dde. 

And  constantly  supported : 
*T  is  senseless  arrogance  t*  accuse 
Another  of  sinister  views. 

Our  own  as  much  distorted. 


BntwHl 

It  is  iidced  above  all  prioi^ 

And  must  be  made  the  ~ 
But  ev*ry  virtue  of  the  soul 
Must  constitute  the  charmiqg 

All  shining  in  their 


A  fretful  temper  will  divide 

The  closest  knot  that  may  be  tiadp 

By  ceaselesB  sharp  corrosioii ; 
A  temper  pasannatp  and  fieioe 
May  suddenly  your  joys  Sigpetwt 

At  one  immense  cxplosiQik 

In  vain  the  talkative  unite 

In  hopes  of  permanent  ddi^it  — 

The  searet  just  committed. 
Forgetting  it*s  important  wejgbt. 
They  drop  tiuough  mere  de^re  to 

And  by.tfaemaelvcB  outwitted. 


How  bright  aoe*er  the  prospect 
All  thoughts  of  fiicnddiqi  are  but 

If  envy  chance  to  creep  in  ; 
An  envious  man,  if  you  succeed. 
May  prove  a  dang*rous  Ibe  indeed. 

But  not  a  friend  worth  keeping. 


As  envy  pines  at  good  possess'd. 
So  jealousy  looks  forth  distreas'd 

On  good,  that  seems  appmarhingi 
And,  if  success  his  steps  attend. 
Discerns  a  rival  in  a  friend. 

And  hates  htm  for  encroaciBng. 


Hence  authors  of  illustrioos 
Unless  belied  \jj  common  froDc^ 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrel. 
To  deem  the  wit  a  fricsid  displaya 
A  tax  upon  thdr  own  just  praiae^ 

And  pluck  each  odiar's  laureL 

A  man  renown'd  lor  repartee 
Will  seldom  scruple  to  make  fr«e 

With  friendship's  finest  feding  ; 
Will  thrust  a  dagger  at  your 
And  say  he  wounded  you  inject. 

By  way  of  balm  fiv  healing. 


Whoerer  keepa  an  open 
For  tattlers  will  be  sure  to 

The  trumpet  of  eontentioa  ; 
Aspersion  is  the  babbler's  trade^ 
To  listen  is  to  lend  him  aid. 

And  rttsh  into  diasenaioo. 

A  friendship,  that  in  .frequent  §U 
Of  controversial  rage  emits 

The  sparks  of  dbputstdon, 
like  Hand  in  Hand  insnrancr 
Most  unavoidably  creates 

TIk  thought  of  conflagration. 


t 


Some  fidde  creatures  boast  a 
TVue  as  a  needle  to  the  Fde, 

Hieir  humour  yet  so  various-— 
They  manifrst  their  whole  life 
Tbe  needle's  deviations  too, 
lore  is  so  precBriofB. 


FRIENDSHIP. 
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Tlie  git»it  and  small  Init  nurely  meet 
On  ^erms  of  amity  complete ; 

Plcbeiaiis  must  surrender, 
And  yield  so  much  to  noble  folk, 
It  is  combining  fire  with  smoke. 

Obscurity  with  ^lendour. 

Some  are  so  placid  and  serene, 
(As  Irish  bogs  are  always  green,) 

They  sleep  secure  from  waking ; 
A  nd  are  indeed  a  bog,  that  bears 
Your  unparticipated  cares, 

UnmoT*d  and  witliout  quaking. 

Courtier  and  patriot  cannot  mix 
Their  het'rogeneous  politics 

Without  an  eflferrescence, 
lake  that  of  salts  with  lemon  juice, 
V^ch  does  not  yet  like  that  produce 

A  friendly  coalescence. 

Religion  should  extinguish  strife. 
And  make  a  calm  of  human  life ; 

But  friends  that  chance  to  differ 
On  points,  which  God  has  left  at  large. 
How  freely  will  they  meet  and  charge ! 

No  combatants  are  stiffen 

To  prore  at  last  my  main  intent 
Ne^  no  expense  of  argument. 

No  cutting  and  contriring  — 
Seeking  a  rail  friend  we  seem 
T*  adopt  the  d^jrmists'  golden  dream, 

VmOi  still  less  hope  of  thriring. 


Sometimes  the  fiuilt  is  all  our  own, 
Sosne  blemish  in  due  time  made  known, 

By  tieqMSB  or  omission ; 
SoBoietimeB  occasion  brings  to  light 
Our  friend's  defect  long  hid  from  sight, 

And  e?cn  frvm  suspicion. 

Then  judge  jrourtelf  and  prove, your  man 
Ae  ctreumspectly  as  you  can. 

And,  baring  made  election, 
Beware  no  negligence  of  yours. 
Such  as  a  friend  but  ill  endures, 

EnleeUe  his  affection. 

That  secrals  are  a  sacred  trust, 

Tliat  friends  should  be  sincere  and  just» 

That  constancy  befits  them, 
Are  obserrations  on  the  case. 
That  saTOur  much  of  common-place, 

And  all  the  world  admits  them. 

* 
But 't  is  not  timber,  lead,  and  stone,. 
An  architect  requires  alone. 

To  iinisli  a  fine  building  — 
llie  palace  were  but  half  complete,. 
If  he  could  possibly  forget 

The  earring  and  the  gilding. 

The  man  that  hails  you  Tom  or  Jack, 
And  proves  by  thumps  upon  your  back 

How  he  esteems  your  merit. 
Is  such  a  friend,  that  one  had  need 
Be  very  much  his  friend  indeed. 

To  pardon  or  to  bear  it 


As  similarity  of  mind. 

Or  something  not  to  be  defin'd. 

First  fixes  our  attention ; 
So  manners  decent  and  polHe, 
The  same  we  practis'd  at  first  sight, 

Must  save  it  from  declension. 

Some  act  upon  this  prudent  plan, 
'<  Say  little,  and  hear  all  you  can.'* 

Sflie  policy,  but  hateful  — 
So  barren  sands  imbibe  the  show'r. 
But  render  neither  fruit  nor  flower, 

Unpleasant  and  ungrateful. 

The  man  I  trust,  if  shy  to  me. 
Shall  find  me  as  reserr'd  as  he  ; 

No  subteifrige  or  pleading 
Shall  win  my  confidence  again^ 
I  will  by  no  means  entertain 

A  spy  on  my  proceeding. 

These  samples — for  alas !  at  laat 
These  are  but  samples,  and  a  taata 

Of  erils  yet  unmentioned  — 
May  prore  the  task  a  task  indeed^ 
In  which  't  is  much  if  we  succeed. 

However  welUintention'd. 

Pursue  the  search,  and  you  will  find 
Good  sense  and  knowledge  of  mankind 

To  be  at  least  expedient. 
And,  afUr  summing  all  the  rest^. 
Religion  ruling  ia  the  breast 

A  principal  ingredient* 

The  noblest  friendship  ever  shown 
The  Sariour's  histoty  makes  known. 

Though  some  have  tum*d  and  turned  it; 
And,  whether  being  cras'd  or  Uind, 
Or  seeking  with  a  biaaa'd  mind, 

Hs«e  not,  it  seems,  discem'd  it. 

O  Friendship !  if  my  soul  forego 
Thy  dear  delights  while  here  below  ; 

To  mortify  and  grieve  .me,. 
BSay  I  myself  at  last  appear 
Unworthy,  base,  and  insincere. 

Or  may  my  friend  deceive  mcu 


RETIREMENT. 


Jkirena  jgPobHis  ott 

ViBO.  Georg,  lib.  iv. 


Hackhkt'o  in  bustness,  wearied  at  that  oar. 
Which  tlMMwands,  once  fast  chain'd  to»  quit  no  more. 
But  which,  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  low, 
All  wish,  or  seem  to  wish,  they  could  forego ; 
The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade, 
Fsnts  tor  the  refuge  of  some  rural  sh^^ 
Where,  all  his  long  anxieties  forgot 
Amid  the  charms  of  a  sequ«ster*a  spot. 
Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o*er. 
And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before. 
He  may  possess  the  joys  he  thinks  lie  sees, 
Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  Ease, 
Improve  the  remnant  of  his  wasted  span^ 
And,  baring  liv'd  a  trifler,  die  a  man. 
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Thus  Conscience  pleads  Her  came  witfam  the  breast, 

lliough  long  rebeird  against,  not  yet  suppreas'd. 

And  calls  a  creature  form'd  for  God  alone, 

For  Heav*n*s  liigh  purposes,  and  not  his  own. 

Calls  him  away  from  selfish  ends  and  aims. 

From  what  debilitates,  and  what  inflames, 

From  cities  humming  with  a  restless  crowd, 

Sordid  as  active,  ignorant  as  loud. 

Whose  highest  praise  is  that  diey  live  in  vain, 

The  dupes  of  pleasure,  or  the  slaves  of  gain. 

Where  works  of  man  are  duster'd  dose  around. 

And  works  of  God  are  hardly  to  be  found. 

To  regions  where,  in  spite  of  sin  and  woe. 

Traces  of  Eden  are  still  seen  below. 

Where  mountain,  river,  forest,  field,  and  grove, 

Remind  him  of  his  Maker's  pow*r  and  love. 

'T  is  wen  if,  looked  for  at  so  late  a  day. 

In  the  last  scene  of  such  a  senseless  play, 

True  wisdom  will  attend  hb  feeble  call. 

And  grace  his  action  ere  the  curtain  fall 

Souls,  that  have  long  despis*d  their  heav*nly  birth. 

Their  wishes  all  impregnated  with  Earth, 

For  threescore  years  employ'd  with  ceaaeleflB  care 

In  catching  smoke  and  feeding  upon  air. 

Conversant  only  with  the  ways  of  man. 

Rarely  redeem  the  short  remaining  ten. 

Invet'rate  habits  choke  th'  unfruitful  hearty 

Their  fibres  penetrate  it's  tend'rest  part. 

And,  draining  it's  nutritious  pow'rs  to  fieed 

Their  noxious  growth,  starve  ev'ry  better  seed. 

Happy,  if  full  of  days— but  happier  fiv. 
If,  ere  we  yet  discern  life's  ev'ning  star. 
Sick  of  the  service  of  a  world,  that  feeds 
It's  patient  drudges  with  dry  chaff  and  weeds, 
We  can  escape  from  Custom's  idiot  sway. 
To  serve  the  Sov'reign  we  were  bom  t'  obey. 
Then  sweet  to  muse  upon  his  skill  display'd 
( Infinite  skill)  in  all  that  he  has  made ! 
To  trace  in  Nature's  most  minute  design 
I'he  signature  and  stamp  of  power  divine. 
Contrivance  intricate,  express'd  with  ease. 
Where  unassisted  sight  no  beauty  seen, 
Tlie  sliapely  limb  and  lubricated  joint, 
Within  tlie  small  dimensions  of  a  point, 
Muscle  and  nerve  miraculously  spun, 
His  mighty  wnrk,  who  speaks  and  it  is  done^ 
Th'  invisible  in  things  scarce  seen  reveal'd. 
To  whom  an  atom  is  an  ample  field  ; 
To  wonder  at  a  thousand  insect  forms 
These  Iiatch'd  and  those  resuscitated  worms. 
New  life  ordain'd  and  brighter  scenes  to  share. 
Once  prone  on  earth,  now  buoyant  upon  air,    [size. 
Whose  shape  would  make  them,  had  they  bulk  and 
More  Iiideous  foes  than  fancy  can  devise ; 
With  helmet-heads,  and  dragon-scales  adom'd, 
The  mighty  myriads,  now  securely  scom'd. 
Would  mock  the  majesty  of  man's  high  birth, 
Despise  his  bulwarks  and  unpeople  earth : 
Tticn  with  a  glance  of  fancy  to  survey. 
Far  as  the  faculty  can  stretch  a  way. 
Ten  thousand  rivdH  pour'd  at  his  command 
From  urns,  tliat  never  fail,  through  cv*ry  land ; 
These  like  a  deluge  with  impetuous  force, 
Those  winding  modestly  a  silent  course  ; 
The  cloud-surmounting  Alps  the  fruitful  vales ; 
Seas,  on  which  ev'ry  nation  spreads  her  sails  ; 
Tlie  Sun,  a  world  whence  other  worlds  drink  light. 
The  crescent  Moon,  the  diadem  of  night ; 
Stars  countless  eacli  in  his  appointed  pKicc, 
Fast  anchor'd  in  the  deep  abyss  of  s|)ace  — 


At  such  a  sight  to  catch  the  poet's 

And  with  a  rapture  like  his  own  exclaim^ 

**  These  are  thy  glorious  woffk%  thou  aouxo 

How  dimly  seen,  how  fiuntly  undcntaod ! 

Thine,  and  upheld  by  thy  paternal  can. 

This  universal  flname,  thus  wondroos  hit  i 

Thy  pow'r  divine,  and  bounty  beyond  tliosn^tf. 

Ador'd  and  prais'd  in  all  that  tboa  haat  mtoa^t, 

Abaori>*d  in  that  immensity  I  sec^ 

I  shrink  abas'd,  and  yet  aspire  to  tiwe  ; 

Instruct  me,  guide  me  to  that  faHr'nly  dby. 

Thy  words  mcnre  deariy  dam  tfiy  waii:ai»  dmfimf. 

That,  while  thy  truths  my  gn 

I  may  resemble  thee,  and  call  thee 

O  blest  proficiency !  surpassing  all. 
That  men  ertODCOusly  their  glory  call, 
Tlie  recompense  that  arts  or  arms  can  yidd. 
The  bar,  the  senate,  or  the  tented  ficUL 
Compar'd  with  this  sublimest  life  bdaw» 
Ye  kings  and  rulers  whet  have  courts  to  thorn  ? 
Thus  studied,  us'd  and  consecrated  thus. 
On  Earth  what  is  seems  form'd  indeed  lor  ns: 
Not  as  the  plaything  of  a  froward  daHdf 
Fretful  unless  diverted  and  bcguil'd. 
Much  less  to  feed  and  fan  the  fatal  fires 
Of  pride,  ambition,  or  impure 
But  as  a  scale,  by  which  the  soul 
From  mighty  means  to  more  important 
Securely,  though  by  steps  but  rarely  trod. 
Mounts  from  inferior  beings  up  to  God, 
And  sees  by  no  frlladous  light  w  dim. 
Earth  made  ibr  man,  and  man  himself  for  hive 

Not  that  I  mean  t'  i^iprove,  or  would  cnf^irrr 
A  superstitious  and  monastic  course : 
Truth  is  not  local,  God  alike  pervades 
And  fills  tlie  world  of  traffic  and  the  shades. 
And  may  be  fear'd  amidst  the  busiest  scenes. 
Or  scom'd  where  bunness  never  inteoMxa^ 
But  *t  is  not  easy  with  a  mind  like  ours. 
Conscious  of  weakness  in  it's  noblest  pow*n. 
And  in  a  worid,  where^  dtlier  ills  ^lart. 
The  roving  eye  misleads  the  careless  heart. 
To  limit  thoughs  by  nature  prone  to  atn^ 
Wlieiever  freakish  Fancy  points  the  way  ; 
To  bid  the  pleadings  of  Self-love  be  still. 
Resign  our  own,  and  seek  our  Maker's  will ; 
To  spread  the  page  of  Scripture,  and  compare 
Our  conduct  with  the  laws  engraven  then; ; 
To  measure  all  that  passes  in  the  breast. 
Faithfully,  fairly,  by  that  sacred  test ; 
To  dive  into  the  secret  deeps  within. 
To  spare  no  passion  and  no  fiiv*nte  sin. 
And  search  the  themes  important  above  aO^ 
Ourselves  and  our  recov'ry  from  our  hJL 
But  leisure,  silence,  and  a  mind  releaa'd 
From  anxious  tlioughts  how^weshh  may  be  mcress' 
How  to  secure  in  some  propitious  hour. 
The  point  of  int'rest,  or  the  post  of  pow'r, 
A  soul  serene,  and  equally  retir'd 
From  objects  too  much  dreaded  or  dear'd. 
Safe  from  the  clamours  of  perverse  dispute. 
At  least  are  friendly  to  the  gxeat  piirwrit, 

Up'ning  die  map  of  God's  extensive  pJais 
We  find  a  little  isle  this  life  of  man ; 
Eternity's  unknown  expanse  ^»pean 
Circling  around  and  limiting  his  year^. 
The  busy  race  examine  and  explore 
Each  creek  and  cavern  of  the  daog'rous  sbora 
Widi  care  collect  what  in  their  eyes  excels 
Some  shining  pebbles  *od  some  weeds  and  sbell 
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*fiiis  laden,  dream  that  they  are  rich  and  great, 
Lncl  liappiest  he  that  groans  beneath  Ills  weight ; 
ni«>  wfrnves  overtake  them  in  their  serious  play, 
L  nci  crv'ry  hour  sweeps  multitudes  away ; 
rhey  sliriek  and  sink,  survivors  start  and  weep, 
'ur^ue  their  aport,  and  follow  to  the  deep. 
^  f^^-mr  fonake  the  throng ;  with  lifted  eyes 
\  sk  'wealth  of  Heav'n,  and  gain  a  real  priie^ 
Prueli,  wisdom,  grace,  and  peace,  like  that  above, 
»e«Ll*€l  with  his  signet,  whom  they  serve  and  love ; 
>com*d  by  the  rest,  with  patient  hope  they  wait 
V  kiixl  release  ftom  their  imperfect  state, 
\  nd,  unrq^tted,  are  soon  snatch'd  away 
Krutn  scenes  of  sorrow  into  glorious  day. 

N^or  these  alone  prefer  a  life  recluse, 
kVlio  seek  retirement  for.it*s  proper  use ; 
V^tv  love  of  change,  that  Uvea  in  ev*ry  breast, 
Cvenius  and  temper,  and  desire  of  rest, 
L>iscordant  motives  in  one  centre  meet, 
A  nd  each  inclines  it*s  vot*ry  to  retreat. 
Some  minds  by  nature  are  averse  to  noise. 
And  hate  the  tumult  half  the  world  enjoys, 
^Fhe  lure  of  av'rice,  or  the  pompous  pnse, 
I'liat  courts  display  before  ambitious  eyes ; 
'lite  fruits  that  hang  on  pleasure's  fiow'ry  stem, 
>Vhate'cr  enchants  them,  are  no  snares  to  them. 
To  tliem  the  deep  recess  of  dusky  groves, 
i>r  fcMiest,  where  the  deer  securely  roves, 
'11)0  fall  of  waters,  and  the  song  of  birds, 
Aiul  bills  that  echo  to  the  distant  herds, 
Are  luxuries  excelling  all  the  glare 
'lite  world  can  boast,  and  her  chief  fav*rites  share. 
With  eager  step,  and  carelessly  amy'd. 
For  such  a  cause  the  poet  seeks  the  shades 
From  all  he  sees  he  catches  new  delight,. 
I'leas'd  Fancy  claps  her  pinions  at  the  sight. 
The  ristnff  or  the  setting  orb  of  day, 
*llic  clouds  that  flit,  or  slowly  float  away, 
NiUure  in  all  the  various  shapes  she  wears, 
Frowning  in  storms,  or  breathing  gentle  airs, 
'llie  snowy  robe  her  wintry  state  assumes, 
Her  summer  heats,  her  fruits,  and  her  perfumes, 
All,  all  alike  transport  the  glowing  bard. 
Success  in  rhyme  his  glory  and  reward. 
CI  Nature!  whose  Elysian  scenes  disclose 
I  lis  bright  perfections,  at  whose  word  they  rose. 
Next  to  that  pow*r,  who  form'd  thee  and  sustains, 
Be  thou  the  great  inspircr  of  my  strains. 
Still,  as  I  touch  the  Ijrre,  do  tfaou  expand 
Thy  genuine  charms,  and  guide  an  artless  hand, 
Tliat  I  may  catch  a  fire  but  rarely  known. 
Give  useful  light,  though  I  should  miss  renown. 
And,  poring  on  thy  page,  whose  ev*ry  line 
IWars  proof  of  an  intelligence  divine. 
May  feel  a  heart  enrich*d  by  what  it  pays. 
That  builds  it's  glory  on  it's  Maker's  praise. 
Woe  to  the  man,  whose  wit  disclaims  it's  use, 
Glitt'ring  in  vain,  or  only  to  seduce. 
Who  studies  nature  with  a  wanton  eye. 
Admires  the  work,  but  slips  the  lesson  by ; 
His  hours  of  leisure  and  recess  employs 
In  drawing  pictures  of  forbidden  joys. 
Retires  to  blazon  his  own  worthless  name, 
Or  iUioot  the  careless  with  a  surer  aim. 

The  lover,  too,  shuns  business  and  alarms, 
Tender  idolater  of  absent  charms. 
Saints  offer  nothing  in  their  warmest  pray'rs, 
That  be  devotes  not  with  a  seal  like  thein ; 
*T  is  consecration  of  his  heart,  soul,  time. 
And  ev'ry  thought  that  wanders  is  a  crime. 


In  sighs  he  wonhipe  his  supremely  fair. 

And  weeps  a  sad  libation  in  despair ; 

Adores  a  creature,  and,  devout  in  vain, 

Wins  in  return  an  answer  of  disdain. 

As  woodbine  weds  the  plant  within  her  reach. 

Rough  elm,  or  smooth-grain'd  ash,  or  glossy  beech. 

In  ^iral  rings  ascends  the  trunk,  and  lays 

Her  ffolden  tassels  on  die  leafy  sprays. 

But  does  a  mischief  while  she  lends  a  grace, 

Strait'ning  it's  growth  by  such  a  strict  embrace ; 

So  love,  that  clingy  around  the  noblest  minds. 

Forbids  th'  advancement  of  tlie  soul  he  binds ; 

'ilie  suitor's  air,  indeed,  he  soon  improves, 

And  forms  it  to  the  taste  of  her  he  loves, 

Teaches  his  eyes  a  lansuage,  and  no  less 

Refines  his  speech,  and  fashions  his  address } 

But  farewell  promises  of  happier  fruits, 

Manly  designs,  and  learning's  grave  pursuits ;. 

Girt  with  a  chain  he  cannot  wish  to  break. 

His  only  bliss  is  sorrow  for  her  sake ; 

Who  will  may  pant  for  g\ory  and  excel. 

Her  smile  his  aim,  all  higher  aims  ferewdl ! 

Thyrsis,  Alexis,  or  whatever  name 

May  least  offend  against  so  pure  a  flame. 

Though  sage  advice  of  friends  tlie  most  sincere 

Sounds  harshly  in  so  delicate  an  ear. 

And  lovers,  of  all  creatures,  tame  or  wild. 

Can  least  brook  management,  however  mild. 

Yet  let  a  poet  (poetry  disarms    . 

The  fiercest  animals  with  magic  charms) 

Risk  an  intrusion  on  thy  pensive  mood. 

And  woo  and  vrin  thee  to  thy  proper  good. 

Pastoral  images  and  still  retreats, 

Umbrageous  walks  and  solitary  seats. 

Sweet  birds  in  concert  witli  harmonious  streams. 

Soft  airs,  nocturnal  vigils,  and  day  dreams. 

Are  all  encliantmcnts  in  a  caw  like  thine. 

Conspire  against  thy  peace  with  one  design, 

Soothe  tliee  to  nuUcc  thee  but  a  surer  prey, 

And  feed  the  fire,  that  wastes  thy  pow'rs  away. 

Up  —  God  lias  form'd  diee  with  a  wiser  ricw, 

Not  to  be  led  in  diains,  but  to  subdue ; 

Calls  thee  to  cope  with  enemies,  and  fir%t 

Points  out  a  conflict  with  thyself,  the  worst. 

Woman  indeed,  a  gift  he  would  bestow 

When  he  designed  a  Paradise  below, 

llie  richest  earthly  boon  liis  hands  aifford. 

Deserves  to  be  beiov'd,  but  not  ador'd. 

Post  away  swiftly  to  hiore  active  scenei^ 

Collect  the  scatter'd  truths  that  study  gleans. 

Mix  writh  the  world,  but  with  its  wiser  part» 

No  longer  give  an  image  all  thine  heart  ^ 

It's  empire  is  not  hers,  nor  is  it  thine, 

'T  is  God's  ju^  claim,  prerogative  divme. 

Virtuous  and  faithful  Hdserdea,  whose  skill 
Attempts  no  task  it  cannot  well  fulfil. 
Gives  melancholy  up  to  Nature's  care. 
And  sends  the  patient  into  purer  air. 
Look  where  fie  comes— in  this  embower'd  alcove 
Stand  close  conceal'd,  and  see  a  statue  move  ; 
Lips  busy,  and  eyes  fix'd,  foot  falling  slow, 
Arms  hanging  idily  down,  hands  cla^'d  below, 
Interpret  to  the  marking  eye  distress. 
Such  as  it's  symptoms  can  alone  eipress. 
That  tongue  is  silent  now ;  that  silent  tongue 
Codld  Argue  once,  could  jest  or  join  the  song. 
Could  give  adrice,  could  censure  or  commend. 
Or  charm  the  sorrows  of  a  drooping  friend. 
Renounc'd  alike  it's  oOice  and  it's  sport. 
It's  brisker  and  it's  graver  ittraina  fall  sburt ; 
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Both  fail  beneatfa  a  fever*!  went  tway. 

And  like  a  tumnier-brook  are  past  away. 

This  is  a  sight  for  Pi^  to  peruse, 

Tin  she  rewmble  ftintly  what  she  views» 

Till  Sympathy  contiact  a  kindred  pain, 

Fierc'd  with  the  woes  that  she  laments  in  Tain, 

This,  of  all  maladies  that  man  infest^ 

Claims  most  compassion  and  receives  the  least : 

Job  felt  it,  when  he  groan'd  beneath  the  rod 

And  the  barb'd  arrows  of  a  frowning  God ; 

And  such  emoUients  as  his  friends  could  spate, 

Friends  such  as  his  for  modem  Jobs  prepare. 

Bleatt  rather  cunt,  with  hearts  that  never  feel, 

Kept  snug  in  caskets  of  close-hammer*d  steel* 

With  mouths  made  only  to  grin  wide  and  eat. 

And  minds^  that  deem  derided  pain  a  treat, 

'With  limbs  of  British  oak,  and  nems  of  wir^ 

And  wit  tiiat  puppet-prompters  might  inspire^ 

Their  sov'rcwn  nostrum  is  a  clumsy  joke, 

Or  pangs  enrorc*d  with  God's  severest  stroke. 

But  wiSi  a  soul,  that  ever  felt  the  sting 

Of  sorrow,  sorrow  is  a  sacred  thing : 

Not  to  molest,  or  irritate,  or  raise 

A  lau(^  at  his  expense,  is  slender  praise ; 

He,  that  has  not  usurp'd  the  name  of  man, 

Does  all,  and  deems  too  litde  all,  iie  can, 

T*  assuage  the  throbbings  of  a  fester*d  part. 

And  stanch  the  bleedings  of  a  broken  heart. 

*T  is  not,  as  heads  that  never  ache  suppose, 

Forg'ry  of  fency,  and  a  dream  of  woes ; 

Man  is  a  harp,  whose  chords  elude  the  sight. 

Each  yidding  hannony  disposM  aright ; 

The  screws  revers'd,  (a  task  which,  if  he  please, 

God  in  a  moment  executes  with  ease,) 

Ten  thousand  thousand  strings  at  once  go  looae. 

Lost,  till  he  tune  them,  all  their  power  and  use. 

Then  neither  heathy  wilds,  nor  scenes  as  feir 

As  ever  recompens'd  the  peasant's  care^ 

Nor  soft  declivities  with  tufted  hills, 

Nor  view  of  waters  turning  busy  miOls, 

Parks  in  which  Art  preceptress  Nature  weds^ 

Nor  gardens  intenpers'd  with  flow'ry  beds, 

Nor  gales,  that  catch  the  scent  of  blooming  grove^ 

And  waft  it  to  the  mourner  as  he  roves* 

Can  call  up  life  into  hb  faded  eye. 

That  passes  all  he  sees  unheeded  by  ; 

No  wounds  like  those  a  wounded  spirit  feels* 

No  cure  for  such,  tiU  God  who  makes  them  heals. 

And  thou,  sad  suff'rer  under  nameless  ill* 

That  yields  not  to  the  touch  of  human  skill. 

Improve  the  kind  occasion,  understand 

A  Father's  frown,  and  kiss  his  chast'ning  hand. 

To  thee  the  dayspring,  and  the  blase  of  noon. 

Hie  purple  ev'ning,  and  resplendent  Moon, 

The  stars,  that,,  sprinkled  o'er  the  vault  of  night, 

Seem  drops  descending  in  a  show'r  of  light. 

Shine  not,  or  undesir'd  and  Iiated  shine. 

Seen  through  the  medium  of  a  cloud  like  thine : 

Yet  seek  him,  in  his  fiivour  life  is  found. 

All  bliss  beside  a  shadow  or  a  sound : 

Then  Heav'n,  edips'd  so  long,  and  this  dull  Eaith, 

Shall  seem  to  start  into  a  second  birth ; 

Nature^  assuming  a  more  lovely  fece^ 

Borr'wins  a  beauty  from  the  woriu  of  grace^ 

Shall  be  diespis'd  and  overlook'd  no  more. 

Shall  fill  thee  with  delights  unfelt  before^ 

Impart  to  things  inanimate  a  voice,  * 

And  bid  her  mountains  and  her  hills  rejoice ; 

The  sound  shall  run  along  die  winding  vales, 

And  thou  enjoy  an  Eden  ere  it  fails. 


Ye  groves*  (die  statwinan  at  bis  dnk  cxi 
or  a  thousand  dis^ipointed  ums,) 
My  patrimonial  treasure  and  my  pride, 
Beneath  your  shades  your  gray  posswwr  Htk, 
Receive  me  languishing  for  that  repose, 
The  servant  of  the  public  never  knows. 
Ye  saw  me  once  (ah  diose  icgietied  d^ 
When  boyish  innocence  was  all  my  pnise!) 
Hour  after  hour  deligfatfully  aDot 
To  studies  then  familiar*  since  feigot^ 
And  cultivate  a  taste  for  andent  soq^ 
Oatrhing  it's  ardour  as  I  mus'd  aloag ; 
Nor  seldDm,  as  propitious  Hesnr'n  nq^  sod, 
What  once  I  valu'd  and  could  boast,  a  fiieod^ 
Were  vritnesses  how  ooidtaUy  I  press'd 
His  undissembling  virtue  to  my  breast; 
Receive  me  now,  not  unocffTupt  as  den,' 
Nor  guildess  of  covmpting  other  men, 
But  vers'd  in  art%  that,  n^ile  they  seat  to  risf 
A  felling  empire,  hasten  it's  decay. 
To  the  feir  haven  of  my  native  home, 
The  wreck  of  what  I  was,  fetigued  I  come; 
For  once  I  can  approve  the  patriot's  voices 
And  make  the  course  he  recosnmends  vy  diskii: 
We  meet  at  last  in  one  sincere  dcsir^ 
His  wish  and  mine  both  prompt  me  tarrtiR 
'T  is  done  ^  he  steps  into  die  wekame  dmat. 
Lolls  at  his  ease  behind  four  handsoBie  bgfi, 
That  vrhirl  away  from  buaineas  and  dcbsie 
The  diseneumber'd  Atlas  of  the  state. 
Ask  not  the  boy,  who,  when  die  breess  of  mess 
First  shakes  the  glitt'ring  dropa  fivm  ev*iy  tbar% 
Unfolds  his  flodc,  then  under  bank  or  bosb 
Sits  linking  cherry  stonc^  or  plattiBg  rmln 
Howfeir  isfi-eedora? — be  ws»alwqfsfree: 
To  carve  bis  rustic  name  upon  a  trsc^ 
To  snare  the  mole,  or  with  ill-£MiB0B'd  hsdk 
To  draw  th*  incantiovs  minnow  from  the  Imk, 
Are  life's  prime  pleasures  in  li 
His  flock  the  chief  concern  he 
She  shines  but  litde  in  his  hcedl' 
Tlie  good  we  never  misa  we  rarely  prise: 
But  ask  the  noble  drudge  in  state  albin* 
Escap'd  from  oflke  and  it's  cmwtant  csrci^ 
What  charms  he  sees  in  Freedom's  anikapraB'4 
In  Freedom  lost  so  long,  now  repossess'd; 
The  tongue. 


Revcr'd  at  home,  and  felt  in  foreign  bnd^ 
Shall  own  itself  a  stamm'rer  in  that  cans^ 
Or  plead  it's  silence  as  it's  best  applaussL 
He  knows  indeed  that  vri»thcr  dros'd  or  nd^ 
WOd  without  art,  or  artfully  subdued. 
Nature  in  ev*ry  form  inspires  deliglit. 
But  never  mark'd  her  w&h  so  just  a  sigfaL 
Her  hedge-row  shrubs,  a  vari^ated  skvc^ 
With  woodbine  and  wUd  raaes  mantled  o*cr. 
Green  balks  and  ftinow'd  lands*  the  sina  te 


It's  cooling  vapour  o'er  the  dewy  meads* 
Downs*  that  almost  escape  di'  inquiriiig  C|^ 
That  melt  and  fede  into  the  distant  sky. 
Beauties  he  lately  slighted  as  he  pass'd. 
Seem  all  created  since  he  tnvcU'd  lasL 
Blaster  of  all  th'  enjoyments  he  design'd, 
No  rough  annoyance  nnkling  in  his  mind* 
What  Mriy  philosophic  boun  he  keeps* 
How  regular  his  mcals^  how  sound  be  skcpsl 
Not  sounder  he,  that  on  the  maimnastJmd* 
While  morning  kindles  with  a  windy  red^ 
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egins  a  long  1o6k>-oiit  fbr  dlftant  land, 
or  cjiuts  till  er'ning  watch  his  giddy  stand, 
ben  swift  deacending  with  a  Kainan*§  haste, 
ips  to  his  hammock,  and  forgets  the  blast. 
'e  cliocwes  company,  but  not  the  squire's, 
lioae  wit  is  rudeness,  whose  ffood-brecding  tires ; 
or  jet  the  parson's,  who  woiSd  gladly  come, 
t»9cqi]ioua  when  abroad,  though  proud  at  home ; 
or  can  he  much  affect  the  nei^b'ring  peer, 
^boee  toe  of  emulation  tieads  too  near ; 
(ot  wrisely  seeks  a  more  convenient  friend, 
nth  whom,  dismissing  forms,  he  may  unbend ; 
.  man,  whom  marks  of  condescending  grace 
'each,  whfle  they  flatter  him,  his  proper  place ; 
Hio  oomcs  when  call'd,  and  at  a  word  withdraws, 
peaks  with  rcserre,  and  listens  with  applause ; 
ome  plain  mechanic,  who^  without  pretence 
o  btith  or  wit,  nor  gives  nor  takes  offence ; 
In  whom  he  rests  well-pleas'd  his  wcaiy  pow'rs, 
Lnd  talks  and  lau^is  away  his  vacant  hours. 
7h9  tide  of  life,  swift  always  in  its  course, 
day  run  in  cities  with  a  brisker  force, 
)ut  no  where  with  a  current  so  serene^ 
>r  half  80  dear,  as  in  die  rural  scene. 
ret  how  ftllacious  is  all  earthly  bliss, 
•Vhat  obvious  truths  the  wisest  heads  may  miss ; 
Some  pleasures  live  a  month,  and  some  a  year, 
3ut  short  the  date  of  all  we  gather  here ; 
^o  happiness  is  felt  except  the  true,       / 
Riat  does  not  charm  the  more  for  being  new. 
rhis  observation,  as  it  chanc*d,  not  made, 
[>r,  if  the  thought  occurr'd,  not  duly  wdgh'd, 
He  sighs  —  for  after  all  by  slow  degrees 
Ihe  spot  he  lov'd  has  lost  the  pow*r  to  please ; 
To  cron  his  ambling  pony  day  by  day 
Seems  at  the  best  but  dreaming  life  away ; 
The  proapect,  such  as  might  enchant  despair. 
He  Tiews  it  not,  or  sees  no  beauty  there ; 
With  aching  heart,  and  discontented  loolu, 
Returns  at  noon  to  billiards  or  to  books. 
But  feels  while  grasping  at  his  faded  joys, 
A  secret  thirst  of  his  renounc'd  employs. 
He  chides  the  tardiness  of  ev*J7  post, 
Pknts  to  be  told  of  battles  won  or  lost, 
Blemca  his  own  indolence,  observes,  though  late^ 
*T  is  criminal  to  leave  a  sinking  states 
Flies  to  the  levee,  and  receiv'd  with  grace, 
Kneels,  kisses  hands,  and  shines  again  in  place. 

Suburban  viUas,  highway-side  retreats, 
That  dread  the  encroachment  of  our  growing  streets, 
Tight  boxes,  neatly  sash'd,  and  in  a  blase 
With  all  a  July  sun's  collected  rays. 
Delight  the  citiien,  who,  gasping  there, 
Breedies  clouds  of  dust,  and  calls  it  country  air. 
O  sweet  retirement,  who  would  balk  the  thought, 
That  could  allbrd  retirement,  or  oould  not? 
*T  is  such  an  easy  walk,  so  smooth  and  straight^ 
The  second  milcrtone  fronts  the  garden  gate; 
A  step  if  hir,  and,  if  a  show'r  approadi. 
You  find  asfe  shelter  in  the  next  stage-coach. 
There,  prison'd  in  a  pariour  snug  and  small, 
like  bottled  waspa  upon  a  southern  wall, 
The  man  of  bnsiiiasB  and  his  ftiends  compressM 
Forget  their  laboun,  and  yet  find  no  rest ; 
Bat  sifll  't  is  rural  — troas  are  to  be  seen 
F^tan  ev'iy  window,  and  the  fields  are  green ; 
Ducks  paddle  in  the  pond  before  the  door. 
And  what  could  a  remoter  scene  show  more  ? 
A  sense  of  elmnoe  we  rarely*find 
The  portioo  of  a  mean  or  vulgar  mind, 


And  ignorance  of  better  things  niakca  man. 
Who  cannot  much,  rejoice  in  what  he  can; 
And  be,  that  deems  hu  leisure  well  beslow'd 
In  contemplation  of  a  turnpike  road. 
Is  occupied  as  well,  employs  his  houn 
As  wisely,  and  as  much  improves  his  pow'n, 
As  he,  that  slumben  in  pavilions  grac'd 
With  all  the  charms  of  an  accomplish'd  taate. 
Yet  hence,  alas !  insolvencies ;  and  hence 
Th'  unpitied  victim  of  ilUjudg'd  expense, 
Fhnn  all  his  wearisome  engagements  freed. 
Shakes  hands  with  business,  and  retires  indeed. 

Your  prudent  grands-mammas,  ye  modern  belles. 
Content  with  Bristol,  Bath,  and  Tunbridge  Wells, 
When  health  required  it  would  consent  to  roanif 
Else  more  attach'd  to  pleasures  found  at  hornet 
But  now.  alike,  gay  widow,  virgin,  wi|e^ 
Ingenious  to  diversify  dull  life, 
In  coaches,  chaises,  caravans,  and  hoys. 
Fly  to  the  coast  for  daily,  nightly  jayn, 
And  all,  impatient  of  dby  land,  agree 
With  one  consent  to  rush  into  the  sea.  — 
Ocean  exhibits,  fiirthomless  and  broad. 
Much  of  the  pow'r  and  mijesty  of  God. 
He  swathes  about  the  swelling  of  the  deep^ 
That  shines  and  rests,  as  infants  smile  and  sleep  $ 
Vast  as  it  is,  it  answers  as  it  flows 
The  breathings  of  the  lightest  air  that  blows ; 
Curlii^  and  whit'ning  over  all  the  waste. 
The  rising  waves  obey  th*  increasing  blast. 
Abrupt  and  horrid  as  the  tempest  roars, 
Thunder  and  flash  upon  the  stedfint  shore% 
Till  he,  that  rides  the  whirlwind,  checks  the  reiii» 
Then  ^  the  world  of  waten  sleeps  again.  — 
Nereids  or  Dryads,  as  the  fashion  leads. 
Now  in  the  floods,  now  panting  in  the  mead^ 
Vot'ries  of  Pleasure  still,  where'er  she  dwells^ 
Near  barren  rocks,  in  palaces,  or  cells, 
O  grant  a  poet  leave  to  recoounend 
(A  poet  fond  of  Nature,  and  your  friend) 
Her  slighted  works  to  your  admiring  view ; 
Her  woika  must  needs  excel,  who  fashion'd  you. 
Would  ye,  when  rambling  in  your  mominc  lide^ 
With  some  unmeaning  coxcomb  at  your  side^ 
Condemn  the  prattler  for  his  idle  pains. 
To  waste  unhnrd  the  music  of  his  strains. 
And,  deaf  to  all  th*  impertinence  of  tongu^ 
Ihat,  while  it  courts,  afftonts  and  does  you  wrong 
Mark  well  the  finish'd  plan  without  a  fSuilt, 
The  seas  globose  and  huge^  th'  o*eri4tfching  vault. 
Earth's  millions  dafly  fe^  a  world  employ'd 
In  gath*riiig  plenty  yet  to  be  enjoy'd. 
Till  gratitude  mw  vocal  in  the  praise 
Of  God,  bcnmoent  in  all  his  ways ; 
Grac'd  with  such  wisdom,  how  would  beauty  shine  f 
Ye  want  but  that  to  seem  indeed  divine. 

Anticipated  rents,  and  bills  unpaid. 
Force  many  a  shining  youth  into  the  shads^ 
Not  to  redeem  hb  time,  but  his  estate. 
And  play  the  fool,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate. 
There,  Idd  in  loath'd  obscurity,  remov'd 
From  pleasures  left,  but  never  more  belov*d, 
He  just  endures,  and  with  a  sickly  spleen 
Sigia  o*er  the  beauties  of  the  charming  wetat. 
Nature  inde«i  looks  prettily  in  riiyme; 
Streams  tinkle  sweetly  in  poetic  chime : 
The  warblings  of  the  blackbird,  clear  and  atrong» 
Are  musical  enough  in  Tliomaon's  song ; 
And  Cobham's  groves,  and  Windsor's  green  retreats. 
When  Pope  daoibcstfaem,  have  a  thousand  sweets  ; 
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"3.9  ukM  WKt  cMHiti/y  but  itt  tratb  most  own^ 
Most  likes  it,  wfam  he  studies  H  in  town. 

Poor  Jack— BO  matter  who-*  for  when  I  bhms^ 
I  pity,  and  mvst  tiiersfbre  sink  the  name, 
lAr'd  in  his  saddle,  lor'd  the  diUte,  the  comnse. 
And  aiirays,  ere  he  mounted,  kias'd  h's  horse. 
The  estate,  his  sires  had  own'd  in  ancient  yean^ 
Was  quickly  dislaiic*d,  match'd  against «  peer's. 
Jack  vaniah'd,  was  regretted  and  fosgot ; 
*T  is  wild  good-nature's  neveiwlailing  lot. 
At  length,  when  all  had  long  suppoe'd  him  dead, 
By  cold  submenion,  racor,  rope,  or  lead, 
Itfy  lord,  alighting  at  his  usual  place. 
The  Crown,  took  notice  of  an  ostler's  fine. 
Jack  knew  his  ftiend,  but  hop'd  in  that  disguiae 
He  might  escape  the  most  obsening  eyes^ 
And  whistling,  as  if  unoonoem'd  and  gay, 
•Curried  his  nag,  and  look'd  another  way. 
Conyinc'd  at  last,  upon  a  nearer  view, 
""Twas  he,  the  same,  the  very  Jack  be  knew, 
O'erwhelm'd  at  once  with  wonder,  grief,  and  joy. 
He  press'd  him  much  to  quit  his  base  employ ; 
His  countenance,  his  purse,  his  heart,  his  hand, 
Influence  and  pow'r,  were  all  at  his  command : 
Peers  are  not  ^ways  gen'rous  as  well  bred. 
But  Granby  was,  meant  truly  what  he  said. 
Jack  bow'd,   and  was  dblig'd  —  confess'd  't 

strange. 
That  so  retir'd  he  should  not  wish  a  change^ 
But  knew  no  medium  between  gussling  beer, 
And  his  old  stint—  three  thousand  pounds  a  year. 

Thus  some  retire  to  nourish  hopeless  woe ; 
^me  seeking  happiness  not  found  below ; 
Some  to  comply  with  humour,  and  a  mind 
To  social  scenes  by  nature  disindin'd ; 
Some  sway*d  by  fashion,  scmie  by  deep  disgust ; 
Some  self-impoT*ridi'd,  and  because  diey  must ; 
But  few,  that  court  Retirement,  are  aware 
Of  half  the  toils  they  must  encounter  ther& 

LucratiYe  offices  are  seldom  lost 
For  want  of  pow'rs  proportion 'd  to  the  post : 
Give  ev'n  a  dunce  th*  employment  he  desires^ 
And  he  soon  finds  die  talents  it  requim ; 
A  business  with  an  income  at  it's  heeb 
Furnishes  always  oil  for  it's  own  wheel& 
But  in  his  arduous  enterprise  to  close 
His  active  yean  with  indolent  repose. 
He  finds  the  labours  of  that  state  exceed 
His  utmost  faculties,  severe  indeed. 
*T  is  easy  to  resign  a  toilsome  place, 
But  not  to  manage  leisure  virith  a  grace ; 
Absence  of  occupation  is  not  rest, 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  distreas'd. 
The  vet'ran  steed,  excus'd  his  task  at  lengtl^ 
In  kind  compassion  of  his  failing  strengtii. 
And  tum'd  into  the  park  or  mead  to  graie, 
Exempt  fW>m  future  service  all  his  days. 
There  feels  a  pleasure  perfect  in  it's  kind. 
Ranges  at  liberty,  and  snufB  the  wind : 
But  when  his  lord  would  quit  the  bu^  road. 
To  taste  a  joy  like  that  he  had  bestow'd. 
He  proves,  less  happy  than  his  favour'd  brute, 
A  life  of  ease  a  difficult  pursuit. 
Thought,  to  the  man  that  never  thinks,  may  seem 
As  natural  as  when  asleep  to  dream ; 
But  reveries  (for  human  minds  will  act) 
Specious  in  show,  impossible  in  fact. 
Those  flimsy  webs,  that  break  as  soon  as  wrought. 
Attain  not  ro  the  dignity  of  thought : 
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Nor  such  as 
Or  lust  engcoden^  and  iadulgeBca  fitsdk 
Whence,  and  what  are  we?  to  what  aid  orias'l? 
What  means  tbediaraabj  Aeworidsatta'^? 
Business  or  vain  aMHSHnent,  care  or  BBth^ 
Divide  the  frail  inhahitartt  of  Earth. 
Is  duty  a  mere  sport,  or  an  employ  ? 
Life  an  intrusted  talent,  or  a  toy? 
Is  there,  aa  reason,  conacieiioe^  ScriptoR^  tKf, 
Cause  to  provide  for  a  great  fatare  dq^, 
When,  Earth's  assign'd  duration  at  a  cb4 
Man  shall  be  summon'd  and  the  dsHi  attnd? 
The  trumpet— will  it  scamd?  the  cuitsiame? 
And  show  th'  august  tribunal  of  the  skin, 
Where  no  prevarication  shall  avail. 
Where  doquenoe  and  artifice  abaSk  BSi, 
The  pride  of  arrogant  distinctions  611, 
And  conscience  and  our  conduct  judge  m  si' 
Pardon  me,  ye  that  give  the  midiMghtefl 
To  learned  cares  pr  philosophic  toil. 
Though  I  revere  your  hoaouFsUe 
Your  useful  labours  and  importsnt 
And  hold  the  world  indebted  to  your  sid, 
Enridi'd  with  the  discov'ries  ye  have  nsdt ; 
Yet  let  me  stand  excus'd,  if  I  cateen 
A  mind  employ'd  on  so  suUime  a  tboa^ 
Pushing  her  bold  inquiry  to  the  date 
And  outline  of  the  present  transient  sMt^ 
And,  afler  poising  her  advent'rous  ving^ 
Settling  at  last  upon  eternal  things, 
Far  more  intelligent  and  better  tsnght 
Tlie  strenuous  use  of  profitable  thos^gh^ 
Than  ye,  when  happiest  and  cnligjhicn'd  ai^ 
And  highest  in  renown,  can  justly  boasL 
A  mind  unnerv'd,  or  indiapos'd  to  bsv 
The  weight  of  subjects  worthiest  of  her  csn^ 
Whatever  hopes  a  change  of  aoeoe  inpR% 
Must  change  her  nature,  or  in  vaia  rdimk 
An  idler  is  a  watch,  that  wants  both  haadft; 
As  useless  if  it  goes,  as  uriien  it  stands. 
Books  therefore,  not  the  scandal  of  the  dieb« 
In  which  lewd  sensualists  print  out  ifaBmdm; 
Nor  those,  in  which  the  stage  gives  vice  s  UsVi 
With  what  success  kt  modem  manacn  di^; 
Nor  his,  who,  for  the  bane  of  thousands  ban» 
Built  God  a  church,  and  lau^'d  Uswoidls 
Skilful  alike  to  aeem  devout  and  jusl^ 
And  stab  religion  with  a  sly  side-thnist; 
Nor  those  of  leam'd  phiiok^gial^  who  ' 
A  panting  syllable  through  time  and  ^sc^ 
Sttft  it  at  home,  and  hunt  it  in  the  dsik 
To  Gaul,  to  Greece,.and  into  Noah's  aik; 
But  such  as  learning  without  false  peelBBC^ 
The  firiend  of  truth,  th' 
And  such  as  in  the  seal 
Strong  judgment  lab'ring  in  the  ScripCuie 
All  such  as  manly  and  great  souls  produce 
Worthy  to  Uve^siid  of  eternal  use:  ^ 

Behold  in  these  vriiat  leisure  hours  doHi 
Amttsement  and  true  knowledge  hsndin 
Luxury  gives  the  mind  a  childnfa  csst, 
And,  while  she  polishes,  perverts  the  taite; 
Habits  of  dose  attention,  thinking  heads 
Become  more  rare  as  dissipation  spiesd^ 
Till  authon  hear  at  length  one  gen'nd  ci|i 
Tickle  and  cnlcrtam  u%  or  we  di& 
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UwMJ  dwnH,  ftom  y—r  to  yaar  the 
(^Sinn  Invention,  and  makes  Fancy  lame ; 
'ill  nice  itMU^  most  mournfully  je|uney 
Utllm  for  the  kind  amittaTice  of  a  tune ; 
k.n<l  novda  (witneia  every  month's  review) 
lelie  their  namty  and  offer  nothing  new. 
rWe  mindy  relaxing  into  needful  qport, 
ibould  turn  to  wiiters  of  an  ahler  sort, 
Vbooe  wit  well  manag*dt  and  whose  classic  style, 
?iwe  truth  a  lustre,  and  make  wisdom  smile. 
"ricuds,  (for  I  cannot  stint,  as  some  have  done. 
Too  rigid  in  my  view,  dwt  name  to  one  ; 
[liou^  one,  I  grant  it,  in  the  gen'rous  breaat 
^iU  stand  advanc*d  a  step  above  the  rest : 
no«r*rs  by  that  name  promiscuously  we  call,. 
lilt  cme,  the  roae,  the  regent  of  them  all,)— 
"riends,  not  adopted  with  a  schoolboy's  haste, 
Sut  chosen  with  a  nice  discerning  taste, 
M^ell-bom,  well-dtsciplin*d,  who,  plac*d  apart 
Prom  vulgar  minds,  have  honour  much  at  heart, 
\  fMl»  thoi^  the  world  may  think  th*  ingredients  odd, 
rhe  love  S  virtue,  and  the  fear  of  God ! 
Such  friends  prevent  what  else  would  soon  succeed, 
\.  temper  rustic  as  the  life  we  lead, 
And  keep  the  polish  of  the  manners  dean, 
As  thein  who  bustle  in  the  busiest  scene ; 
For  flolttude,  however  some  may  rave. 
Seeming  a  sanctuai^,  proves  a  grave^ 
A  sepulchre,  in  which  the  living  lie, 
"Wbere  all  good  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 
I  praise  the  Frenchman*,  his  remark  was  shrewd  -* 
How  sweet,  how  passing  sweet,  is  solitude* 
But  grant  me  still  a  friend  in  my  retreat, 
Whom  I  may  whisper  —  soUtude  is  sweet. 
Yet  neither  these  delights,  nor  aught  beside^ 
That  appetite  can  ask,  or  wealth  provide, 
Can  save  us  always  from  a  tedious  day. 
Or  shine  the  dulness  of  still  life  away ; 
Divine  communion,  carefully  enjoy'd. 
Or  sought  with  eneigy,  must  fill  the  void. 
O  aacred  art,  to  which  alone  life  owes 
It*s  happiest  seascms,  and  a  peaceful  close, 
Scom*d  in  a  world,  indebted  to  that  scorn 
For  evils  daily  felt  and  hardly  borne. 
Not  knowing  thee,  we  reap  with  bleeding  hands 
Flow*rs  of  rank  odour  upon  thorny  lancU, 
And,  while  experience  cautions  us  in  vain, 
Gr^p  ffw«"i»g  happiness,  and  find  it  pain. 
Despondence,  self-deserted  in  her  grief, 
Lost  by  abandoning  her  own  relief, 
Murmuring  and  ungrateful  Discontent, 
That  scorns  afflictions  mercifully  meant. 
Those  humours  tart  as  wines  upon  the  fret. 
Which  idleness  and  weariness  beget ; 
These,  and  a  thmisand  plagues,  that  haunt  the  breast. 
Fond  of  the  phantom  cMf  an  earthly  rest, 
Divine  communion  chases,  as  the  day 
Drives  to  their  dens  th*  obedient  beasts  of  prey. 
See  Judah's  promis'd  king  bereft  of  all, 
Driv*n  out  an  exile  from  the  face  of  Saul, 
To  distant  caves  the  lonely  wand'rer  flies. 
To  seek  that  peace  a  tyrant's  flown  denies 
Hear  tiie  sweet  aocenta  of  his  tuneful  voice. 
Hear  him,  o'erwhelm'd  wiA  sorrow,  yet  rqoiee ; 
No  womanish  or  wailing  grief  has  part, 
No,  not  a  moment,  in  his  royal  heart ; 
'T  is  manly  music,  such  as  martyrs  make, 
SufTring  with  gladness  fbr  a  Sariour's  sake ; 
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His  soul  exults,  hope  aaimatas  hia  lay% 
The  sense  of  mercy  kindles  into  praise. 
And  wilds,  familiar  with  a  lion's  roar. 
Ring  with  ecstatic  sounds  unheard  before : 
'T  is  love  like  his,  that  can  alone  defeat 
The  foes  of  man,  or  make  a  desert  sweet. 

Religion  does  not  censure  or  exclude 
Unninnber'd  pleasures  harmlessly  pursued ; 
To  study  culture,  and  with  artful  toil 
To  meliorate  and  tame  the  stubborn  soQ  ; 
To  give  disfimilar  yet  fruitful  lands 
The  grain,  or  herb,  or  plant,  that  each  demanda; 
To  Perish  virtue  in  an  humble  state^ 
And  share  the  joys  your  bounty  may  create ; 
To  mark  the  matchless  workings  of  the  pow'r. 
That  shuts  within  it's  seed  the  future  fiow'r, 
Bids  these  in  elegance  of  form  excel. 
In  colour  these,  and  those  delight  the  smell, 
Sends  Nature  forth  the  daughter  of  the  skies. 
To  dance  on  Earth,  and  chaim  all  human  eyes  ; 
To  teach  the  canvass  innocent  deceit. 
Or  lay  the  landscape  on  the  snowy  sheet — 
These,  these  are  arts  pursu'd  without  a  crime. 
That  leave  no  stain  upon  the  wing  of  Time. 

Me  poetry  (or  rather  notes  that  aim 
Feebly  and  vai|ily  at  poetic  fame) 
Employs,  shut  out  from  more  important  views. 
Fast  by  die  banks  of  the  slow-winding  Ouse ; 
Content  if  thus  sequester'd  I  may  raise 
A  monitor's,  though  not  a  poet's  praise. 
And  while  I  teach  an  art  too  little  known. 
To  close  life  wisely,  may  not  waste  my  own. 


I 


THE  TASK. 

AdvertitemenL 

The  history  of  the  fbUowing  production  is  briefly 
this :  A  lady,  fond  of  blank  vene,  demanded  a 
poem  of  that  kind  from  the  author,  and  gave  him 
the  Sor  A  for  a  subject.  He  obeyed  ;  and,  having 
much  leisure,  connected  another  subject  with  it : 
and,  pursuing  the  train  of  thought  to  which  his 
situation  and  turn  of  mind  led  him,  brought 
forth  at  length,  instead  of  the  trifle  which  he  at 
first  intend^  a  serious  affiur  —  a  volume. 

In  the  poem  on  the  subject  of  Education,  he  would 
be  very  sorry  to  stand  suspected  of  having  aimed 
his  censure  at  any  particular  schooL  His  obr 
jections  are  such  as  naturslly  ^ply  themwlves 
to  scliools  in  general.  If  there  were  not,  aa  for 
the  most  part  there  is,  wilfVil  neglect  in  tibose 
who  manage  them,  and  an  omission  even  of 
such  discipline  as  they  are  susceptible  of,  the 
objects  are  yet  too  numerous  for  minute  at> 
tention ;  and  the  aching  hearts  of  ten  thousand 
parents,  mourning  under  the  bitterest  of  all  dia- 
appointments,  attest  the  truth  of  the  allegation. 
His  quarrel,  therefore,  is  with  the  mischief  at 
huge,  and  not  with  any  particular  instance  of  it. 

Book  I. 
TBE  SOFA, 

jtrgumeni* 
Historical  deduction  of  scats,  flmn  tto  stool  to  the 
Sofa.     A  school-boy's  rambW.      A  walk   in  ifaa 
country.     The  sctnc  described.     Rtiial  sowda 
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as  twll  n  sigMs  ddightfuL  Another  walk. 
Mistake  concerning  the  charms  of  solitude  cor- 
rected. Colonnades  commended.  Alcove,  and 
the  view  from  it.  The  wilderness.  The  grove. 
Tlie  thresher.  The  necessity  and  the  bene- 
fits of  eiercise.  The  works  of  nature  superior 
to^  and,  in  some  instances,  inimitable  by,  art. 
The  wearisomencas  of  what  is  commonly  ^led  a 
life  of  pleasure.  Change  of  scene  sometimes 
expedient.  A  common  described,  and  the  cha^ 
ncter  of  Crasy  Kate  intrbduccd.  Gipsies. 
The  blessings  of  civilised  life.  That  state  most 
favourable  to  virtue.  The  Soutli-Sea  blanders 
compassionated,  but  chiefly  Omai.  His  present 
state  of  mind  supposed.  Civilised  life  fi-iendly 
to  virtue,  but  not  great  cities.  Great  cities,  and' 
London  in  particular,  allowed  their  due  praises, 
but  censured.  Fete-charopetre.  The  book 
concludes  vrtth  a  reflection  on  the  fatal  effects  of 
dissipation  and  eflTemlnacy  upon  our  public 
measures. 

I  SING  the  Sofa.     I,  who  lately  sang 
Truth,  Hope,  and  Charity,  and  touch'd  with  awe 
The  solemn  chords,  and  with  a  trembling  hand, 
£scap*d  with  pain  from  that  advent*rous  flight. 
Now  seek  repose  upon  an  humbler  theme ; 
,Thc  tlieme  tliough  humble,  yet  august  and  proud 
'til*  occasion  — for  the  Fair  commands  the  song. 

Time  was,  when  clothing  sumptuous*  cnr  for  use. 
Save  their  own  painted  skins,  our  sires  had  none. 
As  yet  black  breeches  were  not ;  satin  smooth. 
Or  velvet  soft,  or  plush  with  shaggy  pile : 
The  hardy  chief  upon  the  nigged  rock 
Wash'd  by  the  sea,  or  on  the  grav'lly  bank 
llirown  up  by  wintry  torrents  roaring  loud, 
Fearless  of  wrong,  repos'd  liis  weary  strengtii. 
Hiose  barb*rous  ages  paxt,  succeeded  next 
The  birtli-day  of  Invention  ;  weak  at  first, 
Dull  in  design,  and  clumsy  to  perform.       • 
Joint  stools  were  then  created  ;  on  three  legs 
Upborne  they  stood.     Hiree  legs  upholding  firm 
A  massy  slab,  in  fashion  square  or  round. 
On  such  a  stool  immortal  Alfred  sat. 
And  sway*d  the  sceptre  of  his  infant  realms : 
And  such  in  ancient  halls  and  mansions  drear. 
May  still  be  seen  ;  but  perforated  sore^ 
And  driird  in  holes,  tlie  solid  oak  is  found. 
By  worms  voracious  eating  through  and  through. 

At  length  a  generation  more  refin'd 
Improv'd  the  simple  plan  ;  made  three  legs  four, 
Gave  them  a  twisted  form  vermicular. 
And  o*er  the  seat,  with  plenteous  wadding  stuflTd, 
Induc*d  a  splendid  cover,  green  and  blue. 
Yellow  and  red,  of  tap*stry  richly  wrought 
And  wo^'en  close,  or  needle- work  sublime. 
Tlierc  might  ye  see  the  piony  spread  wide. 
The  full-blown  rose,  the  shepherd  and  his  lass, 
Lapdog  ami  lambkin  with  black  staring  eyes, 
And  parrots  with  twin  cherries  in  their  beak. 

Now  came  tlie  cane  from  India  smooUi  and  bright 
With  Nature's  varnish ;  scver'd  into  stripes, 
Tliat  interlac'd  each  other,  these  supplied 
Of  texture  firm  a  bttice-work,  that  brac*d 
The  new  machine,  and  it  became  a  chair. 
But  restless  wa5i  tlie  chair ;  tlic  back  erect 
Distressed  the  weary  loins,  tliat^fclt  no  ease ; 
Tlie  slipp*ry  seat  betray*d  the  sliding  part, 
Tliat  press*d  it,  and  the  feet  hung  dangling  down. 
Anxious  in  vain  to  find  the  distant  floor. 
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Obdurate  and  unyielding,  glaaay 

With  here  and  tlwre  a  tuft  of  I 

Or  acariet  crewd,  in  the  cnafakm  fix'd. 

If  cushion  might  be  calJ'd, 

Than  the  firm  oak,  of  which  tbo 

No  want  of  timber  then  waa  Mt 

In  Albion's  happy  isle.     Hie  Imnber 

Ponderous  and  fix'd  liy  its  own  BMsay 

But  elbows  still  were  vranting ;  these. 

An  alderman  of  Cripplc^gafie  contrtT'd 

And  some  ascribe  tii'  invcntioii  to  a 

Burly,  and  big,  and  stodious  of  bis 

But  rude  at  first,  and  net  with  caay 

Receding  wide^  they  preas'd  agninct  the 

And  bnuB*d  the  side ;  and,  devnted  l^gt^ 

Tao^t  the  rais'd  shoulders  to  invade  the  •■& 

Long  time  claps*d  or  e*cr  our  ragged  ahvs 

Complain*d,  though  inoooanaodiottsly  peat  as. 

And  ill  at  caae  beUnd.     Hie  ladies  6rst 

'Gan  munnur,  as  became  the  aoftifr  sev. 

Ingenious  Fancy,  never  better  picas'd, 

Hian  when  employ'd  t*  acrommodate  the  ftw. 

Heard  the  sweet  moan  with  pity,  and  devis*d 

Hie  soft  settee ;  one  elbow  at  each  end. 

And  in  the  midst  an  elbow  it  received. 

United  yet  divided,  tvrain  at  ooce. 

So  sit  two  kings  of  Brentford  on  one  thisMe ; 

And  so  two  citixens,  who  take  the  air. 

Close  pack'd,  and  smiling,  in  a  chaise  and  ooe. 

But  relaxation  of  tlie  languid  ftainc. 

By  soft  recumbency  of  autstretch*d  Unnbs 

Was  bliss  reserv*d  for  happier  days.     So  dow 

The  growth  of  wliat  is  excellent ;  so  haid 

T*  attain  perfection  in  thirnetlier  vrorkL 

Tlius  first  Necessity  invented  stools. 

Convenience  next  suggested  elbow-clinirv 

And  Luxury  th*  accomplish'd  Sola  last. 

The  nurse  sleeps  sweetly,  htr*d  to  watrfa  the  sicK 
Wliom  snoring  she  disturbs.     As  sweetly  be. 
Who  quits  the  coach-box  at  the  midnight  hour. 
To  sleep  within  the  carriage  more  secure; 
His  legs  depending  at  the  open  door. 
Sweet  sleep  enjoys  tlie  curate  in  his  desk. 
The  tedious  rector  drawling  o*er  his  head  ; 
And  sweet  the  clerk  below.     But 
Of  lasy  nurse,  who  snores  the  sick  man  dead  ; 
Nor  his,  who  quits  the  box  at  midnight  hour. 
To  slumber  in  the  carriage  more  aecure  ; 
Nor  sleep  enjoy*d  by  curate  in  his  desk  ; 
Nor  yet  the  doxings  of  the  clerk,  as  swcc^ 
Compar*d  with  the  repose  the  Soifa  yieMk 

O  may  I  live  exempted  (while  I  live 
Guiltless  of  pamper'd  appetite  obscene) 
From  pangs  arthritic,  that  infest  the  toe 
Of  libertine  Excess.     Tlie  Sofa  suits 
Th«  gouty  limb,  *t  is  true ;  but  gouty  finh^ 
Though  on  a  Sofa,  may  I  never  feel : 
For  I  have  lov*d  the  rural  walk  tbrougli  huies. 
Of  mssy  swarth,  close-cropp*d  by  nilibliiig  shccp^ 
And  skirted  tliick  with  intertextune  firm 
Of  thorny  bouglis ;  liavc  lov*d  the  niral  walk 
O'er  hills,  through  valle}'s,  and  by  rivers*  hriak. 
E'er  since  a  truant  boy  I  passM  my  bounds 
T  enjoy  a  ramble  on  the  banks  of  Thames  ; 
And  still  remember,  nor  without  regret. 
Of  hours,  tliat  sorrow  since  has  mudi  endeared. 
How  oft,  my  slice  of  pockct-storc  ooosflB*d, 
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in  huB^riiig,  pmojUm,  and  fiv  from  boin«, 

fSpti  on  Bcvlct  hifM  and  ttony  hawi, 

»r-  Muaiiing  oaba,  or  benici,  that  emboat 

be  bnunbic^  blade  as  jet,  or  sloetauaterew 

Lwrd  fare !  Imt  nich  as  bojiah  appalita 

Kadains  not;  nor  the  palate,  undcpniT'd 

iy  culinary  arts,  unaaT'ry  deems.        ^ 

lo  Son  then  awaited  vaj  return ! 

Ictr  Sola  then  I  needed.     Touth  repairs 

lis  wasted  spirtti  quickly,  br  long  toil 

nciirring  short  latigue ;  and,  though  our  yeare, 

Ls  Itle  declines,  spMd  rapidly  away, 

Lnd  nota  year  but  pilfers  as  he  goes 

kMne  youthful  grace,  that  age  would  gladly  keep ; 

1  tooth,  or  auburn  lock,  and  by  degrees 

riieir  length  and  colour  from  the  locks  they  spare ; 

rhe  dattic  spring  of  an  unwearied  foot, 

Vhmt  moonti  the  stile  with  ease,  or  leaps  the  fence^ 

riisa  play  of  lungs,  inhaling  and  again 

Acapiring  finedy  the  fresh  air,  that  makes 

Swift  pace  or  steep  ascent  no  toil  to  me, 

Mine  have  not  pilier'd  yet;  nor  yet  impair'd 

%ty  relish  of  fair  prospect ;  scenes  that  sooch*d 

Or  cfaarm'd  me  young,  no  longer  young,  I  find 

Sdll  soothing,  and  of  pow*r  to  charm  me  still. 

And  witness,  dear  companion  of  my  walks, 

Wboae  arm  this  twentieth  winter  I  peredve 

Fast  lock'd  in  mine,  with  pleasure  such  as  knre, 

Confirm*d  by  long  experience  of  thy  worth 

And  wcU-tried  virtues,  could  alone  inspire  — 

Witness  a  joy  that  thou  hast  doubted  long. 

'rbou  know'st  my  praise  of  nature  most  sincere. 

And  that  my  raptures  are  not  conjur*d  up 

To  scnre  occasions  of  poetic  pomp. 

But  genuine,  and  art  partner  of  them  alL 

How  oft  upon  yon  eminence  our  pace 

Has  slacken'd  to  a  pause,  and  we  have  borne 

TIk  ruffling  wind,  scarce  consdous  that  it  blew, 

While  Admiration,  feeding  at  the  eye. 

And  Kill  unaated,  dwdt  upon  the  scene. 

Thtnet  with  wlvt  pleasure  have  we  just  disoam*d 

Hke  distant  plough  slow  rooring^  and  beside 

His  lab'ring  team,  that  swenr*d  not  from  the  trsck, 

Hie  sturdy  swain  diminish'd  to  a  boy ! 

Here  Ouse,  slow  winding  through  a  leird  plain 

W  spadous  meads  with  cattle  sprinkled  o'er. 

Conducts  the  eye  along  his  sinuous  course 

DeHchied.     There,  fest  rooted  in  thdr  bank. 

Stand,  never  oreriook'd,  our  fav*rite  elm% 

That  screen  the  herdsman's  solitary  hut; 

While  fer  Jbeyond,  and  orerthwart  the  stream, 

That,  as  with  molten  glass,  inkys  the  vale. 

The  sloping  land  recedes  into  the  clouds; 

DispUying  on  it's  varied  side  the  grace 

Of  hadp^ow  beauties  numberless,  iquare  tow'r. 

Tall  spue,  from  which  the  sound  of  cheerful  bells 

Juit  undulates  upon  the  list'ning  ear. 

Groves,  heaths,  and  smoking  villages,  remote. 

Scenes  must  be  beautiful,  which  daUy  view'd 

Please  daQy,  and  whoee  novdty  survives 

Long  knowledge  and  the  ecrutiny  of  ycanu 

Prsise  justly  due  to  those  that  I  describe. 

Nor  rural  sights  alone^  but  rural  sounds, 
Exhihnte  the  spirit,  and  restore 
The  tone  of  Umguid  Nature.     Mighty  winds. 
That  sweep  the  skirt  of  some  fer-sprnding  wood 
Of  andcnt  growth,  make  music  not  unlike 
The  duh  of  Ocean  on  his  winding  shore. 
And  lull  the  spirit  while  they  fill  the  mind  ; 
Uaamnber'd  brandies  waving  in  the  blast, 


And  all  their  leaves  tuft  flutt'riq^  all  at  onca. 
Nor  less  composure  waits  upon  the  roar 
Of  distant  floods,  or  on  the  softer  voice 
Of  ndghb'ring  fountain,  or  of  rills  that  slip 
Through  the  cleft  rock,  and,  chiming  as  they  fall 
Upon  loose  pebbles^  lose  themselves  at  length 
In  matted  grass,  that  vrith  a  livelier  green 
Betrays  the  secret  of  their  silent  course. 
Nature  inanimate  employs  sweet  sounds^ 
But  animated  nature  sweeter  still. 
To  soothe  and  satisfe  the  human  ear. 
Ten  thousand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  aud  one 
The  live-long  night :  nor  these  alone,  whose  notes 
Nice-finger'd  Art  must  emulate  in  vain. 
But  cawing  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  sublime 
In  still  repeated  drdes,  screaming  loud. 
The  jay,  Uie  pie,  and  ev'n  the  boding  owl. 
That  hails  the  rising  moon,  have  charms  for  me. 
Sounds  inharmonious  in  themselves  and  harsh, 
Tct  heard  in  scenes  where  peace  for  ever  reign% 
And  only  there,  please  highly  for  thdr  sake. 

Pesce  to  the  artist,  whose  ingenious  thought 
Devis'd  the  weather-house,  that  useful  toy  ! 
Fearless  of  humid  air  and  gath'ring  rains. 
Forth  steps  the  man  —  an  emblem  of  myself! 
More  delicate  his  tim'rous  mate  retires. 
When  Winter  soaks  the  fidds,  and  female  feet» 
Too  weak  to  struggle  with  tenadous  clay, 
Or  ford  the  rivulets,  are  best  at  home. 
The  task  of  new  discov'ries  falls  on  me. 
At  such  a  season,  and  with  such  a  charge^ 
Once  went  I  forth ;  and  found,  till  then  unknown, 
A  cottage,  whither  oft  we  since  repair : 
'T  is  perch'd  upon  the  green  hill  top,  but  dose 
Environ'd  with  a  ring  of  branching  elms, 
That  overhang  the  thatch,  itself  unseen 
Peeps  at  the  vale  below ;  so  thick  beset 
With  foliage  of  such  dark  redundant  growth, 
I  call'd  the  low..roord  lodge  the  Peasant^s  Nevt. 
And,  hidden  as  it  is,  and  &  remote 
FWan  such  unpleasing  sounds,  as  haunt  the  car 
In  village  or  in  town,  the  bay  of  curs 
Inrrsiant^  clinking  hammers,  grinding  wheels. 
And  infimts  dam*rous  whether  pleas*d  or  pain*<^ 
Oft  have  I  wished  the  peaceful  covert  mine. 
•<  Here,"  I  have  said,  «<  at  leaat  I  should  posaeai 
Hie  poet's  treasure,  silence,  and  indulge 
The  dreams  of  fancy,  tranquil  and  secure." 
Vain  thought !  the  dweller  m  that  still  retreat 
Dearly  obtains  the  refuge  it  siTorda. 
Its  devated  site  forbids  the  wretch 
To  drink  sweet  waters  af  the  crystal  wdl : 
He  dips  his' bowl  into  the  weedy  ditch. 
And,  hem  laden,  brings  his  bev'rage  liome. 
Far  fetch'd  and  little  worth  ;  nor  seldom  arait^ 
Dependant  on  the  baker's  punctud  cdl. 
To  hear  his  creaking  panniers  at  the  door. 
Angry,  and  sad,  and  his  last  crust  consum'd. 
So  ferewell  envy  of  the  Peasant's  Nest ! 
If  solitude  make  scant  the  means  of  Ufc^ 
Sodety  for  me !  —  thou  seeming  sweet. 
Be  still  a  pleasing  object  in  my  view  ; 
My  visit  still,  but  never  mine  abode. 

Not  distant  far  a  length  of  colonnado 
Invites  us.     Monument  of  ancient  taste. 
Now  scom'd,  but  worthy  of  a  better  fete. 
Our  fethers  knew  the  value  of  a  screen 
From  sultry  suns ;  and  in  their  sliaded  walks 
And  loag  protracted  bow'rs,  en^'d  at  noon 
The  gloom  and  coolness  of  dechning  day. 
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We  bear  our  ihaiin  about  us !  aetMepriT'd 
Of  other  screen,  the  thirt  umbrella  spread, 
And  range  an  Indian  waste  without  a  tree. 
Thanks  to  Benevolus  *  —  he  spares  me  yet 
These  chesnuts  rang'd  in  corresponding  lines ; 
And,  though  himself  so  polish'd,  still  reprieves 
The  obsolete  prolixity  of  shade. 

Descending  now  (but  cautious,  lest  too  ftst) 
A  sudden  steep  upon  a  rustic  bridge, 
We  pass  a  gulf,  in  which  the  willows  dip 
Their  pendent  boughs,  stooping  as  if  to  diink« 
Hence,  ancle-deep  in  moss  and  flow'ry  thyme 
We  mount  again,  and  fed  at  ev'ry  step 
Our  foot  half  sunk  in  hillocks  green  and  soft, 
Rais'd  by  tlie  mole,  the  miner  of  tfie  soiL 
He,  not  unlike  the  great  ones  of  mankind* 
Disfigures  Earth  ;  and,  plotting  in  the  dark, 
Toils  much  to  earn  a  monumental  pile. 
That  may  record  the  mischiefs  he  has  done. 

The  summit  gain'd,  behold  the  proud  alcove 
That  crowns  it !  yet  not  all  its  pride  secures 
The  grand  retreat  irom  injuries  impress'd 
By  runl  oanrers,  who  with  knives  deface 
The  pannels,  leaving  an  obscure,  rude  name. 
In  characters  uncouth,  and  spelt  amiss. 
So  strong  the  seal  t'  immortalize  himself 
Beats  in  the  breast  of  man,  that  ev*n  a  few, 
Few  traqaient  years,  won  from  th*  abyas  abhorr'd 
Of  blank  oblivion,  seem  a  glorious  prize, 
And  even  to  a  down.     Now  roves  the  eye ; 
And,  posted  on  this  speculative  height. 
Exults  in  it's  command.     The  sheep-fold  here 
Pours  out  it's  fleecy  tenants  o'er  the  glebe. 
At  first  progressive  as  a  stream,  they  seek 
Tlie  middle  field ;  but,  scatter'd  by  degrees, 
Each  to  his  choice,  soon  whiten  all  the  land. 
There  fVom  the  sun-burnt  hay-fidd  homeward  creeps 
The  loaded  wain ;  while,  lighten'd  of  its  charge, 
The  wain  that  meets  it  passes  swiftly  by ; 
The  boorish  driver  leaning  o'er  his  team 
Vodf 'rous,  and  impatient  of  delay. 
Nor  less  attractive  is  the  woodland  scene. 
Diversified  with  trees  of  ev'ry  growth. 
Alike,  yet  various.     Here  the  gray  smooth  trunks 
Of  ash,  or  lime,  or  beech,  distinctly  shine. 
Within  the  twilight  of  their  distant  shades ; 
There,  lost  behind  a  rising  ground,  the  wood 
Seems  sunk,  and  shorten'd  to  its  topmost  boughs. 
No  tree  in  all  the  grove  but  has  it's  charms. 
Though  each  it's  hue  peculiar ;  paler  some. 
And  of  a  wannish  gray ;  the  willow  such. 
And  poplar,  that  with  sUver  lines  his  leaf. 
And  ash,  far-stretching  his  umbrageous  arm ; 
Of  deeper  green  the  elm ;  and  deeper  still, 
Lord  of  the  woods,  the  long-surviving  oak. 
Some  glossy-leav'd,  and  shining  in  the  sun. 
The  maple,  and  the  beech  of  oily  nuts 
Prolific,  and  the  lime  at  dewy  eve 
Diffusing  odours :  nor  unnoted  pass 
The  sycamore,  capricious  in  attire. 
Now  green,  now  tawny,  and,  ere  autumn  yet 
Have  chang'd  the  woods,  in  scarlet  honours  brigfit. 
O'er  these,  but  far  beyond  (a  spacious  map 
Of  hill  and  valley  interpos'd  between). 
The  Ouse,  dividing  the  well-water'd  land. 
Now  glitters  in  the  sun,  and  now  retires, 
As  bashful,  yet  impatient  to  be  seen. 

*  John  Courtney  Tlirockmorton,  Esq.  of  Weston 
Underwood. 


Hence  the  decKvity  is  sharp  and  diort. 
And  such  the  re^asceot ;  between  them  vtcp^ 
A  little  naiad  her  impov'ridi'd  uin 
All  summer  long,  whidi  winter  fills  tpin. 
The  folded  gates  would  bar  my  profSRs  now. 
But  that  the  Loid  f  of  tlus  endoa'd  dencsw. 
Communicative  of  the  good  he  owns, 
Admits  me  to  a  share ;  the  gnStless  eye 
Conumts  no  wmng,  nor  wastes  what  it  et^ovv 
Refreshing  change !  where  now  the  Uanng  Sr  - 
By  short  tranittion  vre  have  loat  his  glanr, 
I  And  stepp'd  at  once  into  a  cooler  dmie. 
Ye  fallen  avenues !  onoe  more  I  mooni 
Tour  fate  i^nmerited,  once  man  njciet. 
That  yet  a  remnant  of  tfour  race  mninn. 
How  airy  and  how  ligik  die  grscefbl  ardi, 
Tet  aweful  as  the  consecrated  roof 
Re-echoing  pious  anthems  !  while  benealli 
The  checker'd  earth  seems  restless  as  a  flood 
Bnish'd  by  the  wind.     So  qxNrtive  is  tfae  li^bt 
Shot  through  the  boughs,  it  dances  as  the;  dun. 
Shadow  and  sunshine  intenningUng  qukk. 
And  daik'ning  and  enlight'ning,  as  die  leem 
Play  wanton,  ev'ry  moment,  ev'ry  spot,     [civ 

And  now,  with   nerves  new4)rac*d  utA  -^^'^ 
We  tread  the  wilderness,  whoae  wdUdiM  «aU.> 
With  curvature  of  slow  and  easy  sweep- 
Deception  innocent  -—  give  ample  space 
To  narrow  bounds.     The  giove  receives  us  no:; 
Between  tiie  upright  shafts  of  whose  tali  efaai 
We  may  discern  the  tlireaher  at  his  task. 
Thump  after  thump  resounds  the  oomtaot  bSt, 
That  seems  to  swing  uncertain,  and  yet  frUs 
Full  on  the  destin'd  ear.     Wide  flies  tfae  dni; 
The  rustling  straw  sends  up  a  frequent  mia 
Of  atoms,  sparkling  in  tfae  oooD-day  besnu 
Come  hither,  ye  tiut  presa  your  beds  of  do«s, 
And  deep  not ;  see  him  sweating  o'er  Ibs  fans' 
Before  he  eats  it.  — '  T  is  the  piSnd  curse. 
But  soflen'd  into  mctcy ;  made  tfae  pledge 
Of  cheedul  days»  and  nif^its  without  a  gntt 

By  ceaseless  action  dl  that  is  subaats. 
Constant  rotation  of  th*  unwearied  vfaeel» 
That  Nature  tides  upon,  maintains  her  besli^ 
Her  beauty,  her  fertility.     She  dreads 
An  instant's  pause,  and  lives  but  while  die  00^ 
Its  own  revolvency  upholda  the  World. 
Winds  ftom  dl  quarters  agitate  the  air, 
And  fit  the  limpid  element  for  use, 
Else  noxious ;  oceans,  rivers,  lakes,  and  ««»• 
AU  feel  the  ftesh'ning  udpulse,  and  m  dtK»i 
By  restless  undulation :  ev*n  tfae  oak 
Thrives  by  the  rude  coocussioD  of  the  main : 
He  seems  indeed  indignant,  and  to  feel  ^ 
Th*  impression  of  the  blast  vritfa  proud  disdaa. 
FVowning,  as  if  in  his  uncODsdoos  ana 
He  held  the  thunder :  but  the  mooardi  «w 
His  firm  stability  to  wfaat  he  scoras^ 
More  fix'd  below,  the  more  distuib'd  *''*•. 
The  law,  by  which  all  creatures  dse  sie  b«w» 
Binds  man,  the  knd  of  all.     H]nadfdeiiic» 
No  mean  advantage  from  a  Idndrad  cauie« 
From  strenuous  toil  his  hours  of  sweetctt  etf> 
The  sedentary  stretch  their  lazy  length 
When  Custom  bids,  but  no  refreshioeBt  M, 
For  none  they  need :  the  languid  eye,  tlieo«t* 
Deserted  of  its  bloom,  the  flaodd,  dmiok, 
And  wither'd  muscle,  and  the  t^aSi  »ult 

f  See  the  foregoing  note. 
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tepnwch  tiietf  owner  with  tiiat  lave  ctrett, 
o  which  be  forfeits  er'n  th«  rest  he  loves. 
f ot  such  the  alert  and  active.     Measure  life 
ly  it's  true  worth,  the  comforts  it  affords, 
Lnrd  theirs  alone  seeins  worthy  of  the  name. 
rood  health,  and,  it*s  associate  in  the  most, 
rood  temper ;  spirits  prompt  to  undertake^ 
Lnd  not  soon  spent,  though  in  an  arduous  task  ; 
lie  pow*rs  of  &ncy  and  strong  thought  are  theirs ; 
^▼*ii  age  itwlf  seems  privil^'d  in  them 
Vlth  clear  exemption  from  it's  own  defects. 
L  spwrkling  eye  beneath  a  wrinkled  front 
lie  Tet'ran  shows,  and,  gracing  a  gray  beard 
Vith  youthful  smiles,  descends  toward  the  grave 
l>rightly,  and  old  almost  without  decay. 

Like  a  coy  maiden,  Ease,  when  courted  most, 
*artfaest  retires  —  an  idol,  at  whose  shrine 
Vho  oft*nest  sacrifice  are  favoured  least. 
lie  love  of  Nature,  and  the  scenes  she  draws, 
s  Nature's  dictate.  Strange !  there  should  be  found, 
V'hoi  self-imprison'd  in  their  proud  salons, 
lenounce  the  odours  of  the  open  field 
•or  the  unsoented  fictions  of  the  ]oom ; 
V1k>,  satisfied  with  only  pencill'd  scenes, 
Vefer  to  the  performance  of  a  God 
li*  inferior  wonders  of  an  artist's  hand ! 
jo^ely  indeed  the  mimic  works  of  Art ; 
)ut  Nature's  works  far  lovelier.     I  admire, 
i7ooe  more  admires,  the  painter's  magic  skill, 
¥ho  shows  me  that  which  I  shall  never  see, 
Conveys  a  distant  country  into  mine, 
ind  throvrs  Italian  light  on  English  walls : 
^t  imitative  strokes  can  do  no  more 
nhan  please  the  eye  —  sweet  Nature's,  ev'ry  sense. 
[lie  air  aalubrious  of  her  lofty  hills, 
rhe  cheering  fragrance  of  her  dewy  vales, 
ind  music  of  her  woods  — -  no  vrorks  of  man 
^fay  rival  these,  these  all  bespeak  a  pow'r 
Peculiar,  and  exclusively  her  own. 
Seneatfa  the  open  sky  ibB  ^reads  the  feast ; 
T  is  free  to  all ^*t  is  ev'ry  day  renew'd ; 
ATho  looms  it  starves  deservedly  at  home. 
:Ie  does  not  scorn  it,  who,  imprison'd  long 
n  some  unwholesome  dungeon,  and  a  prey 
To  sallow  sickness,  which  &e  vapours,  dank 
\nd  clammy,  of  his  dark  abode  have  bred, 
escapes  at  Isat  to  liberty  and  light : 
flis  cheek  recovers  loon  it's  healthful  hue ; 
Flis  eye  relumincs  it's  extinguish'd  fires ; 
fie  walks,  he  leaps,  he  ruiu— b  wing'd  with  joy, 
Vnd  riots  in  the  sweets  of  ev'ry  breese. 
fie  does  not  scorn  it,  who  has  long  endur'd 
\  fever's  agonies,  and  fed  on  drugs. 
Sar  yet  the  mariner,  his  blood  inflam'd 
MTith  acrid  salti ;  his  very  heart  athirst. 
To  gase  at  Nature  in  her  green  array, 
Upon  the  ihip's  tall  side  he  stands,  possessed 
iViih  visions  prompted  by  intense  desire : 
Pair  fields  appear  below,  such  as  he  left 
Par  distant,  such  as  he  would  die  to  find  ^ 
He  sedLS  tliem  headlong,  and  is  seen  no  more. 

The  spleen  is  seldom  felt  where  Flora  rei|pns ; 
Hie  low'ring  eye,  the  petulance,  the  fhmn, 
And  sullen  sadness,  that  o'ershade,  distort, 
And  mar,  the  &ce  of  Beauty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  inuncasurable  woe  appears. 
These  Flofs  banishes,  and  gives  the  ftir 
Sweet  smilca,  and  bloom  less  transient  than  her  own. 
It  b  the  constant  revolution,  stale 
And  tasteifss,  of  the  ame  repeated  joys, 


That  palb  and  satiates,  and  makes  languid  life, 
A  pedlar's  pack,  that  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Health  suffers,  and  the  spirits  ebb,  the  heart 
Recoib  from  it's  own  choice  —  at  the  full  feast 
Is  fimiish'd  ^  finds  no  music  in  the  song. 
No  smartness  in  the  jest ;  and  wonders  why. 
Yet  thousands  still  desire  to  journey  on. 
Though  halt,  and  weary  of  the  path  they  tread. 
The  paralytic,  who  can  hold  her  cards, ' 
But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  fUeiid's  hand* 
To  deal  and  shufile,  to  divide  and  sort 
Her  mingled  suits  and  sequences ;  and  aits. 
Spectatress  both  and  spectacle,  a  sad 
And  silent  cipher,  whUe  her  proxy  plays. 
Others  are  dngg'd  into  the  crowded  room 
Between  supporters ;  and,  once  seated,  sit. 
Through  downright  inability  to  rise. 
Till  the  stout  bearers  lift  the  corpse  again. 
Tliese.speak  a  loud  memento.     Yet  ev'n  these 
Themselves  love  life,  and  cling  to  it,  as  he, 
Tliat  overhangs  a  torrent,  to  a  twig. 
They  love  it,  and  yet  loath  it ;  fear  to  die, 
Yet  scorn  ^  purposes  for  which  they  live; 
Then  wherefore  not  renounce  them?  No^thedrcad, 
The  slavish  dread  of  solitude^  that  breeds 
Reflection  and  remorw,  the  fear  of  shame^ 
And  their  invet'rate  habits,  all  forbad. 

Whom  call  we  gay  ?  Tliat  honour  has  been  long 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name. 
The  innocent  are  gay  —  the  lark  is  gay, 
Tliat  drys  hb  feathers,  saturate  with  «lcw. 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beama 
Of  day-.spiing  over-shoot  hb  humble  nest. 
The  p^^sant  too^  a  witness  of  hb  song, 
Himself  a  songster,  is  as  gay  as  he. 
But  save  me  from  the  gaiety  of  those. 
Whose  headaches  nail  them  to  a  noonday  bed ; 
And  save  me  too  from  theirs,  whose  haggard  eyes 
Flash  desperation,  and  betray  their  pangs 
For  property  stripp*d  off  by  cruel  chance ; 
From  gaiety,  that  fills  the  bones  vrith  pain, 
The  mouth  with  blasphemy,  the  heart  with  woe. 

The  Earth  vras  made  so  various,  that  the  mind 
Of  desultory  man,  studious  of  change. 
And  pleas'd  with  novelty,  might  be  indulg'd 
Fhispects,  however  lovely,  may  be  seen 
TiU  half  their  beauties  fade;  the  weary  sight, 
Too  well  acquainted  with  their  amDe,  slides  off 
Fastidious,  sedung  less  femiliar  scenes. 
Then  snug  enclosures  in  the  shelter'd  vale, 
Where  frequent  hedges  intercept  the  eyc^ 
Delight  us ;  happy  to  renounce  awhil^ 
Not  senseless  of  its  charms,  what  still  vrc  love, 
Tfant  such  short  absence  may  endear  it  more. 
Then  forests,  or  the  savage  rock  may  please, 
lliat  hides  the  searoew  in  hb  hollow  clelU 
Above  the  reach  of  man.     Hb  hoary  head, 
Conspicuous  many  a  league,  the  mariner. 
Bound  homeward,  and  in  hope  already  there. 
Greets  with  three  cheers  exulting.     At  his  waiiit 
A  girdle  of  lialf.wither'd  shrubs  he  shows, 
And  at  his  feet  the  bafBed  billows  die. 
The  common,  overgrown  with  fern,  and  rough 
With  prickly  gon^that,  di^ieleas  and  defonn'd, 
And  dang'rous  to  the  touch,  has  yet  it's  bloom. 
And  decks  itself  vrith  ornaments  of  gold, 
Yields  no  unpleasing  rsmhle ;  there  the  turf 
Smelb  flvab,  and,  rich  in  odoirif 'roua  herbs 
And  fiingous  fruits  of  earth,  regales  the  scnai 
With  luxury  of  unexpected  i 
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Saw  better  cbd,  in  doek  of  t«tm  tzimm'd 
With  lace,  and  hat  with  ipJeudid  riband  boiin^- 
A  Krving  maid  was  she,  and  fidl  in  love 
With  one  who  left  her,  went  tp  sea,  and  ^ied. 
Her  fancy  foUow*d  1^  throujgh  foafuing  waves 
To  distant  a^aorefi ;  ai^d  fb»  wp^ld  sit  and  weep 
At  whit  a  sailor  suffers ;  fyncj  too. 
Delusive  most  where  wannest  wishes  ars^ 
Woyld  19^  anticipate  his  glad  zetum. 
And  droun  of  transports  she  was  not  to  know. 
She  heard  the  doleful  tidings  of  his  death  — 
And  never  smil'd  again  I  and  now  she  roams 
The  dreary  wipste ;  thei^  spends  the  livelpfig  dfj^ 
And  thei)9,  unlfeai  wbep  charity  forbids* 
The  livefong  ni^it.     A  tatter'd  apron  hides. 
Worn  as  a  doak,  fnd  hardly  hides,  f  gown 
More  tatt^'d  ^1 ;  and  both  but  ill  conoeal 
A  bOsoQ)  hieav'd  with  never-ceasing  sighs. 
She  beg^  #p  idl^  pjn  of  all  sbie  m^ets, 
And  hoards  them  in  h^  sleeve ;  but  needful  food, 
Uliough  pveas'd  with  hunger  ofl^  or  ooroeli^u*  clothes, 
Hiough  pinch*d  with  coid,  ask»  never,  -rrr  KMe  is 

cns'd* 

I  see  a  oolunm  of  slow-risiiig  sniokf; 
0*crtop  the  lofky  wood,  thfU  slurta  the  wild* 
A  vagabond  and  usel^s^  tribe  ^ere  ^ 
Tbftk  inmnMe  meal.     A  kettle,  slung 
Between  two  pol^  upon  a  ^c^  tr^nayerse, 
Beceives  the  morsel  —  flesh  otytpene  of  dog, 
Or  vermin,  or  at  best  of  cock  purloin*d 
Fkom  his  accustom*d  perch.     Hard-fariqg  nee ! 
Tliey  pick  their  fuel  out  of  ev*ry  h^ge. 
Which,  kindled  with  dry  l^aycf,  just  paves  wn-. 

quench*d 
Tlie  spark  of  life.     Tbe  sportive  wind  blows  wide 
Their  flutt'ring  rags,  and  shows  a  tawny  skin^ 
The  vellum  of  the  pedigree  they  claim. 
Great  skill  have  they  in  palmistry,  and  more 
To  conjure  clean  away  the  gold  they  touch. 
Conveying  worthless  dross  into  its  place ; 
Loud  whoi  they  beg,  dumb  only  when  they  sleal. 
Stnnge !  that  a  creature  rational,  and  cast 
In  human  mould,  should  brutalize  by  choice 
His  nature ;  and,  though  capable  of  arts, 
By  which  the  world  might  profit,  and  himsdf, 
Sdf.banish*d  from  society,  prefer 
Such  squalid  sloth  to  honourable  toil ! 
Tet  even  tbes^  though  feigning  sickness  oS^ 
They  swathe  the  £DrSiead,  drag  the  limping  limb. 
And  vex  their  flesh  with  artifioal  sores, 
Can  change  their  whine  into  a  mirthful  note^ 
When  safe  occasion  offers ;  and  with  dance. 
And  music  of  the  bladder  and  the  bag. 
Beguile  their  woes,  and  make  tlfe  woods  resound. 
Sudi  health  and  gaiety  of  h^art  enjoy 
Hie  houseless  rovers  of  the  sylvan  world ; 
And,  breathing  wholesome  air,  and  wand'ring  much, 
Need  other  physic  none  to  head  th*  effects 
Of  loathsome  diet,  penury,  and  cold. 

Blest  he,  though  undistinguish*d  from  th^  crowd 
By  wealth  or  dignity,  who  dwells  sccur?. 
Where  man,  by  nature  fij^roe,  has  laid  aside 
His  fierceness,  having  liMMmt,  though  slow  to  learn, 
The  manners  and  the  arts  of  civil  life. 
His  wants  indeed  are  many ;  but  supply 
Zs  obvioiis,  plac*d  iirithin  thp  easy  reach 
Of  tenqi'nte  wiabes  and  industrious  bands. 
Here  virtue  thrives  as  in  her  proper  soil ; 
Not  nid«  and  surly,  and  beset  with  (horn% 


And  leRJhl*  te  4gh^  m 

(If  f^er  she  spring  qwwiraiwguf)  in 

And  barb*rous  dimes,  vrhere 

AikI  strength  is  lord  of  all ;  Int  gentle  kindi. 

By  culture  tam'd,  by  libcitj  fcfredi'd. 

And  all  her  firuita  by  ndiant  truth  asatiir'd. 

War  and  the  fhaat  engraaa  the         _ 

War  follow'd  for  revenge^  or  to  — irrTant 

Tbe  envied  tenants  of  sc 

The  chase  lor  sustenance,  precarioas 

His  hard  condition  with 

Binds  all  his  Jafulties,  fiwbids  all  growth 

Of  wisdom,  proves  a  school,  in  which  he 

Sly  circumvention,  unrplwiting  hafee. 

Mean  self-attachmen^  and  acaroe  au^bC 

Thus  fiwe  the  shiv'ring  natives  of  the  fiorch. 

And  thus  the  rsngers  of  the  western  vrasM. 

Where  it  advances  fiu*  into  the  deep^ 

Tow*rds  the  antarctic.     £v*n  the  &voia^d  isiei 

So  latdy  found,  although  the  constsmt 

Cheer  all  their  seasons  with  a  grateAil 

Can  boast  but  little  virtue  ;  and,  inert 

Throu^  plen^,  lose  in  mosals  what  they 

In  manners  —  victims  of  luxurious  caa& 

These  therefore  I  can  pity,  plac*d  leamia 

FVom  all  thft  sdence  traces,  art  invent^ 

Or  inspiration  teaches  ;  and  endos'd 

In  boundless  oceans  never  to  be  paas'd 

By  navigators  uninlbnn'd  as  they* 

Or  plow'd  periiaps  by  British  bazk  again : 

But  fisr  beyond  the  rest,  and  with  UMist 

Thee^  gentle  savi^!  f  whom  no  love  ai  thee 

Or  thine,  but  curiosity  perhaps 

Qr  else  vain-glory,  prompted  us  to  dimw 

Forth  from  thy  native  bow'ra,  to  show  thee  hoc 

With  what  superior  skill  we  can  abuse 

Hie  gi^  of  Fkovidence,  and  squander  life. 

The  dream  is  past  2  andthoii  hast  found  x^gaia 

Thy  cocoas  and  b^nanyj  palms  and  yam^ 

And  hoaiestaU^)yttfh*4  wi^l  leaves.     But  hait^ 

fou^ 
Their  former  cl^arms?  And» 
Our  palaces,  our  ladies,  and  our  pomp 
Of  equipage,  our  garden^  and  our  sports, 
And  heard  our  music ;  are  thy  simple 
Thy  simple  fiue,  and  all  thy  plain  delists, 
As  dear  to  thee  as  once  ?  And  have  tby  jag% 
Lost  nothing  by  comparison  with*  qfuz«  ? 
Rude  as  thou  art,  (for  we  retum'd  thee  inda 
And  ignorant,  except  of  outward  sho«ib} 
I  cannot  think  thee  yet  so  dull  of  heart 
And  spiritless^  as  never  to  regret 
Sweets  tasted  here^  and  left  as  soon  j 
Methinks  I  see  thee  straying  on  the 
And  asking  of  the  surge,  that  bathes  tby  Ibol^ 
If  ever  it  1ms  waah*d  our  distant  shore. 
I  see  thee  weep,  and  thine  are  honest 
A  patriot's  for  his  country :  thou  art 
At  thought  of  her  forlorn  and  abject 
From  which  no  pow*r  of  tbine  can  raise  her  vf^ 
Thus  Fancy  paints  diee,  and,  thou^  a^  feo 
Perhaps  errs  little,  when  she  paints  thee 
She  tells  me  too^  that  duly  ev*iy  mom 
Thou  climb*st  the  mountain-top,  with 
Exploring  &r  and  wide  the  wat'iy  waste 
For  right  of  ship  ftom  England.     Ev'iy 
Seen  in  the  din^  horizon  turns  thee  pale 
With  ^oaflici  ai[  contending  hopcf  wad  ' 
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tut  comes  at  last  the  dull  and  dusky  ere, 
Lnd  sends  thee  to  thy  cabin,  welUprepar'd 
"o  dream  all  night  of  what  the  day  denied. 
Lias  !  expect  it  not.     We  found  no  bait 
*o  tempt  us  in  thy  country.     Doing  good, 
Nstnterasted  good,  is  not  our  trade, 
^e  travel  far,  *t  is  true^  but  not  for  nought  $ 
Lnd  must  be  brib*d  to  compass  Earth  again 
ly  other  hopes  and  richer  fruits  than  yours. 

But  though  true  worth  and  Tirtue  in  the  mild 
Lnd  genial  soil  of  cultivated  life 
lirive  most,  and  may  perhaps  thrive  only  tfaere^ 
ret  not  in  cities  oft :  in  proud,  and  gay, 
Lnd  gain-devoted  cities.     Thither  flow, 
Ls  to  a  common  and  most  noisome  sewer, 
lie  dregs  and  feculence  of  ev*ry  land, 
n  cities  foul  example  on  most  minds 
legeti  it's  likeness.     Rank  abundance  breeds, 
n  grots  and  pamper'd  cities,  sloth,  and  lust, 
Ind  wantonness,  and  gluttonous  excess, 
n  cities  vice  is  hidden  with  most  ease, 
h*  seen  with  least  reproach ;  and  virtue,  taught 
ly  firequent  lapse,  can  hope  no  triumph  there 
Icyond  th'  achievement  of  successful  flight. 

do  confess  them  nun*ries  of  the  arts, 
n  which  they  flourish  most ;  where  in  die  beams 
>f  warm  encoongement,  and  in  the  eye 
>f  public  note,  they  resch  their  perfect  siie. 
bdi  L4indon  is,  by  tssto  and  wealth  prodaim'd 
fhe  feirest  capitsl  of  all  die  world, 
ly  riot  and  incontinence  the  worsL 
liere,  touch'd  by  Reynolds,  a  dull  blank  becomes 
i  lucid  mirror,  in  which  Nature  sees 
Lll  her  leflected  features.     Bacon  there 
rrvcs  more  than  female  beauty  to  a  stone, 
ind  Chatham's  eloquence  to  maibic  lips. 
for  does  the  chisel  occupy  alone 
lie  pow'rs  of  sculpture^  but  the  style  as  much  { 
Each  province  of  her  aft  her  equal  care. 
Vttfa  nice  incision  of  her  guided  sted 
he  plows  a  bcasen  field,  and  clothes  a  soil 

10  sterile  with  what  charms  so'er  she  will, 
lie  Tidiest  scen'ry  and  the  loveliest  forms. 
Vhen  finds  Philosophy  her  eagle  eye, 
Vith  which  she  cases  at  yon  burning  disk 
Jndazsled,  and  detects  and  counts  his  qwts  ? 

11  London.    Where  her  implementa  exact, 
Vith  which  she  calculates,  computes,  and  scans, 
kll  distance,  motion,  magnitude,  and  nc»w 

if  easures  an  atom,  and  now  girds  a  world  ? 
n  London.     Where  has  oommcree  such  a  mart, 
lo  rich,  so  throng'd,  so  drain'd,  and  so  supplied, 
Is  London  «- opulent,  enlaiy'd,  and  still 
ncrsasing,  London?  Babylon  of  old 
lot  more  the  glory  of  the  Earth  than  she, 
i  more  acoomplish'd  worid's  chief  gloiy  now. 

She  has  her  praise^     Now  mark  a  spot  or  two^ 
liat  so  much  beauty  would  do  well  to  purge ; 
knd  show  tfab  queen  of  dties,  that  so  fair 
(lay  yet  be  foul ;  so  witty,  yet  not  wise. 
t  i^  not  seemly,  nor  of  good  report, 
rhat  she  is  slack  in  discipline ;  more  prompt 
r*  avenge  diaB  to  prevent  the  la'each  of  law : 
Lliat  she  is  rigid  in  denooadng  death 
>n  petty  robters,  and  indulges  life 
ind  Ufaitrty,  and  oft4imes  honour  too^ 
Vo  peculators  of  the  public  gold ; 
rhat  thieves  at  home  must  ^g ;  but  lie,  that  put;t 
[nto  bin  overgorg'd  and  bloated  purse 
pie  wealth  of  Indian  provinces,  escapes. 


Nor  b  it  wdl,  nor  can  it  oone  lo  good, 
ITiat,  through  profene  and  infidd  contempt 
Of  Holy  Writ,  she  Ims  presum'd  t'  annul 
And  abrogate,  as  roundly  as  she  may, 
The  totd  ordinance  and  will  of  God ; 
Advancing  Fashion  to  the  post  of  TVuth, 
And  oent'ring  all  authority  in  modes 
And  customs  of  her  own,  till  sabbath-tttos 
Have  dwindled  into  unrespected  forms. 
And  knees  and  hassocks  are  wdl  nigh  divorc'd. 

God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town. 
What  wonder  then  that  bedth  and  virtue,  gifts. 
That  can  done  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught. 
That  life  holds  out  to  dl,  should  most  abound 
And  least  be  threaten'd  in  the  fields  and  groves? 
Possess  ye  therefore,  ye  who^  borne  about 
In  chariots  and  sedans,  know  no  fatigue 
But  that  of  idleness,  and  taste  no  scenes 
But  such  as  art  contrives,  possess  ye  still 
Tour  dement ;  there  only  can  ye  shine ; 
Hiere  only  minds  like  yours  can  do  no  harm. 
Our  groves  were  planted  to  console  at  noon 
The  pensive  wand'rer  in  their  shades.     At  eve 
The  moon-beam,  sliding  softly  in  between 
Hie  deeping  leaves,  is  dl  the  light  they  wish. 
Birds  warbling  all  the  music.     We  can  spare 
Hie  splendour  of  your  lampa ;  they  but  eclipse 
Our  softer  satdlito.     Your  songs  confound 
Our  more  harmonious  notes ;  the  thrush  departs 
Scar'd,  and  th*  offended  niffhtingde  is  mute. 
Tliere  is  a  public  mischief  m  your  mirth ; 
It  plsffues  your  country.     Folly  such  as  yours, 
Grac'd  with  a  sword,  and  worthier  of  a  fan. 
Has  made  what  enemies  could  ne'er  have  done. 
Our  arch  of  empire^  stedfast  but  for  you, 
A  mutilated  stnicture,  soon  to  felL 


BoosIL 

THS  TIME-PISCE. 

ArgumenL 

Reflections  suggested  by  the  condusioB  of  tfat 
former  book.  Peace  among  the  nations  recom- 
mended  on  the  ground  of  their  common  fellow- 
ship in  sorrow.  Fhdigies  enumerated.  Si- 
cilian earthquakes.  Man  rendered  obnoxious  to 
these  calamities  by  sin.  God  the  agent  in  them. 
The  philosophy  that  stops  at  secondary  causes 
reproved.  Our  own  late  miscarriages  accounted 
for.  Satiricd  notice  taken  of  our  trips  to  Fon- 
tdne-Bleau.  But  the  pulpit,  not  satire,  the 
proper  engine  of  reformation.  The  reverend 
advertiser  of  engraved  sermons.  Petit>mdtre 
parson.  The  good  preacher.  Picture  of  a 
theatriod  dericd  coxcombw  S^ory-tellers  and 
jesters  in  the  pulpit  reproved.  Apostrophe  to 
popular  applause.  Retailers  of  ancient  phi- 
losophy  expostulated  with.  Sum  of  the  wbde 
.  matter.  Effects  of  sacerdotsl  inifonanagement 
on  the  Idty.  Hidr  fdly  and  extravagjance. 
Hie  miscfaieA  of  profusion.  Profusion  itself, 
with  all  it's  consequent  erils,  ascribed,  as  to  it's 
prindpal  cause,  to  the  want  of  discipline  in  the 
universities. 

O  roR  a  lodee  in  some  vast  wilderness, 
.Some  boundless  contiguity  of  sliade. 
Where  rumour  of  oppression  and  decrtt, 
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Boos  II. 


Of  unsuccessful  or  successful  war, 
Might  never  reach  me  more.     My  ear  is  pain*d. 
My  soul  is  sick,  with  eT*ry  day*s  report 
Of  wrong  and  outrage,  with  which  Earth  is  fill'd. 
Tliere  is  no  Hcsh  in  man's  obdurate  heart. 
It  does  not  feel  for  man  ;  the  nat'ral  bond 
Of  brotherhood  is  sever*d  as  the  flax. 
That  falls  asunder  at  the  touch  of  fire. 
He  finds  his  fellow  guil^  of  a  skin 
Not  colour'd  like  his  own  ;  and  having  pow*r 
T*  enforce  the  wrong,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 
Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  prey. 
Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.     Mountains  interposed 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else 
Like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 
Thus  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  destroys ; 
And,  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  be  deplor*d 
As  human  nature's  broadest,  foulest  blot. 
Chains  him,  and  tasks  hini,  and  exacts  his  sweat 
With  stripes,  that  Mercy  with  a  bleeding  heart 
Weeps,  when  she  sees  inflicted  on  a  beast. 
Then  what  is  man  ?  And  what  man,  seeing  this, 
And  having  human  feelings,  does  not  blufji, 
And  hang  his  head,  to  think  himself  a  man  ? 
I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground. 
To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleep. 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth, 
Hiat  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  eam'd. 
No :  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  heart's 
Just  estimation  priz'd  above  all  price, 
I  had  much  rather  be  myself  the  slave. 
And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fasten  them  on  him. 
We  haoK  no  slaves  at  home  —  Then  why  abroad  ? 
And  they  themselves,  once  foiled  o'er  the  wave 
That  parts  us,  are  emancipate  and  loos'd. 
Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  England ;  if  their  lungs 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free ; 
Tliey  touch  our  country,  and  their  shackles  falL 
That 's  noble,  and  bespttks  a  nation  proud 
And  jealous  of  the  blessing.     Spread  it  then, 
And  let  it  circulate  tlirough  ev'ry  vein 
Of  all  your  empire ;  that,  where  Britain's  pow'r 
is  felt,  numkind  may  feci  her  mercy  too. 
Sure  there  is  need  of  social  intercourse. 
Benevolence,  and  peace,  and  mutual  aid. 
Between  the  nations  in  a  world,  that  seems 
To  toll  the  death-bell  of  it*s  own  decease. 
And  by  the  voice  of  all  it*s  elements 
To  preach  the  gen'ral  doom.  *    When  were  the  winda 
Let  slip  with  sudi  a  warrant  to  destroy  ? 
When  did  the  waves  so  haughtily  overleap 
Their  ancient  barriers,  deluging  the  dry  ? 
Fires  from  beneath,  and  meteors  f  from  above, 
Portentous,  unexampled,  unei^lain'd. 
Have  kindled  beacons  in  the  slues ;  and  th'  old 
And  crazy  Earth  has  had  her  shaking  fits 
More  frequent,  and  for^;one  her  usual  resL 
Is  it  a  time  to  wrangle,  when  the  props 
And  pillars  of  our  planet  seem  to  fail. 
And  Nature  ^  with  a  dim  and  sickly  eye 
To  wait  the  close  of  all  ?  But  grant  her  end 
More  distant,  and  that  prophecy  demands 
A  longer  respite,  unaccompliah'd  yet ; 

*  AUuding  to  the  calamities  in  Jamaica. 
t  August  18.  1783. 

f  Alludiqg  to  the  fog,  that  covered  both  Europe 
and  Asia  during  the  whole  summer  of  1783. 


Still  they  are  frowning  signals,  and  bespnk 
Displeasure  in  I^ts  breast,  who  smites  the  Einh 
Or  heals  it,  makes  it  languish  or  rgoioe. 
And  *t  is  but  seemly,  tb^  where  all  dcaerne 
And  stand  expos'd  by  commoa  peceaocj 
To  what  no  few  have  felt,  there  shookl  be  pace, 
And  brethren  in  calamity  should  love. 

Alas  for  Sicily  !  .rude  fragments  now 
Lie  scatter'd,  where  the  shapely  cohram  sttnd. 
Her  palaces  are  dust.     In  ail  her  streets 
Tlie  voice  o£  singing  and  die  sprightly  choni 
Are  silent.     Revelry,  and  dance,  and  show 
.  Suffer  a  syncope  and  solemn  pause ; 
While  God  performs  upon  the  tmnbliag  sbfe 
Of  his  own  works  his  dreadful  part  alone. 
How  does  the  E^arth  receive  him?—- widi  wbi  dpa 
Of  gratulation  and  delight  her  king  ? 
Pours  she  not  all  her  choicest  fruits  abraad, 
Her  sweetest  flowers,  her  aromatic  gmns, 
Disclosing  Paradise  where'er  he  irnds? 
She  quakes  at  his  approach.      Her  hoUow  vobi^ 
Conceiving  thunders  throu^  a  tbooaand  derpi 
And  fiery  caverns,  roars  beneath  his  feoC 
The  hills  move  lightly,  and  tbe  monolains  vatki. 
For  he  has  touch'd  them.     From  th*  exncmM  pnc: 
Of  elevation  down  into  the  wbym 
His  wrath  is  busy,  and  his  frown  is  fIdL 
llie  rocks  fall  hradlong,  and  die  valleys  rite, 
The  rivers  die  into  offensive  pools. 
And  charg'd  with  putrid  verdure,  bneatfae  a  |rc<« 
And  morul  nuisance  into  all  tbe  air. 
What  solid  was,  by  transformatian  strange. 
Grows  fluid ;  and  the  fiz'd  and  rooted  esitb, 
Tormented  into  billows,  heaves  and  swelb, 
Or  vrith  vortiginons  and  hideous  wbiri 
Sucks  down  it's  prey  insatiable.     Inuneue 
The  tumult  and  the  overthrow,  die  pangs 
And  agonies  of  human  and  of  brute 
Multitudes,  fugitive  on  ev'ry  side. 
And  fugitive  in  vain.     Tbe  sylvan  scene 
Migrates  uplifted ;  and  with  all  its  soil 
Alighting  in  far  distant  fields,  finds  out 
A  new  poasesaor,  and  survives  the  change. 
Ocean  has  caught  the  phrenxy,  and,  apwfoc^ 
To  an  enormous  and  o'erbearing  height, 
Not»by  a  mighty  wind,  but  by  that  voice, 
Which  winds  and  waves  obey,  invades  the  shore 
Resistless.     Never  such  a  sudden  flood, 
Upridg'd  so  high,  and  sent  on  sudi  a  durgt, 
PossessM  an  inkind  scene.     Where  northedreag. 
That  press'd  the  beach,  and,  hasty  to  depvt, 
Looked  to  the  sea  for  safety  ?  They  are  gooe, 
Gone  with  the  refluent  watve  into  the  deep 
A  prince  with  half  his  people !  Anaent  tov*!^ 
And  roofs  embattled  high,  the  gloomy  scenes, 
Where  beauty  oh  and  letter'd  worth  cansoms 
Life  in  the  unproductive  shades  of  death. 
Fall  prone :  the  pale  inhiUntants  come  forth. 
And,  happy  in  their  unforeseen  release 
From  all  the  rigours  of  restraint,  enjoy 
The  terrours  of  the  day,  that  sets  them  fne. 
Who  then,  that  has  thee,  would  not  bold  thff 
Freedom  1  whom  they  that  lose  thee  so  regrtf. 
Tliat  ev'n  a  judgment,  making  way  for  diee, 
Seems  in  their  eyes  a  mercy  for  thy  sake  ? 

Sudi  evil  Sin  hath  wrought ;  and  such  a  flane 
Kindled  in  Heav'n,  that  it  burns  down  to  £■»*. 
And  in  the  furious  inquest,  that  it  makes 
On  God's  behalf,  lays  waste  his  ftircst  works. 
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very  clementa,  though  each  be  roeuic 
:&«  minister  of  man,  to  terre  his  wants, 
>n^ire  against  him.     With  hii  breath  he  draws 
plague  into  his  blood ;  and  cannot  use 
ir«'s  necessary  means,  but  he  must  die. 
orais  rise  t'  o'erwhelm  him :  or  if  stormy  winds 
tae  not,  the  waten  of  the  deep  shall  rise, 
nd,  needing  none  assistance  of  the  storm, 
sail  roll  themselves  ashore,  and  reach  him  there. 
h^  e^rth  shall  shake  him  out  of  all  his  holds, 
r  make  his  house  his  grave :  nor  so  content, 
i«U  counterfeit  the  motions  of  the  flood, 
nd  drowu  him  in  her  dry  and  dusty  gulfs. 
r'liAt  then  !  were  they  the  wicked  above  all, 
nd  we  the  righteous,  whose  fittt-anchor*d  isle 
[ov*d  not,  while  theirs  was  rock'd,  like  a  light 
he  sport  of  ev*ry  wave  ?  No :  none  are  clear, 
tid  none  than  we  more  guilty.     But,  where  all 
tand  chargeable  with  guilt,  and  to  the  shafts 
*r  wrmth  obnoxious,  God  may  choose  his  mark  < 
[ay  punisii,  if  he  please,  the  less,  to  warn 
'ins  more  malignant     If  he  spar'd  not  them, 
^^mble  and  be  amas'd  at  thine  escape, 
'ur  guiltier  England,  lest  he  spare  not  thee ! 
Happy  the  roan,  who  sees  a  God  employ'd 
a  all  the  good  and  ill,  that  chequer  life ! 
Lesolving  all  events  with  their  ejects 
kiid  manifold  results,  into  the  will 
Lnd  arbitration  wise  of  the  Supreme. 
>id  not  his  eye  rule  all  things,  and  intend 
lie  least  of  our  concerns  (since  from  the  least 
lie  greatest  oft  originate) ;  could  chance 
'^ind  place  in  liis  dominion,  or  dispose 
>ne  lawless  particle  to  thwart  his  plan ; 
lien  God  might  be  surpris'd,  and  unforeseen 
^ontingence  might  alarm  him,  and  disturb 
Che  smooth  and  equal  course  of  his  afiaim 
rhi^i  truth  Philosophy,  though  eagle-ey'd 
n  nature's  tendencies,  oft  overlooks ; 
\nd,  liaving  found  his  instrument,  forgets, 
>r  disregards,  or,  more  presumptuous  still, 
iX-nics  tiie  powV  that  wields  it.     God  proclaims 
[lis  hot  displeasure  against  foolish  men, 
Hiat  live  an  atlieist  life :  involves  the  Heav*ns 
In  u-mpcsts ;  quits  his  grasp  upon  the  winds, 
And  gives  them  all  their  fury ;  bids  a  plague 
KJntlie  a  fiery  boil  upon  the  skin, 
And  putrefy  the  breath  of  blooming  Health. 
He  calls  for  Famine,  and  the  meagre  fiend 
Blows  mildew  from  between  his  s£iveird  lips, 
And  tainu  the  golden  ear.     He  springs  his  mines, 
And  dewlates  a  nation  at  a  blasL 
Forth  steps  the  spruce  philosopher,  and  tells 
Of  homogeneal  and  discordant  springs 
And  principles :  €f  causes,  how  they  work 
By  necessary  laws  their  sure  effects ; 
Of  action  and  re-action :  he  has  found 
Tlw  source  of  the  disease,  that  nature  feels, 
And  bids  the  world  take  heart  and  banish  fear. 
'Hiou  fool !  will  thy  discov*ry  of  the  cause 
Suspend  til*  effect,  or  heal  it?  Has  not  God 
Still  wrought  by  means  since  first  he  made  the  world? 
And  did  be  not  of  old  employ  Ids  means, 
To  drown  it?  What  is  his  creation  less 
llian  s  capacious  reservoir  of  means 
Fumi'd  for  his  use,  and  ready  at  liis  will  ? 
Go,  dreu  thine  eyes  witli  eye-salve ;  ask  of  him. 
Or  a»k  of  whomsoever  he  has  taught ; 
And  Icam,  though  late,  tlie  genuine  cause  of  all. 


EngUnd,  with  all  thy  faults,  I  love  tliee  still  — 
My  country  [  and,  while  yet  a  nook  is  left. 
Where  English  minds  and  manners  may  be  found. 
Shall  be  constraint  to  love  thee.     Hiough  thy  clime 
Be  fickle,  and  thy  year  most  part  deform'd 
With  dripping  rains,  or  wither'd  by  a  frost, 
I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  sullen  skies, 
And  fields  without  a  flowV,  for  warmer  France 
With  all  her  vines :  nor  for  Ausonia*s  groves 
Of  golden  ihiitage,  and  her  myrtle  bow'rs. 
To  shake  thy  senate,  and  from  heights  sublime 
Of  patriot  eloquence  to  flash  down  fire  ' 

Upon  thy  foes,  was  never  meant  my  task  : 
But  I  can  feel  thy  fortunes,  and  partake 
Thy  joys  and  sorrows,  with  as  true  a  heart 
As  any  thund*rer  there.     And  I  can  fed 
Thy  follies  too,  and  with  a  just  disdain 
F^wn  at  effeminates,  whose  very  looks 
Reflect  dishonour  on  the  land  I  love. 
How,  in  the  name  of  soldiership  and  sense,  [smooth 
Should  England   prosper,    when   such   Uungs,  as 
And  tender  as  a  girl,  all  essenc'd  o*er 
With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  sweet ; 
Who  sell  their  laurel  for  a  m3rrtle  wreath, 
And  love  when  they  should  fight ;  when  such  as  these 
Presume  to  Uy  their  hand  upon  the  ark 
Of  her  magnificent  and  aweftil  cause  ? 
Time  was  when  it  was  praise  and  boast  enough 
In  ev'ry  clime,  and  travel  where  we  might. 
That  we  were  bom  her  children.     Praise  enough 
To  fill  th*  ambition  of  a  private  man. 
That  Cliatfuun*s  language  was  his  mother's  tongue. 
And  Wolfe's  great  name  compatriot  with  his  own. 
Farewell  those  honours,  and  farewell  with  them 
The  hope  of  such  hereafter ;  they  liave  fall*n 
Each  in  his  field  of  glory ;  one  in  arms. 
And  one  in  council  —  Wolfe  upon  the  lap 
Of  smiling  Victory  that  moment  won. 
And  Chatham  hearUsick  of  his  country's  shame ! 
They  made  us  many  soldiers.     Chatham,  still 
Consulting  England's  happiness  at  home, 
Secur'd  it  by  an  unforgiving  frown. 
If  any  wrong'd  her.     Wolfe,  wliere'er  he  fouglit, 
Put  so  much  of  his  heart  into  his  act. 
That  his  example  liad  a  magnet's  force. 
And  all  were  swift  to  fulluw  whom  all  lov'd. 
Those  suns  are  set.     O  rise  bome  other  such  * 
Or  all  that  we  have  left  is  empty  talk 
Of  old  acVievcments,  and  despair  of  new. 

Now  hoist  tlie  sail,  and  let  tlie  streamers  floal 
Upon  the  wanton  hri'ezes.     Strew  the  deck 
With  hivender,  and  sprinkle  liquid  sweets, 
That  no  rude  savour  maritime  invade 
The  nose  of  nice  nobility  !   Breathe  soft. 
Ye  chuionets ;  and  softer  still,  ye  flutes  ; 
That  winds  and  waters,  lull'd  by  magic  sounds, 
May  bear  us  smoothly  to  the  Gallic  sliore  j 
True,  we  have  lost  an  empire  —  let  it  pass. 
True ;  we  may  thank  the  perfidy  of  France, 
Hmt  pick'd  the  jewel  out  of  England's  crown, 
With  all  the  cunning  of  an  envious  shrew. 
And  let  that  pass  —  *t  was  but  a  trick  of  state  ! 
A  brave  man  knows  no  malice,  but  at  once 
Forgets  in  peace  the  injuries  of  war. 
And  if  ves  his  direst  foe  a  friend's  embrace. 
And,  hliam'd  as  we  liave  been,  to  tir  very  beard 
Biav'd  and  defied,  and  in  our  own  sea  prov'd 
Too  weak  for  those  decisive  blows,  that  once 
Ensur'd  us  mast'ry  there,  we  yet  reUin 
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Sonie  small  pnsemlnenoe ;  we  justly  boast 
At  least  superior  jockeydilp,  aiul  claim 
The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own ! 
Go  then,  well  worthy  of  the  praise  ye  seek, 
And  show  the  shame,  ye  might  conceal  at  home, 
In  foreign  eyes  !  —  be  grooms  and  win  the  plate, 
Where  once  your  nobler  fathers  won  a  crown  !  — 
*T  is  gen*rous  to  communicate  your  skill 
To  those  that  need  it.     Folly  is  soon  leam'd : 
And  under  such  preceptors  who  can  fail ! 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  poetic  pains, 
Which  only  poets  know.     The  shifts  and  turns, 
Th'  expedients  and  inventions  multiform. 
To  whidi  the  mind  resorts^  in  chase  of  terms 
Though  apt,  yet  coy,  and  difficult  to  win  -^ 
T  arrest  the  fleeting  images,  that  fill 
The  mirror  of  the  mind,  and  hold  them  fi»t. 
And  force  them  sit,  till  he  has  pendllM  off 
A  faithful  likeness  of  the  forms  be  views ; 
Then  to  dispose  his  copies  with  sucli  art. 
That  each  may  find  it*s  most  propitious  light. 
And  shine  by  atuation,  hardly  less 
Hian  by  the  labour  and  the  skill  it  cost ; 
Are  occupations  of  the  poet's  mind 
So  pleasing,  and  that  steal  away  the  thought 
With  such  address  from  themes  €f  sad  import. 
That,  lost  in  his  own  musings,  happy  man .' 
He  feels  th*  anxieties  of  life,  denied 
Their  wonted  entertainment,  all  retire. 
Sudi  joys  has  he  that  sings.     But  ah !  not  such, 
Or  seldom  such,  tlic  hearers  of  his  song. 
Fastidious,  or  else  listless,  or  perhaps 
Aware  of  nothing' arduous  in  a  task 
They  never  undertook,  they  little  note 
His  dangers  or  escapes,  and  haply  find 
Their  least  amusement  where  he  found  the  most 
But  is  amusement  all  ?  Studious  of  song, 
And  yet  ambitious  not  to  sing  in  vain, 
I  would  not  trifle  merely,  though  the  world 
Be  loudest  in  their  praise,  who  do  no  more. 
Yet  what  can  satire,  wh^ier  grave  or  gay  ? 
It  may  correct  a  foible,  may  chastise 
The  freaks  of  fashion,  regulate  the  drvss, 
Retrench  a  sword-bladc,  or  displace  a  patch  ; 
But  where  are  it*s  sublimer  trophies  found? 
What  vice  has  it  subdued  ?  whose  heart  reclaimed 
By  rigour,  or  whom  laughM  into  reform  ? 
AUs !  Leviathan  is  not  so  tam'd  : 
Laugh'd  at,  he  laughs  again ;  and  stricken  liard 
Turns  to  tlie  stroke  his  adamantine  scales, 
That  fear  no  discipline  of  human  hands. 

The  pulpit,  therefore,  (and  I  name  it  fillM 
With  solemn  awe,  tliat  bids  me  well  beware 
With  what  intent  I  touch  that  holy  thing,)  — 
The  pulpit,  (when  the  sat*rist  has  at  last. 
Strutting  and  vap'ring  in  an  empty  school. 
Spent  all  his  force,  and  made  no  proseljrte,)  — 
I  say  the  pulpit  (in  the  sober  use 
Of  it's  legitimate,  peculiar  pow'rs,)  [stand. 

Must  stand  acknowledg'd,  while  the  worid  shall 
Tlie  most  important  and  effectual  guard. 
Support,  and  ornament,  of  virtue's  cause. 
There  stands  tlie  messenger  of  truth :  there  stands 
"Die  legate  of  the  skies  !  —  His  tliemc  divine. 
His  office  sacred,  bis  credentials  clear. 
By  him  the  violated  law  qieaks  out 
It's  thunders,  and  by  him,  in  strains  as  sweet 
As  angels  use^  the  Gospel  whispers  iieace. 
_  He  'stablishes  the  strong,  restores  the  weak, 
Reclaims  the  wand'rer,  binds  the  broken  heart, 


And,  arm  d  hhmwf  in  panop^r 

Of  heaT*nly  temper,  fumiihea  with  anas 

Bright  as  his  own,  and  trains,  by  cv'iy  nde 

Of  holy  discipline^  to  gknona  war 

The  sBommental  host  of  God*s  dect ! 

Are  all  such  teacbeta? — WcnldioH 

But  hark —die  doctor'a  voice ! 

Two  empirics  he  stands,  and  with 

Inspires  the  newa,  fan  tiumpcL     Ki 

Than  all  invective  u  fan  bold 

Whfle  througii  that  public  oigua  of 

He  hails  the  clergy ;  and,  deiyiag 

Announces  to  the  wotid  his  own 

He  ta^hes  those  to  read,  whom 

And  colleges,  untaught ;  idk 

And  emphasis  in  sootc^  and  gives  to  pnyV 

Th*  adagio  and  amdamie  it  dfrnawia. 

He  grinds  divinity  of  other  days 

Down  into  modem  use ;  tmnsfoRBS  old 

To  sig-iag  manuscript,  and  cbcata  the  eyes 

Of  gall'ry  critics  by  a  tbooaand  ait&, 

Are  there  who  puixjiase  of  the  dodor'a 

0  name  it  not  in  Gath ! — it  canikot  be^ 
Hiat  gnive  and  learned  clerks  ahonld 
He  doubtless  is  in  sport,  and  docs  bsit  dnil. 
Assuming  thus  a  rank  tmknown  bcfi»em    ■ 
Grand  caterer  and  diy-narse  of  the  dmck ! 

I  venerate  the  man,  wfaoae  heart  is 
Whose  hands  are  pure^  whose  dodrioo  and 
Coincident,  exhibit  lucid  proo^ 
That  he  is  honest  in  die  sacred 
To  such  I  render  more  than  mere 
Whose  actions  say,  that  they 
But  loose  in  morals,  and  in  man: 
In  conversation  frivolous,  in  dress 
Extreme,  at  once  rapacioaa  and  profuse ; 
Frequent  in  pork  with  lady  at  lua  aidc^ 
Ambling  and  pnttHng  scandal  as  fae  goes  ; 
But  rare  at  home,  and  never  at  his  booka^ 
Or  with  his  pen,  save  when  be  aerawls  a  card 
Constant  at  routs,  fimiiliar  with  a  romid 
Of  ladyships,  a  stranger  to  the  poor ; 
Ambitious  of  prefenncnt  for  its  gold* 
And  well  prepar'd,  by  ignorance  and  doth. 
By  infidelity  and  love  of  world. 
To  make  God's  vroiiL  a  sinecure ;  a  alose 
To  liis  own  pleasures  and  hb  patron's  prid& 
From  such  apostles,  O  ye  mitred  beads, 
PKscrve  the  churdi  I  and  lay  not  csrelca 
On  sculls,  that  cannot  teach,  and  will  not 

Would  I  describe  a  preadier,  such  as  Aat 
Were  he  on  Earth,  would  hear,  approve^ 
Faul  shottld  himself  direct  me.     I 
His  master-strokes,  and  drew  from  fab 

1  would  express  him  simple^  grave^ 
In  doctrine  uncomipt ;  in  langiiageplai^ 
And  plain  in  manner ;  decent,  solfnm, 
And  natural  in  gesture ;  mudb  impresa'd 
Himself,  as  consdous  of  hb  aweful  diaqgcv 
And  anxious  mdnly  that  the  flock  he  ffidv 
May  fed  it  too ;  affectionate  in  look. 
And  tender  in  address,  as  wcUbeooBics 
A  messenger  of  grace  to  guilty  men. 
Behold  die  picture !  —  Is  it  like  ? —  like 
The  things  that  mount  the  rostrum  w&h  a 
And  then  skip  down  again  ;  pronounce  a  text 
Cry  —  Hem  ;  and  reacting  what  diey  never 
Just  fifteen  minutes,  huddJe  up  their  vrark. 
And  with  a  welMired  wliisper  dose  the 
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nd  most  of  all  fai  man  that  ninaien 
rB«l  ficrrcs  the  altar.  In  1117  soul  I  loathe 
11   aliectatioD.     'T  if  1117  perfect  acorn ! 
|jj«ct  of  my  implacable  di»u9t. 
^Imat !  —  will  a  man  play  tncka,  will  he  indulge 
isilly  fond  conceit  of  his  fiur  form, 
smI  juat  proportion,  fashionable  mien, 
.n<l  pret^  face,  in  presence  of  his  God? 
^r  will  he  seek  to  dasfle  me  inth  tropes, 
.s  mrith  the  diamond  on  his  lily  hand, 
i.wmd  play  his  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes, 
k^lacn  I  am  hungry  fbr  the  bread  of  life? 
[«  mocks  his  S&ker,  prostitutes  and  shames 
[is  noble  office,  and,  instead  of  truth, 
^tspUying  his  own  beauty,  stenres  his  flbdC. 
Taorefore  avaunt  all  attitude,  and  stare, 
Liad  start  theatric,  practis'd  at  the  glaas ! 
•e^  diTine  simplidQr  in  him, 
Vho  handles  thin^  dnrine ;  and  all  besides,  [mir'd 
^laough  leam*d  with  labour,  and  though  much  ad- 
%y  carious  eyes  and  judgments  ill-inform'd, 
To  me  is  odious  as  the  nual  twang 
Icsrd  at  conventicle,  where  worAy  men, 
kfialed  by  custom,  strain  celestial  themes 
riurough  the  pres8*d  nostril,  spectade-bestrid. 
Kosne  decent  in  demeanour  while  they  preadi, 
rhat  task  perform*d,  relapse  into  tfaemwlTes ; 
Ind  having  spoken  wisely,  at  the  close 
^row  wanton,  and  pre  proof  to  er'ry  ejre, 
nrboe*er  %vas  edifiecH  th«nselves  were  not ! 
Forth  comes  tfie  pocket  mirror.  —  First  we  stroke 
%.ii  eyebrow ;  next  compose  a  straggling  lock ; 
rben  with  an  air  most  graoeftilly  performM 
Pall  back  into  our  seat,  extend  an  arm, 
And  lay  it  at  its  ease  with  geiltle  care, 
With  handkerchief  in  hand  depending  low : 
Hie  better  hand  more  busy  gives  the  nose 
Its  bergamot,  or  aids  th*  indebted  ey« 
With  op'ra  glass,  to  watch  the  monng  seene^ 
And  recognise  the  slow  retiring  Bar,  — 
Now  this  is  ftibome ;  and  offbnds  me  more 
Tlian  in  a  churchman  slovenly  neglect 
And  rustic  ooatseness  would.     A  heav'nly  mhid' 
May  be  indiff'rent  to  her  house  of  clay. 
And  slight  the  hovel  as  beneath  her  care ; 
But  bow  a  body  so  fantastic,  trim. 
And  quaint,  in  it's  deportment  and  attire^ 
Can  lodge  a  heav'nly  mind  —  demands  a  doubt 

He^  ^Bt  negotiates  between  God  and  man, 
Aa  God's  ambassador,  the  grand  concerns 
Of  judgment  and  of  mercy,  should  beware 
Of  ligfatnen  in  his  speech.     'T  is  pitiful 
To  court  a  grin,  when  you  should  woo  a  soul; 
To  fateak  a  jest,  when  pity  would  inspire 
Pathetic  exhortation ;  and  t*  address 
Xlie  duttidi  fimcy  with  ftcetious  tales. 
When  sent  with  God*s  commission  to  the  heart! 
So  did  not  PauL     Direct  me  to  a  quip 
Or  merry  turn  in  all  he  ever  wrote. 
And  I  consent  you  take  it  for  your  text, 
Your  only  one,  till  sides  and  benches  fidL 
Vo:  be  was  serious  in  a  serious  cause. 
And  uodentood  too  well  the  weighty  terms^ 
Thatbe  bad  tak'n  in  charge.    He  would  not  sloop 
To  conquer  those  b^  joculir  eiploits, 
Whom  truth  and  sobernten  assail'd  itfvaln. 
O  Popular  Applause !  what  bMrt  of  man 
Is  proof  sgainst  thy  sweet  seducing  charms  ? 
The  wtMt  and  the  best  fed  urgent  need 
Of  all  their  c^itioD  in  thy  genUest  gales ; 


4ut  swellM  Into  a  grnt^  who  then,  dti ! 
With  all  his  canvaas  ae^  and  inexps^ 
And  therefore  heedless,  can  iridistalid  thy  pow'r? 
Praise  from  die  rivell'd  Kps  of  tocddMa  bald 
Decrepitude,  and  in  the  looks  of  lean 
And  craving  Poverty,  and  fai  the  b6w 
Respectful  of  the  smutdi'd  artifioer^ 
Is  oft  too  welcome,  and  may  much  dirftdib 
The  bias  of  the  purpose.     How  modi  taat^i 
Pour*d  forth  by  beauty  splendid  and  fftoUte^ 
In  language  soft  as  Adoration  breaibes? 
Ah  spare  your  idol !  think  him  human  stilL 
Charms  he  may  have,  but  he  has  frailties  too ! 
Dote  not  too  much,  nor  spoil  what  ye  adnuNk 

All  truth  is  from  the  sempitemial  sburoe 
Of  light  divine.     But  Ecypt,  Greece,  and  Room^ 
Drew  from  die  stream  bdow.     Motelavoor^dw* 
Drink,  when  we  choose  it,  at  the  foantain  bead. 
To  them  it  flow'd  much  mingled  and  deAl'd 
With  hurtful  errour,  prgudioe^  and  dnaaa 
Illusive  of  philosophy,  ao  call'd* 
But  fidsely.     Sages  after  sagea  strove 
In  vain  to  filter  dF  a  crystaTdranglit 
Pure  ihxn  the  lees,  wbicfa  often  more  enhanc'd* 
The  thirst  than  slak'd  it,  and  not  seldom  bead 
Intoxication  and  delirium  wild. 
In  vain  they  puah'd  inquify  to  the  birth         [oon? 
And  sprinff-time  of  the  world ;  aak'd.  Whence  ia 
Why  ibrm'd  at  all  ?  and  whereforti  aa  heia? 
Where  must  he  find  his  Maker?  with  what  ritoi 
Adore  bun  ?  Wll  he  hear,  ateapt,  and  blesa? 
Or  docs  he  ait  regardless  of  ha  works? 
Has  man  within  him  an  immortal  seed  ? 
Or  does  the  tomb  take  all?  If  he  survive 
Hiaaaiiei^  where?  and  in  what  weal  or  wot? 
Knots  worthy  of  solution,  whicfa  akme 
A  Deity  could  solve.     Their  answenp  vi^gae 
And  all  at  random,  frbulous  and  dark, 
Left  them  as  dark  diemaelves.     Their  ndes  of  lift^ 
Defecdve  and  unsanction'd,  prov'd  too  vrcaky 
To  bind  the  roving  appetite^  and  lead 

(Blind  nature  to  a  God  not  yet  reveal'd 
'T  is  Revektion  satisfies  all  doubts^ 
.Explains  all  mysteries,  except  her  own, 
<  And  so  illuminates  the  path  of  life. 
That  fools  discover  it,  and  stray  no  morSi 
Now  tell  me^  dignified  and  sapient  sir, 
My  man  of  monls,  nnrtur'd  in  the  shadaa 
Of  Academus  —is  this  false  or  true  ? 
Is  Christ  the  abler  teacher,  or  the  schools  ? 
If  Christ,  then  why  resort  at  ev'ry  turn 
To  Athens  or  to  Rome,  for  wisdom  short 
Of  man's  occasions,  when  in  him  rsaide 
Graces  knowledge,  comfort— an  unfathom'd  start? 
How  oft,  when  Paul  has  serv'd  us  with  a  text. 
Has  Epictettts,  PlaUs  TuUy,  preached ! 
Men  that,  if  now  alive,  would  ait  content 
And  humble  learners  of  a  Saviour's  wofth, 
PKach  it  who  mighL    Such  was  their  love  of  tmtlk 
Tfadr  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  their  candour  too ! 

And  thus  it  is—  The  pastor,  either  vain 
By  nature,  or  by  fiatt'ry  made  so,  taught 
To  gase  at  his  own  splendour,  and  t*  exalt 
Absurdly,  not  his  oSicf,  but  himself; 
Or  uncnlighten'd,  and  too  proud  to  learn ; 
Or  vicious,  and  not  therefore  apt  to  teach  ; 
Perverting  often  by  the  stress  of  lewd 
And  loose  example,  wliom  he  should  instruct ; 
Expows,  and  holds  up  to  broad  disgrace, 
'Ebe  noblea  function,  and  discredita  much 
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The  briglit^  thitlii,  tKat  maibhu  ever  acen. 

For  gbostly  counwl ;  if  it  either  fidl 

Below' the  exigence,  or  be  not  back*d 

With  show  of  love,  at  least  with  hopeful  proof 

Of  some  sincerity  on  the  giver's  part ; 

Or  be  diahonoixr'd  in  th'  exterior  form 

And  mode  of  it*s  conveyance  by  such  tricks, 

As  move  derision,  or  by  foppish  airs 

And  histrionic  mumm*ry,  that  let  down 

Tlie  pulpit  to  the  level  of  the  stase ; 

Drops  dom  the  lips  a  disregarded  thing. 

The  weak  perhaps  are  mov*d,  but  are  not  taught, 

WhQe  prgudioe  in  men  of  stronger  minds 

Takes  deeper  root,  confirm'd  by  what  they  see. 

A  relaxation  of  religion's  hold 

Upon  the  roving  and  untutor'd  heart 

Soon  follows,  and,  the  curi>  of  conscience  snapp'd. 

Hie  laity  run  wild.  •—  But  do  they  now  ? 

Note  their  extravagance,  and  be  convinc'd. 

As  nations,  ignorsnt  of  God,  contrive 
A  wooden  one ;  so  we,  no  longer  taught 
By  monitors,  that  mother-church  supplies. 
Now  make  our  own.     Posterity  will  ask 
(If  e*er  posterity  see  verse  of  mine) 
Some  fif^  or  a  hundred  lustrums  hence. 
What  was  a  monitor  in  George's  days? 
My  very  gentle  reader,  yet  unborn. 
Of  whom  I  needs  must  augur  better  things. 
Since  Heav'n  would  sure  grow  weary  of  a  world 
Productive  only  of  a  race  Uke  ours, 
A  monitor  is  wood  ^  plank  shaven  thin. 
We  wear  it  at  our  backs.     There,  closely  brac'd 
And  neatly  fitted,  it  compresses  hard 
Hie  prominent  and  most  unsightly  bones. 
And  binds  the  shoulders  flat.     We  prove  it's  use 
Sov'reign  and  most  effectual  to  secure 
A  fonn,  not  now  gymnastic  as  of  yore. 
From  rickets  and  distortion,  else  our  lot. 
But  thus  admoniah'd,  we  can  walk  erect  — 
One  proof  at  least  of  manhood !  while  the  friend 
Sticks  dose,  a  Mentor  worthy  of  his  charge. 
Our  habits,  ccKtlier  than  Lucullus  wore, 
And  by  caprice  as  multiplied  as  his. 
Just  please  us  while  the  fashion  is  at  full. 
But  change  with  ev'ry  moon.     The  sycophant. 
Who  waits  to  dress  us,  ariMtiates  their  d^; 
Surveys  his  fair  reversion  with  keen  e}'e; 
Finds  one  ill  made,  another  obsolete ; 
Tliis  fits  not  nicely,  that  is  ill-conceiv'd ; 
And,  making  prise  of  all  that  he  condemns. 
With  our  expenditure  defrays  his  own. 
Variety  's  the  very  spice  of  life. 
That  gives  it  all  it's  flavour.     We  have  run 
Through  ev'ry  change,  that  Fancy,  at  tlie  loom 
Exhausted,  has  had  genius  to  supply ; 
And,  studious  of  mutation  still,  discard 
A  rul  elegance,  a  little  us'd. 
For  monstrous  novelty  and  strange  disguise. 
We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 
And  comforts  cease.     Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry. 
And  keeps  our  larder  lean ;  puts  out  our  fires ; 
And  introduces  hunger,  frost,  and  woe. 
Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 
What  man  that  lives,  and  that  knows  how  to  live^ 
Would  fail  t'  exhibit  at  the  public  shows 
A  form  as  splendid  as  the  proudest  there. 
Though  appetite  raise  outcries  at  the  cost  ? 
A  man  o*  the  town  dines  late,  but  soon  enough, 
With  reasonable  forecast  and  dispatch, 
T*  enaure  a  side-box  sution  at  half-price.  • 


You  think,  perhaps,  so  delicate  his 

His  daily  fare  as  delicate.     Alas ! 

He  picks  clean  teeth,  and,  busy  as  he 

With  an  old  tavern  quill,  is  hungry  yet ! 

The  rout  is  Folly's  arde,  which  she  drmi 

With  magic  wand.     So  potent  is  the  spell, 

Hiat  none,  deooy'd  into  that  frtal  ring. 

Unless  by  Heav'n's  peculiar  grace,  escape. 

There  we  grow  early  gray,  but  never  wise ; 

Hiere  form  connections,  but  acquire  no  ftioid ; 

Solicit  pleasure,  hopeless  of  success ; 

Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 

For  second  duldhood,  and  devote  <dd  age 

To  sports,  which  only  childhood  could  excuse. 

There  they  are  happiest,  who  dusemble  best 

Tlieir  weariness ;  and  they  the  most  polite. 

Who  squander  time  and  treasure  with  a  smile. 

Though  at  their  own  destruction.      She  that  ani« 

Her  dear  five  hundred  friends,  contemns  them  a.  I 

And  hates  thdr  coining.  Tliey  (what  can  they  kf>.  : . 

Make  just  reprisals ;  and  with  cringe  and  simi^ 

And  bow  obsequious,  hide  their  hate  of  her. 

All  catch  the  j^irenxy,  downward  from  her  grac^-. 

Whose  flambeaux  flash  against  the  momizig  sL^s 

And  gild  our  chamber  ceilings  as  they  pass, 

To  her,  who^  frugal  only  that  her  thrift 

May  feed  excesses  she  can  ill  afTord, 

Is  hackney *d  home  unlackey'd ;  who,  in  haato 

Alighting,  turns  the  key  in  her  own  door. 

And,  at  the  watchman's  lantern  borr'wing  ligi^ 

Finds  a  cold  bed  her  only  comfort  left. 

Wives  b^gar  husbands,  husbands  starve  their  wiu^ 

On  Fortune's  velvet  altar  off 'ring  up 

Their  last  poor  pittance  ~^  Fortune,  most  severe 

Of  goddesses  yet  known,  and  costlier  fmr 

Than  all,  tfaathdd  their  routs  in  Juno's  Heav*&  — 

So  fare  we  in  this  prison-house  the  IVorld  ; 

And  't  is  a  fearful  qwctade  to  see 

So  many  maniacs  dancing  in  their  chains 

Tliey  gaze  upon  the  links,  that  hold  them  fast. 

With  eyes  of  anguish,  execrsle  their  lot. 

Then  shake  them  in  de^iair,  and  dance  again  ! 

Now  basket  up  the  fiimily  of  plagues. 
That  waste  our  ritals ;  peculation,  sale 
Of  honour,  perjury,  corruption,  frauds 
By  forgery,  by  subterfuge  of  law. 
By  tricks  and  lies  as  num'rous  and  as  keen 
As  the  necessities  £heir  authors  feel ; 
Then  cast  them,  closdy  bundled,  ev'ry  beat 
At  the  right  door.     Prolusion  is  the  sire. 
Profusion,  unrestndn'd  with  all  that  's  base 
In  character,  has  litter'd  all  the  land. 
And  bred,  within  the  mem'ry  of  no  few, 
A  priesthood,  such  as  Baal's  was  of  old, 
A  people,  such  as  never  was  till  now. 
It  is  a  hungry  vice :  it  eats  up  all. 
That  gives  society  it's  beauty,  strength. 
Convenience,  and  security,  and  use  : 
Makes  men  mere  vermin,  worthy  to  be  trafip'd 
And  gibbeted,  as  fast  as  catchpole  daws 
Can  seise  the  slipp'ry  prey :  unties  the  knot 
Of  union,  and  converts  t^  sacred  band. 
That  holds  mankind  together,  to  a  scourge. 
Profusion,  dduging  a  state  with  lusts 
Of  grossest  nature  and  of  worst  effects^ 
Prepares  it  forits  ruin :  hardens,  blinds. 
And  warps,  the  oonsdences  of  public  men. 
Till  they  can  lau^  at  Virtue;  mock  the  Ibob, 
That  trust  them ;  and  in  th'  end  discloaf  a  taee^ 
That  would  have  shock'd  Crcduli^  herself. 
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Jmnask'd,  vouchssfing  this  their  sole  ezcuM— 
»ince  ail  alike  are  selfish,  why  not  they  ? 
fhis  does  Profusion,  and  th*  accursed  cause 
!)f  such  deep  mischief  has  itself  a  cause. 
In  colleges  and  halls  in  andent  days, 
Xlaen  learning,  virtue^  P>ety,  and  truth, 
tVere  precious,  and  inculcated  with  care, 
Hiere  dwelt  a  sage  call'd  Discipline.     His  head, 
Mot  yet  liy  time  completely  silTer'd  o*er, 
Jespoke  him  past  the  bounds  of  freakish  youth, 
iiut  strong  for  sendee  still,  and  unimpaired, 
lb  e^  was  meek  and  gentle,  and  a  smile 
?lay*d  on  hb  lips ;  and  in  his  speech  was  heard 
.^^temal  sweetness,  dignity,  and  love. 
Phe  occupation  dearest  to  his  heart 
^as  to  encourage  goodness.     He  would  stroke 
fbe  itead  of  modest  and  ingenuous  worth, 
fhat  blush*d  at  it's  own  praise ;  and  press  the  youth 
!^lo8c  to  his  side,  that  pleas*d  him.    Learning  grew 
3enesth  his  care  a  thriving  vig'rous  plant ; 
rhe  mind  was  well  inform'd,  the  passions  held 
Subordinate,  and  diligence  was  choice, 
if  e'er  it  chanc'd,  as  sometimes  chance  it  must, 
riiat  one  among  so  many  overleap'd 
rhe  limits  of  controul,  his  gentle  eye 
?rew  stern,  and  darted  a  severe  rebuke : 
.lis  frown  was  full  of  terrour,  and  his  voice 
Shook  the  delinquent  with  sudi  fits  of  awe, 
Ks  left  him  not,  till  penitence  hod  won 
josl  favour  back  again,  and  clos'd  the  breach. 
3ut  Diadpline,  a  nithful  servant  long, 
>eclin'd  at  length  into  the  vale  of  years : 
i  palsy  struck  his  arm ;  his  sparkling  eye 
¥as  quencfa'din  rheums  of  age ;  his  voice,  unstrung, 
Srew  tremulous,  and  mov'd  derision  more 
rban  rev'rence  hi  peneise  rebellious  yoiith. 
So  colleges  and  halls  neglected  much 
rhcir  good  old  friend ;  and  Disdplinc  at  length, 
>*erlook'd  and  unemploy'd,  fell  sick  and  died, 
rben  Study  languish'd.  Emulation  slept, 
Vnd  Virtue  fled.     The  schools  became  a  scene 
X*  solemn  farce,  where  Ignorsnoe  in  stilts, 
ff  is  cap  well  lin'd  with  logic  not  his  own, 
Vith  parrot  tongue  pevform'd  the  scholar's  part, 
iVoceeding  soon  a  graduated  dunce, 
rhen  Compromise  had  place,  and  Scrutiny 
tecame  stone  blind ;  Precedence  went  in  truck, 
ind  be  was  competent  whose  purse  was  so. 
i  dissolution  of  all  bonds  ensued ; 
rhe  cuibs  invented  for  the  mulish  mouth 
>f  headstrong  youth  were  broken ;  bars  and  bolts 
7rew  rusty  l^  disuse ;  and  massy  gates 
^orgot  their  office^  op'ning  with  a  touch ; 
rill  gowns  at  length  are  found  mere  masquerade ; 
rhe  tassel'd  cap  md  the  spruce  band  a  jest, 
i  mock'ry  of  the  world !  What  need  of  these 
."or  gamcflters,  jockeys,  brothellers  impure, 
>pendthrifb,  and  booted  sportsmen,  oft'ner  seen 
^>'ith  belted  waist  and  pointers  at  their  heels, 
llian  in  the  bounds  of  duty  ?  What  was  leam'd, 
[f  aught  was  leam'd  in  childhood,  is  forgot ; 
^nd  such  ezpense,  as  pinches  parenti  blue, 
\nd  mortifies  the  lib'ral  hand  of  love, 
[s  squandered  in  pursuit  of  idle  sports 
^nd  vidous  pleasures ;  buys  the  boy  a  name^ 
rhat  sits  a  stigma  on  hts  fiither's  house, 
And  cleaves  through  life  inseparably  close 
To  him  that  vrears  it.     What  can  after-games 
[)f  riper  joys,  and  commerce  with  the  world, 
Xlie  lewd  vain  vrorklt  that  must  receive  him  soon» 


Add  to  such  erudition,  thus  acquir'd. 

Where  sdence  and  where  virtue  are  profoss'd  ? 

They  may  confirm  his  habits,  rivet  fast 

His  folly ;  but  to  spoil  him  is  a  task. 

That  bids  defiance  to  th'  united  pow'rs 

Of  fashion,  dissipation,  taverns,  slews. 

Now  blame  we  most  the  nurslings  or  the  nune  ? 

The  children  crook'd,  and  twistml,  and  defonn'd, 

Throu^  want  of  care ;  or  her,  whose  winking  eye 

And  slumb'rihg  osdtancy  mars  the  brood  ? 

The  nurse,  no  doubt.     Regardless  of  her  charge. 

She  needs  herself  correction ;  needs  to  learn. 

That  it  is  dang'rous  sporting  with  the  world, 

With  things  so  sacred  as  a  nation's  trust, 

The  nurture  of  her  youtli,  her  dearest  pledge. 

All  are  not  such.     I  had  a  brother  once  — 
Peace  to  the  mem'ry  of  a  man  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too ! 
Of  manners  sweet  as  Virtue  slways  wearsy 
When  gay  Good-nature  dresses  her  in  smiles. 
He  grac'd  a  coll^^e  *,  in  which  order  yet 
Was  sacred ;  and  was  honour'd,  lov'd,  and  wept. 
By  more  than  one,  themselves  conspicuous  there. 
Some  minds  are  temper'd  happily,  and  miz'd 
With  such  ingredients  €fgood  sense,  and  taste 
Of  what  is  excellent  in  man,  they  thirst 
With  such  a  seal  to  be  what  they  improve, 
That  no  restraints  can  circumscribe  them  more 
Ulan  they  themsdves  by  choice,  for  wisdom's  sake. 
Nor  can  example  hurt  them :  what  they  see 
'  Of  vice  in  others  but  enhancing  more 
The  charms  of  virtue  in  their  just  esteem. 
If  such  escape  contagion,  and  emerge 
Pure  from  so  foul  a  pool  to  shine  abroad. 
And  give  the  world  their  talents  and  themselves. 
Small  thanks  to  those,  whose  negligence  or  sloth 
Expos'd  their  inexperience  to  the  snare, 
And  left  them  to  an  undirected  choice. 

See  then  the  quiver  broken  and  decay'd. 
In  which  are  kept  our  arrovrs !  Rusting  there 
In  wild  disorder,  and  unfit  for  use. 
What  wonder,  if,  discharg'd  into  the  world. 
They  shame  their  shooters  with  a  rsndom  flight. 
Their  points  obtuse,  and  feathers  drunk  witli  wine  t 
Well  may  the  diurdi  wage  unsuccessful  war 
With  such  artill'ry  arm'd.     Vice  parries  wide 
Th'  undreaded  volley  with  a  sword  of  straw. 
And  stands  an  impudent  and  fearless  mark. 

Have  we  not  track'd  the  felon  home,  and  found 
His  birth-place  and  liis  dam  ?  The  country  mourns. 
Mourns  because  ev'ry  plague,  that  can  infest 
Sodety,  and  that  saps  and  worms  the  base 
Of  th'  edifice,  that  policy  has  raisM, 
Swarms  in  all  quarters :  meets  the  eye,  the  car, 
And  suflbcates  the  breath  at  ev'ry  turn. 
Pkofusion  breeds  them ;  and  the  cause  itself 
Of  that  calamitous  mischief  has  been  found : 
Found  too  where  most  offensive,  in  tlie  skirts 
Of  the  rob'd  pedagogue!  Else  let  tli'  arraign'd 
Stand  up  unconscious,  and  refute  the  chsigc. 
So  when  the  Jewish  leader  stretch'd  his  arm,. 
And  wav'd  his  rod  divine,  a  race  obscene, 
Spawn'd  in  the  muddy  beds  of  Kile,  came  fortfa^ 
Polluting  Egypt :  gardens,  fields,  and  plains, 
Were  cover'd  with  the  pest ;  the  streets  were  fiU'd  ; 
The  croaking  nuisance  lurk'd  in  every  nook ; 
Nor  palaces,  nor  even  chambers,  'scap'd ; 
And  the  land  stank  —  so  num'rous  was  the  fVy. 

•  Bene't  College,  Cambridge. 
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Book  III. 
THE  GJRDSN. 

Self-reoollectiao  and  reproof.  Address  to  do- 
mestic happfaiesi.  Some  aooonnc  of  mjrself. 
Tlie  vanity  of  many  of  their  pursuits,  wlio  are  re- 
puled  wise.  Justification  of  my  censures. 
Divine  illumination  necessary  to  the  most  expert 
piiiloBopher.  The  question.  What  is  truth?  an- 
swered br  otiber  questions.  Domestic  happiness 
addressed  again.  Few  lovers  of  the  country. 
My  tame  hare.  Occupations  of  a  retired  gen- 
tleman in  his  garden.  Phming.  Fnuning. 
Green-house.  Sowing  of  flower  seeds.  The 
country  prefersble  to  the  town  even  in  the  win- 
Reasons  why  it  is  deserted  at  that  sea- 
Ruinous  efihcts  of  gaming,  and  of  expen- 
sive improvement  Boole  concludes  with  an 
i^ostrophe  to  the  metropolis. 

As  one,  who  long  in  thickets  and  in  brskes 

Entangled  winds  now  this  way  and  now  that 

His  devious  course  uncertain,  seeking  home ; 

Or,  having  long  in  miry  ways  been  foil*d 

And  sore  discomftted,  nom  slough  to  slou^ 

Plunging  and  half-despairing  of  esc^ie ; 

If  chance  at  length  he  find  a  green  swaid  smooth 

And  fidthiiil  to  the  foot,  liis  spirits  rise. 

He  cherups  brisk  his  ear-erecdng  steed. 

And  winds  his  way  vrith  pleasure  and  with  ease ; 

So  I,  designing  otfier  themes,  and  cali'd 

T'  adorn  Sie  Sofii  with  eulogium  due. 

To  tell  it*s  slumbers,  and  to  paint  it's  dreams, 

Have  rambled  wide.     In  country,  aty,  seat 

Of  academic  fiune  (howe'er  deserv'd), 

Long  held,  and  scarcely  disengag*d  at  last 

But  now  with  pleasant  pace  a  cleanlier  road 

I  mean  to  tread.     I  feel  myself  at  large, 

Courageous,  and  refresh'd  for  future  toil. 

If  loil  await  me,  or  if  dangers  new. 

Since  pulpits  fail,  and  sounding  boards  reflect 
Most  part  an  emp^r  ineflRsctual  sound, 
What  chance  that  I,  to  fiune  ao  little  known, 
Nor  conversant  with  men  or  manners  much. 
Should  speak  to  purpose^  or  with  better  hope 
Crack  the  satiric  thong?  'Twere  wiser  far 
For  me,  enamour'd  of  sequestered  scenes, 
And  charm'd  with  rural  bieauty,  to  repose. 
Where  chance  may  throw  me^  beneath  elm  or  vine^ 
My  languid  limbs,  when  summer  sears  the  plains ; 
Or,  when  rougli  winter  rages,  on  the  soft 
And  shelter*d  Sofa,  while  the  nitrous  air 
Feeds  a  blue  flame,  and  makes  a  cheerful  hearth ; 
There,  undisturb'd  by  folly,  and  appris*d 
How  great  the  danger  of  disturbing  her, 
To  muse  in  silence,  or  at  least  confine 
Remarks,  that  gall  so  many,  to  the  few 
My  partners  in  retreat     Disgust  conceal*d 
Is  oft-times  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fault 
Is  obstinate,  and  cure  beyond  our  reach. 

Domesdc  Happiness,  thou  only  bliss 
Of  Paradise,  that  hast  surviv'd  the  fall ! 
Though  few  now  taste  thee  unimpaired  and  pure. 
Or  tasting  long  enjoy  tliee  !  too  infirm, 
Or  too  incautious,  to  preserve  thy  sweets 
Umnix*d  with  drops  of  bitter,  wMch  neglect 


Or  temper  itedt  into  ifty  cryatol  cup  $ 

IVm  art  the  nurse  of  Viitne^  in  thbie  an 

She  smiley  appearing,  as  in  truth  Ae  m, 

Heav'n-bbtn,  and  deslin'd  to  the 

Thou  art  not  known  where  Ffaaanre  is  adsi^d. 

That  reeling  goddeas  with  the 

And  wand'ring  eyes,  still  ^— "™g  on  the 

Of  Novelty,  her  fickle,  finsil  snppott ; 

For  thou  art  meek  and  oon 

And  finding  in  the  calm  of  tmth-tried  love 

Joj9f  that  her  tUirmy  rapCnrea  never  yieU* 

Foraddng  thee,  wh«t  shipwreck  have  we 

Of  honour,  dignity,  and  fiur  1 

Till  prostitution  elbows  ua  aside 

In  aUour  crowded  streets ;  and 

Conven'd  lor  purposes  of  empire 

Than  to  release  th'  adul'treas  ftmn  her  boni 

Th'adurtress!  what  a  theme  for  angry  voir! 

What  provocation  to  th'  indignant  hnrt, 

Tliat  feels  for  injnr'd  lore !  but  I  disdssD 

The  naoaeourtuk,  to  paint  her  aasheii^ 

Cruel,  ahandon'd,  glorying  in  ber  ahane ! 

No :  —  let  her  pass,  and,  cfaariotted  along 

In  guOty  splendour,  shake  the  pablic  wsfs; 

Tlie  firequency  of  crimes  has  wasii'd  tfasm  aAik^ 

And  vcne  of  mine  shall  never  bvand  the  vittdK 

Whom  matrons  now  of  character  onsmich  a, 

And  chaste  themselves,  are  not  asham'd  to  o«& 

'^^rtue  and  vice  had  bound'iiea  in  old  tincv 

Not  to  be  paas*d :  and  she,  that  had  renoaac'd 

Her  sex*s  honour,  was  renoune*d  hcnelf 

By  all  that  pria*d  it ;  not  for  pnid*ry*s  sak^ 

But  dignity's,  resentftd  of  the  vrroi^ 

*T  was  hard  perhaps  on  here  and  there  a  wmi. 

Desirous  to  return,  and  not  reoesT'd: 

But  vras  a  wholesome  rigour  in  the 

And  taught  th*  unblemish'd  to 

That  purity,  whoae  loss  waa  kiaa  of  idL 

Men  too  were  nioe  in  honour  in  thoae  dtjt, 

And  judg*d  offenders  welL     Hwn  be  that  Aur'i 

And  pocketled  a  prise  by  firaud  obido'd. 

Was  mark*d  and  sfaunn'd  as  odioua.    He  Ikai  cdd 

His  country,  or  waa  slack  ^riien  she  reqasr^d 

His  ev*ry  nerve  in  action  and  at  amich. 

Paid  widuthe  blood,  that  he  had  basely  ips^i 

The  price  of  hbdeftult     But  now-^yc%ae» 

We  are  become  ao  candid  and  ao  fisr. 

So  lib*nl  in  oonstructioo,  and  ao  rich* 

In  Christian  charity,  (good-natured  s|ge!) 

That  they  are  safb,  sinners  of  either  aea,        [M 

Thmsgreas  what  laws  they  nunr.  WeU.dress'4«<^ 

WeO-oquipag*d,  is  ticket  good  enoDgh, 

To  pass  us  readily  through  ev'ty  door* 

Hypocrisy,  detest  her  aa  we  may, 

(And  no  man's  hatred  everwrong'd  ber  7^) 

May  claim  this  merit  still  .—that  she  adasia 

lite  worth  of  what  she  mimics  with  such  csi^ 

And  thus  gives  virtue  indirect  applause; 

But  she  hM  burnt  her  mask  not  needed  hcrc^ 

Where  vice  has  such  allowance,  that  her  dafls 

And  specious  semblances  have  lost  their  «& 

I  was  a  stricken  deer,  that  left  the  had 
Long  since.     With  many  an  arrow  deep  iafixM 
My  panting  side  waa  cfaaig*d,  when  I  withdrew, 
To  seek  a  tranquil  death  in  distant  shades 
There  was  I  found  by  one,  who  had  tmnsrif 
Been  hurt  by  th'  archeia.     In  his  side  he  fao^ 
And  in  his  bands  and  ftet,  the  cruel  aosn. 
With  gentle  force  solidtiiiq;  the  dart^ 
He  drew  them  fiNtfa»  and  heal'd,  and  bodtmcb«» 
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ince  then,  with  few  assodfttei,  in  remole 
Lnd  silent  woods  I  wander^  far  from  tiiose 
€y  Ibtmer  partners  of  the  peopled  scene ; 
V^ith  lew  asKwistes  end  not  wuhing  more. 
lere  much  I  ruminate^  as  much  I  may, 
Vith  other  views  of  men  and  manners  now 
[linn  once,  and  others  of  a  ]i£&  to  come, 
see  that  all  are  waod'rers,  gone  astray 
S«dk  in  his  own  delusions ;  they  are  lost 
n  chase  of  ftncied  happiness,  still  woo'd 
^nd  never  won.     Dream  after  dream  ensues ; 
Vnd  stall  they  dream,  that  they  shall  still  succeed, 
ind  still  are  disappointed.     Rings  the  world 
iK^ith  the  vain  stir.     I  sum  up  haLf  mankind, 
ind  add  two-thirds  of  the  remaining  half, 
ind  find  the  total  of  their  hopes  and  fears 
Orenins^  empty  dreams.     Tlie  million  flit  as  gay, 
%.s  if  created  only  like  the  fly, 
rhat  spreads  his  motley  wings  in  th*  eye  of  noon^ 
To  sport  their  season,  and  be  seen  no  more. 
Die  rest  sre  sober  dresmers,  grave  and  wise, 
^nd  pregnant  with  discov*ries  new  and  rare. 
iSome  write  a  narrative  of  wars,  and  feats 
Of  heroes  little  known ;  and  odl  the  rant 
A  history :  describe  the  man,  of  whom 
HU  own  coevals  took  but  little  note, 
A.nd  paint  his  person,  character,  and  views, 
As  they  had  known  him  from  his  modier's  womb. 
They  disentangle  from  the  pusiled  skein. 
In  whidi  obscurity  has  wrapp'd  them  up, 
The  threads  of  politic  and  shrewd  desiffn. 
That  ran  through  all  his  purposes,  and  charge 
His  mind  with  meanings  that  he  never  had. 
Or,  having,  kept  conceal'd.     Some  drill  and  bora 
The  solid  earth,  and  from  the  strata  there 
Extract  a  register,  by  which  we  learn, 
Tbm  be  who  made  it,  and  reveal'd  it*s  date 
To  Moms,  was  mistaken  in  it's  age. 
Some,  more  acute,  and  more  industrious  still, 
Contrive  creation;  travel  nature  up 
To' the  sharp  peak  of  her  sublimest  height. 
And  tell  us  whence  the  stars ;  why  some  are  fix*d, 
And  planetary  some ;  what  gave  them  flnt 
Rotation,  fnom  what  fountain  flow*d  their  light 
Great  contest  follows,  and  much  learned  dust 
Involves  the  combaUnts ;  each  claiming  trutli, 
And  truth  disclaiming  both.     And  thus  they  spend 
The  little  wick  of  life's  poor  shallow  lamp 
In  playing  tricks  with  nature,  giving  laws 
To  distant  worlds,  and  trifling  in  th«r  own. 
Is  *t  not  a  pity  now,  that  tickfing  rheums 
Should  ever  tease  the  lungs,  and  blear  the  sight 
CM* oracles  like  these?  Great  pity  too. 
That  having  wielded  th*  elements,  and  built 
A  thoussfid  systems,  esch  in  his  own  way, 
They  sbould  go  out  in  fume,  and  be  forgot ! 
Ah !  what  is  Ufe  thus  spent?  and  what  are  they 
But  frantic,  who  thus  spend  it?  all  for  snv>ke-* 
Eternity  for  bubbles  proves  at  last 
A  senieleas  bargain.     When  I  see  such  garner 
Play*d  by  the  creatures  of  a  pow*r,  who  swears 
That  he  will  judge  the  Earth,  and  call  the  fool 
To  a  ihsrp  reck*ning,  that  has  liv*d  in  vain ; 
And  when  I  weigh  tUs  seeming  wisdom  wdl, 
And  prove  it  in  &e  inlUlible  result 
So  holknr  and  so  false—  I  feel  my  heart 
DiMolve  in  pity,  and  account  the  leam*d, 
I  r  this  be  learning,  most  of  all  dcceiv'd. 
Grrat  crimes  alarai  the  conscience,  but  it  sleeps, 
While  thoughtful  man  is  plaualbiy  amus'd. 


Defend  me  thereforeyeqmmon  sense,  say  I, 
Vrom  reveriea  so  airy,  from  the  toil 
^  Of  dropping  buckets  into  empty  wells. 
And  growing  old  in  drawing  nothing  up  ! 

"  'T  were  well,"  says  one  sage  erudite,  profound. 
Terribly  arch'd,  and  aquiline  bis  nose. 
And  oveibuilt  with  most  impending  brows, 
"  'T  were  well,  could  you  permit  the  World  to  live 
As  the  Worid  pleases:  what's  the  World  to  you.'*' 
Much.    I  was  bom  of  woman,  and  drew  milk 
As  sweet  as  charity  from  human  breasts. 
I  think,  articulate,  I  laugh  and  weep. 
And  eierdse  all  ftinctions  of  a  man. 
How  then  should  I  and  any  man  that  live 
Be  strangers  to  each  other  ?  Pierce  my  vein. 
Take  of  the  crimson  stream  meand'ring  then^ 
And  catechaae  it  well  -.  apply  thy  glass, 
Search  it,  and  prove  now  if  it  be  not  blood 
Congenial  irith  thine  own ;  and,  if  it  be. 
What  edge  of  subtlety  canst  thou  suppose 
Keen  enough,  wise  and  skilful  as  thou  art, 
To  cut  the  link  of  brotherhood,  by  whidi 
One  common  Maker  bound  me  to  the  kind  ? 
Thie,  I  am  no  proficient,  I  confess, 
In  arts  like  yoors.     I  cannot  call  the  swift 
And  perilous  lightnings  from  the  angry  cloud%. 
And  bid  them  hide  themselves  in  eai^  beneath ; 
I  cannot  analyse  the  air,  nor  catch 
Hie  parallai  of  yonder  lum'nous  point. 
That  seems  half  quench'd  in  the  immense  abyss : 
Such  pow'rs  I  boast  not^ncither  can  I  rest 
A  silent  vritnesa  of  the  headlong  rsge. 
Or  heedless  folly,  by  which  thousands  die. 
Bone  of  my  bone^  Mid  kindred  sonls  to  mine. 

God  never  meant,  that  man  should  scale  the 
Heav'na 
By  strides  of  human  wiadom,  in  his  works. 
Though  wondrous :  he  commands  us  in  his  word 
To  seek  him  rather,  where  his  mercy  sliines. 
The  mind.  Indeed,  cnlighicn'd  from  above^ 
Views  him  in  all;  ascribes  to  the  grand  cause 
The  grand  effect ;  acknowledges  withpoy 
His  maimer,  and  vrith  rapturo  tastes  his  style. 
But  never  yet  did  philosophic  tube. 
That  brings  the  planets  home  into  the  eye 
Of  Observation,  snd  discovers,  else 
Not  visible,  his  family  of  vrorlda. 
Discover  him,  that  ruica  them ;  sndi  a  veil 
Hangs  over  mortal  eyes,  blind  from  the  birtfa. 
And  dark  in  things  dirine.     Full  often  too 
Our  vrayward  intellect,  the  more  we  learn 
Of  nature,  overlooks  her  author  more; 
Fraok  instrumental  causes  proud  to  draw 
Conclusions  retrograde,  and  mad  mistakci 
But  if  his  word  once  teach  us,  shoot  a  ray 
Through  all  tlie  heart's  dark  chambers,  and  reveal 
Thiths  undiscern'd  but  by  that  holy  light. 
Then  all  is  plain.     Philosophy,  baptis*d 
In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love» 
Has  eyes  indeed ;  and  vievring  all  she  sees 
As  meant  to  indicate  a  God  to  man. 
Gives  Am  his  praise^  and  forfeits  not  her  own. 
Learning  has  borne  such  fruit  in  other  days        « 
On  aU  her  bvanchcs :  piety  has  found 
Friends  in  the  friends  of  science,  and  true  pray'r 
Has  fkiw'd  from  lips  wet  with  Castalian  dews. 
flkich  was  thy  wisdixn,  Newton,  childlike  sage ! 
Sagacious  rmder  of  the  works  of  God, 
And  in  his  vrord  sagacious.     Such  too  thins^ 
Milton,  whose  genhu  had  angelic  wiugs. 
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And  fed  on  manna !  And  such  thine,  in  whom 
Our  British  Themis  gloried  with  just  cause, 
Immortal  Hale !  for  deep  discernment  prais'd, 
And  sound  integrity,  not  more  than  fimi'd 
For  sanctity  of  manners  undefird. 

All  flesh  is  grass,  and  all  it*s  glory  fades 
Like  the  fair  flow*r  dishevell'd  in  the  wind ; 
Riches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream. 
The  man  we  celebrate  must  find  a  tomb, 
And  we  that  worship  him  ignoble  graves. 
Nothing  is  proof  against  the  gen'ral  curse 
Of  vanity,  that  seizes  all  below, 
llie  only  amaranthine  flow*r  on  Earth 
Is  virtue ;  th*  only  lasting  treasure,  truth. 
But  what  is  truth  ?  *T  was  Pilate's  question  put 
To  Truth  itself,  that  deign  *d  him  no  reply. 
And  wherefore  ?  will  not  God  impart  his  light 
To  them  that  ask  it  ?—  Freely—  *t  is  his  joy. 
His  glory,  and  his  nature  to  impart. 
But  to  the  proud,  uncandid,  insincere, 
Or  negligent  inquirer,  not  a  spark. 
What  *s  that,  which  brings  contempt  upon  a  book, 
And  him  who  writes  it,  though  the  style  be  neat, 
The  method  clear,  and  argument  exact  ? 
Tluit  makes  a  minister  in  holy  things 
The  joy  of  many,  and  the  dread  of  more  ; 
His  name  a  theme  for  praise  and  for  reproach  ?— 
That,  while  it  gives  us  worth  in  6od*s  account. 
Depreciates  and  undoes  us  in  our  own  ? 
What  pearl  is  it,  that  rich  men  cannot  buy. 
That  learning  is  too  proud  to  gather  up ; 
But  which  the  poor,  and  the  despis'd  of  all, 
Seek  and  obtain,  and  often  find  unsought? 
TeU  me — and  I  vrill  tell  thee  what  is  truth. 

O  friendly  to  ibe  best  pursuits  of  man, 
Friendly  to  thought,  to  virtue,  and  to  peace. 
Domestic  life  in  rural  pleasure  past ! 
Few  know  thy  value,  and  few*  taste  thy  sweets ; 
TlK>ugh  many  boast  thy  favours,  and  affect 
To  understand  and  choose  thee  for  their  own. 
But  foolish  man  foregoes  his  proper  bliss, 
£v*n  as  his  first  pn^nitor,  and  quits, 
Though  plac*d  in  Paradise,  (for  Earth  has  still 
Some  traces  of  her  youthful  beauty  lefV,) 
Substantial  happiness  for  tran^ent  joy. 
Scenes  form*d  for  contemplation,  and  to  nurse 
Tlie  growing  seeds  of  wisdom ;  that  suggest. 
By  ev'ry  pleasing  image  they  present, 
Ilcflections  such  as  meliorate  the  heart. 
Compose  the  passions,  and  exalt  the  mind ; 
Scenes  such  as  these,  *t  is  his  supreme  delight 
To  fill  with  riot,  and  defile  with  blood. 
Should  some  contagion,  kind  to  the  poor  brutes 
We  persecute,  annihilate  the  tribes. 
That  draw  the  sportsman  over  hill  and  dale 
Fearless  and  rapt  away  from  all  his  cares  -, 
Should  never  game-fowl  hatch  her  eggs  again. 
Nor  baited  hook  deceive  the  fish*s  eye ; 
Could  pageantry  and  dance,  and  feast  and  song. 
Be  queird  in  all  our  summer-months'  retreats ; 
How  many  self-^ieluded  nymphs  and  swains. 
Who  dream  tliey  have  a  taste  for  fields  and  groves. 
Would  find  them  hideous  nurs'ries  of  the  spleen. 
And  crowd  the  roads,  impatient  for  the  town  ! 
They  love  the  country,  and  none  else,  who  seek 
For  their  own  sake  it's  silence,  and  it's  shade, 
Delights  which  who  would  leave,  that  has  a  heart 
Susceptible  of  pity,  or  a  mind 
Cultur**d  and  capable  of  sober  thought. 
For  all  the  savage  din  of  the  swift  pack. 


And  damoon  of  ifae  field  ?  —  DciaMl  spat, 
That  owes  it's  pleasures  to  another's  pain ; 
That  feeds  upon  the  sobs  and  dying  sfaridu 
Of  harmless  nature,  dumb  but  yet  endued 
With  eloquence,  that  agonies  inspire, 
Of  silent  tears  and  heart-disteDdiog  ^a? 
Vain  tears,  alas !  and  sighs  that  never  fbd 
A  corre^wnding  tcme  in  jovial  souls ! 
Well — one  at  least  is  safe.     One  dxlter'd  fan 
Has  never  heard  the  sanguinary  ydl 
Of  cruel  man,  exulting  in  her  woes. 
Innocent  partner  of  my  peaceful  home. 
Whom  ten  long  years'  experience  of  my  are 
Has  made  at  last  familiar ;  she  has  lost 
Much  of  her  vigilant  instinctive  dread. 
Not  needful  here,  beneath  a  roof  like  mioe. 
Yes  •—  thou  may'st  eat  thy  bread,  and  lid^  ik  hsaJ 
That  feeds  thee ;  thou  may'st  frolic  oo  the  iloar 
At  ev'ning,  and  at  night  retire  secure 
To  thy  straw  couch,  and  slumber  uiularre'd ; 
For  I  have  gain'd  thy  confidence,  have  pkdg'd 
All  that  is  human  in  me,  to  protect 
lliine  unsuspecting  gratitude  and  love. 
If  I  survive  thee,  I  will  dig  thy  grave ; 
And,  when  I  place  thee  in  it,  sighing  sar, 
I  knew  at  least  one  hare  that  had  a  ftiend. 

How  various  his  employments,  whom  the  vcrl: 
Calls  idle  ;  and  who  justly  in  return 
Esteems  that  busy  world  an  idler  too .' 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  pcriiaps  his  pes. 
Delightful  industry  enjoy'd  at  home. 
And  Nature  in  her  cultivated  trim 
Dress'd  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad  — 
Can  he  want  occupation,  who  has  these  ? 
Will  he  be  idle,  who  has  much  t*  enjoy  ? 
Me  therefore  studious  of  laborious  ease, 
Not  slothful,  h^py  to  deceive  the  time, 
Not  waste  it,  and  aware  that  human  life 
Is  but  a  loan  to  be  repaid  with  use. 
When  He  shall  call  his  debtors  to  account, 
From  whom  are  all  our  blessings,  business  fiiw^ 
Ev'n  here !  while  sedulous  I  seek  t*  improve, 
At  least  neglect  not,  or  leave  unemploy'd, 
The  mind  he  gave  me ;  driving  it,  though  sIscL 
Too  oft,  and  much  impeded  in  its  work 
By  causes  not  to  be  divulg'd  in  vain. 
To  it's  just  point  —  the  service  of  mankind. 
He,  that  attends  to  his  interior  self, 
Hiat  has  a  heart,  and  keeps  it ;  has  a  mind 
That  hungers,  and  supplies  it ;  and  who  seeks 
A  social,  not  a  dissipated  life. 
Has  business ;  feels  himself  cngag'd  t*  adiieit 
No  unimportant,  though  a  silent,  task. 
A  life  all  turbulence  and  noise  may  seem. 
To  him  th|it  leads  it,  wise,  and  to  be  pnus'd ; 
But  wisdom  is  a  pearl  widi  roost  success 
Sought  in  still  water,  and  beneath  clear  skks: 
He  tliat  is  ever  occupied  in  storms. 
Or  dives  not  for  it,  or  brings  up  instead, 
Vainly  industrious,  a  disgraceful  prixe. 

llie  morning  finds  the  self-aequesta'*d  mta 
Fresh  for  his  task,  intend  what  task  be  may. 
Whether  inclement  seasons  recommend 
His  warm  but  simple  home,  where  he  enjoys 
With  her,  who  shares  his  pleasures  and  his  beart 
Sweet  converse,  sipping  odm  the  fragrant  Kii^ 
Which  neatly  site  prqiares ;  then  to  his  book 
Well  chosen,  and  not  sullenly  penis'd 
In  selfish  silence,  but  imparted  of^ 
As  aught  occuni,  that  she  may  smile  to  brar, 
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*  turn  to  nourisliment,  digested  well. 

*  if  the  garden  with  it's  many  cares, 

1  wrell  repaid,  demand  him,  he  attends 
te  ^irelcoine  call,  conscious  how  much  the  hand 
r  lubbard  Labour  needs  his  watchful  eye, 
ft  loit*ring  lazily,  if  not  o*erseen, 
r  misapplying  his  unskilful  strength. 
or  does  he  goYem  only  or  direct, 
ut  much  perfhnns  himself.     No  works,  indeed, 
bat  ask  robust,  tough  sinews,  bred  to  toil, 
srrile  employ ;  but  sudi  as  may  amuse, 
ot  lire,  demanding  rather  skill  than  force, 
roud  of  his  well-spread  walls,  he  yiews  his  trees, 
hat  meet,  no  barren  interval  between, 
rith  pleasure  more  than  ev'n  their  fruits  afford ; 
i^hichy  asTe  himself  who  trains  them,  none  can  feeL 
hese  therefore  are  his  own  peculiar  chaige ; 
To  meaner  hand  may  discipline  the  shoots, 
Tone  but  his  steel  approach  them.    What  is  weak, 
>istemper*d,  or  has  lost  prolific  pow'ri, 
rapair*d  by  age,  his  unrelenting  hand 
>ooms  to  the  knife :  nor  does  be  q>are  the  soft 
Ind  succulent,  that  feeds  it's  giant  growth, 
3ut  barren,  at  th*  expense  of  neighb'ring  twigs 
l^ess  ostentatious,  and  yet  studded  thick 
ATith  hopeful  gems.     Hie  rest,  no  portion  left 
rhat  may  disgrace  bis  art,  or  disiqipoint 
Large  expectation,  he  disposes  neat 
Alt  measur'd  distances,  that  air  and  sun, 
Admitted  freely,  may  affocd  their  aid, 
A.nd  ventilate  and  warm  the  swelling  buds. 
Hence  Sunmier  has  her  riches.  Autumn  hence, 
And  hence  ev*n  Winter  fills  his  wither*d  hand 
With  blushing  fruity  and  plenty  not  his  own. 
Fsur  recompense  of  labour  well  bestow'd. 
And  wise  precaution ;  which  a  clime  so  rude 
Makes  needful  still,  whose  Spring  is  but  the  chfld 
Of  churlish  Winter,  in  her  frowvd  moods 
rKicov'ring  much  the  temper  of  her  sire. 
For  oft,  as  if  in  her  the  stream  of  mild 
Maternal  nature  had  reters'd  it's  cotkrae, 
fihe  brings  her  infants  fordi  with  many  smiles ; 
But  once  de]iver*d  kills  them  with  a  frown. 
He  therefore,  timely  wam*d  himself,  supplies 
Her  want  of  care,  screening  and  keeping  warm 
The  plenteous  Uoom,  that  no  rough  blast  may  sweep 
His  garUuids  fixim  the  boughs.     Again,  as  oft 
As  the  Sun  peeps  and  vernal  airs  breathe  mild. 
The  fence  withdrawn,  he  gives  them  ev*ry  beam. 
And  spreads  his  hopes  before  the  blase  of  day. 
To  raiie  the  prickly  and  green-coated  gourd. 
So  grateful  to  die  palate,  ai^  when  rare 
So  coveted,  else  base  and  disesteem*d  .^ 
Food  for  tile  vulgar  merely^is  an  art 
That  toiling  ages  have  but  just  matur'd. 
And  St  this  moment  unassay'd  in  song. 
Yet  gnats  have  had,  and  frogs  and  mice,  long  since. 
Their  eulogy;  those  sang  tlus  Mantuan  bard, 
And  these  the  Grecian,  in  ennobling  strains ; 
And  in  thy  numbers,  Phillips,  shines  for  aye 
Hie  wlitsry  diilling.     Pardon  then. 
Ye  isge  dispensers  of  poetic  fame, 
Th'  smbition  of  one  meaner  fiu*,  whose  pow'rs 
Presuming  sn  attempt  not  less  sublime, 
pant  for  tibe  praise  of  dressing  to  the  taste 
Of  critic  sppetite,  no  sordid  fare, 
A  cucumbo',  while  coedy  yet  and  scarce. 
The  stsble  yields  a  stercorsceous  heap, 
Impregosted  with  quick  fermenting  salts, 
And  potent  to  resist  the  freexing  blast ; 


For,  ere  the  beech  and  elm  have  cast  their  leaf 

Deciduous,  when  now  November  dark 

Checks  vegetation  in  the  torpid  plant 

Expos'd  to  his  cold  breath,  the  task  b^ns. 

Warily  therefore,  and  with  prudent  heed. 

He  seeks  a  favour*d  spot ;  that  where  he  builda 

Th'  agglomerated  pile  his  frame  may  front 

The  Sun's  meridian  disk,  and  at  the  bade 

Enjoy  close  shelter,  wall,  or  reeds,  or  hedge 

Impervious  to  the  wind.     First  he  bids  spread 

Dry  fern  or  littered  hay,  that  may  imbibe 

111*  ascending  damps;  then  leisurely  impose 

And  lightly,  shaking  it  with  agile  hand 

FVom  Sue  full  fork,  the  saturated  straw. 

What  longest  binds  the  closest  forms  secure 

The  shapely  side,  that  as  it  rises  takes, 

By  just  degrees,  an  overhanging  breadth, 

Shelt*ring  the  base  with  its  projected  eaves ; 

Tb*  uplifted  frame  compact  at  ev*ry  joint, 

And  overiaid  with  clear  translucent  glassy 

He  settles  neit  upon  the  sloping  mount. 

Whose  shaip  declivity  shoots  off  secure 

Fnm  the  dash'd  pane  the  deluge  as  it  firils. 

He  shuts  it  close,  and  the  first  labour  ends. 

Thrice  must  the  voluble  and  restless  Earth 

Spin  round  upon  her  axle,  ere  the  vrarmth. 

Slow  gath*ring  in  the  midst,  through  the  square 

Diffused,  attain  the  surface :  when,  behold  ! 

A  pestilent  and  most  corrosive  steam. 

Like  a  gross  fog  Bceotian,  rising  fairt. 

And  fiut  oondens'd  upon  the  dewy  sash. 

Asks  egress;  which  obtain*d,  the  overcharg'd 

And  drench*d  conservatory  breathes  ^roati^ 

In  volumes  wheeling  slow,  the  vapour  dank ; 

And,  purified,  rejoices  to  have,«iost 

Its  foul  inhabitant.     But  to  a^uage 

Th*  impatient  fervour,  which  it  first  oooceives 

Within  its  reeking  bosom,  threat*ning  death 

To  his  young  hopes,  requires  discreet  delay. 

Experience,  slow  preceptress,  teaching  oft 

The  way  to  gltoy  by  miscarriage  foul. 

Must  prompt  him,  and  admonnh  how  to  catch 

Th'  auspicious  moment,  when  the  temper'd  heaty 

Friendly  to  vital  motion,  may  afford 

Soft  fomentation,  and  invite  the  seed. 

The  seed,  selected  wisely,  plump,  and  smooth. 

And  glossy,  he  commits  to  pots  of  sise 

Diminutive,  well  fiU'd  with  well  prepar'd 

And  fruitful  soil,  that  has  been  treasur*d  long. 

And  drsnk  no  moistiu«  from  the  dripping  doudft 

These  on  the  warm  and  genial  earth,  that  hides 

The  smoking  manure,  and  o*erspreads  it  all. 

He  places  lightly,  and,  as  time  subdues 

The  rage  of  fermentation,  plunges  deep 

In  the  soft  medium,  till  they  stand  immen*d. 

Hien  rise  the  tender  germs,  upstarting  quick. 

And  spreading  wide  their  spongy  lobes ;  at  first 

Psle,  wan,  and  livid ;  but  assuming  soon, 

If  fann*d  by  balmy  and  nutritious  air, 

Strain'd  through  the  friendly  mats,  a  vivid  green. 

Two  leaves  produc'd,  two  rough  indented  leaves^ 

Cautious  he  pinches  from  the  second  stalk 

A  pimple,  that  portends  a  future  sprout. 

And  interdicts  it*8  growth.  Thence  straight  succeed 

The  branches,  smrdy  to  his  utmost  wish; 

Prolific  all,  and  harbtngen  of  more. 

The  crowded  roots  demand  enlargement  now. 

And  transplantation  in  an  ampler  space. 

Indulg*d  in  what  they  wisht  they  soon  supply 

Large  foliage,  ovenhad*wing  golden  flow*rs, 
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Blown  on  t&e  sammh  of  th*  wppunv^  Auic 
Tbeae  have  their  seze« !  and,  when  Summer  ehfaieik 
The  bee  transports  the  fertUising  meal 
From  iiow*r  to  flow*r,  and  er'n  the  breathing  air 
Wafts  the  rich  prise  to  it's  appointed  use. 
Not  so  when  Winter  scowls.     Assistant  Art 
Then  acts  in  Nature's  office,  brings  to  pass 
The  gkd  espotisaK  and  ensures  tibe  crop. 

Grudge  not,  ye  ridi,  (since  Luxury  must  hsTO 
His  dainties,  and  the  world's  more  num'rous  half 
lives  by  contriring  delicates  for  you,) 
Omdge  not  the  cost.     Ye  little  know  the  cares. 
The  rigilance,  the  labour,  and  the  skill 
Tliat  day  and  night  are  exercis'd,  and  hang 
Upon  tiie  ticklish  balance  of  suspense, 
That  ye  may  garnish  your  profuse  regales 
With  summer  fruits  brought  forth  by  wint'iy  nins. 
Ten  thousand  dangers  lie  in  wait  to  thwart 
Ihe  prooeat.    Heat  and  cold,  and  wind,  and  steam, 
and  drought,  mice,  worms,  and  swarming 


Minute  as  dust,  and  iiumberless,  oft  work 
Dire  disappointment,  that  admits  no  cure, 
And  which  no  care  can  obriate.     It  were  Umg, 
Too  long,  to  tell  th'  expedients  and  the  shifts, 
Which  hs  that  fights  a  season  so  severe 
Derise^  while  he  guards  his  tender  trust ; 
And  oft  at  last  in  vain.     The  leam'd  and  wise 
Saroestic  would  exclaim,  and  iudge  the  song 
Cold  as  it's  theme,  and  like  irs  theme  the  fruit 
Of  too  much  labour,  worthleis  when  produc'd. 
Who  loves  a  garden,  loves  a  greenhouse  too* 
Unconscious  of  a  less  propitious  dime^ 
There  blooms  exotic  beauty,  warm  and  snug. 
While  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  snows  descend. 
Hie  spiry  myrtle  widi  unwith'ring  leaf 
SIrines  tfaere^  and  flourishes.     The  golden  boast 
Of  Portugal  and  western  India  there, 
The  ruddwr  orange,  and  the  paler  limc^ 
F^  through  theur  polisli'd  foliage  at  the  stora, 
And  seem  to  smile  at  what  they  need  not  fear. 
Til'  amomum  there  with  intermingling  flow'rs 
And  cherries  hangs  her  twigs.     Geranium  boasts 
Her  crimson  honours ;  and  the  spangled  bean, 
Flcoides,  glitters  bright  the  winter  long. 
All  plants,  of  ev'ry  leaf,  that  can  endure 
l!lie  winter's  frown,  if  scre«n*d  from  his  shrewd  bite, 
live  there,  and  prosper.     Those  Ausonia  clainu^ 
Levantine  regions  diese ;  th*  Axores  send 
Their  jessamine :  her  jessamine  remote 
Caflhua :  foreigners  from  many  lands. 
They  form  one  social  shade,  as  if  conven'd , 
By  magic  summons  of  th*  Orphean  lyre.    I 
Tet  just  arrangement,  rarely  brought  to  pass 
But  by  a  master's  hand  disposing  well 
The  gay  diversities  of  leaf  and  flow*r, 
Must  lend  itf  s  aid  t*  illustrate  all  their  charms, 
And  dress  die  regular  yet  various  scene. 
Flant  behind  plaint  expiring,  in  the  van 
The  dwarfish,  in  the  rear  rettr'd,  but  still 
SuUime  above  the  rest,  the  statelier  stand 
So  once  were  rBng*d  the  sons  of  ancient  Rome, 
A  noble  show !  while  Roscius.trod  the  stage ; 
And  so,  while  Garrick,  as  renown'd  as  he. 
The  sons  of  Albion ;  fearing  each  to  lose 
Some  note  of  Natui«*s  music  firom  his  lips, 
And  eovetous  of  Shakspeare*s  beauty,  seen 
In  ev'ry  flash  of  his  iiu%beaaiing  eye. 
Nor  tasle  alone  and  well.4»ntriv'd  display 
Soffica  to  give  the  manhall'd  ranks  the  giacj 


Of  ttiBlr  CfflHpirtB  ewtct.     Much  yit  rBinnw 
Unsung,  and  many  caics  an  yet  behiad. 
And  more  laborious ;  cares  on  whidi  dependi 
Thar  vigour,  injur'd  soon,  not  aooa  raiar*d. 
The  soil  must  be  renew'd,  wfakh  often  wiik*d 
Loses  iti  treasure  of  salufanona  salt^ 
And  disappoints  the  rooCi;  tias  slender 
Qose  interwoven,  vriicre  tbey  meet  te 
Must  smooth  be  dfeom  away  ;  the  si^ 
Must  fly  before  the  kmfe;  the  wilfav'dksf 
Must  be  detach'd,  and  when  it  strews  ike  li 
Swept  witib  a  woman's  uestnei 
Coptagjon,  and  Jiiaianinaf  ing 
Discharge  but  these  kind  oOoes,  (tfid  wfe 
Would  sparer  that  loves  them,  oflioes  like  ikai?) 
Well  they  rawaid  the  toiL     Tlie  diglit  is  ptm'4 
The  scent  regal'd,  each  odoriTroos  )tU, 
Each  op'ning  btossoaa,  freely  Ineaihes 
It*s  gratitude^  and  thanks  bun  with  it's 

So  tn^nyfio^<^^  all  pleasuBg  IB  their  kind!, 
All  healthful,  are  th'  enp&oya  of  ratal  hfis, 
Reitsratad  as  tl»  wheel  of  tnne 
Runsround;  still  endlq^  end  bsginimig  itiL 
Nor  are  than  alL     To  deck  the  sfaapdy  kaoB, 
Tliat  sofUy  swell'd  and  gailr  dress*d  sppcan 
A  flow'ry  island,  from  £e  derk  greoi  issra 
Emerging,  must  be  decm'd  m  Isfaoyr  dne 
To  no  mean  hand,  and  aaka  the  toneh  of  tsM^ 
Here  also  mtcful  mixture  of  weH-msldi'd 
And  sorted  hues  reach  giving  eech  rehs^ 
And  by  contrasteu  baanty  shilling  mors) 


Is  needfiil.      Strength  may  vrieki  tbt  poaf  •» 
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May  turn  the  dod,  and  vrtied  the  compost  ■■ 
But  elegance,  chief  gnoe  the  garden  Aomt 
And  most  attractive,  is  the  &ir  rsauH 
Of  thought,  the  creeture  of  a  polish*d  nuad. 

Without  it,  aU  is  Gothic  as  the  scene 

To  which  th'  insipid  dtiaea  leeorts 

Near  yonder  heath ;  where  Indnslry  infa-iperti 

But  proud  of  his  uncouth  ilWfaoaen  tnk| 

HasmndeaHeav'nonEortfa;  withsunsaad 

Of  dose^nnun'd  stones  has  dbargtA  th' 

soil. 
And  fiuriy  laid  the  aodiw;  in  the  dost 
He,  ther^bre,  who  vrouhi  see  hb  fiow*is  Sa^'i^ 
Sightly  and  in  just  order,  ere  he  gives 
The  beds  the  trusted  treasure  of  their  seedi» 
Forecasts  tlie  future  whole ;  that  when  dK«w 
Shall  break  into  it's  preooneeiv'd  dispky. 
Each  for  itwif,  and  all  as  with  one  vaies 
Conspiring,  may  attest  his  bright  design. 
Nor  even  tlien,  dismissing  as  perform'd 
His  pleasant  work,  may  he  wufipOBe  it  doob 
Few  self-supported  flow'rs  endure  the  wind 
Uninjur'd,  but  expect  th'  upholding  sad  ^ 
Of  the  smooth-shaven  prop^  and,  nredy  ti4 
Are  wedded  thus,  like  beauty  to  old  M 
For  int'rest  sake,  the  living  to  the  dead  ^^,, 
Some  clothe  the  soil  that  feeds  them,  frr  difina 
And  lowly  creeping,  modest  and  yet  fisr, 
like  Virtue,  thriving  moot  where  little  seat: 
Some  more  nqiiring  catdi  the  neighbonr  ib^ 
With  clasping  tendrils,  and  invest  his  Inadi* 
Else  unadom'd,  with  many  a  gay  fesbooB 
And  fragrant  chaplet,  recompensing  wril 
The  strength  they  borrow  with  the  grace  ther  !■■■ 
All  hate  the  rank  society  of  wcedi^ 
Noisome,  and  ever  greedy  to  eshsiust 
Til*  impov'rish'd  eiMb ;  an  ov«rheariiig  rac^ 
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^at,  like  the  muHiUtde  nude  Actien.iBad> 
Nstuffo  good  onlcr,  and  dttnde  tnm  wottk 

O  blest  MclusioB  from  a  jem^g  worid, 
^icrh  he,  thus  occupied,  enjojrs !  Beftreprt 
Cannot  indeed  to  guilty  umb  reitore 
rfost  innocence,  or  cancel  fi>Uie«  paflt ; 
lut  it  has  peace,  and  much  ■ecuree  tlw  mind 
*roaci  all  aamults  of  evil ;  proving  still 
i  faithful  barrier,  not  o'erleap'd  nritfa  ease 
\j  Ticious  Custom,  raging  unoontraU'd 
Lbroad,  and  desolating  public  lifc. 
IHien  fierce  Temptation,  seconded  within 
ty  traitor  Appetite,  and  arm'd  with  darts 
"emper'd  in  Hell,  invades  Che  throbbing  breast, 
*o  combat  may  be  glorious,  and  sueosss  t 

^erfaiqia  may  crown  us;  but  to  fly  is  safe, 
lad  I  the  choice  of  sublunary  good, 
VbMi  could  I  wish,  that  I  possess  not  here?  [peace, 
Icalth,  leisure,  means  t'  improve  it,  friendship, 
Jo  looee  or  wanton,  though  a  vrand'ring,  Musie^ 
knd  wmstant  occupation  without  carei 
lius  blest,  I  draw  a  picture  of  that  bliss ; 
lopdess  indeed,  that  dissipated  minds, 
Lod  profligate  abusers  of  a  world 
treated  &ir  so  much  in  vain  for  them, 
bould  seek  the  guiltless  joys,  that  I  describe^ 
Jlur'd  by  my  report :  but  sura  no  less, 
luU  self-oondemn'd  they  must  neglect  the  prise, 
Lnd  what  they  will  not  taste  must  yet  approve. 
I^hat  we  admire,  we  pmise ;  and,  ^dien  we  praise, 
Ldvance  it  into  notice,  that,  it*s  worth 
Lckttowledg'd,  others  may  admire  it  too. 

tlierefore  recommend,  though  at  the  risk 
}f  popular  disgust,  yet  boldly  still, 
lie  cause  of  piety,  and  sacred  truUi, 
knd  virtue,  and  those  scenes,  which  God  ordain'd 
bould  best  secure  them,  and  promote  them  most ; 
cenea  that  I  love,  and  with  regret  perceive 
'onaken,  or  through  folly  not  enJoy*d. 
*ure  is  the  nymph,  though  lib'ral  oif  her  smiles^ 
ind  chaste,  though  unconfin*d,  whom  I  extoL 
f ot  as  the  prince  in  Shuahan,  when  he  call'd, 
fain-glorious  of  her  charms,  his  Vashti  forth, 
"o  grace  the  full  pavilion.     His  design 
Va»  but  to  boast  his  own  peculiar  good, 
%nuch  aU  might  view  with  envy,  none  partake, 
if  y  charmer  is  not  mine  alone ;  my  sweets, 
knd  she,  that  sweetens  all  my  bitters  too^ 
ifature^  enchanting  Nature,  in  whose  form 
knd  lineaments  divine  I  trace  a  hand, 
iMt  errs  not,  and  find  raptures  still  renew*d, 
s  free  to  all  men  — *  univenal  prize, 
itrange  that  so  hat  a  creature  should  yet  want 
kdnmcrs,  and  be  destm*d  to  divide 
Vtth  meaner  objects  ev*n  the  few  she  finds ! 
itripp'd  of  her  ornaments,  her  leaves  and  flowers, 
be  loses  all  her  influence.     Cities  then 
kttract  us,  and  neglected  Nature  pines 
kbandoo*d,  as  unworthy  of  our  love. 
Sut  are  not  wholesome  ass,  though  unperfum'd 
)y  sases ;  and  dear  suns,  though  scarcely  felt ; 
Ind  groves^  if  unhnrmonious,  yet  secure 
•*rom  damouf,  and  whose  very  silence  charms ; 
!^o  be  preferr*d  to  smoke^  to  the  eclipse, 
liat  metropolitan  vokanoca  make,  [bng ; 

Vhoae  Stygian  throats  breathe  dukneas  all  day 
ind  to  the  stir  at  Coounerce,  driving  slow, 
knd  thttnd'riag  loud,  with  his  ten  thousand  wheels? 
?hev  wouU  be,  were  not  madness  in  the  head, 
knd  folly  in  the  heart ;  were  England  now* 


What  Engkmd  wm^  plain,  hospitable,  kind. 

And  undebauch'd.     But  we  have  bid  finewcU 

To  ail  the  virtues  of  those  better  days. 

And  all  their  honest  pleasures.     Mansions  oore 

Knew  their  own  masten ;  and  laborious  hind% 

Who  bad  surviv'il  the  father,  aerv*d  the  son. 

Now  the  legitimate  and  rightful  lord 

Is  but  a  traosient  guest,  newly  arriv'd. 

As  soon  to  be  supplanted.     He,  that  saw 

His  patrimofiial  timber  cast  it's  leaf. 

Sells  the  last  scantling,  and  transfers  the  price 

To  sense  shrewd  sharper,  ere  it  buds  again. 

Estates  are  landscapes,  gax'd  upon  awhile. 

Then  advertis'd  and  Buctioneer*d  away.       [chaig'd 

Hie  country  starves,  and  they,  that  feed  tfa*  o*flr- 

And  surfeited  lewd  town  with  her  fair  dues, 

By  a  just  judgment  strip  and  starve  themselvia. 

The  wings,  that  waft  our  riches  out  of  sight. 

Grow  on  die  gamester's  elbows,  and  th*  alert 

And  nimble  motion  of  those  restless  joints, 

That  never  tire,  soon  fans  them  all  away. 

Improvement,  too,  the  idol  of  the  age, 

Is  fed  with  many  a  victim.     Ixh  he  comes ! 

Th*  omnipotent  magician.  Brown,  appean; 

Down  fldls  the  venerable  pile,  th'  abode 

Of  our  fbrefiuhers — a  gnve  whiskcr'd  noi^ 

But  tasteless.     Springs  a  palace  in  it's  stead. 

But  in  a  distant  spot ;  where  more  ezpoa'd 

It  may  enjoy  th'  advantage  of  the  north, 

And  i^ish  east,  till  tune  shall  have  tnnsform'd 

Those  naked  acres  to  a  shdt'ring  grove. 

He  speaks.     The  lake  in  front  beciimea  a  lawn  ; 

Woods  vanish,  hills  subside,  and  valleys  rises 

And  streams,  as  if  created  for  his  use, 

Pursue  the  track  of  his  directing  wand. 

Sinuous  or  straight,  now  rapid  and  now  slowb 

Now  murm'ring  soift,  now  roaring  in  cascades -« 

Ev'n  as  he  bids !  Th'  ennptur'd  owner  smiles. 

'T  is  finish'd,  and  yet,  finish'd  as  it  seems 

Still  wants  a  grace,  the  loveliest  it  could  show, 

A  mine  to  satisfy  di'  enormous  cost. 

Drain'd  to  the  last  poor  item  of  hb  wealth. 

He  sighs,  departs,  and  leaves  di'  accomplisb'd  plan. 

That  he  has  touch'd,  retouch'd,  many  a  long  day 

Labour'd,  and  many  a  night  pursu'd  in  dreams. 

Just  when  it  meets  hb  hopes,  and  proves  the  Heav'n 

He  wanted,  for  a  wealthier  to  enjoy  ; 

And  now  perhaps  the  glorious  hour  is  come. 

When,  baring  no  sUke  left,  no  pledge  t'  endear 

Her  int'rests,  or  that  gives  her  sacred  cause 

A  moment's  operation  on  his  love. 

He  burns  with  most  intense  and  flagrant  aeal« 

To  serve  his  country.     Ministerial  grace 

Deals  him  out  money  from  the  public  chest ; 

Or  if  that  mine  be  shut,  some  private  purse 

Supplies  his  need  with  a  usurious  loan. 

To  be  refunded  duly,  when  his  vote 

Well  manag'd  shall  have  earn'd  it's  worthy  price. 

O  innocent,  oompar'd  with  arts  like  these. 

Crape,  and  cock'd  pistol,  and  the  whistling  ball 

Sent  through  the  trav'Uer's  temples !  He  that  flnda 

One  drop  of  Heav'n's  sweet  mercy  in  his  cup, 

Can  dig,  b^  rot,  and  perish,  well  content  i 

So  he  may  wrap  himself  in  honest  rags 

At  his  last  gasp ;  but  could  not  for  a  worid 

Fish  up  his  dirty  and  dependent  bread 

From  pools  and  ditches  of  the  commonwealtl^ 

Sordid  and  si'Jc'ning  at  his  own  succtsa. 

Ambidon,  av'rice,  penury  incurr'd 
By  endleas  riot,  vanity,  the  lust 
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Of  pleasure  snd  muiety,  dispatchy 

As  duly  as  the  swallows  disafipear, 

Tlie  world  of  wand'ring  knights  and  squires  to  town. 

London  ingulfs  them  all !  The  shark  is  there, 

And  the  shark's  prey ;  the  spendthrift,  and  the  leech 

That  sucks  him  :  there  the  sycophant,  and  be 

Who,  with  bareheaded  and  obsequious  bows, 

Begs  a  warm  office,  doom'd  to  a  cold  gaol 

And  groat  per  diem,  if  his  patron  frown. 

The  levee  swarms  as  if  in  golden  pomp 

Were  character'd  on  er'ry  statesnum's  door, 

'*    BaTTSE'd     AKD      SAHKAUn      FORTUNES     MSirSID 

Hxax.'* 
These  are  the  charms,  that  sully  and  eclipse 
Hiecharms  of  nature.     *T  is  the  cruel  gripe^ 
That  lean,  hard-handed  Poverty  inflicts. 
The  hope  of  better  things^  the  chance  to  win, 
Hie  wish  to  shine,  the  thirst  to  be  amus'd. 
That  at  the  sound  of  Winter's  hoary  wing 
Unpeople  all  our  counties  of  such  herds 
Of  flutt'ring,  ]oit*ring,  cringing,  begging,  loose, 
And  wanton  vagrants,  as  make  London,  vast 
And  boundless  as  it  is,  a  crowded  coop. 

O  thou,  resort  and  mart  of  all  the  Earth, 
Chequer*d  with  all  complexions  of  mankind. 
And  spotted  with  all  crimes ;  in  whom  I  see 
Much  that  I  love,  and  more  that  I  admire. 
And  all  that  I  abhor;  thou  freckled  fiur, 
Hiat  pleasest  and  yet  shock'st  me,  I  can  laugh, 
And  I  can  weep,  can  hope,  and  can  despond, 
Feel  wrath  and  pity,  when  I  think  on  thee  ! 
Ten  righteous  would  have  sav*d  a  city  once. 
And  thou  hast  many  righteous.  —  Well  for  thee  — 
lliat  salt  preserves  thee ;  more  corrupted  else. 
And  therefore  more  obnoxious,  at  this  hour, 
Hian  Sodom  in  her  day  had  pow*r  to  be^ 
For  whom  God  heard  his  Abr*ham  plead  in  vain. 

Book  IV. 
THE  WINTER  EVENING. 

Argument 

Tlie  post  comes  in.  The  newspaper  is  read. 
The  World  contemplated  at  a  distance.  Address 
to  Winter.  The  rural  amusements  of  a  winter 
evening  compared  with  the  fashionable  ones. 
Address  to  evening.  A  brown  study.  Fall 
of  snow  in  the  evening.  The  waggoner.  A 
poor  family-piece.  The  rural  thief.  Public 
houses.  The  multitude  of  them  censured. 
The  farmer's  daughter :  what  she  was  —  what 
she  is.  llie  simplicity  of  country  manners 
almost  losL  Causes  of  the  change.  Desertion 
of  the  country  by  the  rich.  Neglect  of  magis- 
trates!, The  militia  principally  in  &ult.  Tlie 
new  recruit  and  his  transformation.  Reflection 
on  bodies  corporate.  The  love  of  rural  objects 
natural  to  all  and  never  to  be  totally  extinguished. 

Hark  !  *t  is  the  twanging  horn  o*er  yonder  bridge, 
That  with  it's  wearisome  but  needful  length 
Bestrides  the  wintery  flood,  in  which  the  Moon 
Sees  her  unwrinkled  face  reflected  bright ;  — 
He  comes,  the  henld  of  a  noisy  world. 
With  spatter'd  boots,  strapp'd  waist,  and  frosen  locks ; 
News  from  all  nations  lumb'ring  at  his  back. 
True  to  his  charge,  the  close-pack'd  load  behind. 
Yet  careless  what  he  brings,  his  one  concern 


Is  to  conduct  it  ID  Ikt  deatiB'd 

And,  having  drapp'd  tb'  ezpecfeMl  hm^  pass  m^ 

He  whistles  as  he  goes,  ligiiuhevtod  wvcteh. 

Cold  and  yet  dieeifiil :  mewwugia  ai  gvirf 

Periiaps  to  thousands^  and  of  joy  to  aoow; 

To  him  indiff'rent  whediei  pitfarjoj. 

Houses  in  anhri,  and  the  fidl  of  vfffrfcT^j, 

Births,  deaths,  and  marrii^es,  epiitftrs  wet 

With  tears,  that  trickled  down  the  writer's 

Fast  as  the  periods  from  his  fluent  quiD, 

Or  cfaaig'd  vridi  am'nias  sighs 

Or  nymphs  responsive,  equally  select 

His  horse  and  him,  unooosdons  of  themafl. 

But  O  tfa*  important  budget!  uaiier^d  in 

With  such  heart.shaking  music*  vrfao  can  a^ 

What  are  its  tidings?  have  our  troops  mwak'd? 

Or  do  tibey  still,  as  if  with  opinm  dnigjg'd. 


Snore  to  the  murmurs  of  the  Atlantic 
Is  India  finee?  and  does  she  wear  bcr  pi 
And  jeweird  turban  with  a  smile  of 
Or  do  we  grind  her  sliU  ?  The  grand 
The  popular  harangue,  the  tart  reply. 
The  logic,  and  the  wisdom,  and  the  wi^ 
And  the  loud  lau^-^  I  long  to  know 
I  bum  to  set  th*  imprison*d  wrsi^lers  five. 
And  give  them  voice  and  utt'rance 

Now  stir  the  fire,  and  dose  the 
Let  ftll  the  curtains,  wheel  the  sola  roniHl, 
And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud  »»»"»i'*g  uxn 
Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  cops 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on 
So  let  us  wdcome  peaceful  ev*ning  in. 
Not  such  his  ev'ning,  who  with  "J^^^^g 
Sweats  in  the  crowded  theatre,  and,  squces'd 
And  bor'd  with  elbow-points  through  both 
Outacolds  the  ranting  actor  on  the  stage  : 
Nor  his,  who  patient  stands  till  his  leet  tbrab^ 
And  his  head  thumps,  to  feed  upon  the  bvesih 
Of  patriots,  bursting  with  heroic  rage. 
Or  placemen,  all  trsnquilli^  and  mnaUm^ 
This  folio  of  four  pages,  happy  woek  * 
^liich  not  ev*n  critics  critidse  ;  that  holds 
Inquisitive  Attention,  while  I  read. 
Fast  bound  in  chains  of  silence,  which  the  &v; 
Though  eloquent  tiiemselves,  yet  fear  to  fateak 
What  is  it,  but  a  m^  of  busy  life. 
It's  fluctuations,  and  it's  vast  concerns  ? 
Here  runs  tiie  mountainous  and  craggy  rsdge^ 
That  tempts  Ambition.     On  the  summit  aee 
The  seals  of  oflioe  glitter  in  his  eyes ; 
He  climbs,  he  pants,  he  grasps  than  !     At 
Close  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  ascends, 
And  vrith  a  dext'rous  j 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  them  in  hip 
Here  rilb  of  oily  eloquence  in  aoft 
Meanders  lubricate  the  course  they  take  ; 
The  modest  speaker  is  asham'd  and  gfiev*d 
T*  engross  a  moment's  notice ;  and  yet  bcjg^ 
Begs  a  propitious  ear  for  his  poor  thoaghi% 
However  trivial  all  that  he  conceivca. 
Sweet  bashfulneas !  it  claims  at  least 
Hie  dearth  of  information  and  gpod 
TUa  it  fioretells  us,  always  oomea  to 
Cat'racts  of  declamation  thunder  here : 
There  forests  of  no  meaning  spread  ^a  fagj^ 
In  whidi  all  comprebenrion  wandeis  loat ; 
While  fields  of  pleasantly  amuse  ua  there 
With  meny  desrants  on  anation's  woca. 
The  rest  appears  a  wildcmeas  of  atraiwe 
But  gay  confusion ;  rosM  lor  the  chMi^ 
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iod  UUcs  for  the  brows  of  fodedagi^ 

*eeth  for  tbe  toothleas,  ringlets  for  tbe  bald, 

leftv'n,  eertiby  and  ocean,  plunder*dof  their  sweets, 

rcctareous  essences,  Olympian  dews, 

ermoos,  and  dty  feasts,  and  &Y*rite  airs, 

l^ther«al  joumies,  submarine  exploits, 

LBd  KaterfeJto,  with  his  hair  on  end 

Lt  his  own  wonders,  wond*ring  for  his  bread. 

*T  is  pleasant  through  the  loop-holes  of  retreat, 
*o  peep  at  such  a  world ;  to  see  the  stir 
M*  tbe  great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd ; 
*o  hear  the  roar  she  sends  through  all  her  gates 
Lt  a  aalie  distance^  where  the  dying  sound 
'alls  a  soft  murmur  on  th'  uninjur*d  ear. 
Ints  aittiqg,  and  surveying  thus  at  ease 
lie  globe  and  it's  concerns,  I  seem  adranc'd 
*o  some  secure  and  more  than  mortal  height, 
IhC  lib*nle8  and  eiempts  me  firom  them  all. 
t  tuma  submitted  to  my  rien^  turns  round 
nth  all  it*s  generations ;  I  behold 
Ite  tumult^  and  am  still.     The  sowid  of  war 
Us  lost  it*s  terrours  ere  it  reaches  me ; 
rrievea,  but  alanns  me  noL     I  mourn  the  pride 
Lnd  av'rice,  that  make  man  a  wolf  to  roan ; 
Icar  the  faint  echo  of  those  brasen  throats, 
ly  which  he  speaks  the  language  of  his  heart, 
Lnd  sigh,  but  never  tremble  at  the  sound. 
le  travels  and  expatiates,  as  the  bee 
•Vom  ildwV  to  Ban*r,  so  he  from  land  to  land ; 
lie  manner^  customs,  policy,  of  all 
*aj  ooDtribution  to  the  store  he  gleans ; 
f  e  sucks  intelligence  in  ev'iy  dune, 
Ind  spreads  the  honey  of  his  deep  research 
U  his  return  —  a  rich  repast  for  me. 
le  travels,  and  I  toa     I  tread  his  deck, 
kscend  hb  topmast,  through  his  peering  eyes 
)isoovcr  countries,  with  a  kindred  heart 
hifTer  Ua  woes,  and  share  in  his  escapes ; 
WMite  ftsiry,  like  the  finger  of  a  clock, 
liana  the  great  circuit,  and  is  still  at  home. 

O  Winter,  ruler  of  th*  inverted  year, 
rhy  scatter'd  hair  with  sleet  like  ashes  fiU'd, 
[lij  breath  oongeal'd  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
^Vuig'd  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  snows 
rban  those  of  age,  thy  forehead  wnpp'd  in  clouds, 
i  leafless  brsnch  thy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne 
V  sliding  car,  indebted  to  no  wheels, 
3ut  urg*d  by  storms  along  it's  slipp'ry  way, 
'.  love  thee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  seem'st, 
lud  dreaded  aa  thou  art !  Thou  hold'st  the  Sun 
i  pris'ner  in  the  yet  undawning  east, 
ihort'niog  his  journey  between  morn  and  nocm, 
ind  hurrying  him,  impatient  of  his  stay, 
[)own  to  the  rosy  vrest ;  but  kindly  still 
Compensating  his  loss  with  added  hours 
yf  social  converse  and  instructive  ease, 
Knd  gath'ring,  at  short  notice,  in  one  groups 
(lie  fiunily  dispers'd,  and  fixing  thought, 
Siot  less  (JUspers'd  by  daylight  and  it's  cares. 
;  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  dulights, 
Fire-4ide  enjoyments,  home-born  happiness, 
%.nd  all  the  comforts  that  tbe  lowly  roof 
yf  undisturb'd  Retirement,  and  the  hours 
[Klong  uninterrupted  ev'ning,  know. 
^o  rattling  wheels  stop  short  before  these  gates ; 
Ho  powder'd  pert,  proficient  in  the  art 
3f  sounding  an  ahurm,  assaults  these  doors 
nU  the  street  rings ;  no  stationary  steeds 
[>Migh  their  own  knell,  while,  heedless  of  the  sounds 
Pne  silent  circle  fim  themselvei^  and  quake : 


But  here  the  needle  pUes  it's  busy  task, 

The  pattern  grows,  the  well-dq)ictcd  flow'r, 

Wrouffht  patiently  into  the  snowy  lawn, 

Unfolds  it's  bosom  ;  buds,  and  leaves,  and  sprigs. 

And  curling  tendrils,  gracefully  disposed. 

Follow  the  nimble  finger  of  the  fair ; 

A  wreath,  that  cannot  fade,  of  flow'rs,  that  blow 

With  most  success  when  all  besides  decay. 

The  poet's  or  historian's  page  by  one 

Made  vocal  for  th'  amusement  of  the  rest ; 

Hie  sprightly  lyre,  whose  treasure  of  sweet  sounds 

The  touch  fiom  many  a  trembling  chord  shakes  out ; 

And  the  clear  Toice  symphonious,  yet  distinct. 

And  in  the  charming  stnfe  triumphant  still ; 

Beguile  the  night,  and  set  a  keener  edge 

On  female  industry :  the  threaded  steel 

Flies  swiftly,  and  unfelt  the  task  proceeds. 

The  volume  clos'd,  the  customary  rites 

Of  the  last  meal  commence.     A  Roman  meal ; 

Such  as  the  mistress  of  the  world  once  found 

Delicious,  when  her  patriots  of  high  note, 

Perhaps  by  moonlight,  at  their  humble  doors. 

And  under  an  old  oak's  domestic  sJiade, 

Enjoy'd,  spare  feast !  a  radisli  and  an  egg. 

Discourse  ensues,  not  trivial,  yet  not  dull. 

Nor  such  as  with  a  frown  forbids  the  play 

Of  fancy,  or  proscribes  the  sound  of  mirth : 

Nor  do  vre  madly,  like  an  impious  world, 

Who  deem  religion  phrenzy,  and  the  God, 

That  made  them,  an  intruder  on  their  joys. 

Start  at  his  awcful  name,  or  deem  bis  praihc 

A  jarring  note.     Themes  of  a  graver  tone. 

Exciting  oft  our  gratitude  and  h>ve. 

While  we  retrace  with  Mem'ry's  pointing  wand» 

That  calls  the  past  to  our  exact  review, 

Hie  dangers  we  have  'scaped,  the  broken  snare^ 

Hie  dis^ipointed  foe,  deliv'rance  found 

Unlook'd  for,  life  preserv'd,  aii<I  peace  restor'd, 

FVuits  of  omnipotent  eternal  love. 

«  O  ev'nings  worthy  of  the  gods !"  exclaim'd 

Hie  Sabine  hard.     O  ev'nings  I  i^ly» 

More  to  be  pris'd  and  coveted  than  yours. 

As  more  illumin'd,  and  with  nobler  trutlu. 

That  I,  and  mine,  and  those  we  love,  enjoy. 

Is  Winter  hideous  in  a  garb  like  tliis  ? 
Needs  he  the  tragic  fur,  the  smoke  of  lamps, 
The  pent-up  breath  of  an  unsav'ry  throng. 
To  thaw  him  into  feeling ;  or  the  smart 
And  snappish  dialogue,  that  flippant  wits 
Call  comedy,  to  prompt  him  with  a  smile  ? 
The  self-complacent  actor,  when  he  views 
(Stealing  a  sidelong  glance  at  a  full  house) 
llie  slope  of  faces,  from  the  floor  to  th'  roof 
(As  if  one  master-spring  controll'd  them  all) 
Kelax'd  into  a  universal  grin. 
Sees  not  a  count'nance  there,  that  speaks  of  joy 
Half  so  refin'd  or  so  sincere  as  ours. 
I  Cards  vrere  superfluous  here,  with  all  the  tricks, 
That  idleness  has  ever  yet  contriv'd 
To  fill  the  void  of  an  unfumisli'd  brain. 
To  palliate  Dulness  and  give  Time  a  shove. 
Time,  as  he  passes  us,  has  a  dove's  wing 
Unsoil'd,  and  swift,  and  of  a  silken  sound  ; 
But  the  World's  Time  is  Time  in  masquerade ! 
Tliein,  should  I  paint  him,  has  his  pinions  fledg'd 
With  motley  plumes ;  and,  where  tlie  peacock  shows 
His  asure  eyes,  is  tinctur'd  black  and  red 
Witfi  spots  quadrangular  of  diamond  form, 
Ensanguin'd  hearts^  clubs  typical  of  strife. 
And  spades,  the  emblem  of  untimely  graves. 
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What  should  be,  and  what  wai  an  bour*glass  once^ 
Becomes  a  dice-box,  and  a  billiard  mace 
Well  does  the  work  of  his  destructiTe  sithe. 
Hius  deck*d,  he  charms  a  world  whom  fiofaion  blinds 
To  his  true  worth,  most  pleas*d  when  idle  most ; 
Whose  onlj  happy  are  their  wasted  hours. 
£v*n  misses,  at  whose  age  their  mothers  wore 
The  backstring  and  the  bib,  assume  the  dress 
Of  womanhood,  fit  pupils  in  the  school 
Of  card-devoted  Time,  and  night  by  night 
Plac*d  at  some  vacant  comer  of  the  board. 
Learn  ev*Ty  trick,  and  soon  play  all  the  game. 
But  truce  with  censure.     Roving  as  I  rove. 
Where  shall  I  find  an  end,  or  how  proceed  ? 
As  he  diat  tnTels  far  oft  turns  aside. 
To  view  some  rugged  rock  or  mould'ring  tow*r. 
Which  seen  delights  him  not ;  then  coming  home 
Describes  and  prints  it,  that  the  world  may  know 
How  hr  he  went  for  what  was  nothing  wordi ; 
So  I,  with  brush  in  hand  and  pallet  spread. 
With  colours  miz*d  for  a  far  difT'rent  use. 
Faint  cards  and  dolls,  and  ev'ry  idle  thing^ 
That  Fancy  finds  in  her  excursive  flights. 

Come,  Ev'ning,  once  again,  season  of  peace ; 
Return,  sweet  Ev'ning,  and  continue  long ! 
Metfainks  I  see  thee  in  die  streaky  west. 
With  matron  step  slow  moving,  while  the  Night 
IVeads  on  thy  sweeping  train ;  one  hand  employ'd 
In  letting  fall  the  curtain  of  repose 
On  bird  and  beast,  the  other  charg'd  for  man 
With  sweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  day : 
Not  sumptuously  adorn 'd,  not  needing  aid, 
Like  homcly-featur'd  Night,  of  clust*ring  gems; 
A  star  or  two,  just  twinkling  on  thy  brow, 
Sufiices  thee ;  save  that  the  Moon  is  thine 
No  less  than  hers,  not  worn  indeed  on  high 
With  ostentatious  pageantry,  but  set 
With  modest  grandeur  in  thy  purple  zone. 
Resplendent  less,  but  of  an  ampler  round. 
Come  then,  and  thou  shalt  find  thy  vot'ry  calm, 
Or  make  me  so.     Composure  is  thy  gift : 
And,  whether  I  devote  thy  gentle  hours 
To  lxx)ks,  to  music,  or  the  poet's  toil ; 
To  weaving  nets  for  burd-alluring  fruit ; 
Or  twining  ulken  threads  round  iv*Ty  reels. 
When  they  command  whom    man  was  bom    to 

please; 
I  slight  thee  not,  but  make  thee  welcome  stiU. 

Just  when  our  drawing-rooms  begin  to  blare 
With  lights,  by  clear  reflection  multiplied 
FVom  many  a  mirror,  in  which  he  of  Gath, 
Goliah,  might  have  seen  his  giant  bulk 
Whole  without  stooping,  tow*ring  crest  and  all. 
My  pleasures,  too,  begin.     But  me  peiliaps 
The  glowing  hearth  may  satisfy  awhile 
With  faint  illumination,  that  uplifts 
The  shadows  to  the  ceiling,  there  by  fits 
Dancing  uncouthly  to  the  quiv'ring  flame. 
Not  undelightftil  is  an  hour  to  me 
So  spent  in  parlour  twilight :  such  a  gloom 
Suits  well  the  thoughtful  or  unthinking  mind. 
The  mind  contemplative,  with  some  new  theme 
Pr^^nant,  or  indispos*d  alike  to  all. 
Laugh,  ye  who  boast  your  more  mercurial  pow*rs, 
That  never  felt  a  stupor,  know  no  pause. 
Nor  need  one ;  I  am  conscious,  and  confess 
Fearless  a  soul,  that  does  not  always  think. 
Me  oft  has  Fancy  ludicrous  and  wild 
SoothM  with  a  waking  dream  of  houses,  tow'rs, 
Threes,  churches,  and  strange  visages,  express*d 


In  the  red  cindcfa,  wliile  wiili  poring  cjc 
I  gaz*d,  myself  creating  what  I  saw. 
Nor  less  amus*d  have  I  quiescent  wttA*6 
Hie  sooty  films,  that  pby  upon  the  bin 
Pendulous,  and  foreboding  in  the  view 
'Of  superstition,  prophesying  stiU, 
Though  still  deoeiv*d,  some  stnuiger^snesi  ipiawil 
*T  is  thus  the  undentanding  takes  repose 
In  indolent  vacuity  of  thought. 
And  sleeps  and  is  refredi'd.     Meanwhile  ik  ktt 
Conceals  the  mood  lethaigic  with  a  mmk 
Of  deep  delibention,  a»  the  man 
Were  task'd  to  his  full  strength,  absori>MadlflL 
Thus  oft  recKn*d  at  eaae^  I  loae  an  boor 
At  ev*ning,  till  at  lenstfa  the  freeaing  blsrt, 
That  sweeps  the  bolted  shatter,  wimmwis  hone 
The  recollected  pow'rs,  and  snapping  Am 
Tlie  glassy  threads,  with  which  tiie  Fancy  warn 
Her  brittle  toils,  restores  me  to  myselL 
How  calm  is  my  recess  ;  and  bow  the  fras^ 
Raging  abroad,  and  the  rough  wind  cndesr 
The  silence  and  the  warmth  cnjoy'd  witiaa! 
I  saw  the  woods  and  fields  at  cloae  of  day 
A  variegated  show ;  the  meadows  gieea, 
Hiough  faded ;  and  the  lands,  where  bidy  vst'd 
Hie  gcrfden  harvest,  of  a  mdlow  brown, 
Uptum'd  so  lately  by  the  foreefnl  ^feaxe. 
I  saw  far  off  the  weedy  fallows  smile 
With  vm^ure  not  unprofitable,  grss'd 
By  flocks,  fast  feeding,  and  aeleciin^ 
His  fav'rite  heri> ;  while  aU  the  k 
That  skirt  th'  horizon,  wore  *  sable  Ihic, 
Scarce  notic'd  in  the  kindred  dusk  of  eve. 
To-morrow  brings  a  change,  a  total  cfasngc! 
Which  even  now,  though  silently  perftm'd, 
And  slowly,  and  by  most  unfelt,  die  het 
Of  univerul  nature  undergoes. 
Fast  falls  a  fleecy  show'r :  the  downy  flska 
Descending,  and  vritli  never-ceosiQg  kpse. 
Softly  alighting  upon  all  bdow. 
Assimilate  all  objects.     Earth  teudvm 
Gladly  the  thick'ning  mande  :  and  the  ptm 
And  tender  bhide,  that  fear'd  the  cfaHling  Ub^ 
Escapes  unhurt  beneath  so  warm  a  vciL 

In  such  a  world,  so  thorny,  and  wbat  aooe 
Finds  happiness  unblighted,  or,  if  found, 
Without  some  thistly  sorrow  at  it*8  side; 
It  seems  the  part  of  vrisdom,  and  no  sin 
Against  the  hiw  of  love,  to  measure  lots 
With  less  distinguish'd  than  ourselves ;  tfast  te 
We  may  with  patience  hear  our  mod'iate  itts 
And  sympathise  vridi  others  suffering  iDore> 
III  fares  the  traveller  now,  and  he  that  slalks 
In  pond'rous  boots  beside  his  reeking  tesok 
The  wain  goes  heavily,  impeded  sore 
By  congregated  loads  adhering  close 
To  the  clogg*d  wheels;  and  in  it*8  tiogj^ po 
Noiseless  iqipean  a  moving  hill  of  saow. 
The  toiling  steeds  expand  the  nostril  wide^ 
While  ev'ry  breath,  by  res[Hration  strong 
Forc'd  downward,  is  consolidated  soon 
Upon  their  jutting  chests.     He,  fonn*d  to  bear 
The  pelting  brunt  of  die  tempestuous  ni^bt, 
Widi  half-shut  eyes,  and  pocker*d  cheeks,  and  ncA 
Presented  bare  against  the  storm,  plods  on. 
One  hand  secures  his  hat,  save  when  with  botb 
He  brandishes  his  pliant  length  of  whip, 
Resounding  oft,  and  never  heard  in  vain. 
O  happy ;  and  in  my  account  denied 
That  lensibiiity  of  palo^  widi  vdacfa 
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lefinement  ii  endu*d,  tfarice  happy  thou ! 
Tiy  fimmey  robust  and  hardy,  feeb  indeed 
lie  piercing  cold,  but  feels  it  unimpair'd. 
lie  learned  finger  never  need  explore 
liy  Tig'rous  pulse ;  and  the  unbealthful  east, 
That  breathes  the  spleen,  and  searches  er'ry  bone 
>f  the  infirm,  is  wholesome  air  to  thee. 
[I17  days  roll  on  exempt  from  household  care ; 
rhy  waggon  is  thy  wife ;  and  the  poor  beasts, 
That  drag  the  dull  companion  to  and  fro, 
fhine  helpless  charge,  dependent  on  thy  care, 
ih  treat  them  kindly  !  rude  as  thou  appear'st, 
fee  show  that  thou  hast  mercy !  which  the  great, 
iVith  needless  hurry  whirPd  from  place  to  place, 
rlumane  as  they  would  seem,  not  always  show. 

Poor,  yet  industrious,  modest,  auiet,  neat. 
Such  claun  compassion  in  a  night  like  this, 
\nd  have  a  friend  in  ev*ry  feeling  heart 
Mi'ami'd,  while  it  lasts,  by  labour,  all  day  long 
rhey  brave  the  season,  and  yet  find  at  eve, 
[11  clad,  and  fed  but  sparely,  time  to  cool. 
Fhc  frugal  housewife  trembles  when  she  lights 
Her  scanty  stock  of  brushwood,  biasing  clear, 
But  dying  soon,  like  all  terrestrial  joys. 
rhe  few  small  embers  left  she  nurses  well ; 
And,  wliile  her  infant  race,  with  outspread  hands. 
And  crowded  knees,  sit  cow'ring  o*er  the  sparks. 
Retires,  content  to  quake,  so  they  be  warm'd. 
Hie  man  feels  least,  as  more  inur*d  than  she 
To  winter,  and  the  current  in  his  veins 
More  briskly  mov'd  by  his  severer  toil ; 
Yet  \>e  too  finds  his  own  distress  in  theirs. 
The  taper  soon  extinguisliM,  which  I  saw 
Dangled  along  at  the  cold  finger's  end 
Just  when  the  day  declin*d ;  and  the  brown  loaf 
Lodg*d  on  the  shelf,  half  eaten  without  sauce 
Of  sav*ry  cheese,  or  butter,  costlier  still ; 
Sleep  teems  their  only  refuge :  for,  alas ! 
Where  penury  is  felt  the  thought  is  cbain'd. 
And  sweet  colloquial  pleasures  are  but  few  ! 
With  ail  this  thrift  they  thrive  not     All  the  care, 
Ingenious  Parsimony  takes,  but  just 
Saves  the  small  inventory,  bed.  and  stool. 
Skillet,  and  old  carv'd  chest,  from  public  sale. 
They  live,  and  live  without  extorted  alms 
From  grudging  hands ;  but  other  boast  have  none. 
To  soolfae  their  lionest  pride,  that  scorns  to  beg, 
Nor  comfort  else,  but  in  their  mutual  love. 
I  praise  you  much,  ye  meek  and  patient  pair. 
For  ye  are  worthy  ;  choosing  rather  far 
A  dry  but  independent  crust,  hard  eamM, 
And  esten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  endure 
The  nigged  fhnrns  and  insolent  rebuflik 
Of  knaves  in  office,  partial  in  the  work 
Of  distribution  ;  lib'ral  of  their  aid 
To  clam'rous  Importunity  in  rags. 
But  oft-times  deaf  to  suppliants,  who  would  blush 
To  wear  a  tatter'd  garb  however  coarse, 
Whom  famine  cannot  reconcile  to  filth  : 
Tlnesm  a&k  with  painful  shyness,  and,  refus*d 
Because  deserving,  silently  retire ! 
But  be  ye  of  good  courage !  Time  itself 
Shall  much  bdriend  you.  Tune  shall  give  increase ; 
And  sll  your  num*rous  progeny,  well-train*d 
But  helpless,  in  few  years  i£all  find  their  hands, 
And  Isbour  too.     Meanwhile  ye  shall  not  want 
Wbst,  conscious  of  your  virtues,  we  can  spare. 
Nor  wbst  a  wealthier  than  ourselves  may  send 
I  mean  the  man,  who,  wlien  the  distant  pool 
Need  hdpi  denies  them  nothing  but  his  name. 


But  poverty  with  most,  who  whimper  fortli 
Their  long  compUunts,  b  self-inflicted  woe ; 
The  effect  of  lasiness  or  sottish  waste. 
Now  goes  the  nightly  thief  prowling  abroad 
For  plunder ;  much  solicitous  how  best 
He  may  compensate  for  a  day  of  sloth. 
By  works  of  darkness  and  nocturnal  wrong. 
Woe  to  the  gard'ner's  pale,  the  farmer's  hedge, 
Plash*d  neatly,  and  secur*d  with  driven  stakes 
Deep  in  the  loamy  bank.     Upturn  by  strength. 
Resistless  in  so  bad  a  cause,  but  lame 
To  better  deeds,  he  bundles  up  the  spoil. 
An  ass*s  burden,  and,  when  laden  most    ^ 
And  heaviest,  light  of  foot  steals  fast  away. 
Nor  does  the  boarded  hovel  better  guard 
The  well-stack*d  pile  of  riven  logs  and  roots 
From  his  pernicious  force.     Nor  will  he  leave 
Unwrench'd  the  door,  however  well  secur*d. 
Where  Chanticleer  amidst  his  haram  sleeps 
In  unsuspecting  pomp.     'Twitch*d  from  the  perch, 
He  gives  the  princely  bird,  with  all  his  wives. 
To  Ills  voracious  bag,  struggling  in  vain, 
And  loudly  wond*ring  at  the  sudden  change. 
Nor  this  to  feed  his  own.     *T  were  some  excuse. 
Did  pity  of  their  suflT 'rings  warp  aside 
His  principle,  and  tempt  him  into  sin 
For  their  support,  so  destitute.     But  they 
Neglected  pine  at  home ;  themselves,  as  more 
Expos'd  tban  others,  with  less  scruple  made 
His  victims,  robb'd  of  their  defenceless  alL 
Cruel  is  all  he  does.     *T  is  quenchless  thirst 
Of  ruinous  ebriety,  that  prompts 
His  ev'ry  action,  and  imbrutes  the  man. 
O  for  a  law  to  noose  the  rillain*s  neck, 
Who  starves  his  own ;  who  persecutes  the  blood 
He  gave  them  in  hb  children's  veins,  and  hates 
And  wrongs  the  woman,  lie  lias  sworn  to  love ! 

Pass  where  we  may,  through  city  or  through  town. 
Village,  or  hamlet,  of  this  merry  land, 
Though  lean  and  beggar'd,  ev'ry  twentieth  pace 
Conducts  th*  ungua^ed  nose  to  such  a  whiff' 
Of  stale  debauch,  forth-issuing  from  the  styes, 
Hiat  law  has  licens'd,  as  makes  Temp'rance  reeL 
There  sit,  involv'd  and  lost  in  curling  clouds 
Of  Indian  fume,  and  guxsling  deep,  the  boor. 
Hie  lackey,  and  the  groom :  the  craltsman  thera 
Takes  a  Lethean  leave  of  all  his  toil ; 
Smith,  cobbler,  joiner,  he  that  plies  the  shears, 
And  he  that  kneads  the  dough ;  all  loud  alike. 
All  learned,  and  all  drunk  !  The  fiddle  screams 
Plaintive  and  piteous,  as  it  wept  and  wail'd 
It's  wasted  tones  and  harmony  unheard  : 
Fierce  the  dispute  whate'er  the  theme ;  while  she. 
Fell  Discord,  arintress  of  such  debate, 
Perch'd  on  the  sign-post,  holds  with  even  hand 
Her  undecisive  s^es.     In  this  she  lays 
A  weight  of  ignomnce ;  in  that,  of  pride ; 
And  smiles  delighted  with  the  eternal  poise. 
Dire  is  the  frequent  cune,  and  it's  twin  sound. 
The  cheek.distending  oath,  not  to  be  prais'd 
As  ornamental,  musical,  polite. 
Like  those  which  modem  senators  employ. 
Whose  oath  is  rhet'ric,  and  who  swear  for  fiuna ! 
Behold  the  schools,  in  which  plebeian  minds 
Once  simple  are  initiated  in  arts. 
Which  some  may  practise  with  politer  grace. 
But  none  with  readier  skill !  —  T*  is  here  they  I«urn 
The  road,  that  leads  from  competence  and  peace 
To  indigence  and  rapine ;  till  at  last 
Society,  grown  weary  of  the  load, 
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Shakes  her  incumber'd  lap,  and  casts  them  out. 

But  censure  profits  little ;  Tain  th*  attempt 

To  advertise  in  verse  a  public  pest. 

That,  like  the  filth  with  which  the  peasant  feeds 

His  hungry  acres,  sdnks,  and  is  of  use. 

Th*  Excise  is  fiitten*d  with  the  rich  result 

Of  all  this  riot ;  and  ten  thousand  casks, 

For  ever  dribbling  out  their  base  contents, 

Touch'd  by  the  Midas  finger  of  the  state. 

Bleed  gold  for  ministers  to  sport  away. 

Drink,  and  be  mad  then  ;  *t  is  your  country  bids ! 

Gloriously  drunk,  obey  th'  important  call ! 

Her  cause  demands  th*  assistance  of  your  throats ; — 

Ye  all  can  swallow,  and  she  asks  no  more. 

Would  I  had  fiill'n  upon  those  happier  days, 
That  poets  celebrate ;  those  golden  times, 
And  those  Arcadian  scenes,  that  Maro  angs, 
And  Sidney,  warbler  of  poetic  prose. 
Nymphs  were  Diana$  then,  and  swains  had  hearts. 
That  felt  their  virtues :  Innocence,  it  seems. 
From  courts  dismiss'd,  found  shelter  in  the  groves  ^ 
The  footsteps  of  Simplicity,  impress'd 
Upon  the  yielding  herbage,  (so  they  sing,) 
Then  were  not  all  effac*d :  then  speech  profane. 
And  manners  profligate,  were  rarely  found, 
Observ*d  as  prodigies,  and  soon  reclaim*d. 
Vain  wish  !  those  days  were  never :  airy  dreams 
Sat  for  the  picture :  and  the  poet*s  hand. 
Imparting  substance  to  an  empty  shade, 
Impos*d  a  gay  delirium  for  a  truth. 
Grant  it :   I  still  must  envy  them  an  age, 
That  &vour*d  such  a  dream ;  in  days  like  these 
Impossible,  when  Virtue  is  so  scarce. 
That  to  suppose  a  scene  where  she  presides. 
Is  tramontane,  and  stumbles  all  belief. 
No :  we  are  poUsh*d  now.     The  rural  lass. 
Whom  once  her  virgin  modesty  and  grace, 
Her  artless  manners,  and  her  neat  attir^ 
So  dignified,  that  she  was  hardly  less 
Than  tlie  fair  shepherdess  of  old  romance. 
Is  seen  no  more.     The  character  is  lost ! 
Her  head,  adom*d  with  lappets  pinn*d  aloft, 
And  ribands  streaming  gay,  superbly  rais*d. 
And  magnified  beyond  all  human  size. 
Indebted  to  some  smart  wig.weaver*s  hand 
For  more  than  half  the  tresses  it  sustains ; 
Her  elbows  ruffled,  and  her  tott'ring  form 
Ill-propp*d  upon  French  heels ;  she  might  be  deem*d 

iBut  that  the  basket  dangling  on  her  arm 
nterprets  her  more  tru)y}  of  a  rank 
Too  proud  for  dairy  work,  or  side  of  ^gs. 
Expect  her  soon  with  footboy  at  her  heels. 
No  longer  blushing  for  her  awkward  load. 
Her  train  and  her  umbrella  all  her  care  ! 

The  town  has  ting*d  the  country;  and  the  stain 
Appears  a  spot  upon  a  vestal's  robe. 
The  worse  for  what  it  soils.     The  fashion  run 
Down  into  scenes  still  rural ;  but,  alas ! 
Scenes  rarely  gTBC*d  with  rural  manners  now ! 
Time  was  when  in  the  pastoral  retreat 
Th*  unguarded  door  was  safe  ;  men  did  not  watch 
T*  invade  another's  right,  or  guard  their  own. 
Then  sleep  was  undisturb'd  by  fear,  unscar'd 
By  drunken  bowlings ;  and  tlie  dulling  tale 
Of  midnight  murder  was  a  wonder  heard 
With  doubtful  credit,  told  to  frighten  babes. 
But  farewell  now  to  unsuspicious  nights, 
And  slumbers  unalarm'd !     Now,  ere  you  sleep. 
See  that  your  polish*d  arms  be  prim'd  with  care. 
And  drop  the  nightbolt ;  —  ruffians  are  abroad ; 
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And  the  first  lanim  of  tlie  eock*s  dnl!  tlonst 
May  prove  a  trumpet,  summoning  joar  cv 
To  horrid  sounds  of  hostile  feet  witUn. 
Ev'n  daylight  has  its  dangers;  sad  the  walk 
Through  pathless  wastes  and  woods. 
Of  other  traants  than  melodious  birda^ 
Or  harmless  flocks,  is  hasardoos  and  bold. 
Lamented  change !  to  which  fiill  many  a 
Invet*rate,  hopeless  of  a  cure,  conyreak, 
Tlie  course  of  human  things  from  good  to  iB, 
From,  ill  lo  worse,  is  fatal,  never  fidla. 
Increase  of  pow'r  b^^ets  increase  of  wvaWi ; 
Wealth,  luxury ;  and  luxury,  exoesa  ; 
Excess,  the  scrolulous  and  hcfay  plague^ 
That  seises  first  the  opulent,  dfwnds 
To  the  next  rank  contagious,  and  in  time 
Taints  downwards  all  the  gndnated  scale 
Of  order,  from  the  chariot  to  the  pkna^ 
ITie  rich,  and  they,  that  have  an  ann  to  check 
The  licence  of  the  lowest  in  d^ree. 
Desert  their  oflSce ;  and  thcmselTes^  intent 
On  pleasure,  haunt  the  capital,  and  thus 
To  all  the  violence  of  lawless  hands 
Resign  the  scenes  their  presence  mi^fat  pmect 
Authority  herself  not  seldom  sleeps^ 
Though  resident,  and  witness  of  the  wioi^ 
The  plump  conrivial  parson  oAen  been 
Hie  magisterial  swcHti  in  vain,  and  lays 
His  rev'rence  and  his  worship  bodi  to  mt 
On  the  same  cushion  of  habitual  aloth. 
Perhaps  timidity  restndns  his  arm  ; 
When  he  should  strike  he  tremble%  and  sets  fie^ 
Himself  enslav'd  by  terrour  of  the  hand, 
Th*  audacious  convict,  whom  he  dares  not  bin^ 
Perhaps,  thougii  by  profession  ghostly  pure, 
He,  too,  may  have  his  vice,  and  sotnetimes  prove 
Less  dainty  dum  becomes  his  grave  outside 
In  lucrative  concerns.     Examine  well 
His  milk-white  hand ;  the  palm  is  hardly  cleaa<— 
But  here  and  there  an  ugly  smutch  appears. 
Foh  !  't  was  a  bribe  that  left  it :  he  has  toudi*d 
Corruption*     Whoso  seeks  «n  audit  here 
Propitious,  pays  his  tribute^  game  or  fish. 
Wild-fowl  or  ven'son ;  and  his  errand 

But  faster  far,  and  more  than  all  the  rest, 
A  noble  cause,  which  none,  who  bears  a  ipark 
Of  public  virtue,  ever  wish'd  remor'dy 
Works  the  deplor'd  and  mis^iievoua  eSket, 
*T  is  universal  soldiership  has  stabb*d 
Hie  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  clasa. 
Arms,. through  the  vanity  and  brainless  rage 
Of  those  that  bear  them,  in  whatever  caose. 
Seem  most  at  variance  with  all  moral  good. 
And  incompatible  with  serious  thought. 
The  clown,  the  child  of  Nature,  without  guik, 
Blest  with  an  infant's  ignorance  of  ail  j 

But  his  own  simple  pleasures ;  now  and  then 
A  wrestling  match,  a  foot-race,  or  a  lair ; 
Is  ballotted,  and  trembles  at  the  news : 
Sheepish  he  doffs  his  hat,  and  mumbling  swcan 
A  Bible-oath  to  be  whate'er  they  please^ 
To  do  he  knows  not  what     Tbe  task  perform'^ 
That  instant  he  becomes  the  sergeant's  care. 
His  pupil,  and  his  torment,  and  his  jest 
His  awkward  gait,  his  introverted  toes, 
Bent  knees,  round  shoulders,  and  dejected  looks, 
Procure  him  many  a  curse.     By  slow  drgrees, 
Unapt  to  learn,  and  form'd  of  stubborn  stuffy 
He  yet  by  slow  d^rees  puts  off  himsdf, 
Grows  conscious  of  a  change,  and  likes  it  wdl : 
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He  statids  erect ;  lus  ilouch  beodmes  a  walk ; 
He  steps  right  onward,  martial  in  his  air, 
His  fbrniy  and  movement ;  is  as  smart  above 
As  meal  and  larded  locks  can  make  him ;  wears 
His  hat,  or  his  plum'd  helmet,  with  a  grace ; 
And,  his  tluree  yean  of  heroshlp  expir'd, 
Returns  indignant  to  the  slighted  plough. 
He  hates  the  field,  in  which  no  fife  or  drum 
Attends  him ;  drives  his  cattle  to  a  march ; 
And  sighs  for  the  smart  comrades  he  has  left 
*T  were  well  if  his  exterior  change  were  all— 
But  witli  his  clumsy  port  the  wreteh  has  lost 
His  ignorance  and  harmless  manners  too. 
To  swear,  to  game,  to  drink  ;  to  show  at  home 
By  lewdness,  idleness,  and  Sabbath-breach, 
Tbe  great  proficiency  he  made  abroad ; 
T*  astonish  and  to  grieve  his  gazing  friends ; 
To  break  some  maiden's  and  his  mother's  heart ; 
To  be  a  pest  wliere  he  was  useful  once ; 
Are  his  sole  aim,  and  all  his  glory,  now. 

Man  in  society  is  like  a  flowV 
Blown  in  it's  native  bed :  't  is  there  alone 
His  faculties,  expanded  in  full  bloom. 
Shine  out ;  there  only  reach  their  proper  use. 
But  man,  associated  and  leagu'd  with  nuui 
By  regal  warrant,  or  self-join*d  by  bond 
For  int'resUsake,  or  swarming  into  clans 
Beneath  one  head  for  purposes  of  war, 
Uke  flow'rs  selected  from  the  rest,  and  bound 
And  bundled  close  to  fill  some  crowded  vase. 
Fades  rapidly,  and,  by  compression  misrr'd, 
Contracts  defilement  not  to  be  endur'd. 
Hence  charter'd  boroughs  are  such  public  plagues ; 
And  burghers,  men  immaculate  perhaps 
In  all  thar  private  functions,  once  combin'd. 
Become  a  loathsome  body,  only  fit 
For  disMlution,  hurtful  to  the  main. 
Hence  merchants,  unimpeachable  of  sin 
Agaitast  the  charities  of  domestic  life, 
Incorporated  seem  at  once  to  lose 
llieir  nature ;  and,  disclaiming  all  regard 
For  uKrcy  and  the  common  rights  of  man, 
Build  fiutories  with  blood,  conducting  trade 
At  tbe  sword's  point,  and  dyeing  the  white  robe 
Of  innocent  commercial  Justice  red. 
Henoe  too  the  field  of  glory,  as  the  world 
Misdeems  it,  dazxled  by  it's  bright  array,' 
With  all  it's  majesty  of  thund'ring  pomp, 
Endianting  music  and  immortal  wreaths. 
Is  but  a  school,  where  thoughtlessness  is  taught 
On  principle,  where  foppery  atones 
For  folly,  gallantry  for  ev'ry  vice. 

But  dighted  as  it  is,  and  by  the  great 
Abandoo'd,  and,  which  still  I  more  regret. 
Infected  with  the  manners  and  the  modes, 
It  knew  not  once,  the  country  wins  me  stilL 
I  never  fram'd  a  wish,  or  form'd  a  plan. 
That  flatter'd  me  with  hopes  of  earthly  bliss, 
But  there  I  laid  the  scene.     Tliere  early  stray'd 
My  fancy,  ere  yet  liberty  of  choice 
Hwi  found  me,  or  the  hope  of  beidg  free. 
My  very  dreams  were  rural ;  rural  too 
Hie  firsubom  efforts  of  ray  youtliful  Muse, 
Sportive  and  jingling  her  poetic  bells, 
£re  yet  her  ear  was  mistress  of  their  pow'rs. 
No  bard  could  please  me  but  whose  lyre  was  tun'd 
To  Nature's  praises.     Heroes  and  their  feats 
Fatigu'd  me,  never  weary  of  the  pipe 
Of  Tityrus,  assembling,  as  he  sang, 
The  nntic  throng  beneitfa  his  fav'ritc  bcecli. 


Then  Milton  had  indeed  a  poet's  charms : 

New  to  my  taste  his  Paradise  surpass'd 

The  struggling  effbrts  of  my  boyish  tongue 

To  speak  it's  excellfmoe.     I  danc'd  for  joy. 

I  marvell'd  much  that  at  so  ripe  an  age 

A%  twice  seven  years,  his  beauties  had  then  first 

Engag'd  my  wonder ;  and  admiring  still. 

And  still  admiring,  with  regret  suppos'd 

Hie  joy  half  lost,  because  not  sooner  found. 

There,  too,  enamour'd  of  the  life  I  lov'd, 

Flathetic  in  it's  praise,  in  it's  pursuit 

Determin'd,  and  possessing  it  at  last 

With  transports,  such  as  favour'd  lovers  ieel, 

I  studied,  pris'd,  and  wish'd  that  I  had  known, 

Ingenious  Cowley !  and,  though  now  reclaim'd 

By  modem  lights  from  an  erroneous  taste, 

I  cannot  but  lament  thy  splendid  wit 

Entangled  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  schools. 

I  still  revere  thee,  courtly  though  retir'd ; 

Though  stretch'd  at  ease  in  Chertsey's  silent  bow'rs. 

Not  unemploy'd  ;  and  finding  rich  amends 

For  a  lost  world  in  solitude  and  verse. 

'T  is  bom  with  all :  the  love  of  Nature's  works 

Is  an  ingredient  in  the  compound  man, 

Infus'd  at  the  creation  of  the  kind. 

And,  though  th'  Almighty  Maker  has  Chrouglx>ut 

Discriminated  each  from  each,  by  strokes 

And  touches  of  his  hand,  with  so  much  art 

Diversified,  that  two  were  never  found 

Twins  at  all  points  —  yet  this  obtains  in  all. 

That  all  discern  a  beauty  in  his  works,         [form'd 

And  all  can  taste  them:  minds,  that  have  been 

And  tutor'd,  with  a  relish  more  exact, 

But  none  without  some  relish,  none  unmov'd. 

It  is  a  flame,  that  dies  not  even  there, 

Where  nothing  feeds  it :  neither  business,  crowdii 

Nor  halNts  of  luxurious  city  life. 

Whatever  else  they  smother  of  true  worth 

In  human  bosoms,  quench  it  or  abate. 

The  villas,  with  which  London  stands  begirt, 

Like  a  swarth  Indian  with  his  belt  of  beads. 

Prove  it.     A  breath  of  unadult'rate  air, 

The  glimpse  of  a  green  pasture,  how  they  cheer 

The  dtiaen,  and  brace  hu  languid  frame ! 

£v'n  in  the  stifling  bosom  of  the  town 

A  garden,  in  which  nothing  thrives,  has  charms, 

That  soothe  the  rich  possessor ;  much  conaol'd, 

That  here  and  there  some  sprigs  of  mournful  mint. 

Of  nightshade,  or  valerian,  grace  the  well 

He  cultivates.     These  serve  him  with  a  hint. 

That  Nature  lives ;  that  sight-refreshing  green 

Is  still  the  liv'ry  she  delights  to  wear, 

Though  sickly  samples  of  th*  exub'rant  whole. 

What  are  the  casements  lin'd  with  creeping  heilis, 

The  prouder  sashes  fronted  with  a  range 

Of  orange,  myrtle,  or  the  fragrant  weed. 

Hie  Frenchman's  darling?  *  are  they  not  all  prool% 

Hiat  man,  immur'd  in  cities,  still  retains 

His  inborn  inextinguishable  thirst 

Of  roral  scenes,  compensating  his  loss 

By  supplemental  shifts,  the  best  he  may  ? 

Hie  most  unfumish'd  with  the  means  of  lif^ 

And  they,  that  never  pass  their  brick-wall  bounds, 

To  range  the  fields,  and  treat  their  luncs  with  air. 

Yet  feel  the  buming  instinct:  over  head 

Suspend  their  crssy  boxes,  planted  thick. 

And  watcr'd  duly.     There  the  pitcher  sunds 

A  fragment,  and  the  spoutless  tea-pot  there ; 
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Sad  witneGies  how  dose-pent  men  regret 
The  country,  with  what  ardour  he  contrives 
A  peep  at  Nature,  when  he  can  no  more. 
Hail,  therrfore,  patroness  of  health  and 
And  contemplation,  heart-consoling  joys. 
And  harmless  pleasures,  in  the  throng*d  abode 
Of  multitudes  unknown ;  hail,  rural  life  I 
Address  himself  who  will  to  the  pursuit 
Of  honours  or  emolument,  or  lame ; 
I  shall  not  add  mjrself  to  such  a  diase, 
Tliwart  his  attempts,  or  envy  his  success. 
Some  must  be  great.     Great  offices  will  have 
Great  talents.     And  God  gives  to  eT*ry  man 
Hie  virtue,  temper,  understanding,  taste. 
That  lifts  him  into  life,  and  lets  him  fall 
Just  in  the  niche  he  was  ordain*d  to  fill. 
To  the  deliy'rer  of  an  injur'd  land 
He  gives  a  tongue  t*  enlarffe  upon,  a  heart 
To  fed,  and  courage  to  remiess  her  wrongs ; 
To  monarchs  dignity ;  to  judges  sense ; 
To  artists  ingenuity  and  skill ; 
To  me  an  unambitious  mind,  content 
In  the  low  vale  of  life,  that  early  felt 
A  wish  for  ease  and  leisure,  and  ere  long 
Found  here  that  leisure  and  that  ease  I  wish*d. 


Book  V. 
THE  WINTER-MORNING  WALK. 

Argument. 

A  frosty  morning.  The  foddering  of  cattle.  The 
woodman  and  his  dog.  The  poultry.  Whim- 
sical effects  of  frost  at  a  waterfall.  The  Em- 
press of  Russia's  palace  of  ice.  Amusements 
of  monarchs.  War,  one  of  them.  Wars,  whence; 
and  whence  monarchy.  The  evils  of  iL  £ng. 
lish  and  French  loyalty  contrasted.  The  Bastille, 
and  ^  prisoner  ther&  Liberty  the  chief  recom- 
mendation of  this  country.  Modem  patriotism 
questionable,  and  why.  The  perishable  nature 
of  the  best  human  institutions.  Spiritual  liberty 
not  perishable.  The  slavish  state  of  roan  by 
nature.  Deliver  him,  Deist,  if  you  can.  Grace 
must  do  it.  The  respective  merits  of  patriots 
and  martyrs  stated.  Their  different  treatment 
Happy  fi^edom  of  the  man  whom  grace  makes 
free.  His  relish  of  the  works  of  God.  Address 
to  the  Creator. 

*T  IS  morning ;  and  the  Sun,  with  ruddy  orb 
Ascending,  fires  th'  horizon ;  while  the  clouds, 
Tliat  crowd  away  before  the  driring  wind. 
More  ardent  as  the  disk  emerges  more. 
Resemble  most  some  dty  in  a  blaze. 
Seen  through  the  leafless  wood.     His  slanting  ray 
Slides  ineffectual  down  the  snowy  vale. 
And,  tinging  all  with  his  own  rosy  hue, 
From  ev'ry  herb  and  ev'ry  spiry  blade 
Stretches  a  length  of  sliadow  o*er  the  field. 
Mine,  spindling  into  longitude  immense, 
In  spite  of  gravity,  and  sage  remark 
That  I  myself  am  but  a  fleeting  shade. 
Provokes  me  to  a  smile.     With  eye  askance 
I  view  the  muscular  proportionM  limb 
TVansform*d  to  a  lean  shank.     The  shapeless  pair. 
As  they  design'd  to  mock  me,  at  my  side 
Take  step  for  step  ;  anil,  as  I  near  approach 
The  cottage,  walk  along  the  plastcr'd  wall, 
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irepost  roui  vgnt!  toe  icga  vmnout  ine  i 
Hie  verdure  of  the  plain  &•  boriod  deep 
Beneath  the  daitling  ddugc;  and  the 
And  cooner  graas,  upspcaring  o*cr  the  icsl. 
Of  late  unsightly  and  unseen,  now  siiiDe 
Conspicuous,  and  in  bright  appoid  ckd. 
And,  fledg*d  with- icy  fealhen,  nod  supciK 
The  cattle  mourn  in  comers,  where  the  fcnce 
Screens  them,  and  seem  half  petrified  to  deep 
In  unrecumbent  sadness.     There  tfacy  wait 
Tlidr  wonted  fodder ;  not  like  hung'riag  oai^ 
Fretful  if  unsupplied ;  but  silent,  meek. 
And  patient  of  the  slow-p«c*d  swnia's  dday. 
He  from  the  stack  carves  out  th*  accoataniM  lodt 
Deep  plunging,  and  again  deep  plunging  el^ 
His  broad  keen  knife  into  the  aolid  nu 
Smooth  as  a  wall  the  upright  remiiant 
With  such  undeviating  and  even  Ibece 
He  severs  it  away :  no  heed  lees  care. 
Lest  storms  should  overset  the  1— wm^ 
Dedduous,  or  it*s  own  unbalanc'd  weigfiL 
Forth  goes  the  woodman,  leavii^  uDooncen^d 
The  cheerful  haunts  of  man ;  to  widd  the  ai^ 
And  drive  the  wedge,  in  yonder  foicat  drear. 
From  mom  to  eve  his  solitary  task. 
Shaggy,  and  lean,  and  direwd,  with  pointed  cai^ 
And  tail  cropp*d  short,  half  lurcher  iad.  half  cw, 
His  dog  attends  him.     Close  behind  Ins  heel 
Now  creeps  he  slow ;  and  now,  with  many  a  fiiik 
Wide-acamp'ring,  snatches  up  the  drilled  snow 
With  iv*ry  teeth,  or  plows  it  with  faia  snoot ; 
Then  shakes  his  powder'd  coat,  and  baiks  fbr  joj. 
Heedless  of  all  his  pranks,  the  sturdy  cfauri 
Moves  right  toward  the  mark ;  nor  stops  fiir  aagfct 
But  now  and  then  with  pressure  of  his  thumb 
T*  adjust  the  fragrant  diarge  of  a  short  tube. 
That  fumes  bencaith  his  nose ;  the  tnuHng  doud 
Streams  far  behind  him,  scenting  all  the  air. 
Now  from  the  roost,  or  finom  the  ncighb*ring  psk» 
Where,  diligent  to  catch  the  first  faint  gleam 
Of  smiling  day,  they  gosaip'd  side  by  side. 
Come  trooping  at  the  housewife's  well-knowB  call 
The  feather*d  tribes  domestic     Half  on  wi^ 
And  half  on  foot,  they  brush  the  fleecy  flood. 
Conscious  and  fearful  of  too  deep  a  plunge. 
The  sparrows  peep,  and  quit  the  shelt'ring  cattes 
To  seize  the  lair  occasion  ;  wdl  they  eye 
The  sca^r*d  grain,  and  Uuevishly  resolv'd 
T'  escape  th*  impending  famine,  often  scar'd 
As  oft  return,  a  pert  voradous  kind. 
Clean  riddance  quickly  made,  one  only  care 
Remains  to  eadi,  the  search  of  sunny  nook. 
Or  shed  impervious  to  the  blast.     Resiga'd 
To  sad  necessity,  the  cock  forgoes 
His  wonted  strut ;  and,  wading  at  tfacir  bead 
With  weil.Gonsider*d  steps,  seems' to  resent 
His  alter*d  gait  and  statdiness  retrenched. 
How»  find  the  myriads,  that  in  summer  cheer 
Hie  hills  and  valleys  with  their  ceaseless  songs, 
Due  sustenance,  or  where  subsist  they  now  ?    [safe 
Earth  yields  them  nought ;  th'  imprison 'd  worm  n 
Beneath  the  frozen  dod  ;  all  seeds  of  herbs 
Lie  cover*d  close ;  and  berry-bearing  thorns. 
That  feed  the  thrush,  (whatever  some  suppose^) 
Afford  the  smaller  minstreb  no  supply. 
Tlie  long  protracted  rigour  of  the  year, 
'lliins  all  their  num*rous  flocks.  In  chinks  and  holes 
Ten  thousand  seek  an  unmolested  end. 
As  instinct  prompts ;  self-buried  ere  they  die. 
The  very  rooks  and  daws  forsake  the  fields. 
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Then  neidwr  grab*  oor  root,  nor  eartb-nnt,  now 

Lfpuys  their  labour  nuNnp ;  and  peidi'ci  aloft 

Ij  the  wayside,  or  stalking  in  tht  fiatii, 

jean  pensioners  upon  the  tra^'Uer's  track, 

^ck  up  their  nauseous  dole,  though  sweet  to  them, 

H  voided  pulse  or  half-digested  grain. 

lie  streams  are  lost  amid  the  splendid  blank, 

>*erwhelming  all  distinction.     On  die  flood, 

ndurated  and  fiz'd,  the  snowy  weight 

aes  undiasolT'd ;  while  silently  beneath, 

Lod  unperceiv'd,  the  current  steals  away. 

fot  so  where,  scornful  of  a  check,  it  leaps 

lie  mill-dam,  dashes  on  the  restless  wheel, 

Lnd  wantons  in  the  peUily  gulf  below : 

(o  frost  can  bind  it  there ;  it's  utmost  force 

'an  but  arrest  the  light  and  smoky  mist, 

lut  in  it's  fall  the  liquid  sheet  throws  wide. 

Lnd  see  where  it  has  hung  th'  embroider'd  banks 

nth  forma  so  Tarious,  that  no  pow'rs  of  art, 

lie  pencil  or  the  pen,  may  trace  the  scene ! 

lere  glitt*ring  turrets  rise,  upbearing  high 

Fantastic  mis-amngement  1)  on  the  roof 

«arge  growth  of  what  may  seem  the  sparkling  trees 

lnd  shrubs  of  fairy  land.     The  crystal  drops, 

liat  trickle  down  the  branches,  fast  congeal'd, 

hoot  into  pillars  of  pelludd  length, 

lnd  prop  the  pile,  they  but  adom*d  before. 

lere  grotto  within  grotto  safe  defies 

'he  sun-beam  ;  there,  emboss*d  and  fretted  wild, 

lie  growing  wonder  takes  a  thousand  shapes 

'apricious  in  which  fimcy  seeks  in  vain 

'he  likeness  of  some  object  seen  before. 

Iius  Nature  works  as  if  to  mock  at  Art, 

Lnd  in  defiance  of  her  rival  pow'rs ; 

ty  these  fortuitous  and  random  strokes 

'crforming  such  inimitable  feats, 

in  hhe  with  all  her  rules  can  never  reach. 

'ess  wortliy  of  applause,  though  more  admir'd, 

because  a  novel^,  the  work  dt  man, 

mperial  mistress  of  the  fur-dad  Russ, 

liy  most  magnificent  and  mighty  fireid:, 

lie  wonder  of  the  North.     No  forest  fell, 

V'hen  thou  would'st  build ;  no  quarry  sent  it's  stores 

'*  enrich  thy  walls :  but  thou  didst  hew  the  floods^ 

Lnd  make  thy  marble  of  the  glassy  wave. 

n  such  a  palace  Aristeus  found 

!yrene,  w^hen  he  bore  the  plaintive  tale 

H  hi&  lost  bees  to  her  maternal  ear : 

n  such  a  palace  Poetry  might  place 

l>e  armory  of  Winter ;  where  his  troops, 

l)e  gloomy  clouds,  find  weapons,  arrowy  sleet, 

ikin-pierdng  voUey,  blossom-bruising  hail, 

^nd  snow,  that  ofWn  blinds  the  trav'ller's  course, 

ind  wraps  him  in  an  unexpected  tomb. 

>ilently  as  a  dream  the  fabric  rose  ; 

vo  sound  of  hammer  or  of  saw  was  there : 

<^e  upon  ice,  the  well-ac^justed  parts 

'Vcre  soon  conjoin'd,  nor  other  cement  ask'd 

ilian  water  interfused  to  make  them  one. 

'Smps  gracefully  disposed,  and  of  all  hues, 

llurain'd  ev'ry  side :  a  vrat'ry  light 

JleamM  through  the  clear  transparency,  that  aecm'd 

\nofher  moon  new  ris'n,  or  meteor  faU'n 

*'rcnn  Heav'n  to  Earth,  of  lambent  flame  serene. 

w  stood  the  britde  prodigy  ;  though  smooth 

^tid  ftlipp'ry  the  materiah,  yet  fro8t4x)and 

['inn  as  a  rock.     Nor  wanted  aught  within, 

Hiat  royal  residence  might  well  befit, 

i' or  grandeur  or  for  use.     Long  wavy  wretffas 

^f  flow'rs,  that  Icar'd  no  enemy  but  wanDtfa» 


Blttsh'd on  tfaepanoels.     Minor  needed  none 

Where  all  was  vitreous ;  but  in  order  due 

Convivial  table  and  commodious  seat 

(What  seem*d  at  least  conunodious  seat)  were  there ; 

Sofa,  and  couch,  and  high-built  throne  august. 

The  same  lubricity  was  found  in  all. 

And  all  was  moist  to  the  vrarm  touch ;  a  scene 

Of  evanescent  glory,  once  a  stream. 

And  soon  to  slide  into  a  stream  again. 

Alas  !  *t  was  but  a  mortifying  strdke 

Of  undesign'd  severity,  that  glanc'd 

(Made  by  a  monarch)  on  her  own  estate, 

Of  human  grandeur  and  the  courts  of  kingk 

'T  was  transient  in  it's  nature,  as  in  show 

*  T  was  durable ;  as  worthless,  as  it  seem'd 

Intrinsically  precious ;  to  the  foot 

Treach'rous  and  false ;  i^smil'd,  and  it  was  cold. 

Great  princes  have  great  playthings.     Some  have 
play'd 
At  hewing  mountains  into  men,  and  .some 
At  building  human  wonders  mountain-high. 
Some  have  amus'd  the  dull,  sad  years  of  life, 
(Life  spent  in  indolence,  and  therefore  sad,) 
With  schemes  of  monumental  fame ;  and  sought 
By  pyramids  and  mausolean  pomp, 
Short-Uv'd  themselves,  t*  immortalise  their  bonc& 
Some  seek  diversion  in  the  tented  field. 
And  make  the  sorrovrs  of  mankind  their  sporL 
But  war 's  a  game,  which,  were  their  subjects  wise. 
Kings  would  not  play  at.     Nations  would  do  weUy 
T*  extort  their  truncheons  from  the  puny  hands 
Of  heroes,  whose  infirm  and  baby  minds 
Are  gratified  with  mischief;  and  who  spcnl. 
Because  men  suffer  it,  their  toy  the  World. 

When  Babel  was  confounded,  and  the  great 
Confed'racy  of  projectors  wild  and  vain 
W^as  split  into  diversity  of  tongues. 
Then,  as  a  shepherd  separates  his  flock, 
These  to  the  upland,  to  the  valley  those, 
God  drave  asunder,  and  assign'd  their  lot 
To  all  the  nations.     Ample  was  the  boon 
He  gave  them,  in  it's  distribution  fair 
And  equal ;  and  he  bade  them  dwell  in  peace. 
Peace  was  awhile  their  care:  they  plow'd  and 

sow'd. 
And  reap'd  their  plenty  without  grudge  or  strife. 
But  violence  can  never  longer  sleep 
Than  human  passions  please.     In  ev'ry  heart 
Are  sown  the  sparks  that  kindle  fiery  war ; 
Occasion  needs  but  fan  them,  and  they  blase. 
Cain  had  already  shed  a  brother's  blood : 
The  deluge  wash'd  it  out ;  but  left  unquench'd 
The  seeds  of  murder  in  the  breast  of  man. 
Soon  by  a  righteous  judgment  in  the  line 
Oi  nis  descending  progeny  was  found 
The  first  artificer  of  death ;  the  shrewd 
Contriver,  who  first  sweated  at  the  forge, 
And  forc'd  the  blunt  and  yet  unbloodied  steel 
To  a  keen  edge,  and  made  it  bright  for  war. 
Him,  Tubal  nam'd,  the  Vulcan  of  old  times, 
Hie  sword  and  falchion  their  inventor  claim  ; 
And  the  first  smith  was  the  first  murd'rer's  son. 
His  art  surviv'd  the  waters ;  and  ere  long. 
When  ntei  was  multiplied  and  spread  abroad 
In  tribes  and  dans,  and  had  b^gun  to  call 
These  meadows  and  that  range  of  hills  bis  own, 
The  tasted  sweets  of  property  begat 
Desire  of  more ;  and  industry  in  some, 
T  improve  and  cultivate  their  just  demesne, 
Made  othen  covet  what  they  saw  so  &ir. 
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Thos  war  began  on'  Earth  s  tliMe  foogbt  for  apoQ, 

And  thoae  in  self-defence.   '  Savage  at  Bnt 

The  onset,  and  irregular.     At  length 

One  eminent  above  the  rest  for  strength, 

For  stratagem,  or  courage,  or  for  all, 

Was  chosen  leader ;  him  they  senr'd  in  war, 

And  him  in  peace,  for  sake  of  warlike  deedi 

Rev'renc'd  no  lesa^  Who  could  with  him  compare? 

Or  who  so  worthy  to  control  themselves. 

As  he,  whose  prowess  had  subdu'd  their  foes? 

Thus  war,  affording  field  for  the  display 

Of  virtue,  made  one  chief,  whom  times  of  peaces 

Which  have  their  exigencies  too,  and  call 

For  skill  in  government,  at  length  made  king. 

King  was  a  name  too  proud  for  man  to  wear 

With  modesty  and  meekness ;  and  the  crown 

So  dazxling  in  their  eyes,  who  set  it  on, 

Was  sure  t'  intoxicate  the  brows  it  bound. 

It  is  the  abject  property  of  most, 

Ihat,  being  parcel  of  the  common  mass. 

And  destitute  of  means  to  ndse  themselves. 

They  sink,  and  settle  lower  than  they  need. 

They  know  not  what  it  is  to  feel  wiUiin 

A  comprehensive  faculty,  that  grasps 

Great  purposes  with  ease,  that  turns  and  wields. 

Almost  without  an  effort,  plans  too  vast 

For  their  conception,  which  they  cannot  move. 

Conscious  of  impotence  they  soon  grow  drunk 

With  gazing,  when  they  see  an  able  man 

Step  forth  to  notice ;  and,  besotted  thus, 

BuUd  him  a  pedestal,  and  say,  **  Stand  there. 

And  be  our  admiration  and  our  praise.'* 

They  roll  themselves  before  him  in  the  dust. 

Then  most  deserving  in  their  own  account. 

When  most  extravagant  in  his  applause, 

As  if  exalting  him  tliey  rais*d  themselves. 

Thus  by  degrees,  sdf^heated  of  their  sound 

And  sober  judgment,  that  he  is  but  man. 

They  demi-deify  and  fume  him  so, 

That  in  due  season  he  forgets  it  too. 

Inflated  and  astrut  with  self-conceit. 

He  gulps  the  windy  diet ;  and  ere  long. 

Adopting  their  mistake,  profoundly  thinks 

The  World  was  nude  in  vain,  if  not  for  him. 

Tlienceforth  they  are  his  cattle ;  drudges,  bom 

To  bear  his  burdens,  drawing  in  his  gears. 

And  sweating  in  his  service,  his  caprice 

Becomes  the  soul,  that  animates  them  all. 

He  deems  a  thousand,  or  ten  thousand  lives. 

Spent  in  the  purchase  of  renown  for  him. 

An  easy  reckoning ;  and  they  think  the  some. 

Thus  lungs  were  first  invented,  thus  kings 

Were  burnish*d  into  heroes,  and  became 

The  arbiters  of  this  terraqueoiis  swamp ; 

Storks  among  frogs,  that  have  but  croak*d  and  died. 

Strange,  that  such  folly,  as  lifts  bloated  man 

To  eminence  fit  only  for  a  god. 

Should  ever  drivel  out  of  human  lips, 

£v*n  in  the  cradled  weakness  of  the  World  ! 

Still  stranger  much,  that  when  at  length  mankind 

Had  rcach'd  the  anewy  firmness  of  tiieir  youth,  * 

And  could  discriminate  and  argue  well 

On  subjects  more  mysterious,  they  were  yet 

Babes  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  should  fear 

And  quake  before  the  gods  themselves  had  made ; 

But  above  measure  strange,  dut  neither  proof 

Of  sad  experience,  nor  ex^mople  set 

By  some,  whose  patriot  virtue  has  prevaird. 

Can  even  now,  when  they  arc  grown  mature 

In  wisdom,  and  with  philosophic  deeds 


cfiOa* 
to 


Familiar,  aarve  t' 

Such  dnpea  are  meo  to 

To  rev'renoe  what  ia 

A  course  of  long 

That  eves  servitude,  the 

Because  deliver*d  down  ftroai 

Is  kept  and  guaided  aa  a  aacre 

But  is  it  fit,  or  can  it  bear  the 

Of  rational  diacuasian,  that  a 

Compounded  and  made  up  like 

Of  elements  tumultuous  in  wfaom  lust 

And  folly  in  as  ample  measure  meel^ 

As  in  the  boaoma  of  the  alavca  he  mlo^ 

Should  be  a  despot  absolnte^  and  boaat 

Himself  the  only  freeman  of  Ilia  bud? 

Should,  when  he  pi  gases,  and  od 

Wage  war,  with  any  or  with  no 

Of  provocatioa  giv'n,  or  wrong  amtabi'd* 

And  force  the  beggarly  last  doit,  by 

That  his  own  humour  dictates,  fion  ilie 

Of  Poverty,  that  thus  he  may  procure 

Hb  thousands,  weary  of  penuiioos  Ufe^ 

A  splendid  opportunity  to  die  ? 

Say  ye^  who  (with  less  prudence  than  of  old 

Jotham  ascrib*d  to  his  assembled  treca 

In  politic  convention)  put  your  trast 

I*  th*  shadow  of  a  brsmble,  and  redin'd 

In  fimded  peace  beneath  his  dao^*voam 

Rejoice  in  him,  and  cdebnte  hia  swafy. 

Where  find  ye  pasave  fortitude?  Wbenoe 

Your  self-denying  nal,  that  holds  it  good, 

To  stroke  the  prickly  grievance^  and  to  haaig 

His  thorns  with  streamers  of  eontiBaal  peaase? 

We,  too.  are  friends  to  loyalty.     We  km 

Hie  king  who  loves  the  law,  r 

And  reigfis  content  within  them :  him  we 

Freely  and  with  ddi^it,  who  leavea  na  Aee; 

But  recollecting  still,  thst  he  is  man* 

We  trust  htm  not  too  frr.     King  tfaoogli  he  he. 

And  king  in  BUigland  too^  he  may  be 

And  vain  enough  to  be  amhitiowa  atiU  ; 

May  exerdae  amisa  his  proper  po«r*rs, 

Or  covet  more  than  freemen  chooac  to 

Bey<md  that  mark  is  treaaon.     He  is 

T*  administer,  to  guard,  t*  adorn  the 

But  not  to  warp  or  change  iL     We  are  faia» 

To  serve  him  nobly  in  the  common  cause* 

Thie  to  the  death,  but  not  to  be  his  stavea.. 

Mark  now  the  difihrence,  ye  that  boast  jonr  loae 

Of  kings,  between  your  loyalty  and  oora. 

We  love  the  man,  the  paltry  pageant  yoo  : 

We  the  chief  patron  of  the  commonweakl^ 

You  the  regardless  author  of  it*a  woes: 

We  for  the  sake  of  liberty  a  king, 

You  chains  and  bondage  for  a  tyrant's  ankcb 

Our  love  is  principle,  and  has  it's  root 

In  reason,  is  judicious,  manly,  free  ; 

Yours,  a  blind  instinct,  croodies  to  the  rod* 

And  licks  the  foot  that  tieads  it  in  the 

Were  kingship  as  true  treasure  as  it 

Sterling,  and  worthy  of  a  wiae  man*a 

I  #ould  not  be  a  king  to  be  belov*d 

Causeless,  and  danb'd  vrith  undbeem 

Where  love  is  mere  attachment  to  the  tlirasse^ 

Not  to  the  man  who  fills  it  as  he  onght. 

Whose  freedom  is  by  suff  *nncc^  and  aft  will 
Of  a  superior,  he  is  never  free. 
Who  liyes,  anid  »  not  weaiy  of  a  Hie 
£xpo8*d  to  manacles,  deserves  them  welL 
The  state  that  strivca  fat  liberty,  thovgh  lba*d, 
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nd  farcW  to  abftndon  what  she  bravely  lought, 
escrvc^  at  least  a|>plauae  for  her  attempt, 
nd  |>ity  for  her  loss.     But  tint  *s  a  cause 
ot  ol^cn  unsuccessful :  pow'r  usurp*d, 
weakness  when  oppos'd ;  conscious  of  wroog, 
!*  is  pusillanimous  and  prone  to  fligliL 
ut  slavcsy  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thought 
f  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 
II  that  the  contest  calls  for;  spirit,  strength, 
be  scorn  of  danger,  and  united  hearts ; 
lie  suf«>t  presage  of  the  good  they  sedc. 

Then  shaime  to  manhood,  and  opprobrious  more 
'o  Finance  than  all  her  losses  and  defers, 
M  or  of  later  date,  by  sea  or  land, 
ler  house  of  bondage^  worse  dian  that  of  old 
IHiicfa  God  aveng'd  on  I%araoh^the  Bastilles 
>  horrid  tow'n,  th*  abode  of  broken  hearts ; 
re  dungeons  and  ye  cages  of  despair, 
luU  monarchs  hare  supplied  from  age  to  age 
Vith  muuc,  such  as  suits  their  sov'rdgn  ean^ 
Phc  sighs  and  groans  of  miserable  men  ! 
rbere  's  not  an  English  heart,  that  would  not  leap, 
?o  bear  that  ye  were  falKn  at  last ;  to  know 
rhat  er*n  our  enemies,  so  oft  employ*d 
n  forging  chains  for  us,  themselves  were  flee, 
^or  he,  who  values  Liberty,  con6nes 
rlis  leal  for  her  predominance  within 
*io  narrow  bounds;  her  cause  engages  him 
tVherever  pleaded.     *T  is  the  cause  of  man. 
rhere  dwell  the  most  foridhi  of  human-kind, 
Lmmur'd,  though  unaccus'd,  condemn'd  untried, 
[Cruelly  spar'd,  and  hopeless  of  escape. 
rhere,  like  the  visionary  emblem  seen 
By  him  of  Babylon,  life  stands  a  stumpy 
\nd,  6Uetted  about  witli  hoops  of  bran. 
Still  lives,  though  aU  his  pleasant  boughs  are  gone. 
Fo  count  the  hour-bell  and  expect  no  change ; 
A.nd  erer,  as  the  sullen  sound  b  heard. 
Still  to  reiSect,  that,  though  a  joyless  note 
To  him,  whose  moments  aU  latve  one  dull  pace^ 
Ten  thousand  rovers  in  the  World  at  large 
Accooht  it  music ;  that  it  summons  some 
To  theatre,  or  jocund  feast,  or  ball : 
The  wearied  hireling  finds  it  a  release 
From  labour;  and  the  lover,  who  has  chid 
It*s  long  delay,  feels  ev*ry  welcome  stroke 
Upon  liis  heart-strings,  trembling  witli  delight— 
To  fly  for  refuge  from  distracting  thought 
To  such  smusements,  as  ingenious  woe 
Contrives,  hard-shifting,  and  without  her  tools  — 
To  read  engraven  on  the  mouldy  walls. 
In  staggering  tjrpes,  his  predecessor's  tale, 
A  sad  memorial,  and  subjoin  his  own  — 
To  turn  purveyor  to  an  overgorg'd 
And  bloated  spider,  till  the  pamper*d  pest 
Is  made  fiuniliar,  watches  his  approach. 
Comes  at  his  call,  and  serves  him  for  a  fliend— 
To  wear  out  time  in  numb*ring  to  and  fro 
The  studs,  that  thick  emboss  his  iron  door ; 
Then  downward  and  then  upward,  then  aslant. 
And  then  alternate ;  with  a  sickly  hope 
By  dint  of  change  to  give  his  tasteless  task 
Some  relish :  till  the  sum,  exactly  found 
In  all  directions,  he  begins  again.  — 
Oh  comfortlcaa  existence !  hemm'd  around 
With  woes,  whidi  wlio  that  auflfers  would  not  knad 
And  beg  for  exile,  or  the  pangs  of  death  ? 
lliat  man  should  thus  enaoach  on  fellow-man, 
Abridge  him  of  his  jutt  and  native  rights, 


Eradicate  hun,  tear  Mm  ftmn  Ma  hold 
Upon  th*  endeannents  of  domcatic  life 
And  sodal,  nip  Ms  firuitfulneas  and  uae^ 
And  doom  Mm  for  perhaps  a  heedlcn 
To  barrenness,  and  solitude,  and  tsaiiy 
Moves  indignation,  makes  the  name  of  king 
(Of  kins  wliom  such  prerogative  can  please) 
As  dreadful  as  the  Manichean  god, 
Ador*d  through  fear,  strong  only  to  destroy. 

*T  is  liberty  alone,  that  gives  the  ilow'r 
Of  fleeting  life  it's  lustre  and  perfume ; 
And  we  are  weeds  without  It.     All  comtraint. 
Except  what  wisdom  lays  on  evil  men. 
Is  evU:  hurts  the  feculties,  impedes 
Their  progress  in  the  road  of  sdenoe;  blin& 
The  eyesight  of  Diaoov'ry ;  and  bcget% 
In  those  £at  suflTer  It,  a  sordid  mind. 
Bestial,  a  meagre  intellect,  unfit 
To  be  the  tenant  of  man's  noble  form. 
Tliee  therefore  still,  blameworthy  as  thou  art, 
With  all  thy  loss  of  empire,  and  though  squees'4 
By  public  exigence,  till  annual  food 
Fails  for  the  craving  hunger  of  the  state. 
Thee  I  account  still  happy,  and  the  cMef 
Among  tlie  nations,  seeing  thou  art  free. 
My  native  nook  of  earth !     Thy  clime  is  rude. 
Replete  with  vapoun,  and  disposes  mudi 
All  hearts  to  sadncsa,  and  none  more  than  mine : 
Thine  unadult'rate  manners  are  less  soft 
And  phuxsible  than  social  life  requires, 
And  thou  haat  need  of  dlsdpline  and  art, 
To  give  thee  what  politer  Fhtnce  recdves 
From  nature's  bounty  ^that  humane  address 
And  sweetness,  without  which  no  pleasure  is 
In  converse,  either  starv'd  by  cold  reserve^ 
Or  flush'd  with  fierce  dispute,  a  senseless  brawL 
Yet  bang  free  I  love  thae :  for  the  sske 
Of  that  one  feature  can  be  well  content, 
Disgrsc'd  as  thou  hast  been,  poor  as  thou  ar^ 
To  seek  no  sublunary  rest  beside. 
But  once  ensbv'd,  fiuewell !     I  could  endure 
Chains  no-where  patiently ;  and  chains  at  home. 
Where  I  am  ftee  by  Mrthright,  not  at  alL 
Then  what  were  left  of  roughness  in  the  gnun 
Of  British  natures,  wanting  it's  excuse 
lluit  it  bdongs  to  fteemen,  would  disgust 
And  thotk  me.     I  should  then  with  douUe  pain 
Fed  dl  the  rigour  of  thy  fickle  clime ; 
And,  if  I  must  bewdl  the  blesdng  lost. 
For  which  our  Hampdens  and  our  Sidneys  bledy 
I  would  at  least  bewdl  it  under  skies 
Milder,  among  a  people  less  austere  ; 
In  scenes,  which  haring  never  known  me  ftec^ 
Would  not  reproach  me  with  the  loss  I  felt. 
Do  I  forbode  impossible  events, 
And  tremble  at  vdn  dreams  ?  Hcav'n  grant  I  aaay ! 
But  th*  age  of  virtuous  politics  is  past. 
And  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cold  pretence. 
Patriots  are  grown  too  shrewd  to  be  sincere. 
And  we  too  wise  to  trust  them.     He  that  takes 
Deep  in  Ms  soft  credulity  the  stamp 
Design'd  by  loud  deddmers  on  the  part 
Of  hberty,  themselves  the  slaves  of  lust. 
Incurs  derision  for  his  easy  feith. 
And  lack  of  knowledge,  and  with  cause  enough  s 
For  when  was  public  virtue  to  be  found. 
Where  private  was  not?  Can  he  love  the  wlide^ 
Who  loves  no  part  ?  He  be  a  nation's  friend, 
MTho  is  in  truth  the  friend  of  no  man  there? 
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Can  be  be  stmrabiis  in  his  eoanfry's  ^nue, 
"Who  sli^its  the  chtriaes,  for  wbose  dear  nke 
That  country,  if  «t  all,  muflt  be  beUiv'd  ? 

'T  is  therefore  sober  and  good  men  are  sad 
For  England's  glory,  seeing  it  wax  pale 
And  sickly,  wbUe  her  champions  wear  their  hearts 
So  loose  to  pritate  duty,  that  no  brain. 
Healthful  and  undisturb'd  by  fiictious  ftimes, 
Can  dream  them  trusty  to  the  gen'ral  weal. 
Such  were  they  not  of  old,  whose  temper'd  blades 
Dispers'd  the  shackles  of  usurp'd  control. 
And  hew'd  them  link  from  link ;  then  Albion's  sons 
Were  sous  indeed ;  they  felt  a  filial  heart 
Beat  high  within  them  at  a  mother's  wrongs ; 
And,  shining  eadi  in  his  domesdc  sphere, 
Shone  brighter  still,  once  call'd  to  public  view. 
'T  is  therefore  many,  whose  sequester'd  lot 
Forbids  their  interference,  looknig  on. 
Anticipate  perforce  some  dire  event ; 
And,  seeing  the  old  castle  of  the  state, 
ThtA  promis'd  once  more  finnness,  so  ossail'd, 
That  all  it's  tempest-beaten  turrets  shake, 
Stand  motionless  expectants  of  it's  falL 
All  has  it's  date  below  ;  the  fatal  hour 
Was  register'd  in  Heav'n  ere  time  began 
We  turn  to  dust,  and  all  our  mightiest  works 
Die  too :  the  deep  foundations  that  we  lay. 
Time  plows  them  up,  and  not  a  trace  remains. 
We  build  with  what  we  deem  et^nal  rock : 
A  distant  age  asks  where  the  fabric  stood ; 
And  in  the  dust,  sified  and  search'd  in  Tain, 
The  undiscoverable  secret  sleeps. 

But  there  is  yet  a  liberty  unsung 
By  poets,  and  by  senators  unprais'd, 
Which  monarcha  cannot  grant,  nor  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  Earth  and  Hell  confederate  take  awav : 
A  liberty,  which  persecution,  fraud. 
Oppression,  prisons,  have  no  pow'r  to  bind ; 
Which  whoso  tastes  can  be  enslav'd  no  more. 
'T  is  liberty  of  heart  deriv'd  from  Heav'n, 
Bought  with  HIS  blood,  who  gave  it  to  mankind. 
And  seal'd  with  the  same  token.     It  is  held 
By  charter,  and  that  charter  sanction  *d  sure 
By  th'  unimpeachable  and  awefiil  oath 
And  promise  of  a  God.     His  other  gifb 
All  bear  the  royal  stamp,  that  speaks  ^em  his. 
And  are  august ;  but  diis  transcends  them  alL 
His  other  works,  the  visible  display 
Of  all-creating  energy  and  might, 
Are  grand  no  doubt,  and  wortliy  of  the  word, 
That,  finding  an  interminable  space 
Unoccupied,  has  fiU'd  the  void  so  well. 
And  made  so  sparkling  what  was  dark  before. 
But  these  are  not  his  glory.     Man,  *t  is  true, 
Smit  with  the  beauty  of  so  fair  a  scene. 
Might  well  suppose  th*  artificer  divine 
Meant  it  eternal,  had  he  not  himself 
Pironounc'd  it  transient,  glorious  as  it  is, 
And,  still  designing  a  more  glorious  far, 
Doom'd  it  as  insufficient  for  his  praise. 
These,  therefore,  are  occasional,  and  pass ; 
Form*d  for  the  confutation  of  the  fool, 
Whose  lying  heart  disputes  against  a  God ; 
That  office  serv'd,  they  must  be  swept  away. 
Kot  so  the  labours  of  his  love :  they  shine 
In  other  heav'ns  than  these  that  we  behold, 
And  fade  not     There  is  Paradise  that  fears 
No  forfeiture,  and  of  it's  fruits  he  sends 
Large  prelibation  oft  to  saints  below. 
Of  these  the  first  in  order,  and  the  pledge. 


And  confident  atininliice  of  diK 
Is  liberty;  a  fiigfat  into  las anna^ 
Ere  yet  mortality's  fine  tlueaiia  give 
A  dear  eac^>e  from  tyranniaiiig  Imty 
And  fuH  immuni^  fitim  penal  woe. 

Chains  are  the  portion  of  revolted 
Stripes,  and  a  dungeon  ;  and  his  body 
The  triple  purpose.     In  that  sickly,  Ibnly 
Opprobrious  residence  be  finds  tfaeoi  alL 
Prepense  hb  heart  to  idols,  he  is  held 
In  filly  dotage  on  created  tfnngs 
Careless  of  then-  Creator.     And  that  low 
And  sordid  gravitation  of  his  paw'n 
To  a  vile  clod  so  draws  htm,  with  snch  feeoe 
Resistless  from  the  centre  he  sfacmld 
That  he  at  last  forgets  it.     All 
Tend  downward  ;  fab  ambitioa  is  to  dnk. 
To  reach  a  depth  prafbunder  still,  and  alili 
Profounder,  in  the  fatfaomlesB  whym 
Of  folly,  plunging  in  pursuit  of 
But  ere  he  gain  the  comfortless 
He  seeks,  and  acquiescence  of  his  soul 
In  Heav'n-renoundng  exile,  he  endures •— 
Wliat  does  he  not,  from  lusts  0|ifios*d  in  vaiB, 
And  self-reproaching  conscienoe  ?   He  fiaicses 
The  fatal  issue  to  hb  health,  fame,  peace, 
Fortune,  and  dignity ;  the  loss  of  all, 
Hiat  can  ennoble  man,  and  make  fiail  life, 
Short  as  it  is,  supportable.     Still  worsen 
Far  worse  tfaian  all  the  plagues,  with  whsch  has  sb 
Infect  his  happiest  moments,  he  forebodes 
Ages  of  hopeless  mb'ry.     Future  death. 
And  death  still  future.     Not  a  hasty  sCn^e, 
Like  that  which  sends  him  to  the  dusty  grvt ; 
But  unrepealable  enduring  death. 
Scripture  is  still  a  trumpet  to  his  fean : 
What  none  can  prove  a  forg'iy  may  be  true ; 
What  none  but  bad  moi  wish  exploded  musL 
That  scruple  checks  him.     Riot  is  not  loud 
Nor  drunk  enough  to  drown  it.      In  the  wa^ 
Of  laughter  hb  compunctions  are  sincere ; 
And  he  abhors  the  jest,  by  which  he  ^ncs. 
Remorse  begets  refomn.     Hb  niaster4usi 
FaUs  first  before  his  resolute  rebuke. 
And  seems  dethron'd  and  vanquished.   PeuKfW^ 
But  spurious  and  short-liv'd  ;  the  puny  rinkl 
Of  self-«ongratulating  Pride,  b^oc 
On  fancied  Innocence.     Again  he  falls, 
And  fights  again ;  but  finds  his  best  essay 
A  presage  ominous,  portending  still 
It's  own  dishonour  by  a  worse  relapse. 
Till  Nature,  unavailing  Nature,  foQ'd 
So  ofl,  and  wearied  in  the  vain  attempt, 
Scofils  at  her  own  performance.     Reason  now 
Takes  part  with  appetite,  and  pleads  the  cause 
Perversely,  which  of  late  she  so  condemned ; 
With  shallow  shifts  and  old  devices,  worn 
And  tatter'd  in  the  service  of  debauch, 
Cov'ringhis  shame  from  hb  oflTended  sight 

"  HjUh  God,  indeed,  giv'n  appetites  to  man, 
And  stor'd  the  Earth  so  plenteously  with  means 
To  gratify  the  hunger  of  hb  wish  ; 
And  doth  he  reprobate,  and  will  he  damn 
The  use  of  his  own  bounty  ?  making  first 
So  frail  a  kind,  and  then  enacting  laws 
So  strict,  that  less  than  perfect  must  despair? 
Falsehood !  which  whoso  but  suspects  of  tralfa 
Dishonours  God,  and  makes  a  slave  of  maa. 
Do  they  themselves,  who  undertake  for  hire 
The  teacher's  office,  and  di^iense  at  large 
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heir  weekly  dole  of  ediiyhig  Mndns, 
tteml  to  their  own  miuic  ?  htwe  they  hath 
I  whet  with  luch  tolemoity  of  tone 
nd  gesture  they  propound  to  our  belief? 
ay  — conduct  haih  the  loudest  tongue.    Hie  Toioe 
I  but  an  instrument,  on  which  the  priest 
Uy  play  what  tune  he  pleases.     In  the  deed» 
he  unequivocal,  authentic  deed, 
fe  find  sound  argument,  we  read  the  heart.'* 
Such  reas*nings  (if  that  name  must  needs  belong 
^  excuses  in  which  reason  has  no  part) 
nre  to  compose  a  qiirit  weiUindin'dy 

0  live  on  terms  of  amity  with  vice, 

nd  sin  without  disturbance.     Often  urg'd, 
U  often  as  libidinous  discourse 
xhaustcd,  he  resorts  to  solemn  themes 
f  theological  and  grsTe  import,) 
bey  gain  at  last  his  unreserr'd  assent ; 
Ul,  harden*d  his  heart's  temper  in  the  forge 
f  lust,  and  on  the  anvil  of  despair, 
[etJights  the  strokes  of  conscience.  Nothing  moves, 
r  nothing  much,  his  constancy  in  ill ; 
sin  tamp'ring  has  but  foster'd  his  disease ; 
r  M  desp'rate,  and  he  sleeps  the  sleep  of  death. 
(sste  now,  philosopher,  and  set  him  firee. 
hsnn  the  deaf  serpent  wisely.     Make  him  bear 
f  rectitude  and  fitness,  moral  truth 
(ow  lorely,  and  the  moral  sense  bow  sure, 
onsulted  and  obey'd,  to  guide  lus  steps 
Erectly  to  the  naar  and  only  rAia. 
pare  not  in  such  a  cause.     Spend  all  the  pow'rs 
f  rant  and  rhiqisody  in  virtue's  praise : 
c  most  sublimely  good,  verbosely  grand, 
nd  with  poetic  trsppings  grace  tiby  prose^ 
ill  it  outmantle  all  the  pride  of  verse.  — 
h,  tinkling  cymbal,  and  high-sounding  brass» 
mitten  in  vain !  sudi  music  cannot  charm 
he  eclipse,  that  intercepts  truth's  heav'nly  beam, 
nd  chills  and  darkens  a  wide-wand*ring  souL 
be  STILL  SMALL  VOICE  is  Wanted.    He  must  speak, 
rbose  word  leaps  forth  at  once  to  it's  effect ; 
Hio  calls  for  things  that  are  not,  and  they  come. 
Grace  makes  the  slave  a  freeman.  *T isachange, 
hat  turns  to  ridicule  the  turgid  speech 
nd  stately  tone  of  moralists,  who  boast^ 
s  if,  like  him  of  fiUnilous  renown, 
hey  had,  indeed,  ability  to  smooth 
he  §hag  of  savage  nature,  and  were  each 
n  Orpheus,  and  omnipotent  in  song : 
ut  transformation  of  apostate  man 
rom  fool  to  wise,  from  earthly  to  divine, 
i  work  for  Him  that  made  him.     He  alone, 
nd  he  by  means  in  philosophic  eyes 
rivtal  and  worthy  of  disdain,  achieves 
he  wonder ;  humanising  what  is  brute 

1  the  lost  kind,  extracting  from  the  lips 

f  asps  their  venom,  overpow'ring  strength 
y  weakness,  and  hostility  by  love. 
Fstriots  have  toil'd,  and  in  their  country's  cause 
led  nobly ;  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deserve, 
ecetve  proud  recompense.     We  give  in  charge 
heir  ruunes  to  the  sweet  lyre.     '&*  historic  Muse, 
roud  of  the  treasure,  irurches  with  it  down 
0  latest  times ;  and  Sculpture,  in  her  turn, 
ives  bond  in  stone  and  ever-during  brass 
o  guard  thcna,  and  t*  immortalise  her  trust: 
ut  fiurer  wreaths  are  due,  though  never  paid, 
o  thoae,  ifho,  posted  at  the  shrine  of  Truth, 
lave  fall'n  in  her  defence.     A  patriot's  blood» 
/^ell  spent  in  such  a  strife,  any  earn  indeed, 


And  for  a  tinui  ensure,  to  Us  lov*d  land 

Tlie  sweets  of  liberty  and  equal  laws ; 

But  martyrs  struggle  for  a  brighter  prise. 

And  win  it  with  more  pain.     Their  Uood  is  abed 

In  confirmation  of  the  noblest  claim. 

Our  claim  to  feed  upon  immortal  truth. 

To  walk  with  God,  to  be  divinely  frec^ 

To  soar,  and  to  anticipate  the  skies. 

Yet  few  remember  them.     They  liv'd  unknown, 

nil  Persecution  dragg'd  them  into  fame, 

And  chas'd  them  up  to  Heav'n.     Then'  ashes  flew 

—  No  marble  tells  us  whither.     With  their  names 

No  bard  embalms  and  sanctifies  his  song : 

And  History,  so  warm  on  meaner  themes, 

Is  cold  on  this.     She  execrates,  indeed. 

The  tyranny,  that  doom'd  them  to  the  fire^ 

But  gives  the  glorious  sufi"rers  little  praise. 

He  is  the  fireeman,  whom  the  truth  makes  finee. 
And  all  are  slaves  beside.     There  's  not  a  chain. 
That  hellish  foes,  confed'rate  for  his  harm. 
Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  casts  it  oB^ 
With  as  much  ease  as  Samson  his  green  withes. 
He  looks  abroad  into  the  varied  fi^d 
Of  nature,  and  though  poor,  perhapi^  oompar'd 
With  those  whose  mansions  gUtter  in  his  sight, 
CaUs  the  delightfiil  scen'ry  all  his  own. 
His  are  the  mountains,  and  the  valleys  his, 
And  the  resplendent  rivers.     His  t'  eiyoy 
With  a  propriety  that  none  can  feel. 
But  who,  with  filial  confidence  inspir'd. 
Can  ^ft  to  Heaven  an  unpresumptuous  eye, 
And  smiling  say — **  My  fitther  made  than  all !" 
Are  they  not  his  by  a  peculiar  right. 
And  by  an  emphasis  of  int'rest  hn. 
Whose  eye  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy. 
Whose  heart  with  praise,  and  whose  exalted  mind 
With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  love 
Iliat  plann'd,  and  built,  and  still  upholds,  a  world 
So  cloth  *d  with  beauty  for  rebellious  man  ? 
Yes — ye  may  fill  your  garments,  ye  that  reap 
The  loaded  soil,  and  ye  may  waste  much  good 
In  senseless  riot ;  but  ye  ^1  not  find 
In  feast,  or  in  the  chase,  in  song  or  dance, 
A  liberty  like  his,  wIms  unimpeach'd 
Of  usurpation,  and  to  no  man's  wrong. 
Appropriates  nature  as  his  Father's  work. 
And  has  a  richer  use  of  yours  than  you. 
He  is  indeed  a  freeman.     FVee  by  birth 
Of  no  mean  aty ;  plann'd  or  ere  the  hills 
Were  built,  the  fountains  open'd,  or  the  sea 
With  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 
His  freedom  is  the  same  in  ev'ry  state ; 
And  no  ocmdition  of  this  changeful  life^ 
So  manifold  in  cares,  whose  ev'ry  day 
Brings  it's  own  eril  with  it,  makes  it  less  : 
For  he  has  wings,  that  neither  sickness,  pain. 
Nor  penury,  can  cripple  or  confine. 
No  nook  so  iuvtow  but  he  q>reods  them  there 
With  ease,  and  is  at  large.     Tli*  oppressor  holda 
His  body  bound;  but  knows  not  what  a  range 
His  spirit  takes  unconscious  of  a  chain ; 
And  that  to  bind  him  is  a  vain  attempt. 
Whom  God  delights  in,  and  in  whom  he  dwells. 

Acquaint  thyself  with  God,  if  thou  would'st  taste 
His  works.     Admitted  once  to  his  embrace, 
Tliou  shalt  perceive  that  thou  wast  blind  before : 
lliine  eye  shall  be  instructed,  and  thine  heart 
Made  pore  shall  relish  with  dirine  delight 
'Till  then  unfelt,  what  hands  divine  have  wrought. 
Brutes  bsm  the  MMintain  top,  with  faces  nrone^ 
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And  cyct  intent  upon  the  mnty  ii«b 

It  jidds  tfacm ;  or^  Kcumbent  on  it's  broWy 

RiunuMte  heedlcM  of  the  scene  outspread 

Beneath,  beyond,  and  stretching  far  away 

From,  inland  nffiooM  to  the  distant  main. 

Man  views  it,  and  admires ;  hut  rests  content 

With  what  he  views.     The  landscape  has  his  praise^ 

But  not  it's  author.     Unconcem'd  who  form'd 

Hie  Btfadise  he  sees,  he  finds  it  such, 

And,  such  well  pleas'd  to  find  it,  asks  no  more. 

Not  so  the  mind,  that  has  been  touch'd  from  Hear'n, 

And  in  the  school  of  sacred  wisdom  taught, 

To  read  hb  wonders,  in  whose  thought  the  Worid^ 

Fair  as  it  is,  existed  ere  it  was. 

Not  Ibr  it's  own  salce  merely,  but  for  his 

Much  nxNTC^  who  fiMhion'd  it,  he  gives  it  praise  ; 

Phuse  that  from  Earth  resulting,  as  it  ought. 

To  Earth's  acknowledg'd  sovereign  finds  at  oooe 

It's  only  just  proprietor  in  Him. 

The  soul  diat  sees  him  or  receives  sublim'd 

New  fiMulties,  or  learns  at  least  t'  employ 

More  worthily  the  pow*rs  she  own'd  before^ 

Disoems  in  aU  things  what,  with  stupid  gate 

Of  ignorance,  till  then  die  overlook 'd, 

A  ray  of  heavenly  light,  gilding  all  forms 

Terrestrial  in  the  vast  and  the  minute ; 

The  unambiguous  footsteps  of  die  God,  . 

Who  gives  it's  lustre  to  an  insect's  wing. 

And  wheds  his  throne  upon  die  rolling  worids. 

Much  conversant  with  Heav'n,  she  often  holds 

With  those  iair  ministers  of  lij^  to  man, 

Hiat  fill  the  skies  nighdy  with  silent  pomp. 

Sweet  conference.     Inquires  what  strains  vrere  they 

With  which  Heav'n  rang,  when  ev'iy  star  in  bufee 

To  gratulate  the  new-created  Earth, 

Sent  forth  a  voices  and  all  the  sons  of  God 

Shouted  for  joy.  — *'  Tell  me,  ye  shining  hosts^ 

Tliat  navigate  a  sea  that  knows  no  storms^ 

Beneath  a  vault  unsullied  with  a  cloud. 

If  from  your  devation,  whence  ye  view 

Disdncdy  scenes  invis&le  to  man. 

And  systems,  of  whose  birth  no  tidings  yet 

Have  reach'd  thb  nether  world,  ye  spy  a  race 

Favour'd  as  ours ;  transgressors  from  the  womb. 

And  hasdng  to  a  grave,  yet  doom'd  to  rise. 

And  to  possess  a  brighter  Heav'n  than  youn? 

As  one,  who»  long  £tain'd  on  foreign  shores, 

Fluits  to  return,  and  when  he  sees  afar 

His  country's  weatfaer-bleach'd  and  batter'd  rocks, 

From  the  green  wave  emeiging,  darts  an  eye 

Radiant  with  joy  towards  the  happy  land ; 

So  I  with  animated  hopes  behold. 

And  many  an  aching  widi,  your  beamy  fires, 

That  show  like  beacons  in  the  blue  abyss, 

Orddn'd  to  guide  th'  embodied  spirit  home 

From  toilsome  life  to  never-ending  rest. 

Love  kindles  as  I  gaze.     I  feel  desires. 

That  give  assurance  of  their  own  success. 

And  tliat,  infiis*d  from  Heav'n,  must  thither  tend." 

So  reads  he  nature,  vrfaom  the  lamp  of  truth 
Illuminates.     Hiy  lamp,  mysterious  Word  J 
Which  whoso  sees  no  longer  wanders  lost. 
With  intellects  bemas'd  in  endless  doubt, 
But  runs  the  road  of  wisdom,     "niou  lunt  built 
With  means,  that  were  not  tiU  by  thee  employ'd, 
WorUs,  that  had  never  been  hadst  thou  in  stiengtfi 
Been  less,  or  less  benevolent  than  strong. 
Hi^  are  thy  witnesses,  who  speak  thy  pow^ 
And  goodness  infinite,  but  speak  in  ens. 
Hut hearnot,  or  reodre not tfadr report. 


In  vain  thy 

Till  thou  prodaim  diyad£ 
A  teaching  voice ;  but  *t  is  the  pnim  of 
Hiat  whom  it  teaches  it  makes  pmon^  to  kns, 
And  with  the  boon  gives  talents  far  k*%mt. 
Till  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 
Possess  the  heart,  and  ftblcs  frlae  as  Hdl ; 
Yet  deem'd  oracular,  hire  down  to  desdi 
The  uninfoim'd  and  heedless  souls  of  nn. 
We  give  to  chance,  blind  chance,  ooischcitfhfat 
The  glory  of  thy  woriL ;  vrfaich  yet  sppssn 
Perfect  and  unimpeadnhleof  Uame, 
Cballenguig  human  semtiny,  and  prav*d 
Hien  skilful  most  vrfaen  most  se«cidyja4c'i 
But  chance  is  not ;  or  is  not  vrliefe  ihoi 
Thy  providence  fioriiids  that  ftckk  pov> 
(If  pow'r  die  be,  that  wQvka  bat  to  east 
To  mix  her  wild  vagarica  vrith  thy  lavs. 
Tet  thus  we  dote,  nsf  udng  while  we  csa 
Instruction,  and  inventing  to  ouisdiei 
Gods  such  as  guilt  makes  wdoome;  go^te^ 
Or  disregard  our  follies,  or  diaiBt 
Amus'd  spectators  of  tlii«  busding  st^gb 
Thee  we  reject,  unable  to  abide 
Hiy  purity,  till  pure  as  thou  art  pore, 
Made  such  by  thee,  we  love  thee  for  that  obb, 
For  which  we  shunn'd  and  hated  thee  bdac 
Then  we  are  five.     Then  liberty,  like  ds^, 
Breaks  on  the  soul,  and  bj  a  flMfa  from  Hasr'i 
Fires  all  the  ftculties  vritfa  clarions  joy. 
A  voice  is  heard,  that  nMVtd  can  hear  odt, 
Till  thou  iHst  touch'd  them ;  't  is  the  vdee  ofa^^ 
A  knid  Hosanna  sent  ttaai  dl  thy  works: 
Which  he  that  hears  it  with  a  diout  rcpcrt% 
And  adds  hb  rapture  to  the  gen'id  pniak 
In  that  blest  moment  Nature^  throwing  viii 
Her  veil  opaque,  disdooes  wiAk  a  aank 
The  author  of  her  beanties»  vrlio^  retn'd 
Bdiind  his  own  creation. 
By  the  impure,  and  bean  his  pow*r 
Thou  ait  the  source  and  centi«  of  all 
Tlieur  only  point  of  rest,  ctevnd  Word! 
FVom  thee  departing  they  are  lost,  and  i««e 
At  random  without  honour,  hope,  or  peace. 
fVom  thee  is  all,  that  soothes  the  life  of  n^ 
His  high  endeavour,  and  h»  glad  sooctsii 
Hb  strength  to  sufikr,  and  hb  vrill  tois^ 
But  O  thou  bounteous  giver  of  aO  good, 
Hiou  art  of  all  thy  gifb  thyself  the  crovni! 

Give  what  thou  canst,  without  thee  we  «e  p0« 
And  with  thee  rich,  take  what  thou  w3i  sesi . 


Book  VI. 
THB  WINTER  WALK  AT  KOOX. 

ArgumenL 

BeUs  at  a  distance.  Their  cflcct.  Aineiw*' 
wmter.  A  sheltered  walk.  Mediwioo  btf 
than  books.  Our  familiarity  widi  dip  c«^  '* 
nature  makes  it  iqppear  less  wondeifbi  thn  e  ^ 
The  trsnsfbnnation  that  Spring  cAcu  is  »  ^f^ 
bery  described.  A  mistake  coneerniiigtfapo*^ 
of  nature  corrected.  God  maintaiitt  it  I7  ' 
unremitted  act.  The  amusements  fi»la^>^' 
thb  hour  of  the  day  reproved.  Aninsb  Nf*- 
a  ddightfiil  dgfaL  Ofi^  of  cruder  to  tf^ 
Hiat  it  b  a  great  crnie  proved  fhao  Scxip<<^ 
Hut  proof  ilhMlntod  bgratdCi    Aliv 
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between  the  lawful  tml  unlawful  destruction  of 
them.  Tlieir  good  and  useful  properties  insastcd 
on.  Apology  for  the  encomiums  bestowed  by 
iJic  author  on  animals.  Instances  of  man*s  es- 
tniragmnt  praise  of  man.  The  groans  of  tlie 
crvation  stall  have  an  end.  A  view  taken  of  the 
restoration  of  all  things.  An  invocation  and  an 
inviiatioii  of  Him,  who  diall  bring  it  to  pass. 
Tl)e  retired  man  vindicated  from  the  chaigc  of 
uaelcssness.     Conclusion. 

Htaa  is  in  souls  a  sympathy  witli  sounds, 

.nd  as  tlie  mind  is  pitch*d  tlie  car  is  pleas*d 

rith  meltins  airs  or  martial,  brisk  or  grave ; 

omc  diord  m  unison  with  wliat  wc  hear 

i  touch*d  within  us,  and  tlie  heart  replies. 

low  v)ii  the  music  of  tlmse  village  bells, 

ailing  at  internals  upon  tlie  ear 

n  cadence  sweet,  now  dying  all  away, 

low  pealing  loud  again,  and  louder  still, 

li'ar  and  sonorous,  as  the  gale  comes  on ! 

i'itli  easy  force  it  opens  all  tlie  cells 

irlKTe  >Iem*ry  slept.     Wherever  I  have  heaid 

I  kindred  melody,  the  scene  recun, 

tnd  with  it  all  it*s  pleasures  and  it*s  pains. 

uch  comprehensive  views  the  spirit  takes^ 

liat  in  a  few  slwrt  moments  I  retrace 

As  in  a  map  tlie  voyager  his  course) 

lie  windings  of  my  way  through  many  yean, 

hort  as  in  retrospect  the  journey  seems, 

t  seem*d  not  always  short ;  the  rugged  path, 

tnd  prospect  ofl  so  dreary  and  forlorn, 

Iov*d  many  a  sigh  at  it*s  disbeart*ning  length. 

'tft  feeling  present  evils,  while  the  past 

'aintly  impress  the  mind,  or  not  at  all, 

low  rvodily  we  wisli  time  spent  revok*d, 

lut  we  miglit  try  the  ground  again,  where  once 

Tlirougli  inexperience,  as  wc  now  perceive) 

Vc  niissM  tliat  liappiness  we  might  Imve  found  ! 

ome  friend  is  gone,  perhaps  his  son*s  best  friend, 

i  fatlwr,  whose  authority,  in  show  , 

Vhen  moa  severe,  and  must*ring  all  it's  forcc^ 

V*as  but  the  graver  countenance  of  love ; 

(^Ime  favour,  like  the  clouds  of  Spring,  n&ight  loir'r, 

lod  utttfr  now  and  then  an  aweful  voice, 

lut  Imd  a  blessing  in  it*s  darkest  frown, 

lirvat*ningat  once  and  nourishing  tlie  planL 

Ve  lov*d,  but  not  enough,  the  gentle  hand, 

liat  rvar*d  us.     At  a  thoughtless  age,  allur'd 

ly  ev*ry  gilded  folly,  we  rvnouoc*d 

lis  sbelt*ring  side,  and  wilfully  forewent 

liat  converw,  which  we  now  in  vain  regret. 

low  gladly  would  tlie  man  rvcall  to  life 

*bc  boy*s  neglected  sire !  a  mother  too, 

liat  9otijer  friend,  perliaps  more  gladly  still, 

light  he  demand  Uiem  at  the  gates  of  death. 

brrow  has,  since  tliey  went,  bubdu'd  and  tam*d 

lie  playful  humour ;  lie  could  now  endure. 

Himself  grown  sober  in  the  vale  of  tears,) 

kod  feel  a  parent's  presence  no  restraint. 

)ut  not  to  understand  a  treasure's  wortli. 

Till  time  has  stolen  away  the  slighted  good, 

s  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  feel, 

ind  makes  |lie  world  the  wilderness  it  is. 

rhs  few  tliat  prey  at  all  prey  oft  amiss, 

ind,  seeking  grace  t*  improve  tlie  prise  tliey  hold, 

Vould  urge  a  wiier  suit  tlian  asking  more. 

The  night  was  Winter  in  liis  roughest  mood ; 
fhe  morning  sliarp  and  dear.     But  now  at  noon 
Jpoo  iha  Mutbcrn  side  of  iba  slant  hiUiy 


And  where  the  woods  fence  off  the  nofthern  bhMty 
Hie  season  smiles,  resigning  all  it's  nge. 
And  Ins  the  warmth  of  May.     The  vault  is  blue 
Witliout  a  cloud,  and  white  without  a  speck 
The  danling  splendour  of  the  scene  below. 
Again  the  Iwrmony  comes  o^er  the  vale; 
And  throucli  the  trees  I  view  th*  embattled  tam*r. 
Whence  all  the  music.     I  again  perceive 
The  soothing  influence  of  the  wafted  stnins^ 
And  settle  in  soft  musings  as  I  tread 
The  walk,  still  verdant,  under  oaks  and  elms, 
^Vhose  outspread  brancbes  over-arch  the  glade. 
The  roof,  tliough  moveable  through  all  it's  length 
As  tlie  wind  sways  it,  has  yet  well  suffic'd. 
And,  intercepting  in  their  silent  fiill 
The  frequent  flakes,  has  kept  a  path  for  me. 
No  noise  is  liere,  or  none  tliat  hinders  thou^L 
Hie  red-breast  warbles  still,  but  is  content 
With  slender  notes,  and  more  tlmn  half  suppress'd  t 
lleas'd  with  his  solitude,  and  flitting  light 
From  sprey  to  sprey,  where'er  he  rests  he  shakes 
From  many  a  twig  tlie  pendant  drops  of  ice, 
Tliat  tinkle  in  the  wtther'd  leaves  below. 
Stillness,  accompanied  with  sounds  so  soft. 
Charms  more  Omn  silence.     Meditation  here 
May  think  down  hours  to  moments.     Here  the  heart 
May  give  a  useful  lesson  to  the  head. 
And  Learning  wiser  grow  without  his  books. 
Knowledge  and  Wisdom,  far  from  being  one. 
Have  oft-times  no  connectioo.     Knowledge  dwdk 
In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men ; 
Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 
Knowledge,  a  nide  unprofitable  mass. 
The  mere  materials  with  whidi  Wisdom  builds, 
Till  smooth'd,  and  squar'd,  and  fitted  to  it's  phne. 
Does  but  encumber  whom  it  seems  t'  enrich. 
Knowledge  is  proud  that  he  has  leam'd  so  mudi ; 
Wisdom  is  huinble  that  he  knows  no  moec. 
Books  are  not  sddom  talismans  and  spell% 
By  which  the  magic  art  of  shrewder  wits 
Holds  an  unthinking  multitude  enthrall'd. 
Some  to  the  fasdnation  of  a  name 
Surrender  judgment  hood-wink'd.     Some  the  style 
Infatuates,  and  through  labyrinths  and  wilds 
Of  errour  leads  them,  by  a  tune  entrmnc'd. 
While  sloth  seduces  moee,  too  weak  to  bear 
The  insupportable  fatigue  of  thought ; 
And  swallowing  thercfi>re  witliout  pause  ot  choiee 
The  total  grist  unsifted,  husks  and  all* 
But  trees  and  rivulets,  whose  r^iid  coune 
Defies  the  check  of  Winter,  haunts  of  deer. 
And  shee|>-walks  populous  with  bleating  lamb% 
And  lanes,  in  which  the  primrose  ere  her  time  [rool^ 
Peeps  through  the  mam,  that  clothes  the  hawtfaon 
Deceive  no  student.     Wisdom  there,  and  trotl^ 
Not  shy,  as  in  the  world,  and  to  be  won 
By  slow  solidtation,  sdse  at  once 
The  roving  thought^  and  fix  it  on  themselves. 
What  prodigies  can  pow'r  divine  perfoim 
More  grand  tluui  it  produces  year  by  year. 
And  all  in  sight  of  inattentive  man  ? 
Familiar  with  the  effect  we  slight  the  causey 
And  in  tlie  constancy  of  nature's  course. 
And  regular  return  of  genial  montlis. 
And  renovation  of  a  (aaed  world, 
See  nought  to  wonder  at.     Should  God  againy 
As  once  in  Gibeon,  interrupt  the  race 
Of  the  undcviating  and  punctual  sun. 
How  would  the  world  admire  !  but  vpttkM  it  Um 
An  agency  divine^  to  make  him  know 
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His  iponwnt  when  to  sink  snd  wlm  to  rivi 

Age  after  age,  than  to  arrest  his  coune? 

Ail  we  behold  is  minicle ;  but,  seen 

So  duly,  all  is  miracle  in  vain. 

Where  now  the  rital  energy,  that  mor'd, 

While  Sununer  was,  the  pure  and  subtle  lymph 

Through  th'  imperceptible  meand*ring  veins 

Of  lei^  and  flow'r  ?     It  sleeps ;  and  th*  icy  toudi 

Of  unprolific  Winter  has  impress'd 

A  cold  stagnation  on  th*  intestine  tide. 

But  let  the  months  go  round,  a  few  short  months, 

And  all  shall  be  restorM.     These  naked  shoots, 

Barren  as  lances,  among  which  the  wind  . 

Makes  wintry  music,  sighing  as  it  goes. 

Shall  put  their  grac^ul  foliage  on  again. 

And  more  aspiring,  and  with  ampler  ^read,    [lost 

Shall  boast  new  charms,  and  more  than  they  have 

Then  each,  in  it's  peculiar  honours  clad. 

Shall  publish  even  to  the  distant  eye 

It*s  family  and  tribe.     Laburnum,  rich 

In  streaming  gold ;  syringa,  iv*ry  pure ; 

The  scentless  and  the  scented  rose ;  this  red, 

And  of  an  humbler  growth,  the  other  *  tall. 

And  throwing  up  into  the  darkest  gloom 

Of  neighb*ring  cypress,  or  more  siii>le  yew. 

Her  silver  globes,  light  as  the  foamy  surf. 

That  the  wind  severs  from  the  broken  wave ; 

Use  lilac,  various  in  array,  now  white, 

Now  sanguine,  and  her  boiuteous  head  now  set 

With  purple  spikes  pyramidal,  as  if 

Studious  of  ornament,  yet  unresolv'd 

Which  hue  she  most  approv'd,  she  chose  them  all ; 

€opious  of  flow*rs  the  woodbine,  pale  and  wan. 

But  vrell  compensating  her  sickly  looks 

With  never-cloying  odours,  early  and  late ; 

Hypericum,  all  bloom,  so  thick  a  swarm 

Of  flow'rs,  like  flies  clothing  her  slender  rods, 

That  scarce  a  leaf  appears ;  mezereon,  too, 

Though  leafless,  well  attir'd,  and  tfiick  beset 

With  blushing  wreaths,  investing  ev*ry  spray ; 

Althaea  with  the  purple  eye ;  the  broom 

Yellow  and  bright,  as  bullion  unalloy'd. 

Her  blossoms ;  and  luxuriant  above  all 

The  jasmine,  throwing  wide  her  elegant  sweets, 

The  deep  daric  green  of  whose  un  varnish  *d  leaf 

Makes  more  con^icuous,  and  illumines  more 

The  bright  profusion  of  her  scatter*d  stars.  — 

Iliese  have  been,  and  these  shall  be  in  their  day ; 

And  all  this  uniform  uncolour*d  scene 

Shall  be  dismantled  of  it*s  fleecy  load. 

And  flush  into  variety  again. 

Prom  dearth  to  plenty,  and  from  death  to  life. 

Is  Nature's  progress  when  she  lectures  man 

In  heav*nly  truth ;  evincing  as  she  makes 

Tlie  grand  transition,  that  there  lives  and  works 

A  soul  in  all  things,  and  that  soul  is  God. 

The  beauties  of  the  wilderness  are  his, 

Hiat  makes  so  gay  the  solitary  place. 

Where  no  eye  sees  them.     And  the  fiurer  forms, 

That  cultivation  glories  in,  are  his. 

He  sets  the  bright  procession  on  it's  way. 

And  marshals  all  the  order  of  the  year ; 

He  marks  the  bounds,  whidi  Winter  may  not  pass, 

And  blunts  his  pointed  fury ;  in  it's  case. 

Russet  and  rude,  folds  up  the  tender  germ, 

Uninjur'd,  with  inimitable  art ; 

And  ere  one  flow'ry  season  iadies  and  dies, 

Designs  the  blooming  wonders  of  the  next 

*  Hie  Gtielder-nwa. 


a  God 
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Some  my,  that  in  the  origin  oT 
Whoi  all  creation  started  into  Urtfiy 
The  in&nt  elements  receiv*d  a  law. 
From  which  they  swerve  not  once. 
Of  that  controlling  ordtnance  they 
And  need  not  hb  immediate  band, 
Presciib'd  their  couise,  to  re^nlaie  it 
Thus  dream  they,  and  oontriTe  to 
Th*  incurobruice  of  his  own 
The  great  Artiflcer  of  all  that 
The  stress  of  a  continual  act,  the  pain 
Of  unremitted  vigilance  and  case. 
As  too  laborious  and  severe  a  task 
So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  afiraid,  H 
To  span  omnipotence,  and 
That  knows  no  measure^  I7  the 
And  standard  of  his  own,  that  is 
And  is  nut  ere  to-morrow's  sun  go  down. 
But  how  should  matter  occupy  a  cJiaige, 
Dull  as  it  is,  and  satisfy  a  law 
So  vast  in  it's  demands,  unless  impdi'd 
To  ceaseless  service  by  a  ccasriess  fiatce. 
And  under  pressure  of  some  ooofKsons  eaase? 
The  Lord  of  all,  himself  through  ail  diflas*4 
Sustains,  and  is  the  life  of  all  that  lives. 
Nature  is  but  a  name  lor  an  etiect. 
Whose  cause  is  God.     He  ftcds  tba 
By  which  the  mighty  process  is 
Who  sleeps  not,  is  not  weary  ;  in 
Sow-drcling  ages  are  as  timnsieiit  di^s ; 
Whose  work  is  vrithout  labour  ;  wbosc 
No  flaw  deforms,  no  difficulty  thwaits 
And  whose  benefieenee  no  charge 
Him  blind  antiquity  prolan'd,  not 
With  self-taught  rites,  and  under 
Female  and  male,  Pnooona,  Pales,  t^Ba, 
And  Flora,  and  Vertumnus ;  proplhsg  EsiA 
With  tutelary  goddesses  and  gods. 
That  were  not ;  and  commending  as  cbey  woafti 
To  each  some  province,  garden,  fMd,  or  grci««. 
But  all  are  under  one.     One  spirit  —  H^ 
Who  vpore  the  platted  thorns  with  bleedii^ 
Rules  universal  nature.     Not  a  flowV 
But  shows  some  touch,  in  iredcl^ 
Of  his  unrivall'd  pencil.     He  inspires 
Their  balmy  odours,  and  imparts  their 
And  bathes  their  eyes  with 
In  grains  as  countless  as  the 
The  forms,  with  which  he  sprinkles  all  tbe  Esnk 
Happy  who  walks  widi  him  !  whom  vrfaai  he  iadi 
Of  flavour  or  of  scent  in  fruit  or  flowV, 
Or  what  he  views  of  beautiful  or  grand 
In  nature,  from  the  broad  mijestic  oak 
To  the  green  blade,  that  twinkles  in  dse  sun. 
Prompts  with  remembrance  of  a  prcsrat  God 
His  presence,  who  made  all  so  fair,  peiicii'd 
Makes  all  still  fairer.     As  with  him  no 
Is  dreary,  so  vritfa  him  all  seasons  plcawi* 
Though  winter  had  been  none,  had  man 
And  Earth  be  punish'd  for  it's 
Yet  not  in  vengeance ;  as  -this  smiling  sky. 
So  soon  succeeding  such  an  angry  nigli^ 
And  these  dissolring  snows,  and  thb 
Recov'ring  fast  it's  liquid  music,  pravtu 

Who  then,  that  has  a  mind  wdl  strung  and  iBa'4 
To  contemplation,  and  within  his  reach 
A  scene  so  friendly  to  his  fav'rite  task. 
Would  waste  attention  at  the  chequer*d  board. 
His  host  of  wooden  warriors  to  andfio 
Marching  and  coumermaichiiig,  wilfa  an  eft 
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Ls  liz*d  as  UMrUe,  with  a  ferdMad  ridg*d 

Lnd  fvnow*dioto  stomtSy  and  with  a  hand 

Vembling,  as  if  eternity  were  bung 

n  balance  on  his  conduct  of  a  pin  ? 

for  envies  he  aught  more  tiieir  idle  spor^ 

Vho  pant  with  application  miaapplied 

:*o  trivial  toys,  and,  pushing  i?*Ty  balls 

Lcroaa  a  veWet  level,  feel  a  joj 

Lkin  to  rapture,  when  the  bauble  finds 

t*s  de&tin*d  goal,  of  difficult  access. 

Jor  deems  he  wiser  liim,  who  gives  his  noon 

?o  >Iis8,  the  mercer's  plague,  from  shop  to  sIk^ 

Vaad*ring  and  UttMng  with  unfolded  ^Iks 

lie  polish*d  counter,  and  approving  none, 

h-  promising  with  smiles  to  call  again. 

for  him,  w£>  by  his  vanity  seduc'd, 

Ind  sooth'd  into  a  dream  that  he  discerns 

lie  difference  of  a  Guido  fiom  ^  daub, 

frequents  the  crowded  auction :  station'd  tiiere 

Ls  duly  as  the  Langford  of  the  show, 

Vith  glass  at  eye,  and  catalogue  in  hand, 

k.nd  tongue  accomplish'd  in  the  fulsome  cant 

i  nd  pedantry,  that  coxcombs  learn  with  ease ; 

>ft  mm  the  price-deciding  hammer  falls, 

le  notes  it  in  his  book,  then  raps  his  box, 

»wears  't  is  a  bargain,  rails  at  tus  hard  fate, 

That  he  has  let  it  pass  —  but  never  bids. 

Here  unmolested,  through  whatever  sign 
rfae  Sun  proceeds,  I  wander.     Neither  mist, 
for  freeaing  sky  nor  sultry,  checking  me, 
for  stranger  intermeddling  with  my  joy. 
lr*n  in  the  spring  and  play-time  of  the  year, 
rhat  calls  th*  unwonted  villager  abroad 
V^ith  all  her  little  ones,  a  sportive  train. 
To  gather  kingcups  in  the  yellow  mead, 
Vnd  prink  their  hsir  with  daisies,  or  to  pick 
k  cheap  but  wholesome  sailed  from  the  brook, 
Pbese  shades  are  all  my  own.     The  tim'rous  hare, 
3rown  so  familiar  with  her  frequent  guest. 
Scarce  shuns  me ;  and  the  stockdove  unalann*d 
Nt«  cooing  in  the  pine-tree,  nor  suspends 
ilis  long  love-ditty  for  my  near  approach. 
Drawn  from  his  refuge  in  some  lonely  elm, 
riiat  age  or  injury  has  hoUow'd  deep, 
A'here,  on  his  bed  of  wool  and  matted  leaves^ 
tic  has  outslept  the  Winter,  ventures  forth, 
Vo  fri»k  awhile,  and  bask  in  the  wann  sun. 
Hie  squirrel,  flippant,  pert,  and  full  of  play : 
Fie  &CCS  me,  and  at  once,  swift  as  a  bird,       [brush, 
t^scends  the  neighb'ring  beech;  there  whidcs  his 
(\nd  perks  his  ears,  and  stamps,  and  cries  aloud. 
With  all  the  prettincss  of  feign *d  alarm, 
\nd  anger  insignificantly  fierce. 

The  heart  is  hard  in  nature,  and  unfit 
Tor  human  fellowship,  as  being  void 
Of  sympathy,  and  therefore  dead  alike 
To  love  and  friendship  both,  that  is  not  picas'd 
With  sight  of  animals  enjoying  life. 
Nor  feels  their  happiness  augment  his  own. 
Ilie  bounding  fawn,  that  darts  acrou  the  glade 
When  none  pursues,  through  mere  delight  of  heart, 
Aod  spirits  buoyant  with  excess  of  glee ; 
The  horse  as  wanton,  and  almost  as  fleet, 
'lliat  skims  the  spacious  meadow  at  full  speed, 
'ihen  stops,  and  snorts,  and,  throwing  high  his  heels, 
Starts  to  the  voluntary  race  again  ; 
The  very  kine,  that  gambol  at  high  no(m. 
The  total  herd  receiving  first  from  one, 
'that  leads  the  dance,  a  summons  to  be  gay, 
'Iliough  wild  their  strange  vagaries,  and  uncouth 


Their  efiorta,  yet  resolv'd  with  one  eonscoi. 
To  give  such  act  and  utt'rance  aa  they  may 
To  ecstacy,  too  big  to  be  suppreas'd  •— 
Tliese,  and  a  thousand  images  of  bliss. 
With  which  kind  Nature  graces  cv'ry  scene, 
Where  cruel  man  defeats  not  her  deiigo. 
Impart  to  the  benevolent,  who  wudi 
All  that  are  capable  of  pleasure  pleas'd^ 
A  far  superior  hap|»ness  to  theirs, 
Hie  comfort  of  a  reasonable  joy. 

Man  scarce  had  ris'n,  obedient  to  hia  call, 
Who  form*d  him  from  the  dust,  his  future  gmvc^ 
When  he  was  crown'd  aa  never  king  was  since. 
God  set  the  diadem  upon  his  head. 
And  angel  choirs  attended.     Wond*ring  stood 
The  new-made  monarch,  while  before  him  paaa'd, 
All  happy,  and  all  perfect  in  their  kind. 
The  creatures,  summon*d  from  their  various  haimt^ 
To  see  their  sov*reign,  and  confess  his  sway. 
Vast  was  his  empire,  absolute  his  pow*r. 
Or  bounded  only  by  a  law,  whose  force 
*T  vas  his  sublimest  privilege  to  feel 
And  own,  the  law  of  universal  love. 
He  rurd  with  meekness,  they  obey*d  with  joy  ; 
No  cruel  purpose  luric'd  within  his  heart, 
And  no  distrust  of  his  intent  in  thnrs. 
So  Eden  was  a  scene  .of  harmless  sport. 
Where  kindness  on  his  part,  who  rul'd  the  wliolc^ 
Begat  a  tranquil  confidence  in  all. 
And  fear  as  yet  was  not,  nor  cause  for  fear. 
But  sin  marr*d  all ;  and  the  revolt  of  man, 
Hiat  source  of  evils  not  exhausted  yet. 
Was  punish'd  with  revolt  of  his  from  him. 
Garden  of  God,  how  terrible  the  cliange 
Thy  groves  and  lawns  then  viritness'd  !  Ev*ry  licait. 
Each  animal,  of  ev'ry  name,  concciv'd 
A  jealousy  and  an  instinctive  fear, 
And,  conscious  of  some  danger,  eitlier  fled 
Precipitate  the  loath'd  abode  of  man, 
Or  growl'd  defiance  in  such  angry  sort. 
As  taught  liim  too  to  tremble  in  liis  turn- 
Thus  harmony  and  family  accord 
Were  driv*n  from  Paradise  ;  and  in  that  hour 
The  seeds  of  cruelty,  that  since  Iiave  swell 'd 
To  such  gigantic  and  enormous  growtii. 
Were  sown  in  human  nature's  fhiitful  soil. 
Hence  date  the  persecution  and  tlie  pain, 
'Xliat  man  inflicts  on  all  inferior  kinds. 
Regardless  of  their  plaints     To  make  him  sport. 
To  gratify  the  phrenxy  of  his  wrath. 
Or  his  base  gluttony,  are  causes  good 
And  just  in  his  account,  why  bird  and  beast 
Should  suffer  torture,  and  the  streams  be  dyed 
With  blood  of  their  inhabitants  impal'd. 
Earth  groans  beneath  the  burden  of  a  war 
Wag*d  with  defenceless  innocence,  while  he. 
Not  satisfied  to  prey  on  all  around. 
Adds  tenfold  bitterness  of  death  by  pangs 
Needless,  and  first  torments  ere  he  devours. 
Now  happiest  they,  that  occupy  the  scenes 
The  most  remote  from  his  abhorr'd  resort. 
Whom  once,  as  delegate  of  Gtxl  on  Earth, 
Hiey  fear*d,  and  as  his  perfect  image  lov'd. 
The  wilderness  is  theirs,  with  all  it's  raves. 
It's  hollow  glens,  it's  thickets,  and  it's  plains, 
Unrisited  by  man.     Ttiere  they  are  free. 
And  howl  and  roar  as  likes  them,  uncontrolled  ; 
Nor  ask  his  leave  to  slumber  or  to  play. 

I  Woe  to  the  tyrant,  if  he  dare  intrude 
Within  the  oonfiMi  of  their  wild  doinaiii: 
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The  lion  tielli  hiiii— **  I  am  monsreh  hen'*— 
And,  if  he  flpuv  him,  spues  him  on  the  tomi 
Of  royml  mercy,  and  thiougfa  gen'rous  soom. 
To  rend  a  Tictim  trembling  at  his  foot. 
In  measure^  as  bj  force  of  instinct  dimwn. 
Or  by  necessity  oonstrain'd,  they  lite 
Dependent  upon  man ;  thoae  in  his  lidds, 
These  at  his  crib,  and  some  beneath  his  roof. 
They  prove  too  often  at  how  dear  a  rate 
He  sells  protection.  ^Witness  at  his  fool 
The  spaniel,  dying  for  some  fcnial  fault 
Under  dissection  of  the  knotted  scourge ; 
Witness  the  patient  oi,  with  stripes  boA  yells 
DriT*n  to  the  slaughter,  goaded,  as  he  runs, 
To  madness ;  whik  the  samge  at  his  heeb 
Laughs  at  the  frantic  suflTrer's  fury,  spent 
Upon  the  guiltless  passenger  o'erthrown. 
Me  too  is  witness,  noblest  of  the  tnin 
Tliat  wait  on  man,  the  flight-performing  hone ; 
With  unsuspecting  readiness  he  takes 
His  murd*rer  on  his  back,  and,  push*d  all  day 
With  bleeding  sides  and  flanks,  that  heave  for  lifc^ 
To  the  far  distant  goal,  arrives  and  dies. 
So  little  mercy  shows  who  needs  so  much ! 
Does  law,  so  jealous  in  the  cause  of  man. 
Denounce  no  doom  on  the  delinquent  ?  None. 
He  lives,  and  o*er  his  brimming  beaker  boasts  . 
(As  if  barbarity  were  high  desert) 
Th*  inglorious  feat,  and  clamorous  in  praise 
Of  the  poor  brute,  seems  wisely  to  suppose 
The  honours  of  his  matchless  horse  his  own. 
But  many  a  crime,  deem'd  innocent  on  flarth^ 
Is  register*d  in  Heav'n ;  and  these  no  doubt 
Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  annez'd. 
Man  may  dismiss  compassion  fWim  his  heart, 
But  God  will  never.     When  he  cfaarg'd  the  Jew 
T*  assist  his  foe*s  down-failen  beast  to  rise ; 
And  when  the  bush^ezploring  boy,  that  seis*d 
The  young,  to  let  the  parent  bird  go  hee  i 
Prov*d  he  not  plainly,  that  his  meaner  works 
Are  yet  his  care,  and  have  an  int'rest  all. 
All,  in  the  universal  Father's  love  ? 
On  Noah,  and  in  him  on  all  mankind. 
The  charter  was  conferr'd,  by  which  vre  hold 
The  flesh  of  animals  in  fee,  and  claim 
0*er  all  we  feed  on  pow'r  of  life  and  death. 
But  read  the  instrument,  and  mark  it  well : 
Th*  oppression  of  a  tyrannous  control 
Can  find  no  warrant  there.     Feed  then,  and  yield 
Thanks  for  thy  food.     Carnivorous,  through  sin, 
Feed  on  the  slain,  but  spare  the  living  brute ! 

The  Governor  of  all,  himself  to  all 
So  bountiful,  in  whose  attentive  ear 
The  unfledg'd  nven,  and  the  lion*s  wbclp. 
Plead  not  in  vain  for  pity  on  the  pangs 
Of  hunger  unassuag'd,  has  interpos*d. 
Not  seldom,  his  avenging  arm,  to  smite 
Th*  injurious  trsmplcr  upon  Nature's  law, 
That  claims  forbearance  even  for  a  brute. 
He  hates  the  liardneM  of  a  Balaam's  heart ; 
And,  prophet  as  he  was,  he  might  not  strike 
Tlie  blameless  animal,  without  rebuke, 
On  which  he  rode.     Her  opportune  offence 
Sav'd  him,  or  th*  unrelenting  seer  had  died. 
He  sees  that  human  equity  b  slack 
Tu  interfere,  though  in  so  just  a  cause : 
And^makes  the  task  his  own.     Inspiring  dumb 
And  helpless  victims  with  a  sense  so  keen 
Of  rnj'ry,  with  such  knowledge  of  their  strength, 
And  such  sagacity  to  take  revenge, 


I  That  oft  the  beait  bn  laanM  to  JHdlge 
An  andent,  not  a  kgendaiy  tak^ 
By  one  of  sound  intclligefioe  rda 
(If  such  who  plead  for  IVovidcnoe 
In  moderp  eyes,)  rhall  make  the  ~ 

Where  Engtand,  stretch'd 
Narrow  and  iong,  o*eriooks  the 
Dwelt  young  Misagatfans  ;  a  ac 
Of  God  and  goodness,  atheist  in 
Vicious  in  act,  in  temper 
He  journey'd ;  and  hb  cfaanoe  waa 
To  join  a  trav'Uer,  of  fkr  diiftraBt 
Evander,  fian*d  for  pic^,  fbr 
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nng  honour,  but  for 
Fame  had  not  left  the  venerable 
A  stranger  to  the  manuera  of  toe 
VThose  face^  too,  was  &milbr  to  hb 
Their  way  was  on  the  margin  of  the  laod^ 
O'er  the  green  summit  of  the  racksg 
Beats  back  the  roaring  surgc^  acarce 
The  chari^,  that  warm'd  hb  besnt. 
At  sight  of  the  man-monster.     Wiib 
Gentle,  and  aflbble,  and  full  of  grare^ 
As  fearful  of  offending  vrhom  be  vrbfaM 
Much  to  persuade,  he  plied  hb  ear  witli 
Not  hanhly  tfaunder'd  forth,  or  rudciy 
But,  like  hb  purpose,  gracious,  kind, 
•'  And  dost  thou  dream,*'  th'  hn; 
Exclaim'd,  «  that  me  the  luUabies  of  age. 
And  fimtasies  of  dotards  sodi  as  thoo. 
Can  cheat,  or  move  a  moment's  fear  m  me  ? 
Mark  now  the  proof  I  give  thec^  thai  the  fame 
Need  no  such  aids,  as  superstition  lends. 
To  steel  their  hearts  against  die  dread  of 
He  spoke,  and  to  the  precipice  at  hand 
Pliah'd  with  a  madman*s  fbry.     Fancj 
And  the  blood  thrilb  and  curdles,  aft  die 
Of  such  a  gulf  as  he  design'd  hb  pnvft, 
But,  though  the  felon  on  hb  back  conid 
The  dreadful  leap,  more  rational,  fab 
Declin*d  the  death,  and  wheding  swilBy 
Or  e'er  hb  hoof  had  press*d  the  cmnibl^g 
Baffled  hb  rider,  sav*d  against  hb  wilL 
Tlie  phrensy  of  the  brain  may  be 
By  med*cine  well  applied,  but  without 
The  heart's  insanity  admits  no  cure. 
Enrag'd  the  more,  by  what  might  have 
Hb  horrible  intent,  again  he  sought 
Destruction,  vrith  a  seal  to  be  destroyed. 
With  sounding  whip^  and  roweb  dyed  in  bloo^ 
But  still  in  vain.     Ifae  Fkovidence,  thai 
A  longer  date  to  the  fin*  nobler  beast, 
Spar'd  yet  again  th*  ignoble  for  his  sakeu 
And  now,  his  prowess  prov'd,  and  hb  an 
Incurable  obduracy  evinc'd, 
Hb  rage  grew  cool ;  and  pleas'd,  perfaapa,  f 
So  cheaply  the  renown  of  that  attempt. 
With  looks  of  some  complacence  he  resuoi'd 
His  road,  deriding  much  the  blank  aaaaxe 
Of vgood  Evander,  still  where  he  was  left 
Fuc'd  motionlcas,  and  petrified  with  drend. 
So  on  they  far'd.     Discourse  on  other  themes 
Ensuing  seem*d  t*  obliterate  the  past ; 
And  tamer  &r  for  so  much  fury  shown, 
(As  b  the  course  of  rash  and  fiery  men,} 
The  rude  companion  smil'd,  as  if  trattsft>m*d. 
But 't  was  a  transient  calm.     A  storm 
An  unsuq>ected  storm.     His  hour  was 
The  impious  challenger  of  Pow'r  divine       £ 
Was  now  to  learn,  that  Heav'n,  though 
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with  impumty  ddicd. 
bone,  as  bs  bad  cmnicfat  Us  mailer's  mood, 
nortin^  and  startiiig  into  sudden  rage, 
Tnbidden,  and  not  now  to  be  controll'd, 
Lush*d  to  tbe  cliff,  and,  having  reach'd  it,  stood. 
Lt  once  tbe  shock  unseated  him :  he  6ew 
hccr*d  o*er  tbe  craggj  barrier ;  and  immers'd 
>e«p  in  the  flood,  found,  when  be  sought  it  not. 
Tic  death  be  had  deserv'd,  and  died  alone, 
o  God  wrought  double  justice ;  made  the  fool 
lie  Tictim  of  his  own  tremendous  choice, 
>  nd  taught  a  brute  the  way  to  safe  revenge. 

I  would  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends     [sense, 
TlKNigb  grsc'd  with  polish'd  manners  and  fine 
''et  wanting  sensibility)  the  man, 
V1k>  necdlnsly  sets  foot  upon  a  worm. 
Ln  inadvcttcnt  step  may  crush  the  snail, 
Isat  crawls  at  ev'ning  in  the  public  path ; 
tut  he  that  has  humanity,  forewam'd, 
V'ill  tread  aside  and  let  the  reptile  live. 
lie  creeping  vermin,  loathsome  to  the  sight, 
ind  chaig'd,  perhaps,  with  venom,  that  intrude^ 
L  visitor  unwelcome,  into  scenes 
Acred  to  neatness  and  repose,  th*  alcove^ 
fhe  chamber,  or  refectory,  may  die : 
L  nccesnry  act  incurs  no  blame. 
«ot  so  when,  held  within  their  proper  bound% 
ind  guiltless  of  offence,  tliey  range  the  air, 
>r  take  theur  pastime  in  the  spacious  field : 
liere  they  are  privileg*d ;  and  he  that  hunts 
>r  barms  them  there  u  guilty  of  a  wrong, 
>isturfos  tbe  economy  of  Nature's  realm, 
Vho,  when  she  form*d,  designed  them  an  abode, 
rhe  sum  is  this.     If  man's  convenience,  health 
>r  safi^,  interfere,  his  ri^ts  and  claims 
ire  paramount,  and  must  extinguish  theirs. 
lUe  tlicy  are  all  —  the  meanest  things  that  are, 
ks  free  to  Uve,  and  to  enjoy  that  life, 
is  God  was  free  to  form  them  at  the  first, 
Vho  in  hb  sov'reign  wisdom  made  them  alL 
f e,  therefore,  who  love  mercy,  teach  your  sons 
To  love  it  too.     The  spring-time  of  our  yean 
s  soon  dishonour'd  and  defil'd  in  most 
3y  budding  ills,  that  ask  a  prudent  hand 
To  check  them.     But,  alas !  none  sooner  shoots, 
;f  unrestrain'd,  into  luxuriant  growth, 
rhan  cruelty,  most  dev'lish  of  them  all. 
tf  crcy  to  him  that  shows  it,  is  the  rule 
ind  righteous  limitation  of  it's  act, 
3y  wtiich  Heav'n  moves  in  pard'ning  guilty  man ; 
\nd  be  that  shows  none,  being  ripe  in  years, 
Ind  conscious  of  the  outrage  he  commits, 
Shall  seek  it,  and  not  find  it,  in  his  turn. 

Distinguish'd  much  by  reason,  and  still  more 
3y  our  c^iacity  of  Grace  divine, 
?rom  creatures,  that  exist  but  for  our  sake, 
XTiich,  having  serv'd  us,  perish,  we  are  held 
Accountable ;  and  God  some  fttture  day 
m\\  reckon  with  us  roundly  for  th'  abuse 
Df  vrhat  he  deems  no  mean  or  trivial  trust, 
hiperior  as  we  are,  diey  yet  depend 
^ot  more  on  human  help  than  we  on  theirs, 
rbcir  strength,  or  speed,  or  vigilance,  were  giv*n 
In  aid  of  our  defects.     In  some  are  found 
Such  teachable  and  q»prehensive  part^ 
That  roan's  attainments  in  his  own  concerns, 
Match'd  with  th'  cxpettness  of  the  brutes  in  theirs. 
Are  oft-times  vanquisb'd  and  thrown  fiir 
Borne  Aam  tfatt  niee  sagacity  of  nnell. 
And  read  with  niflb  diaccnnMBti  u  tbe  port 


{  Aiid  figure  of  the  man,  his  secret  aim, 
;  Tliat  oft  we  owe  our  safety  to  a  skill 
j  W'*  could  not  teach,  and  must  deqiair  to  learn. 
;  But  learn  we  might,  if  not  too  proud  to  stoop 
;  Tc  quadrup^  instructors,  many  a  good 
I  And  useful  quality,  and  virtue  too. 
Rarely  exemplified  among  ounelvcs. 
Attachment,  never  to  be  wean'd,  or  cliang'd 
By  any  change  of  fortune,  proof  alike 
I  Against  unkindness,  absence,  and  neglect ; 
i  Fidelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 
.  Can  move  or  warp ;  and  gratitude  for  small 
And  trivial  favours,  lasting  as  the  life. 
And  glist'ning  even  in  the  dying  eye. 

Man  praises  man.     Desert  in  arts  or  arms 
Wins  public  honour ;  and  ten  ^'^""ftTH  sit 
Patiently  present  at  a  sacred  song. 
Commemoration  mad ;  content  to  hear 
(O  wonderful  effect  of  music's  power !) 
Messiah's  eulogy  for  Handel's  sake. 
But  less,  methinks,  than  sacrilege  might  scne-* 
(For  was  it  less  ?  what  heathen  would  have  dar'd 
!  To  strip  Jove's  statue  of  his  oaken  wreath. 
And  hang  it  up  in  honour  of  a  man  ?) 
Much  less  mi^t  serve,  when  all  that  we  design 
Is  but  to  gratify  an  itching  ear. 
And  gire  the  day  to  a  musician's  pnise. 
Rcmonber  Handel !  Who,  that  was  not  bom 
Deaf  as  the  dead  to  harmony,  forgets, 
Or  can,  the  more  than  Homer  of  his  age  ? 
Yea — we  remcBBber  him ;  and  while  we  praise 
A  talent  so  divine,  remcmb^  too 
i  Ibat  His  most  holy  book,  ffrom  whence  It  oiqi^ 
I  Was  never  meant,  was  never  us'd  before^ 
'  To  buckrsm  out  the  mem'ry  of  a  man. 
'  But  hush !  the  Muse  perhaps  is  too  sevcrei 
And  with  a  gravity  b^rond  the  siae 
And  measure  of  th'  offence,  rebukes  a  deed 
Less  impious  than  absurd,  and  owing  more 
To  want  of  judgment  than  to  wrong  design. 
So  in  the  chapel  of  old  Ely  House, 
When  wand'ring  Charles,  who  meant  to  be  the  tfair^ 
Had  fied  from  William,  and  the  news  was  fresh, 
The  simple  derk,  but  loyal,  did  announce. 
And  eke  did  rear  right  merrily,  two  staves, 
Sung  to  the  praise  and  glory  of  King  Geoige  I 
— Man  praises  man ;  and  Garrick's  memr'v  nest» 
When  time  hatli  somewhat  mellow'd  it,  and  made 
Hie  idol  of  our  worship  while  he  liv'd 
The  God  of  our  idolatry  once  more^ 
Shall  have  it's  altar ;  and  tlie  Worid  sImII  go 
In  pilgrimage  to  bow  before  his  shrine. 
Hie  theatre,  too  small,  shall  suffocate 
It's  squees'd  contents,  and  more  than  it  admits 
Shall  siffh  at  their  exclusion,  and  return 
Ungratified  :  for  there  some  noble  lord 
StttJi  stuff  his  shouldere  with  King  Kicherd's  bunchy 
Or  wrap  himself  in  Hamlet's  inky  cloak. 
And  strut,  and  storm,  and  straddle,  stamp  and  stare. 
To  show  the  world  how  Garrick  did  not  act. 
For  Garrick  was  a  worshipper  himself; 
He  drew  the  liturgy,  and  mun'd  the  rites 
And  solemn  ceremonial  of  the  day. 
And  call'd  the  world  to  worship  on  the  benks 
Of  Avon,  ftun'd  in  song.     Ah,  pIcaMUt  proof 
That  piety  has  still  in  human  hearts 
Some  place,  a  spark  or  two  not  yet  extinct. 
Ibe  mulb'rry'^ree  was  hung  with  blooming  wreaths ; 
Tbe  mulb'rry-trce  stood  centre  of  tbe  darcc ; 
Tbe  mulb'iry.tree  was  bynuk'd  with  duket  oin ; 
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And  from  his  toudiwood  trunk  the  mulb'Ry-trse 
Supplied  such  relics  as  devotikm  holds 
Still  sacred,  and  presenres  with  pious  care. 
So  *t  was  a  hallow'd  time :  decorum  reign'd. 
And  mirth  without  otfence.     No  few  nitum*d. 
Doubtless  much  edified,  and  all  refresh'd. 
—Man  praises  man.     The  rabble  all  alive 
From  tippling  benches,  cellars,  stalls,  and  sQres, 
Swarm  in  the  streets.     The  statesman  of  the  day, 
A  pompous  and  8low>moving  pageant,  comes. 
Some  shout  him,  and  some  hang  upon  his  car. 
To  gaze  in  *s  eyes,  and  bless  him.     Maidens  wave 
l^eir  kerchiefs,  and  old  women  weep  for  joy  : 
While  others,  not  so  satisfied,  unhorse 
The  gilded  equipage,  and  turning  loose 
His  steeds,  usurp  a  place  they  well  deserve. 
Why?  what  has  chaim*d  them  ?  Hath  he  saVd  the 

state? 
No.     Doth  he  purpose  it*s  salvation  ?    No. 
Enchanting  novelty,  that  moon  at  full. 
That  finds  out  ev*ry  crevice  of  the  head. 
That  is  not  sound  and  perfect,  hath  in  theirs 
Wrought  tlds  disturbance.     But  the  wane  is  near. 
And  his  own  cattle  must  suflSce  him  soon. 
Thus  idly  do  we  waste  the  breath  of  pruae. 
And  dedicate  a  tribute,  in  it*s  use 
And  just  direction  sacred,  to  a  thing 
Doomed  to  the  dust,  or  Iodg*d  already  diere. 
Encomium  in  old  time  was  poet*s  wuric ; 
But  poets,  having  lavishly  long  since 
Exhausted  all  materials  of  the  art. 
Hie  task  now  falls  into  the  public  hand ; 
And  I,  contented  with  an  humble  theme, 
Have  pour'd  my  stream  of  panegyric  down 
The  vale  of  Nature,  where  it  creeps,  and  winds 
Among  her  lovely  works  witli  a  secure 
And  unambitious  course,  refletting  clear. 
If  not  the  virtues,  yet  the  worth,  of  brutes. 
And  I  am  recompensed,  and  deem  the  toils 
Of  poetry  no(  lost,  if  verse  of  mine 
May  stand  between  an  animal  and  woe. 
And  teach  one  tyrant  pity  for  his  drudge. 

Tlie  groans  of  Nature  in  this  nether  world, 
Which  Heav*n  has  heard  for  ages,  have  an  end. 
Foretold  by  prophets,  and  by  poets  sung, 
Whose  fire  was  kindled  at  the  prophets*  lamp. 
The  time  of  rest,  the  promis*d  sabbath,  comes. 
Six  thousand  years  of  sorrow  have  well-nigh 
Fulfiird  their  tardy  and  disastrous  course 
Over  a  sinful  world ;  and  what  remains 
Of  this  tempestuous  state  of  human  things 
Is  merely  as  the  working  of  a  sea 
Before  a  calm,  that  rocks  itself  to  rest : 
For  He,  whose  car  the  winds  are,  and  the  clouds 
The  dust,  that  waits  upon  his  sultry  march, 
When  sin  liath  mov'd  him,  and  his  wrath  is  hot, 
Shall  visit  Earth  in  mercy  ;  shall  descend 
Propitious  in  his  chariot  pav*d  with  love ; 
And  what  his  storms  have  blasted  and  dc^ac*d 
For  man's  revolt  shall  with  a  smile  repair. 

Sweet  is  the  harp  of  prophecy  ^  too  sweet 
Not  to  be  wronged  by  a  mere  mortal  touch : 
Nor  can  the  wonders  it  records  be  sung 
To  meaner  music,  and  not  suffer  loss. 
But  when  a  poet,  or  when  one  like  me, 
Happy  to  rove  among  poetic  flowers. 
Though  poor  in  skill  to  rear  them,  lights  at  last 
On  some  fair  theme,  some  theme  divinely  fair. 
Such  is  the  impube  and  the  spur  he  feels. 
To  give  it  praise  proportioned  to  it's  worth, 


Tint  not  t*  attiHnpt  ity  aidnoiii  aa  bi 
The  labour,  were  a  taA  won  ndaomttiSL 

O  scenes  suipaastng  fable,  and  yet  me, 
Scenes  of  accomplish*d  bliss !  wfauh  nts 
Tliougfa  but  in  distant  praqwct,  and  not  fed 
His  soul  refresh'd  with  foretaste  of  the  joy? 
Rivers  of  gladness  water  all  the  Earth, 
And  clothe  all  climes  widi  beauty :  the  nfroidi 
Of  barrenness  is  past.     Hie  firu^Ail  field 
Laughs  with  abundance;  and  the  land,  oooeka^ 
Or  fertile  only  in  It's  own  disgnce, 
Exults  to  see  it*s  thistly  curse  repeal'd. 
Hie  various  seasons  wovm  into  one^ 
And  that  one  season  an  eternal  spring. 
The  garden  fears  no  blight,  and  needs  no  ftnoe, 
For  there  is  none  to  covet,  all  are  fuU. 
The  lion,  and  the  libbard,  and  tiie  bear. 
Graze  with  the  fearless  flocks ;  all  bask  at 
Together,  or  all  gambol  in  the  slade 
Of  the  same  grove,  and  drink  one  oanaafli 
Antipathies  are  none.     No  foe  to  man 
Lurks  in  the  serpmt  now :  the  mother  sees 
And  smiles  to  see,  her  infimt's  playful  haad 
Stretch*d  forth  to  dally  with  the  created  von. 
To  stroke  his  azure  neck,  or  to  receive 
The  lambent  homage  of  his  aarowy  toagnfc 
AH  creatures  worship  man,  and  all  wiankinH 
One  Lord,  one  Father.    E^nour  has  no  pboe: 
That  creeping  pestiloice  is  driv*n  away : 
The  breath  of  Heavjn  has  chas*d  it.     IntfaelMt 
No  passion  toudies  a  diacwdant  string, 
But  all  is  harmony  and  love.     Disease 
Is  not :  the  pure  and  uncontaminafee  blood 
Holds  it*s  due  course,  nor  fears  the  fivt  of  ifs 
One  song  employs  all  nations ;  and  ail  ay, 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  waa  slain  tor  »!" 
Hie  dwdlen  in  the  vales  and  on  the  rocks 
Shout  to  each  other,  and  the  nuwrntMn  tops 
From  distant  mountains  catch  tiie  flying  joy; 
Till,  nation  after  nation  taught  the  stnaa, 
Earth  rolls  the  rapturous  Hooanna  round. 
Behold  the  measure  of  the  promiae  fill*d; 
See  Salem  built,  the  labour  of  «  God! 
Bright  as  a  sun  the  sacred  city  shines ; 
All  kingdoms  and  all  princes  of  the  Earth 
Flock  to  that  light ;  the  glory  of  all  holds 
Flows  into  her ;  unbounded  is  her  joy. 
And  endless  her  increase.     Thy  rams  are  tfaff^ 
Nebaiotfa,  and  the  flocks  of  Kedar  there  * : 
The  looms  of  Ormus,  and  the  mines  of  lad, 
And  Saba*8  spicy  groves,  pay  tribute  there. 
Fhuse  is  in  all  her  gates :  upon  her  waOs, 
And  in  her  streets,  and  in  her  spacious  courts 
Is  heard  salvation.     Eastern  Java  there 
Kneels  with  the  native  of  the  farthest  west; 
And  Ethiopia  spreads  abroad  the  hand. 
And  worships.     Her  report  has  tnvell'd  forfi 
Into  all  lands.     From  ev*ry  dime  tiiey  cone 
To  see  thy  beauty,  and  to  share  thy  joy, 
O  Sion  !  an  assembly  -such  aa  Eartii 
Saw  never,  such  as  Heav'n  stoops  down  to  see.  [«b(* 

Thus  Heavenward  all  tilings  tend.     For  all «" 
Perfect,  and  all  must  be  «k  length  restflr'd. 
So  God  has  greatly  pnrpos*d ;  who  would  d* 
In  his  dishonour*d  woriu  himw^lf  endure 

•Nebaiothand  Kedar,  tiie  sods  of  Ishmaei,  tfi 
progemton  of  the  Arabs,  in  the  prophetic  icriptan 
here  alluded  to,  -may  be  reaaonabty  oooadend  « 
rcpresentatiw  of  the  Ocntilca  at  ha^ 
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I>uhonour,  and  be  wrongM  without  redress. 
Haste  tben,  and  wheel  away  a  shatter*d  world, 
Te  sIow-revolTing  seaaoDs !  we  would  see 
(  A  sight  to  which  our  eyes  are  strangers  yet) 
A  world,  that  does  not  dread  and  liate  his  laws, 
And  auiftr  for  it*s  crhne ;  would  learn  how  fiur 
The  creature  ia,  that  God  pronounces  good. 
How  pleasant  in  itself  what  pleases  him. 
Here  er'ry  drop  of  honey  hides  a  sting ; 
'Wonns  wind  themselves  into  our  sweetest  flow'rs ; 
And  eT*n  the  joy,  that  haply  some  poor  heart 
Derives  from  Heav*n,  pure  as  the  fountain  is, 
la  sullied  in  the  stream,  taking  a  taint 
From  touch  of  human  lips,  at  best  impure. 
O  for  a  world  in  principle  as  chaste 
As  this  is  gross  and  selfish !  over  which 
CuMom  ami  prejudice  shall  bear  no  sway, 
That  govern  all  things  here,  should'ring  aude 
The  meek  and  modMt  TVuth,  and  forcing  her 
To  seek  a  refuge  from  the  tongue  of  Strife 
In  nock*  obscure,  far  from  the  ways  of  men ; 
IVbere  Violence  shall  never  lift  the  sword. 
Nor  Cunning  justify  the  proud  man's  wrong, 
Lesring  the  poor  no  remedy  but  tears : 
IVbere  he,  that  fills  an  office,  shall  esteem 
Til*  occasion  it  presents  of  doing  good 
More  than  the  perquisite :  where  Law  shall  speak 
Seldom,  and  never  but  as  Wisdom  prompts 
And  Equity ;  not  jealous  more  to  guard 
A  worthless  form,  than  to  decide  aright. 
"Where  Fashion  shall  not  sanctify  abuse, 
Nor  smooth  Good-breeding  (supplemental  gnice) 
With  Inn  performance  ape  the  work  of  Love ! 
Come  then,  and,  added  to  thy  many  crowns, 
Receive  yet  one,  the  crown  of  all  the  Earth, 
Thou  who  alone  art  worthy !  It  was  thine 
By  ancient  covenant,  ere  Nature's  birth ; 
And  thou  hast  made  it  thine  by  purchase  since, 
And  overpaid  it*s  value  with  tiiy  blood. 
Thy  saints  proclaim  thee  King ;  and  in  their  hearts 
Thy  title  is  engraven  with  a  pen 
Dipp*d  in  the  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
l*hy  saints  proclaim  thee  King ;  and  thy  delay 
Gives  courage  to  their  foes,  who,  could  they  see 
The  dawn  of  thy  last  advent,  long  desir*d. 
Would  creep  into  the  bowels  of  the  hills. 
And  flee  for  saf^  to  the  falling  rocks. 
The  very  spirit  of  the  world  is  tir*d 
Of  it's  own  taunting  question,  ask*d  so  long, 
**  Where  is  the  promise  of  your  Lord's  approach  ?" 
The  infidel  has  shot  his  bolts  away, 
Till,  his  exhausted  quiver  yielding  none. 
He  gleans  the  blunted  shafrs,  that  have  recoU'd, 
And  aims  them  at  the  shield  of  Truth  again* 
The  veil  is  rent,  rent,  too,  by  priestly  hands, 
Tliat  hides  divinity  fitmi  mortal  eyes ; 
And  all  die  mysteries  to  faith  propos'd, 
Insuhcd  and  tnduc'd,  are  cast  aside, 
As  uaelesa,  to  the  moles  and  to  the  bats. 
They  now  are  deem'd  the  faithful,  and  are  pnia'd. 
Who,  constant  only  in  rejecting  thee. 
Deny  thy  Godhead  with  a  martyr's  seal. 
And  quit  their  office  for  their  errour's  sakcu 
Blind,  and  in  love  vrith  darkness !  yet  ev'n  tfaae 
Worthy,  compar'd  with  sycophants,  who  knee 
Thy  name  adoring,  and  then  preach  thee  man ! 
So  fares  thv  church.    Rut  how  thy  dmrch  may  fare. 
The  worid  takes  little  thought.     Who  will  may 

preach. 
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To  wand'nng  sheep,  nHoHw'd  to  foUo^  nodcb 
Two  gods  divide  them  all  —  Pleasure  and  Gafa ; 
For  these  they  live,  they  8acrifi<!e  to  fhsse, 
And  in  their  service  wage  perpetual  war 
With  Consdenoe  and  with  diee.  Lust  in  their  hearts, 
And  mischief  in  ^eir  hands,  they  roam  the  Earth, 
To  prey  upon  each  other :  stubborn,  fierce^ 
High-minded,  fbaming  out  their  own  diagraceb 
Thy  prophets  speak  of  such ;  and,  noting  down 
The  features  of  the  last  dfigett'nste  times, 
Exhibit  ev'ry  lineament  of  theae^ 
Come  then,  and  added  to  thy  many  crowns, 
Receive  yet  one,  as  radiant  as  the  rest. 
Due  to  thy  last  and  most  effectual  work, 
Thy  word  fulfill'd,  the  conquest  of  a  worid ! 
He  is  the  happy  man,  wlxMe  life  e'en  now 
Shows  somewhat  of  that  happier  life  to  come ; 
Who,  doom'd  to  an  obscure  but  tranquil  state^ 
Is  pleas'd  with  it,  and,  were  he  firee  to  chcwse. 
Would  make  his  fate  hk  choice ;  whom  peace,  die 

fhiit 
Of  rirtue,  and  whom  rirtue,  fruit  of  faith, 
Prepare  for  happiness ;  be^ieak  him  one 
Content  indeed  to  sojourn  while  he  must 
Below  the  skies,  but  baring  there  his  home. 
The  World  o'erlooks  him  in  her  busy  search 
Of  objects,  more  illustrious  in  her  view ; 
And,  occupied  as  earnestly  as  she. 
Though  more  subUmely,  he  o'erlooks  the  World. 
She  scorns  his  pleasures,  for  she  knows  them  not ; 
He  seeks  not  hers,  for  he  has  prov'd  them  vain ; 
He  cannot  skim  the  grouifd  like  summer  birds 
Pursuing  gilded  flies ;  and  such  he  deems 
Her  honours,  her  emoluments,  her  joys. 
Therefore  in  contemplation  is  his  bliss,  [Earth 

Whose  pow'r  is  such,   that  whom  she  lifb  fhan 
She  makes  familiar  with  a  Heav'n  unseen. 
And  shows  him  glories  yet  to  be  reveal'd. 
Not  slothful  he,  though  seeming  unemploy'd. 
And  censur'd  oh  as  useless.     Stillest  streams 
Of^  water  fairest  meadows,  and  the  bird 
Hiat  flutters  least,  is  longest  on  the  wing. 
Ask  him,  indeed,  what  trophies  he  has  rais'd. 
Or  what  achievements  of  immortal  ftme 
He  purposes,  and  he  shall  answer—  None. 
His  v^arfare  is  within.     There,  unfktigu'd, 
His  fervent  spirit  labours.     There  he  fights. 
And  there  obtains  fresh  triumphs  o'er  hunself. 
And  never-with'ring  wreaths,  compar'd  with  whidl 
Hie  laurels  that  a  Csesar  reaps  are  weeds. 
Perhaps  the  self-approring  haughty  Worid, 
That  as  she  sweeps  him  with  her  whistling  sOka 
Scarce  deigns  to  nodce  him,  or,  if  she  see, 
Deems  him  a  cipher  in  the  woriu  of  God, 
Receives  advantage  from  his  noiseless  hours. 
Of  what  she  little  dreams.     Perhaps  she  owes 
Her  sundiine  and  her  rain,  her  blooming  spring 
And  plenteous  harvest,  to  the  pray'r  he  makes. 
When,  Isaac>like,  the  solitary  saint 
Walks  forth  to  meditate  at  evcn-tidei 
And  think  on  her,  who  thinks  not  for  lienal£ 
Forgive  him  then,  thou  bustler  in  oonoema 
Of  little  worth,  an  idler  in  the  beat. 
If,  author  of  no  mischief  and  some  good. 
He  seek  his  proper  happiness  by  means, 
That  may  advance,  but  cannot  liinder,  thine. 
Nor,  though  he  tread  the  secret  path  of  life. 
Engage  no  notice,  and  enjoy  much  ease, 
Aoraunt  him  an  encumbrance  on  the  state, 
Receiving  benefits,  and  rend'ring  none. 
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His  ipbere  though  humMe,  if  thst  fanmUe  iphera 

Shine  with  his  finr  example,  and  tiiougb  «(inaU 

His  influence  if  that  influence  all  be  spent 

In  soothing  sorrow,  and  in  quenching  strife^ 

In  aiding  helpless  indigence,  in  works, 

From  i^cfa  at  least  a  gntelul  few  derive 

Some  taste  of  comfort  in  a  worid  of  woe ; 

llien  let  the  supercilious  great  confess 

He  scnres  his  country,  recompenses  well 

The  state,  beneath  the  shadow  of  whose  Tine 

He  sits  secure,  and  in  the  scale  of'  life 

Holds  DO  ignoble,  though  a  slighted,  place. 

The  man,  whose  virtues  are  more  fSelt  than  seen, 

Must  drop  indeed  the  hope  of  public  praise ; 

But,  he  may  boast,  what  few  that  win  it  can* 

That,  if  his  country  stand  not  by  his  skiH, 

At  Inst  his  follies  have  not  wrought  her  ftlL 

Polite  Refinement  offers  him  in  Tain 

Her  golden  tube,  through  whicfa  a  sensual  Worid 

Draws  gross  impurity,  and  likes  it  well, 

Tlie  neat  conveyance  hiding  all  the  offence. 

Not  that  he  peevishly  rejects  a  mode. 

Because  that  World  adopts  it.     If  it  bear 

Hie  stamp  and  dear  impression  of  good  sense^ 

And  be  not  costly  more  than  of  true  wordi, 

He  puts  it  on,  and  for  decorum  sake 

Can  wear  it  e*en  as  gracefully  as  she. 

She  judges  of  refinement  by  the  eye, 

He,  by  the  test  of  conscience,  and  a  heart 

Not  soon  deceiv'd ;  aware^  that  what  is  base 

No  polish  can  make  steriing ;  and  that  vice. 

Though  well  perium'd  and  elegantly  dress'd. 

Like  an  unburied  carcase  trick'd  with  flow'r% 

Is  but  a  garnish'd  nuisance,  fitter  far 

For  cleanly  riddance,  than  for  fair  attire. 

JSo  life  glides  smoothly  and  by  stealth  avray. 

More  golden  than  thi^  age  of  &bled  gold 

Renown'd  in  ancient  song ;  not  vex'd  with  care 

Or  stain*d  with  guilt,  beneficent,  approv*d 

Of  God  and  man,  and  peaceful  in  it's  end. 

So  glide  my  life  away !  and  so  at  last. 

My  sharo  of  duties  decently  fulfiU'd, 

May  some  disease,  not  tardy  to  perform 

It's  destin'd  oflSce,  yet  with  gentle  stroke, 

Dismiss  me  weary  to  a  safe  retreat. 

Beneath  the  turf,  that  I  have  often  trod. 

It  shall  not  grieve  me  then,  that  once  when  call*d 

To  dress  a  Sofe  vrith  the  fiow'rs  of  verse, 

I  p]ay*d  awhile,  obedient  to  the  feir. 

With  that  light  task ;  but  soon,  to  please  her  more. 

Whom  flow'rs  alone  I  knew  would  little  please, 

Iiet  fell  th*  unfinish'd  wreath,  and  rov'd  for  fruit ; 

Rov'd  far,  and  gather*d  much :  some  hanh,  *t  is  true^ 

Fick'd  from  the  thorns  and  briers  of  reproof. 

But  wholesome,  well-digested ;    grateful  some 

To  palates,  that  can  taste  immortal  truth; 

Insipid  else,  and  sure  to  be  despis*d. 

But  all  is  in  his  hand,  whose  praise  I  seek. 

In  vain  the  poet  sings,  and  the  world  hears, 

If  be  r^{ard  not,  though  dirine  the  theme. 

'T  is  not  in  artful  measures,  in  the  chime 

And  idle  tinkling  of  a  minstrel's  lyre. 

To  charm  his  ear,  whose  eye  is  on  the  heart ; 

Whose  frown  can  disappoint  the  proudest  strain, 

Whose  approbation  «-  prosper  even  mine. 
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It  is  not  from  his  rann,  m  wfaidi  i 
Strength  join*d  with  beau^,  mgnity  widi 
That  man,  the  master  of  tfab  globe,  dcrivci 
Hu  right  of  empire  over  allthaft  livva. 
That  form,  indeed,  th*  associate  of  a  mind 
Vast  in  it's  powers,  ediereai  in  it's  kiady 
That  form,  the  labour  of  Almigiity  sUD, 
Fram*d  for  the  service  of  a  fiee4>oni  wriU, 
Asserts  precedence,  and  bespeaks  luutwil. 
But  borrows  all  it's  grandeur  frviin  the 
Hers  is  the  state,  the  splendour,  and  the 
An  intellectual  kingdom,  all  her  own. 
For  her  the  Mem'ry  fills  her  am]rie  pngie 
With  troths  pour'd  down  from  ev'ry  disfcsHt  ap 
For  her  amasses  an  unbounded  store. 
The  wisdom  of  great  nations,  now  no  moie; 
Though  laden,  not  encumber'd  with  ber  spoil ; 
Laborious,  yet  unccmscious  of  ber  toil ; 
When  copiously  supplied,  then  most  cidas^g^d ; 
Still  to  be  fed,  and  not  to  be  sttrcfaar)g*d. 
For  her  the  Fancy,  roving  unconfin'd. 
The  present  muse  of  ev'ry  pensive  miod, 
Woiks  magic  wonden,  adds  a  brighter  hue 
To  Nature's  somes  than  Nature  ev 
At  her  command  winds  rise^  and  waten 
Again  she  lays  them  slumb'ring  <m  the 
With  flow'r  and  fnut  the  vrildemess  aiippiies» 
Or  bids  the  rocks  in  ruder  pomp  arise. 
For  her  the  Judgment,  umpire  in  the  strife^ 
Thst  Grace  and  Nature  have  to  vn^  thro^i  H^ 
Quick-^gfated  arbiter  of  good  and  ill. 
Appointed  sage  preceptor  to  the  Will^ 
Condemns,  approves^  and  vrith  a  feitfalul 
Guides  the  decision  of 'a  doubtfril  choice. 

Why  did  the  fiat  of  a  God  give  birth 
To  yon  fiur  Sun,  and  his  attendant  Earth  ? 
And,  when  descending  he  resigns  the 
Why  takes  the  gentler  Moon  her  turn  to 
Whom  Ocean  feeb  throu^all  Ins  countless 
And  owns  her  pow'r  on  ev'iy  shore  be  lai 
Why  do  the  seasons  still  enrich  the  year. 
Fruitful  and  young  as  in  tibeir  first  careo*? 
Spring  hangs  her  infent  blossoms  on  the 
Rock'd  in  the  cradle  of  the  western 
Summer  in  haste  the  thriving  charge 
Beneath  the  shade  of  her  expanded  leaves^ 
Till  Autumn's  fiercer  heats  and  plenteous  dmrs 
Dye  them  at  last  in  all  their  Rowing 
'T  were  wild  profusion  aU,  and  bootli 
FOw'r  misemploy'd,  munificence  misplac*dy 
Had  not  it's  author  dignified  the  plan, 
And  crown'd  it  vrith  the  majesty  of  man. 
Thus  fiorm'd,  thus  plac'd,  intelligent,  and  tanglit. 
Look  where  he  will,  the  wonders  God  baa  wronglbl, 
The  wildest  scoroer  of  his  Maker's  laws 
Finds  in  a  sober  moment  time  to  pause, 
To  preM  th'  important  question  on  hb  hcan, 
«  Why  fonn'd  at  all,  and  vrhcrelbre  aMfaou  art?^ 
If  man  be  what  he  seems,  this  hour  a  alave. 
The  next  mere  dust  and  aahes  in  the  giave  ; 
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>iidu*d  with  reasoD  only  to  deicry 
lis  cnmes  and  follies  with  an  aching  eye ; 
hTith  psaaiofUy  just  that  he  may  proTe,  with  pain* 
lie  force  be  spends  against  their  fury  vain ; 
Lnd  if,  soon  after  having  burnt,  by  turns, 
^th  eT*ry  lust,  with  which  frail  Nature  bums, 
lis  being  end,  where  death  dissolves  the  bond, 
*he  tomb  take  all,  and  all  be  blank  beyond ; 
ilien  he,  of  all  that  Nature  has  brought  forth, 
tanda  aelf-impeach'd  the  creature  of  least  worth, 
tnd  useless  while  he  lives  and  when  he  dies, 
Irings  into  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  skies. 

Truths,  that  the  leam'd  pursue  with  eager  thought, 
Lre  not  important  always  as  dear  bought, 
*hjving  at  last,  though  told  in  pompous  strains, 
k  childish  waste  of  philosophic  pains ; 
Sue  truths,  on  which  depends  our  main  concern. 
Chat  *t  is  our  shame  and  mis'ry  not  to  learn, 
ihinc  by  the  side  of  ev*ry  path  we  tread 
Vith  such  a  lustre,  he  that  runs  may  read. 
T  is  true  that,  if  to  trifle  life  away 
Down  to  the  sunset  of  their  latest  day, 
fhen  perish  on  futurity's  wide  shore 
Like  fleeting  eihalationa,  found  no  mor^ 
^ere  all  that  Heav*n  requir*d  of  human-kind, 
^nd  all  the  plan  their  destiny  deaign'd, 
i¥hat  none  could  rev'rence  all  might  justly  blame, 
%nd  man  would  breathe    but   for   his   Maker's 

shame. 
But  reason  heard,  and  nature  well  perus'd, 
A.t  once  the  dreaming  mind  is  disabus'd. 
If  all  we  find  possessing  earth,  sea,  air, 
Reflect  his  attributes,  who  plac'd  them  there, 
Fulfil  the  purpose,  and  appear  design'd 
Prooh  of  the  wisdom  of  th*  all-seeing  mind, 
'  T  is  plain  the  creature,  whom  he  chose  t*  invest 
With  kingship  and  donoinion  o'er  the  rest, 
lieceiv'd  his  nobler  nature,  and  was  made 
Fit  for  the  power,  in  which  he  stands  array'd ; 
That  firrt,  or  last,  hereafter,  if  not  here, 
He,  too,  might  make  his  author's  wisdom  clear. 
Praise  him  on  Earth,  or,  obstinately  dumb, 
Suffer  his  justice  in  a  world  to  come. 
This  once  believ'd,  't  were  logic  nusapplied. 
To  prove  a  consequence  by  none  denied. 
That  we  are  bound  to  cast  the  minds  of  youth 
Betimes  into  the  mould  of  heav'nly  truth. 
That  taught  of  God  they  may  indeed  be  wise, 
Kor,  ignoiantly  wand'ring,  miss  the  skies. 

In  early  days  the  conscience  has  in  most 
A  quickness,  which  in  later  life  is  lost : 
PraMTv'd  firom  guilt  by  salutary  fears. 
Or,  guilty,  soon  relenting  into  tears. 
Too  csrelos  often,  as  our  years  proceed. 
What  friends  we  soit  with,  or  wlist  lx>oks  we  read. 
Our  parents  yet  exert  a  prudent  care. 
To  feed  our  infSmt  minds  with  proper  fare ; 
And  wiwly  store  the  nurs'ry  by  degrees 
With  whcdeiome  learning,  yet  aoquir'd  with  ease. 
Nestly  accur'd  from  being  soil'd  or  torn 
Beneath  a  pane  of  thin  translucent  horn, 
A  book  (to  please  us  at  a  tender  age 
'T  is  csll'da  book,  though  but  a  single  page) 
Preanti  the  pi;ay'r  the  Saviour  deign'd  to  teach. 
Which  children   use,    and   parsons  — when  they 

preach. 
Liiping  our  syllables,  we  hcramble  next 
rfarough  moral  narrative,  or  ncred  text ; 
And  letm  with  wonder  how  this  world  began, 
Whomads^who  marr'd,  and  who  baa  ranaom'dy 


Fbtnts,  which,  unless  the  Scripture  made  them  plain. 
Hie  wisest  heads  mi^t  agitate  in  vain. 

0  thou,  whom,  home  on  fancy's  eager  wing 
Back  to  the  season  of  life's  happy  spring, 

1  pleas'd  remember,  and,  while  Mem'ry  jrat 
Holds  fast  her  office  here,  can  ne'er  forget ; 
Ingenious  dreamer,  in  whose  well-told  tale 
Sweet  fiction  and  sweet  truth  alike  prevail;    [styles 
Whose  hum'rous  vein,  strong  sense,  and  simple 
May  teach  the  gayest,  make  the  mvest  smile; 
l^tty,  and  well  employ'd,  and,  like  thy  Lord, 
Speaking  in  parables  his  slighted  word ; 

I  name  thee  not,  lest  so  despis*d  a  name 

Should  move  a  sneer  at  thy  deserved  fiune ; 

Yet  ev'n  in  transitory  life's  late  day, 

lliat  mingles  all  my  brown  with  sober  gray. 

Revere  the  man,  whose  pilgsim  marks  the  ready 

And  guides  the  raoGBXss  of  the  soul  to  God. 

'T  were  well  with  most,  if  books,  that  could  engage 

Their  childhood,  pleas'd  them  at  a  riper  age ; 

The  man,  ^proving  what  had  charm'd  the  boy, 

Would  die  at  last  in  comfort,  peace,  and  joy ; 

And  not  with  curses  on  his  hnrt,  who  stole 

Hie  gem  of  truth  from  his  unguarded  soul. 

The  stamp  of  artless  piety  impress'd 

By  kind  tuition  on  his  vielding  breast. 

The  youth  now  beardec^  and  yet  pert  and  raw. 

Regards  with  scorn,  though  once  receiv'd  with  awa  ; 

And.  warp'd  into  the  labyrinth  of  lies, 

Hiat  babblers,  call'd  philosophers,  devise. 

Blasphemes  his  creed,  as  founded  on  a  plan. 

Replete  witli  dreams,  unworthy  of  a  man. 

Touch  but  his  nature  in  it's  ailing  part. 

Assert  the  native  evil  of  his  heart. 

His  pride  resents  the  charge,  althou^  the  proof 

Rise  in  his  forehead,  and  seem  rank  enough : 

Point  to  the  cure,  describe  a  Saviour's  crosa 

As  God's  expedient  to  retrieve  his  loss. 

Tile  young  apostate  sickens  at  the  riew. 

And  hates  it  with  the  malice  of  a  Jew. 

How  weak  the  barrier  of  mere  Nature  proves^ 
Oppos'd  against  the  pleasures  Nature  loves ! 
Wlule  self-betray'd,  and  wilfully  undone. 
She  longs  to  yield,  no  sooner  woo'd  than  won* 
l>y  now  the  merits  of  this  Uest  exchange 
Of  modest  truth  for  wit's  eccentric  range. 
Tone  was,  he  dos'd  as  he  began  the  day. 
With  decent  duty,  not  asham'd  to  pray  : 
Tbe  piactice  was  a  bond  upon  his  heart, 
A  pledge  he  gave  for  a  consistent  part ; 
Nor  could  he  dare  presumptuously  displease 
A  pow'r,  oonfess'd  so  lately  on  his  kneca. 
But  now,  farewell  all  legendary  talea, 
Hie  shadows  fly,  philos<^y  prevails ; 
Pny'r  to  the  winds,  and  caution  to  the  wsvcb; 
Religion  makes  the  free  by  nature  slavesL 
Priests  have  invented,  and  the  World  admir'd 
What  knarish  priests  promulgate  as  inspir'd  ; 
Till  Reason,  now  no  longer  overaw'd. 
Resumes  her  pow'rs,  and  spurns  the  clumsy  fiiad  | 
And,  common-sense  diffusing  real  day. 
The  meteor  of  the  Goapd  dies  away. 
Such  rhapsodies  our  shrewd  discerning  youdi 
Learn  fiem  expert  inquirers  after  truth ; 
Whoae  only  care,  might  TVuth  presume  to  speak* 
Is  not  to  find  what  they  profess  to  seek. 
And  thus,  welUtutor'd  only  while  we  share 
A  mother's  lectures  and  a  nurse's  care ; 
And  taught  at  schools  much  mytbologic  itafl^ 
But  louiid  reUgioo  sparingly  cnou(^ ; 
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Our  earij  notices  of  truth,  dbgrac'd. 
Soon  lose  their  credit,  and  are  all  effac'<L 

Would  you  your  son  should  be  a  sot  or  dunce. 
Lascivious,  headstrong,  or  all  these  at  once ; 
That  in  good  time  the  stripling's  finish'd  taste 
For  loose  expense,  and  fkshionable  waste, 
Should  prove  your  ruin,  and  his  own  at  last ; 
TVain  him  in  public  with  a  mob  of  boys, 
Childish  in  mischief  only  and  in  noise. 
Else  of  a  mannish  growth,  and  five  in  ten 
In  infideKty  and  lewdness  men. 
There  shall  he  learn,  ere  sixteen  winters  old, 
Tliat  authors  arc  most  useful  pawn*d  or  sold ; 
That  pedantry  is  all  that  schools  impart. 
But  taverns  teach  the  knowledge  of  the  heart ; 
There  waiter  Dick,  with  Bacchanalian  lays. 
Shall  win  his  heart,  and  have  his  drunken  praise. 
His  counsellor  and  boeom-fiiend,  shall  prove. 
And  some  street-pacing  harlot  his  first  love. 
Schools,  unless  discipline  were  doubly  strong, 
Detain  their  adolescent  charge  too  long ; 
The  management  of  tiroes  at  eighteen 
Is  difficult,  their  punishment  obscene. 
The  stout  tall  obtain,  whose  superior  riae 
The  minor  heroes  view  with  envious  eyes. 
Becomes  their  pattern,  upon  whom  they  fix 
Their  whole  attention,  and  ape  all  his  tricks. 
His  pride,  that  sc(»ms  t*  obey  or  to  submit. 
With  them  is  courage ;  his  eflfront*ry  wit. 
His  wild  excursions,  window-breaking  feats, 
Robb*ry  of  gardens,  quarrels  in  the  streets, 
His  hair-br^th  *scapes,  and  all  his  daring  schemes, 
Transport  them,  and  are  made  their  fiiv'rite  themes. 
In  little  bosoms  such  achievementB  strike 
A  kindred  spark :  they  bum  to  do  the  like. 
Thus,  half-accomplish*d  ere  he  yet  begin 
To  show  the  peeping  down  upon  his  chin ; 
And,  as  maturity  of  years  comes  on. 
Made  just  th*  adept  that  you  design*d  your  son ; 
T*  ensure  the  perseverance  of  his  course, 
And  give  your  monstrous  project  all  it's  forc^ 
Send  him  to  college.     If  he  there  be  tam*d. 
Or  in  one  article  of  vice  reclaim'd, 
Where  no  regard  of  ord*nances  is  shown 
Or  look*d  for  now,  the  fault  must  be  his  own. 
Some  sneaking  virtue  lurks  in  him,  no  doubt. 
Where  neither  strumpets*  charms,  nor  drinking- 
bout. 
Nor  gambling  practices,  can  find  it  out. 
Such  youths  of  spirit,  and  that  spirit  too^ 
Ye  nurs*ries  of  our  boys,  we  owe  to  you : 
Though  from  ourselves  the  misdiief  more  [Hoceedb^ 
For  public  schools  't  is  public  folly  feeds. 
Hie  slaves  of  «ustom  and  establish*d  mode. 
With  packhorse  constancy  we  keep  the  road. 
Crooked  or  strsight,  through  quags  or  thorny  dsUs, 
True  to  the  jingling  of  our  leader's  bells. 
To  follow  foolish  precedents,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  is  easier  than  to  think : 
And  such  an  age  as  ours  balks  no  expense, 
Except  of  caution,  and  of  conmion  sense ; 
Else,  sure,  notorious  fact,  and  proof  so  plain, 
Would  turn  our  steps  into  a  wiser  train. 
I  blame  not  those,  who,  with  what  care  they  can 
O'crwaftch  the  num'rous  and  unruly  dan ; 
Or,  if  I  blame,  't  is  only  that  they  dare 
Promise  a  work,  of  which  they  must  despair.  - 
.  Have  ye,  ye  sage  intendants  of  the  whole, 
A  ufaiquaiian  presence  and  control, 
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Elisha's  eye,  that,  when  Gttmtd  stny*d. 

Went  with  him,  and  saw  all  the  game  lie  play'd  ^ 

Yes  -—ye  are  consdous ;  and  on  all  tfae 

Your  pupils  strike  upon,  have  struck  youraeii 

Or  if,  by  nature  sober,  je  had  Ukb, 

Boys  as  ye  wer^  the  grsvi^  of  mcQ  ; 

Ye  knew  at  least,  by  constant  pioofr 

To  ears  and  eyes,  the  vices  of  the  rest. 

But  ye  connive  at  what  ye  cannot  cm^ 

And  evils,  not  to  be  endur'd,  endorcv 

Lest  pow*r  exerted,  but  witlwut 

Should  make  the  little  ye  retain  sdll 

Ye  once  were  justly  fam'd  for  bringing  iatlb 

Undoubted  scholai^ip  and  genuine  wortk  ; 

And  in  the  firmament  of  fiune  still  skincs 

A  glory,  bright  as  that  of  all  the  a^Bo^ 

Of  poets  rsis'd  by  you,  and  statesmen,  aood  i 

Peace  to  them  all !  those  brilliaat  times  se  fle^ 

And  no  such  lights  are  kindling  in 

Our  striplings  shine  indeed,  but 

As  set  the  midnight  riot  in  a  blaae ; 

And  seem,  if  judg*d  by  their 

Deeper  in  none  tfanui  in  their  surgcooa*  bookab 

Say,  Muse,  (for  education  made  the 
No  Muse  can  hesitate^  or  linger  long,) 
What  causes  move  us,  kaowing  as 
That  these  menagtria  all  fUl  their 
To  send  our  sons  to  scout  and  scan 
While  colts  and  puppies  cost  us  ao 

Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves 
We  love  the  play-place  <^  oar  early  days ; 
The  scene  is  touching,  and  the  heart  is 
That  feds  not  at  that  sight,  and  feels  aft 
Hie  wall  on  which  we  tried  our  graving 
The  very  name  we  carv*d  subsisting  still ; 
'Die'bench  on  whidi  we  sat  wlnle  deep  aDplay*^ 
Though  mangled,  hadc'd,  and  hcw'd^  not  yet  d». 

stroy'd; 
Tlie  Utde  ones,  unbutton'd,  glowing  hot, 
Plajring  our  games,  and  on  the  very  ^pot ; 
As  happy  as  we  once,  to  kneel  and  dimw 
The  chalky  ring,  and  knudde  down  at  taw; 
To  pitch  the  ball  into  the  grounded  hat. 
Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dcxt'rous  pat ; 
The  pleasing  spectacle  at  once  excites 
Such  reodlection  of  our  own  delight^ 
Tlmt,  viewing  it,  we  seem  almost  t*  obtain 
Our  innocent  sweet  simple  years  again. 
This  fond  attachment  to  the  welUknovn  plapfy 
Whence  first  we  started  into  life's  long  noa^ 
Maintains  it's  hold  with  such  unfeiling  am^ 
We  feel  it  ev'n  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  ilayt. 
Hark !  how  the  aire  <^  chits,  whose  haturm 
Of  classic  food  begins  to  be  his  caic^ 
With  his  own  likeness  plac'd  on  either 
Indulges  all  a  firther's  heart-felt  glee ; 
And  tells  them,  as  he  strokes  their  sHver 
Huit  they  must  soon>  learn  Latin,  and  to  bat ; 
Then  turning  he  regales  his  list*nin|r  vife 
With  all  th*  adventures  of  hb  early  life : 
His  skill  in  coachmanship,  or  driving  chaiae^ 
In  bilking  tavem-l»lls,  and  spouting  plajs  ; 
What  shifts  he  us'd,  detected  in  a  sciape^ 
How  he  was  flogg'd,  or  had  the  hick  t'  escape 
What  sums  he  lost  at  play,  and  how  be  sold 
Watch,  seals,  and  all^till  all  hisprenkaare 
Retracing  thus  his^vlics,  (*t  is  a  name 
That  palliates  deeds  of  foUy  and  of  sfaamn,) 
He  gives  the  local  bias  all  it's  sway ; 
Resolves  that,  wheiv  he  play'd,  his  softs  sJhH  play» 
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..-nd  destines  their  bright  geniut  to  be  ihown 
imst  in  the  scene,  where  he  dispU7*d  his  own. 
""be  mtsek  and  bediful  boy  will  soon  be  taugh^ 
^o  be  as  bold  and  forwaid  as  he  ought ; 
THe  rude  will  scuffle  through  with  ease  enough, 
?  reat  sdiools  suit  best  the  sturdy  and  the  roi^ 
^h  bappy  designatioo,  prudent  choice, 
[Til*  event  is  sure  ;  expect  it,  and  rejoice ! 
>oou  see  your  wish  fulfiU'd  in  either  child, 
riie  pert  made  perter,  and  the  tame  made  wild. 

The  great,  indeed,  by  titles,  riches,  birth, 
Elxcus'd  th*  incumbrance  of  more  solid  wonrth, 
t\.re  best  dispos*d  of  where,  with  most  success 
FTiey  may  acquire  diat  confident  address, 
Xliose  habits  of  profuse  and  lewd  expense, 
"Ptiat  scorn  of  all  delights  but  those  of  sense, 
AVhich,  though  in  plain  plebeians  we  condemn, 
AVith  so  much  reason  all  expect  from  them. 
Sut  families  of  less  illustrious  fame, 
mrhoee  chief  distinction  is  their  spotless  name, 
"Whose  heirs,  their  honours  none,  their  income  small, 
!Must  shine  by  true  desert,  or  not  at  all, 
^Vhat  dream  they  of,  that  with  so  little  care 
They  risk  their  hop^  their  dearest  treasure,  there  ? 
They  dream  of  little  Charles  or  William  grac*d 
VTith  wig  prolix,  down  flo%ring  to  his  waist; 
They  see  th'  attentive  crowds  his  talents  draw, 
They  hear  him  speak— the  oracle  of  Uw. 
The  fiuher,  who  designs  his  babe  a  priest, 
Dreams  him  episcopally  such  at  least ; 
And,  while  the  playful  jockey  scours  the  room 
Briskly,  astride  upon  the  parlour  broom. 
In  fiuicy  sees  him  more  superbly  ride 
In  coach  with  purple- lin*d,  and  mitrea  on  it*s  side. 
Kvents  improbable  and  strange  as  these. 
Which  only  a  parental  eye  foresees, 
A  public  school  shall  bring  to  pass  with  ease. 
But  how  !  resides  such  rirtue  in  that  air. 
As  must  create  an  appetite  for  prayV? 
And  will  it  breathe  into  him  all  the  seal. 
That  candidates  for  such  a  prise  should  feel. 
To  take  the  lead  and  be' the  foremost  still 
In  all  true  worth  and  literary  skill  ? 
**  Ah  blind  to  bright  futurity,  untaught 
The  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  dull  of  thought ! 
Omidwladders  are  not  always  mounted  best 
By  lesmed  clerks,  and  ladnists  profesA*d. 
The  exalted  prise  demands  an  upward  look, 
Vet  to  be  found  by  poring  cm  a  book. 
Small  skill  in  Latin,  and  still  less  in  Greek, 
Is  more  than  adequate  to  all  I  seek. 
Let  erudition  grace  htm,  or  not  grace, 
I  give  the  bauble  but  the  second  place ; 
His  wealth,  fame,  honours,  all  that  I  intend. 
Subsist  and  centre  in  one  point — a  friend. 
A  friend,  whatever  he  studies  or  neglects. 
Shall  give  him  consequence,  heal  all  defects. 
His  intercourse  with  peers  and  sons  of  peers  — 
There  dswns  the  splendour  of  his  future  years : 
In  that  bright  quarter  his  propitious  skies 
Shall  blush  betimes,  and  there  his  glory  rise,  [teach 
Yvur  Lordthipt  and  Your  Grace  !  what  school  can 
A  ihet'ric  equal  to  those  parts  of  speech  ? 
What  need  tA  Homer's  verse,  or  TuUy's  prose, 
Sweet  interjections !  if  he  learn  but  those  ? 
Let  rev'rend  churls  his  ignorance  rebuke. 
Who  stsnre  upon  a  dog*ft.e8r'd  Pentateuch, 
The  psraon  knows  enough,  who  knows  a  duke.** 
Egregious  purpose !  worthily  bi^n 
In  bsirbVous  prosututiou  of  your  son ; 


Fkess'd  on  Aii  part  by  nMana*  that  would  disgnoa 

A  8criv*ner*a  clerk,  or  footman  out  of  place, 

And  ending,  if  at  last  it*s  end  be  gain'd. 

In  sacrilege,  in  God*s  own  house  profim'd. 

It  may  succeed ;  and,  if  his  ans  should  call 

For  more  than  common  pui^^hment,  it  shall ; 

The  wretch  shall  rise,  and  be  the  thing  on  Earth 

Least  qualified  in  honour,  learning,  worth. 

To  occupy  a  sacred,  aweful  post, 

In  which  the  best  and  worthiest  tremble  moat 

The  myal  Utters  are  a  thing  of  course, 

A  king,  that  would,  might  recommend  his  horse ; 

And  (teans,  no  doubt,  and  chapters,  with  one  voioo^ 

As  bound  in  duty,  would  confirm  the  choice. 

Behold  your  bishop  !  well  he  pla^  his  part. 

Christian  in  name,  and  infidel  in  heart. 

Ghostly  in  office,  earthly  in  his  plan, 

A  slave  at  court,  elsewhere  a  lady's  man. 

Dumb  as  a  senator,  and  as  a  priest 

A  piece  of  mere  church'fumiture  Bt  best ; 

To  live  estrang'd  from  God  lus  total  scope. 

And  his  end  sure,  without  one  glimpse  of  hcqpcb 

But  fair  although  and  feasible  it  seem. 

Depend  not  much  upon  your  golden  dream ; 

For  Providence,  that  seems  concern  *d  t*  exempt 

The  haIlow*d  bench  from  absolute  contempt. 

In  spite  of  all  the  wrigglers  into  place. 

Still  keeps  a  seat  or  two  for  worth  and  grace ; 

And  therefore  't  is,  that,  though  tlie  sight  be  ran^ 

We  sometimes  see  a  Lowth  or  Bagot  there. 

Besides,  school-friendships  are  not  always  found. 

Though  fair  in  promise,  permanent  and  sound ; 

The  most  disint*rested  and  virtuous  minds, 

In  early  yearn  connected,  time  unbinds ; 

New  situations  give  a  diflT'rcnt  cast 

Of  habit,  inclination,  temper,  taste ; 

And  he,  that  seem*d  our  counterpart  at  fint, 

Soon  shows  the  strong  similitude  revers'd. 

Young  heads  are  giddy,  and  young  hearts  are  wain. 

And  make  mistakes  for  manhood  to  reform. 

Boys  are  at  best  but  pretty  buds  unblown. 

Whose  scent  and  hues  are  rather  gucss'd  than  known  ; 

Each  dreams  that  each  is  just  what  he  appears, 

But  learns  his  errour  in  maturcr  years* 

When  disposition,  like  a  sail  unfurl'd. 

Shows  all  it's  rents  and  patches  to  the  world. 

If,  therefore,  ev'n  when  honest  in  design, 

A  boyish  friendship  may  sa  soon  decline, 

'T  were  wiser,  sure,  t*  ini»pire  a  little  heart 

With  just  abhorrence  of  so  mean  a  part. 

Hum  set  your  son  to  work  at  a  vile  trade. 

For  wages  so  unlikely  to  be  paid. 

Our  public  hives  of  puerile  resort. 
That  are  of  diief  and  most  iqiprov'd  report, 
To  such  base  hopes,  in  many  a  sordid  soul. 
Owe  their  repute  in  part,  but  not  the  whole. 
A  principle,  whose  proud  pretensions  pass 
Unquestion'd,  though  the  jewel  be  but  glass -» 
That  with  a  world,  not  oAen  over-nice, 
Ranks  as  a  virtue,  and  is  yet  a  vice ; 
Or  rattier  a  gross  compound,  justly  tried. 
Of  envy,  hatred,  jealousy,  and  pride  — 
Contributes  most,  perhaps,  t'  enhance  their  itnm ; 
And  emulation  is  it's  specious  name. 
Boys,  once  on  fire  with  that  contentious  xeal. 
Feel  all  the  rage,  that  female  rivals  feel ; 
The  prize  of  t^auty  in  a  woman's  eyes 
Not  brighter  than  in  theirs,  tlie  scholar*!  prise. 
The  spirit  of  that  competition  bums 
With  all  varieties  of  ill  by  turns ; 
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Each  viiiilj  magnifiei  his  own  luceeH^ 
Resents  Us  felly's,  wishes  it  were  less, 
Exults  in  his  miscsrriage,  if  he  Ml,  < 
Deems  his  reward  too  great,  if  he  prevail. 
And  labours  to  surpass  him  day  and  night. 
Less  for  improvement  than  to  ticUe  iipite. 
The  spur  is  pow'rful,  and  I  grant  it's  force ; 
It  prides  the  genius  forward  in  it's  course. 
Allows  short  time  for  play,  and  none  for  doth ; 
And,  felt  alike  by  each,  aidnuices  both : 
But  judge,  where  so  much  evil  intervenes. 
The  end,  though  plausible,  not  worth  the  means. 
Wei^  far  a  moment,  classical  desert 
Against  a  hesrt  deprav'd  and  temper  hurt ; 
Hurt  too,  perhaps,  for  life ;  fw  early  wrong. 
Done  to  the  nobler  part,  a£fects  it  long ; 
And  you  are  staundi,  indeed,  in  learning's  cause, 
If  you  can  crown  a  discipline,  that  draws 
Sudi  mischiefs  after  it,  with  much  applause. 

Connection  fonn'd  for  int'rest,  and  endear'd    . 
By  selfish  views,  thus  censur'd  and  cashier'd ; 
And  emulation,  as  engend'xing  hate, 
Doom*d  to  a  no  less  ignominious  fate : 
Tbe  props  of  such  proud  seminaries  fall. 
The  Jadiin  and  the  Boas  of  them  alL 
Great  schools  rgected  then,  as  those  that  swell 
Beyond  a  size  that  can  be  manag'd  well. 
Shall  royal  institutions  miss  the  bays,  , 

And  small  academies  win  all  the  praise  ? 
Force  not  my  drift  beyond  it's  just  intent, 
I  prsise  a  school  as  Pope  a  government ; 
So  take  my  judgment  in  his  language  dress'd, 
*'  Whate'er  is  best  administer'd  is  best." 
Few  boys  are  bom  with  talents  that  excel. 
But  all  are  capable  of  living  well ; 
Then  ask  not.  Whether  limited  or  large  ? 
But,  Watch  Uiey  strictly,  or  neglect  their  charge? 
If  anxious  only,  that  their  boys  may  learn. 
While  morals  languish,  a  despised  concern. 
The  great  and  small  deserve  one  common  blame, 
Diff 'rent  in  sixe,  but  in  effect  the  same. 
Much  zeal  in  virtue's  cause  all  teachers  boast. 
Though  motives  of  mere  lucre  sway  the  most : 
Hierefore  in  towns  and  cities  they  abound. 
For  there  the  game  they  seek  is  easiest  found ; 
Though  there,  in  spite  of  all  that  care  can  do, 
Traps  to  catch  youth  are  most  abundant  too. 
If  shrewd,  and  of  a  well-constructed  brain. 
Keen  in  pursuit,  and  vig'rous  to  retain, 
Tour  son  come  forth  a  prodigy  of  skill : 
As,  wheresoever  taught,  so  form'd,  he  will ; 
The  pedagogue,  with  self-complacent  air. 
Claims  more  than  half  the  praise  as  his  due  share. 
But  if,  with  all  his  genius,  he  betray. 
Not  more  intelligent  than  loose  and  gay. 
Such  vicious  habits,  as  disgrace  his  name, 
Hireaten  his  health,  his  fortune,  and  his  fame ; 
Tliough  want  of  due  restraint  alone  have  bred 
The  symptoms,  that  you  see  with  so  much  dread ; 
Unenvied  there,  he  may  sustain  alone 
The  whole  reproach,  the  fault  was  ail  his  own. 

O  't  is  a  sight  to  be  with  joy  perus'd. 
By  all  whom  sentiment  has  not  abus'd ; 
New.fangled  sentiment,  the  boasted  grace 
Of  those,  who  never  feel  in  tiw  right  place  ; 
A  sight  surpassed  by  none  that  wc  can  &how, 
'Though  Vestris  on  one  leg  still  shine  below  ; 
A  father  blest  with  an  ingenuous  «K)n, 
Father,  and  friend,  and  tutor,  all  in  one. 
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How  i  ^tnm  wgimu  to  taks  Ipag 
JEsop,  and  FhsSnia,  and  the  rest  ?  —  Wfay 
He  vrill  not  blush,  that  has  a  lalber's  hcvt. 
To  take  in  childish  plajs  acfaildish  paic  ; 
But  bends  his  sturdy  back  to  any  toy. 
That  youth  takes  pleasore  in,  to  pleaae  In  bay  ; 
Then  why  resign  into  a  strango^s  hand 
A  task  as  much  within  your  own  i  lamiiaml, 
That  God  and  Nature,  and  your  int'reat 
Seem  with  one  voice  to  delegate  to  yon? 
Why  hire  a  lodging  in  a  house  unknown 
For  one,  whose  tend'rest  tfaongbta  all 

your  own? 
This  second  weaning,  needless  as  it  is, 
How  does  it  lac'rate  both  your  heart  and 
Th*  indented  stick,  that  kiecs  d^  by  dny 
Notch  aftier  notch,  till  all  are  smootfi'd 
Bean  witness,  long  ere  his  dismissMa 
With  what  intense  desire  he  wants  faa 
But  though  the  joys  he  hopes  bcncnth  your  loaf 
Bid  fiur  enough  to  answer  in  the  proo^ 
Harmless,  and  safe,  and  nat'ral  as  tfaey 
A  disappointment  waits  him  even  diere : 
Arrived,  he  leeh  an  unexpected  change. 
He  blushes,  hangs  his  head,  is  diy  and 
No  longer  takes,  as  once,  with  fearlesa 
His  fav'rite  stand  between  his  fiofaer's 
But  sedcs  the  comer  of  some  distent 
And  eyes  the  door,  and  watches  a 
And,  least  familiar  where  he  should  be 
Feels  ail  his  hqipiest  privil^es  losC 
Alas,  poor  boy !  the  natural  eflfect 
Of  love  by  absence  diill'd  into  respect. 
Say,  what  accomplishments,  at  school  ^  ^ 
i  Brings  he,  to  sweeten  fruits  so  undcsir*d  ? 
I  Thou  well  deserv'st  an  alienated  son. 
Unless  thy  conscious  heart  acknowledge  ^ai 
None  that,  in  thy  domestic  snug  reoesa, 
He  had  not  made  his  own  with  more  ajklift 
Though  some  perhaps,  that  shock  tby  ft»-****g 
And  better  never  leam'd,  or  left  belund. 
Add  too,  that,  thus  estrang'd,  thou 
By  no  kind  arts  his  confidence  again  ; 
That  here  begins  vrith  most  that  long 
Of  filial  frankness  lost,  and  love  grown 
Which,  <^  neglected,  in  life's  waning 
A  parent  pours  into  regardless  ears. 
Like  cflAerpillars,  dangling  under 
By  slender  threads,  and  swinging  in  tbe 
Which  fildiily  bewray  and  sore  disgrace 
The  boughs,  in  whidi  are  bred  th'  unaecBily 
While  ev'ryworm  industrioudy  weaves 
And  winds  his  web  about  the  rivell'd  leawvs  j 
So  Dum'rous  are  the  follies,  diat  annoy 
The  mind  and  heart  of  ev'ry  qprigfatly-  bof  i 
Imaginations  noxious  and  pel  verse, 
Which  admonition  can  alone  dispose. 
Th*  encroaching  nuisance  asks  a  &tthlbl 
Pktient,  affectionate,  of  high  command. 
To  check  the  procreation  of  a  breed 
Sure  to  exhaust  the  plant  on  which  diey 
*T  is  not  enough  that  Greek  or  Roman  page^ 
At  stated  hours,  his  freakish  tbou^its 
£v*n  in  his  pai»times  he  requires  a  friend. 
To  warn,  and  teach  him  ssifely  to  nnbend  ; 
O'er  all  his  pleasures  gently  to  preside. 
Watch  his  emotions,  and  oontnnd  their 
And  levying  thus,  and  with  an  easy  sway^ 
A  tax  of  profit  from  his  very  play« 
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r  impfCM  a  value,  not  to  be  cns'd,  [ 

>n  moments  ■qtuinder'd  else,  end  running  all  to 

Ind  aeems  h  nothing  in  a  father**  eye, 

fhat  unimproT'd  those  many  momenta  fly  ? 

^nd  is  he  well  ooolent  hia  ion  should  find 

^lo  nourishment  to  leed  his  growing  mind, 

But  conjugated  Tabs,  and  nouns  declin*d  ? 

Por  such  is  all  the  mental  food  punrey'd 

By  public  hacknies  in  the  adxmling  trade ; 

(¥bo  feed  a  pupil's  intellect  widi  store 

Df  syntax,  truly,  but  with  little  more ; 

Dismiss  their  cares,  when  they  dismiss  their  flock, 

Machines  themselves,  and  govem'd  by  a  clock. 

Perhaps  a  fiober,  blest  with  any  brains, 

Would  deem  it  no  abuse,  or  waste  of  pains, 

r*  improve  this  diet,  at  no  great  expense^ 

With  saVry  truth  and  wholesome  common  sense ; 

To  lead  his  son,  for  prospects  of  delight. 

To  some  not  steep,  though  philosophic,  height, 

rhence  to  exhibit  to  Ins  wond'ring  eyes 

Sfon  circling  worlds,  their  distance,  and  their  siae. 

Hie  moons  of  Jove,  and  Saturn's  belted  ball, 

^nd  the  harmonious  order  of  them  all ; 

To  show  him  in  an  insect  at  a  flow*r 

Sa<:h  microscopic  proof  of  skill  and  pow'r, 

A.s»  hid  from  ages  past,  God  now  d^>lay8, 

To  combat  atheists  with  in  modem  days ; 

To  spread  the  Earth  before  him,  and  rommendj 

With  designation  of  the  finger's  end, 

[t*a  various  parts  (o  his  attentive  nole^ 

Thus  bringing  home  (o  him  the  most  remote ; 

To  teach  has  heart  to  glow  with  generous  flame» 

Caught  finom  the  deeds  of  men  of  ancient  fiune : 

And,  more  than  all,  with  commendation  due, 

To  set  some  living  worthy  in  his  view. 

Whose  fair  example  may  at  once  inqiire 

A  wish  to  copy,  what  he  must  admire. 

Such  knowledge  gain'd  betimes,  and  which  appears. 

Though  solid,  not  too  weighty  for  his  years, 

Sweet  in  itself,  and  not  fortiidding  sport, 

Whm  health  demands  it,  of  athletic  sort,        [been. 

Would  make  him«-what  some  lovely  boys  have 

And  more  than  one  peihaps  that  I  have  seen  ^ 

An  evidence  and  reprehension  both 

Of  the  mere  school-boy's  lean  and  taidy  growth. 

Art  thou  a  man  professionally  tied. 
With  all  thy  fiKulties  elsewhere  applied. 
Too  busy  to  intend  a  meaner  care^ 
Than  hc^  t*  enrich  thyself,  and  next  thine  heir? 
Or  art  thou  Tas  though  rich,  perhaps  thou  art) 
But  poor  in  knowledge,  having  none  t'  impart  ?  — 
Behold  that  figure,  neat,  though  plainly  clad  ; 
His  sprightly  mingled  with  a  shade  of  sad ; 
Not  of  a  nimble  tongue,  though  now  and  then 
Heard  to  articulate  like  other  men : 
No  jester,  and  yet  lively  in  discourse. 
His  phrase  well  chosen,  dear,  and  f  idl  of  force ; 
And  his  address,  if  not  quite  French  in  eaae. 
Not  English  atiff,  but  fiank,  and  form'd  to  plmae ; 
Irfiw  in  the  world,  becauae  be  acoma  it'a  arta ; 
A  man  of  letters,  manners,  morals,  parts ; 
Unpatronis'd,  and  therefore  little  known ; 
Wise  for  himself  and  hia  few  friends  alone  *- 
In  him  thy  well-^»pointed  proxy  aee, 
Arm'd  for  a  woric  too  difllcult  for  thee ; 
Fkepar'd  by  taau,  by  learning,  and  true  wortl^ 
To  form  %  son,  to  strike  his  genius  forth ; 
Beneath  thy  rool^  beneath  thine  eye,  to  prove 
The  force  of  disdpUn^  vrhcn  back'd  by  love ; 


To  double  all  thy  pleasure  in  thy  child. 

His  mind  infonn'd,  his  monsU  undefil'd. 

Safe  under  sueh  awing,  the* boy  shall  show 

No  spots  contracted  among  grooma  below. 

Nor  taint  liis  speech  with  meannesses^  de^n*d 

By  footnwn  Tom  for  witty  and  re&n'd. 

There,  in  his  commerce  with  the  liv'iied  hcrd^ 

Lurks  the  contagion  chiefly  to  be  fear'd; 

For  since  (so  fashion  dictates)  aU,  who  claim 

A  higher  than  a  mere  plebeian  fame. 

Find  it  expedient,  come  what  mischief  may. 

To  entertain  a  thief  or  two  in  pay, 

r  And  they  that  can  afibrd  th*  expense  of  mon^ 

Some  half-a-doien  and  some  half-a-soore,) 

Great  cause  occurs,  to  save  him  from  a  band 

So  sure  to  q>oil  him,  and  so  near  at  hand ; 

A  point  secur'd,  if  once  he  be  supplied. 

With  some  such  Mentor  always  at  his  side. 

Are  such  men  rare  ?  perhaps  they  would  aiyHnu^ 

Were  occupation  easier  to  be  found. 

Were  education,  else  so  sure  to  fail. 

Conducted  on  a  manageable  scale. 

And  schools,  that  have  outliv'd  all  just  cstecn^ 

Exchang'd  for  the  secure  domestic  schemes  -~ 

But,  having  found  him,  be  thou  duke  or  earl. 

Show  thou  hast  sense  enough  to  prise  the  pearl. 

And,  as  thou  wouidst  th'  advancement  of  thine  hdr 

In  all  good  faculties  beneath  his  care. 

Respect,  as  is  but  rational  and  just, 

A  man  dcem'd  worthy  of  so  dear  a  trust 

Despised  by  thee,  what  more  can  he  expect 

From  youthful  folly  than  the  same  n^lect  ? 

A  flat  and  fatal  negative  obtains 

That  instant  upon  all  his  future  pains ; 

His  lessons  tire,  his  mild  rebukes  oflend. 

And  all  th'  instructions  of  thy  son's  best  fneod 

Are  a  stream  cliok'd,  or  trickling  to  no  encL 

Doom  him  not  then  to  solitary  mcala ; 

But  recollect,  that  he  has  sense,  and  feeb ; 

And  that,  possessor  of  a  soul  refin'd. 

An  upright  heart,  and  cultivated  mind. 

His  piMt  not  mean,  his  talents  not  unknown. 

He  deems  it  hard  to  vegetate  alone. 

And,  if  admitted  at  thy  board  he  sit. 

Account  him  no  just  mark  for  idle  wit ; 

Offbid  not  him,  whom  modesty  restrains 

FVom  repartee,  wjth  jokes  that  he  disdains; 

Ikluch  leaa  transfix  his  feelings  with  an  oath ; 

Nor  frown,  unless  he  vanish  with  the  doth.  ^ 

And»-  trust  me,  his  utility  may  reach 

To  more  than  he  is  hir'd  or  bound  to  teach  ; 

Much  trash  unutter'd,  and  some  ills  undon% 

Through  rev'rence  of  the  censor  of  thy  son. 

But,  if  thy  table  be  indeed  unclean. 
Foul  with  excess,  and  with  discourse  obscene. 
And  thou  a  wretch,  whom,  foll'wing  her  old  pla% 
Hie  World  accounts  an  honourable  man, 
Bacauae  fonooth  thy  courage  baa  been  tried. 
And  atood  the  test,  perhaps,  on  the  wrong  aida  J 
Hiough  thou  hadat  never  grace  enough  to  provt^ 
That  any  thing  but  vice  could  win  thy  love ;  «- 
Or  haat  thou  a  polite^  card-playing  nife, 
Chain'd  to  the  route  that  she  frequents  for  life ; 
Who  just  when  industry  begins  to  snore, 
Flies,  wing'd  with  joy,  to  some  coach-crowded  door  ; 
And  thrice  in  ev'ry  winter  throngs  thine  ovm 
With  half  the  chariots  and  sedans  in  town, 
Tbyaelf,  meanwhile,  e'en  shifting  aa  thou  niqfil; 
Not  very  sober  though,  nor  wy  cfaMta  s 
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Or  it  ftiiw  houie,  though  ten  superb  thy  nnk. 
If  not  a  scene  of  pleasure,  a  mere  blank. 
And  thou  at  best,  and  in  thy  sob'rest  mood, 
A  trifler  vain,  and  empty  of  all  good ; 
Though  mercy  for  thyself  thou  canst  have  none. 
Hear  Nature  plead,  show  mercy  to  thy  son. 
Sav*d  from  his  home,  where  ev*ry  day  brings  forth 
Some  mischief  fatal  to  his  future  woith. 
Find  him  a  better  in  a  distant  spot. 
Within  some  pious  pastor's  humble  cot. 
Where  vile  example  (yours  I  chiefly  mean. 
The  most  seducing,  and  the  oft'nest  seen) 
May  never  more  be  stamp*d  upon  his  breast, 
Nor  yet  perhaps  incurably  impress*d. 
Where  early  rest  makes  early  rising  sure. 
Disease  or  comes  not,  or  finds  easy  cure^ 
F^vented  much  by  diet  neat  and  plain ; 
Or,  if  it  enter,  soon  starv'd  out  again : 
When»  all  th'  attention  of  his  faithful  host. 
Discreetly  limited  to  two  at  most. 
May  raise  such  fruits  as  shall  nwKcd  his  care^ 
And  not  at  last  evaporate  in  air : 
Where,  stillness  aiding  study,  and  his  mind 
Serene,  and  to  his  duties  much  inclin*d. 
Not  occupied  in  day-dreams,  as  at  home, 
Of  pleasures  past,  or  follies  yet  to  come, 
His  virtuous  toil  may  terminate  at  last 
In  settled  habit  and  decided  taste.  — > 
But  whom  do  I  advise  ?  the  fiishion-led. 
Til*  incorrigibly  wrong,  the  deaf  and  deul, 
Whom  care  and  cool  deliberation  suit 
Not  better  much  than  spectacles  a  brute ; 
Wbo^  if  their  sons  some  slight  tuition  share, 
Deem  it  of  no  great  moment  whose,  or  whoe ; 
Too  proud  t*  adopt  the  thoughts  of  one  unknown, 
And  much  too  gay  t'  have  any  of  their  own. 
'*  But  courage,  man !"  methoughtthe  MuserepUed, 
^<  Mankind  are  various,  and  the  world  is  wide : 
The  ostrich,  silliest  of  the  feather'd  kind. 
And  form'd  of  God  without  a  parent's  mind, 
Commits  her  ^gs,  incautious,  to  the  dust. 
Forgetful  that  the  foot  may  crush  the  trust ; 
And,  while  on  public  nurs*ries  they  rely. 
Not  knowing,  and  too  oft  not  caring,  why. 
Irrational  in  what  they  thus  prefer. 
No  few,  that  would  seem  wise,  resemble  her. 
But  all  are  not  alike.     Thy  warning  voice 
May  here  and  there  prevent  erroneous  choice ; 
And  some  perhaps,  who,  busy  as  they  are. 
Yet  make  their  progeny  their  dearest  care,      [reach 
(Whose  hearts  will  ache,  once  told  what  ills  may, 
Tlieir  offspring,  left  upon  so  wild  a  beach,) 
Will  need  no  stress  of  aigument  t'  enforce 
Th*  expedience  of  a  less  advent*rous  course : 
The  rest  will  slight  thy  counsel,  or  condemn  ; 
But  they  have  human  feelings— -turn  to  them. 
To  you,  then,  tenants  of  life*s  middle  state. 
Securely  plac*d  between  the  small  and  great. 
Whose  character,  yet  undebauch*d,  retains 
Two-thirds  of  all  the  virtue  that  remains, 
Who^  wise  yourselves,  desire  your  son  should  learn 
Your  wisdom  and  your  ways  —to  you  I  turn. 
Look  round  you  on  a  world  perversely  blind  ; 
See  what  contempt  is  fairn  on  human-kind ; 
See  wealth  abus*d,  and  dignities  misplac*d. 
Great  titles,  offices,  and  trusts  disgrac*d. 
Long  lines  of  ancestry,  renown*d  of  old. 
Their  noble  qualities  all  quench*d  and  cold ; 
See  Bedlam's  closetted  and  hand-cufTd  charge 
Surpass'd  in  phrenxy  by  the  mad  at  large ; 
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Great  lawftn,  lawyers 
Churdunen,  m  whose 
Is  odious,  and  their  w«gca  ail  tDcn-  joy, 
Who,  far  enough  from  funuifan^  their 
With  Gospel  lore,  turn  infidels 
See  womanhood  despis'dt  and 
With  infiuny  too  nauseous  to  be 
Fops  at  all  comers,  lady-like  in 
Civetted  fellows,  smelt  ere  tfacy 
Else  coarse  and  rude  in  mannets, 
On  fire  with  curses,  and  wicli 
Now  flush*d  with  drunk*nneaa. 

Dale. 
Their  breath  a  sample  of  last  night's 
See  volunteers  in  all  the  vilest  arts^ 
Men  well  endow*d,  of  honoumble 
Designed  by  Nature  vriM^  but  9el£>niade  feoli 
All  these,  and  more  like  tfaese^  were  bred  ai 
And  if  it  chance,  as  aomefimea  chance  it  v2I« 
That,  though  schooUved,  the  hoj  be 
Such  rare  exceptions,  shinii^  in  die  dart. 
Prove,  rather  than  ""p*»f*s  tlie  Joat 
As  here  and  there  a  twinkling 
Serves  but  to  show  how  black  is  all 
Now  look  on  him,  whose  veiy 
Just  echoes  thine^  whose  features 
And  stroke  hb  polish*d  cheek 
And  lay  thine  hand  upon  his  fiazcn 
And  say,  "  My  boy,  th*  unwdcoiBe 
When  thou,  tranq>lanted  from  thy 
Must  find  a  colder  soil  and  bleaker 
And  trust  for  safety  to  a  strangei^s 
What  character,  what  torn  thou  wih 
From  constant  converse  vrith  I  k 
Who  there  will  court  thy 

views. 
And,  artless  as  thou  art,  whom  thoa  wflt 
Hiough  much  depends  on  what  thy  choke^U!  be. 
Is  all  chance-medley,  and  unknown  to  me." 
Canst  thou,  the  tear  just  trcmbhi^  on  thy  iid\ 
And  while  the  dreadful  risk  foreseen  ffaehi^; 
Free  to,  and  under  no  constFaimng  Ibrcc^ 
Unless  the  sway  of  custom  warp  thy  com; 
Lay  such  a  stake  upon  the  losins  sid^ 
Merely  to  gratify  so  blind  a  gnide  ? 
Thou  canst  not !  Nature,  pulHng  at  thine  hesi^ 
Condems  th*  unfatfaer^,  th*  imprudent  part. 
Thou  wouldst  not,  de^  to  Nature's  tcnd*resi  pfas. 
Turn  him  adrift  upon  a  rolling  aea» 
Nor  say,  Go  thUker,  oonsciooji  that  there  lay 
A  brood  of  asps,  or  quicksands  in  ins  way : 
Then,  only  govem*d  by  the  seir.same  rale 
Of  nai*ral  pitf ,  send  him  not  to  t*hti^ 
No  -—  guard  him  better.     Is  he  not  thine 
Thyself  in  miniature,  thy  flesh,  thy  bone? 
And  hop*st  thou  not  (*t  is  ey*ry  father's  hope) 
That,  since  thy  strength  must  with  thy  years  ekpe, 
And  thou  wilt  need  some  comfort,  to  aasn^e 
Healtirs  last  farewell,  a  staff  of  thine  old  i^e. 
That  then,  in  recompense  of  all  thy  cares» 
Thy  child  shall  show  respect  to  thy  gray  hairs 
Be^end  thee,  of  all  othsr  friends  bereft. 
And  give  thy  lifb  it*s  only  cordial  kit  ? 
Aware,  tlien,  how  much  danger  intervenes^ 
To  compass  that  good  end,  forecast  the  nieBn&. 
His  heart,  now  passive,  yields  to  thy  coonnand ; 
Secure  h  thine,  it's  key  is  in  thine  hand. 
If  thou  desert  thy  charge,  and  throw  it  wide» 
Nor  heed  what  guests  there  enter  and  afaKfe» 
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mpUun  not  if  attachments  lewd  and  baoe 
ppiant  thee  in  it,  and  tisurp  thy  place, 
t,  if  thou  guard  it's  ncred  duonben  sure 
7m  Tidoua  inmates  and  delists  impure, 
tber  his  gratitude  shall  bold  him  fast, 
id  keep  him  warm  and  filial  to  the  hot ; 
,  if  he  prove  unkind  (as  who  can  say 
It,  being  man,  and  therefore  frail,  he  may  ?) 
le  comfort  yet  shall  cheer  thine  aged  heart, 
3iwe*er  he  alight  thee,  thou  hast  done  thy  part. 
Oh  barb*rous !  wdbldst  thou  with  a  Gothic  hand 
lU  down  the  schools— what !  — all  the  schools  i' 

th'hmd? 
'  throw  them  up  to  liy'ry-nags  and  grooms, 
-  turn  them  into  shops  and  auction-rooms? 
captious  question,  sir,  (and  yours  is  one,) 
»enres  aa  answer  similar,  or  none, 
ouldst  thou,  possessor  of  a  flock,  employ 
.ppria*d  that  he  is  sudi)  a  eaielesB  boy, 
m1  feed  him  well,  and  give  him  handsome  pay, 
erely  to  sleeps  and  let  them  run  astray? 
ryey  our  schools  and  colleges,  and  see 
sight  not  much  unlike  my  simile^ 
om  education,  as  the  leading  cause, 
le  public  character  it's  colour  draws ; 
lence  the  preraillng  manners  take  their  cast, 
Ktravagant  or  sober,  loose  or  chaste, 
od,  though  I  would  not  adTertise  them  yet, 
or  write  on  each  —  This  buitiUng  io  be  Ut, 
nless  the  world  were  all  prepar'd  t*  embrace 
plan  well  worthy  (o  supply  their  place; 
etj  backward  as  they  are,  and  long  have  been, 
»  cultivate  and  keep  the  mosals  clean, 
'orgiTe  the  crime,)  I  wish  them,  I  confess, 
r  better  manag*d,  or  enoourag*d  1 
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^.  Yoo  told  me,  I  remember,  "  Glory,  built 
ti  selfish  principles,  is  shame  tad  guilt ; 
he  deeds,  that  men  admire  as  half  divine, 
(srk  naught,  heranse  corrupt  in  their  design." 
nnge  doctrine  this !  that  without  scruple  tears 
be  laurel,  that  the  very  lightning  spares ; 
rings  down  the  warrior's  trophy  to  the  dust, 
nd  eats  into  his  bloody  sword  like  rust. 
B,  I  grant  that,  men  continuing  what  they  ars^ 
ierce,  «varidou%  proud,  there  must  be  war. 
od  never  meant  the  rule  should  be  applied 

6  him,  that  fights  with  justioe  on  his  side. 

Let  laurels,  drcncfa'd  m  pore  PsmassiaB  dewi^ 
eward  his  aaem'iy,  dear  to  ev*ry  Muss^ 
Hio,  with  a  coursge  of  unshaken  root, 
a  honour's  fidd  advandng  his  firm  foot, 
Isnts  it  upon  the  line  that  Justice  drawi^ 
od  will  prevail  or  perish  in  her  cause, 
r  is  to  the  virtues  of  such  men,  man  owes 
Hs  portion  in  the  good  that  Heav'a  beslow& 
^nd  when  recording  History  displays 
esti  of  renown,  though  wrought  in  andent  days, 
'«1U  of  a  few  stout  hurts,  that  finight  and  die^ 
^hcre  duty  placed  them,  at  their  country's  side ; 
^  man,  that  is  not  mov'd  with  whsC  ha  mads, 
"h^i  takif  Mt  fi«t  •tlhsir  hemic  deadh 


Unworthy  of  the  Uasangs  of  the  brav% 
Is  bsse  in  kind,  and  bom  to  be  a  slave 

But  let  eternal  infamy  pursue 
The  wretch  to  nought  but  his  ambition  true, 
Who,  for  the  sake  of  filling  with  one  blast 
llie  post-horns  of  all  Europe,  lays  her  wasta 
Think  yourself  station'd  on  a  tow'ring  rock* 
To  see  a  people  scatter'd  like  a  flock. 
Some  royal  mastiff  panting  at  their  heels, 
With  all  the  savage  thirst  a  tiger  feels ; 
Hien  view  him  sdf-prodaim'd  in  a  guette 
Chief  monster  that  has  plagu'd  the  nations  yeL 
Tlie  globe  and  sceptre  in  such  hands  roisplac'd. 
Those  ensigns  of  dominion^  how  disgrac'd ! 
The  glass,  that  bids  man  mark  the  fleeting  hour, 
AndDeath's  own  scythe  would  better  speak  his  pow'i; 
Then  grsce  the  bony  phantom  in  their  stead 
With  the  king's  shoulder-knot  and  gay  cockade ; 
Clothe  the  twin-brethren  in  each  other's  dress 
The  same  their  occupation  and  success. 

A»  'T  is  your  belief  the  world  was  made  for  maa^ 
Kings  do  but  reason  on  the  self^une  plan : 
Maintaining  yours,  you  cannot  thdrs  condemn. 
Who  think,  or  seem  to  think,  man  aoade  for  thcnb 

B.  Sddom,  alas !  the  pow'r  of  logic  idgna 
With  much  suflldency  in  roval  brains ; 
Such  reas'ning  fiUls  Uke  an  mverted  cone^ 
Wanting  it's  proper  base  to  stand  upon. 
Man  made  for  kings !  those  optics  are  but  dim 
That  tdl  you  so-— say,  rather  they  for  him. 
That  were  indeed  a  king-ennobling  thought, ' 
Could  they,  or  would  they,  reason  as  they  ought* 
The  diadem,  with  mighty  pngects  lin'd 
To  catch  renown  by  ruining  mankind. 
Is  worth,  with  all  it's  gold  and  glitt'ring  stora^ 
Just  what  the  toy  will  sell  for,  and  no  more. 

Oh !  bright  occasions  of  disusing  good^ 
How  seldom  us'd,  how  little  understood ! 
To  pour  in  Virtue's  lap  her  just  reward ; 
Keep  Vice  restrain'd  behind  a  double  guard  ; 
To  quell  the  faction,  that  afihmta  the  thraoe^ 
By  silent  magnanimity  slone ; 
To  nurse  with  tender  care  the  thriving  arte ; 
Watch  ev'ry  beam  Philosophy  imparts; 
To  give  Religion  her  unbridl'd  scope. 
Nor  judge  by  statute  a  believer's  hope  ; 
With  close  fidelity  and  love  unfeign'd 
To  keep  the  matrimonial  bond  unstain'd  ; 
Covetous  only  of  a  virtuous  piaise  ; 
His  life  a  lesson  to  the  land  he  sways*. 
To  touch  the  swonl  with  conscientious  awe. 
Nor  draw  it  but  when  duty  bids  him  dnw ; 
To  sheath  it  in  the  peaoc^oestoring  close 
With  joy  beyond  what  victory  be^ows ; 
Blest  country,  where  these  kingly  glories  shine  1 
Blest  England,  if  this  happiness  be  thine ! 

A,  Guard  what  you  say ;  the  patriotic  tribe 
Will  sneer  and  charge  you  witha  bribe.<— A  A  bribe  I 
Tlie  worth  pf  his  three  kingdoms  I  defy, 

To  lure  me  to  tfw  baseness  of  a  lie : 
And,  of  all  lies,  (be  that  one  poet's  boast,) 
T^  lie  tiMt  flatters  I  sbhor  the  most. 
Those  arts  be  theirs,  who  hste  bis  gentle  reign. 
But  he  that  loves  him  has  no  need  to  feign. 

^.  Your  smooth  eulqgium  to  one  crown  addiesa'dt 
Seems  to  imply  a  censure  on  the  rest 

B.  Qu«*<dc^  **  he  tells  his  sober  tale, 
Ask'd,  when  in  Hdl,  to  see  the  royal  jaU ; 
Approv'd  thsir  method  in  all  other  things; 

•*  But  when^good  Wt  do  joti  confine  your  kings?" 
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**  There,"  and  hu  guide»  **  the  group  n  full  in 

Tiew." 
«  Indeed  !**  repfa'ed  the  don,  **  there  are  but  few." 
Hb  black  interpreter  the  charge  disdain'd — 
"  Few,  fellow !  — .there  are  all  that  ever  reign*d." 
Wit,  undisdnguishing,  is  apt  to  strike    * 
The  guilty  and  not  guilty  both  alike  : 
I  grant  the  sarcasm  is  too  serere. 
And  we  can  readily  refute  it  here ; 
While  Alfred's  name,  the  father  of  his  age, 
And  the  Sixth  Edward's,  grace  th'  historic  page. 

A.  Kings  then  at  last  have  but  the  lot  of  all : 
By  their  own  conduct  they  must  stand  or  falL 

B.  True.  While  they  live,  the  courtly  laureat  pays 
His  quit-rent  ode,  his  pepper-corn  of  praise ; 

And  many  a  dunce,  whose  fingers  itch  to  write, 
Adds,  as  be  can,' his  tributary  mite : 
A  subject's  fiuilts  a  subject  may  proclaim, 
A  monardi's  erroun  are  forbidden  game ! 
Thus  free  from  censure,  overawed  by  fear. 
And  prais'd  for  virtues,  that  they  scorn  to  wear. 
The  fleeting  forms  of  majesty  engage 
Respect,  while  stalking  o'er  life's  narrow  stage ; 
Then  leave  their  crimes  for  history  to  scan. 
And  ask  with  busy  scorn,  "  Was  this  the  man  ?" 

I  pity  kings,  whom  Worship  waits  upon 
Obsequious  from  the  cradle  to  the  throne ; 
Before  whose  infant  eyes  the  flatt'rer  bows, 
And  binds  a  wreath  about  their  baby  brows ; 
Whom  Education  stiffens  into  state. 
And  Death  awakens  from  that  dream  too  late. 
Oh !  if  Servility  with  supple  knees. 
Whose  trade  it  is  to  smile,  to  crouch,  to  please ; 
If  smooth  DissimulatiDn,  skill'd  to  grace 
A  devil's  purpose  with  an  jingel's  face ; 
If  smiling  peeresses,  and  simp'ring  peers, 
Encompassing  his  throne  a  few  short  years ; 
If  the  gilt  carriage  and  the  pamper'd  steed. 
That  wants  no  dnving,  and  disdains  the  lead ; 
If  guards,  mechanically  form'd  in  ranks, 
Flaying,  at  beat  of  dnun,  their  martial  pranks^ 
Should'rinff  and  standing  as  if  stuck  to  stone. 
While  condescending  majesty  looks  on ; 
If  monarchy  consist  in  such  base  things. 
Sighing,  I  say  again,  «  I  pity  kings  !** 

To  be  suspected,  thwarted,  and  withstood, 
Ev'n  when  he  labours  for  his  country's  good ; 
To  see  a  band,  call'd  patriot  for  no  cause. 
But  that  they  catch  at  popular  applause, 
Careless  of  all  th'  anxiety  he  feels. 
Hook  disappointment  on  the  public  wheels ; 
With  all  their  flippant  fluency  of  tongue. 
Most  confident,  when  palpably  most  virrong : 
If  this  be  kingly,  then  farewell  for  me 
All  kingship ;  and  may  I  be  poor  and  free ! 

To  be  the  Table-lVOk  of  clubs  up  stairs, 
To  which  th'  unwash'd  artificer  repairs, 
T*  indulge  his  genius,  after  long  fiitigue. 
By  diving  into  cabinet-intrigue ; 
(For  whirt  kings  deem  a  toil,  as  well  diey  may. 
To  him  is  rehucation  and  mere  play ;) 
To  win  no  praise  when  wdl-witmght  plans  prevail, 
But  to  be  rudely  censur'd  when  tiwy  fidl ; 
To  doubt  the  love  his  fav'rites  may  pretend. 
And  in  reaUty  to  find  no  friend ; 
If  he  indulge  a  cultivated  taste. 
His  gall'ries  with  the  works  cf  art  well  grac'd. 
To  hear  it  call'd  extravasanoe  and  waste ; 
If  these  attendants,  and  if  such  as  these. 
Must  follow  royalty  then  weloome 
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However  humble  and  oonfin'd  tlie  sphere, 
Happy  the  state,  that  has  not  these  to 

jt.  Thusmen,  whose  tbougbts 
On  situations,  that  they  never  felt. 
Start  up  ssgacious,  cover'd  with  the  duat 
Of  dreaming  study  and  pedantic  rust. 
And  prate  and  prearti  about  what  olfaen 
As  if  the  worid  and  they  wen 
I«ave  kingly  backs  to  cope  vrith 
They  have  their  vreight  to  cany,  aufajeeia 
Poets,  of  all  men,  ever  least  regret 
Increasing  taxes  and  the  nation's  debL. 
Could  you  contrive  the  payment,  and 
Ibe  m^i^ity  plan,  oracular,  in  verse. 
No  bard,  bowe'er  majestic,  old  or  ncn 
Should  claim  my  fix'd  attention  moce 

B*  Not  Brindley  nor  Bridgewater  wottld 
To  turn  the  course  of  Hdiccm  that  mj  ; 
Nor  would  the  Nine  consent  the 
Should  purl  amidst  the  traffic  of 
Or  tinkle  in  'Change  Alley,  to  amuse 
The  leathern  ears  (^  stock-jobbers  and  J< 

ji.  Vouchsafe,  at  least,  to  pitch  the  fccj 
To  tiiemes  more  pertinent,  if  kas  «*KH— *- 
When  ministers  and  ministerial  arts  ; 
Patriots,  who  love  good  places  at  thfeir 
When  admirals,  extoU'd  for  standing  stilly 
Or  doing  nothing  with  a  deal  of  skill ; 
Gen'rals,  who  will  not  conquer  when  tfaej 
Firm  friends  to  peace,  to  pleasure,  and  ^lod 
When  Freedom,  wounded  almost  to  dea^Mar, 
Though  Discontent  alone  can  find  oat 
When  themes  like  these  employ  die  poet*a 
I  hear  as  mute  as  if  a  syren  sung. 
Or  tell  me,  if  you  can,  what  pow'r  naiotnii 
A  Briton's  Boom  of  arbitrary  diains : 
That  were  a  theme  mi|^  animate  the  dead* 
And  move  the  Ups  of  poets  cast  in  faaidL 

B,  The  cause,  though  vrorth  the  search^ 
Conjecture  and  remark,  however  shrewd. 
They  take  perhaps  a  well-directed  aim. 
Who  seek  it  in  his  climate  and  hb 
Ub'ral  in  all  dungs  elae,  yet  Nature 
With  stem  severity  deals  out  the  year. 
Winter  invades  the  spring,  and  often 
A  chilling  flood  on  sununer's  drooping 
Unwelcome  vapours  quench  autumnal 
Ungenial  blasts  attending  curl  the 
The  peasants  urge  their  harvest,  ply  the  Ibtk 
With  double  tcul,  and  shiver  at  their  wor^  ; 
Thus  with  a  rigour,  for  his  good  deaign'd. 
She  rears  her  fiiv'rite  man  of  all  m*wH»Mi 
His  form  robust  and  of  elastic  lone, 
Proportion'd  well,  half  muscle  and  half 
Supplies  vrith  warm  acdvity  and  fbire 
A  mind  weU-lodg'd,  and  masculine  of 
Hence  liberty,  sweet  Liberty  inspirea 
And  keeps  alive  Ins  fieroe  but  noUe  firea. 
Padent  of  cmistitudonal  controul. 
He  bears  it  vrith  meek  manliness  of  aool; 
But  if  Authority  grow  wanton,  woe 
To  him  that  treads  upon  his  free-born  toe; 
One  step  beyond  the  boundary  of  the  lawa 
Fires  him  at  once  in  F^reedom's  gtarious 
Hius  proud  Fkerogadve,  not  much  niiu'd. 
Is  seldom  fielt,  thou^  sometimes  seen  anc 
And  in  his  cage,  like  parrot  fine  and  gay. 
Is  kept  to  strut,  look  big,  and  talk  awaj. 

Born  in  a  climate  softer  f^  than  ooia. 
Not  form'd  like  U8|  with  such  BaculenB  pow^o^ 
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be  FVeodnmi,  cmj,  debonair,  and  brisk, 
wlwe  him  bis  lass,  his  fiddle,  and  his  frisk, 
■  always  h^py,  rogn  whoerer  may, 
knd  leug^  the  sense  of  mis'ry  hi  away, 
le  drinks  his  simple  ber'rage  with  a  gust ; 
Lnd,  feasting  on  an  onion  and  a  crust, 
Ve  ncrer  fret  the  alacrity  and  Joy, 
ITlth  which  he  shouts  and  caroL  Fine  te  Roy  / 
^ill'd  with  as  much  true  merriment  and  glee, 
La  if  he  heard  his  king  say—*'  Slave,  be  free." 

ThuM  happiness  depends,  as  Nature  shows, 
«esB  on  eiterior  things  than  most  suppose, 
^lant  over  all  that  he  has  made, 
Lind  Proridence  attends  with  grscious  aid ; 
lids  equi^  throughout  his  works  prevail, 
Lnd  weighs  the  nations  in  an  even  scale ; 
le  can  encourage  Siav'ry  to  a  smile, 
Lnd  fill  with  discontent  a  British  isle. 

ji.  Freeman  and  slave  then,  if  the  case  be  such, 
ICand  on  a  level ;  and  you  prove  too  much  : 
f  all  men  indiscriminately  share 
lis  fost'ring  power  and  tutelary  care, 
U  well  be  yok*d  by  Despotism's  hand, 
is  dwell  at  laige  in  Britain's  chartered  land. 

B.  Na  Freedom  has  a  thousand  charms  to  show, 
rhaft  slaves,  howe'er  contented,  never  know. 
rhe  mind  attains  beneath  her  happy  reign 
rhe  growth,  that  Nature  meant  she  should  attain ; 
[he  varied  fields  of  science,  ever  new, 
)p'ning  and  wider  op*ning  on  her  riew, 
Ihe  ventures  onward  with  a  prosp*rous  force, 
¥hile  no  base  fear  impedes  her  in  her  course, 
leligioik,  richest  favour  of  the  skies, 
Itands  most  levcal'd  before  the  freeman's  eyes ; 
io  shades  of  superstition  blot  the  day, 
Jberty  chases  all  that  gloom  away ; 
rhe  soul  emandpoted,  unoppress'd, 
^ree  to  prove  all  things^  and  hold  fiist  the  best, 
.teams  much ;  and  to  a  thoiisand  list'ning  minds 
>itnmunicatca  with  Joy  the  good  she  finds : 
>ourage  in  arms,  and  ever  prompt  to  show 
lis  manl]^  forehead  to  the  fiercest  foe ; 
Glorious  in  war,  but  for  the  sake  of  peace, 
lis  spirits  rising  as  his  toils  increase, 
yuards  well  what  arts  and  industry  have  won, 
knd  FVeedom  claims  him  for  her  first-born  son. 
Slaves  fight  for  what  were  better  cast  away<^ 
rhe  chain  that  binds  them,  and  a  tyrant's  sway ; 
lut  they,  that  fight  for  freedom,  undertake 
fbe  noblest  cause  mankind  can  have  at  stake ;  ^ 
Religion,  virtue,  truth,  whate'er  we  call 
i  blessing  — freedom  u  the  pledge  of  all. 
>  Liberty !  the  pris'ner's  pleasing  dream, 
rhe  poet's  muse,  his  passion,  and  his  theme ; 
Senilis  is  thine,  and  thou  art  Fancy's  nurse ; 
Lost  without  thee  th*  ennobling  pow'n  of  verse ; 
tlcroic  song  from  thy  free  touch  acquires 
[t*s  dearest  tone,  the  rapture  it  inspires : 
Place  me  where  Winter  breathes  his  keenest  air, 
Ind  I  will  sing,  if  Liberty  be  there ; 
%jid  I  will  sing  at  Liberty's  dear  feet, 
[n  Afric's  torrid  clime,  or  India's  fiercest  heat. 

ji.  Sing  where  you  please ;  in  sucha  cause  I  gnmt 
%n  English  poet's  privilege  to  rant ; 
But  is  not  Freedom  -»  at  least  b  not  ours-~ 
Too  apt  to  play  the  wanton  with  her  pow'rs, 
3rom  freakish,  and,  o'erieaping  ev'ry  mound, 
*ipread  anarchy  and  terrour  all  around  ? 

B.  Agreed.  But  would  you  sell  or  slay  your  hoarse 
For  bounding  and  curvetting  in  his  course  ? 


Or  if,  when  ridden  with  a  eaieless  refav 
He  break  away,  and  seek  the  distant  plain  ? 
Na     His  high  mettle,  under  good  control,    [goaL 
Gives  him  Olympic  speed,  and  shoots  him  to  the 

Let  Disdplhie  employ  her  wholesome  aits ; 
Let  magistrates  alert  peiform  their  parts, 
Not  skulk  or  put  on  a  prudential  mask, 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  desp'rate  task ; 
Let  active  Laws  apply  the  needfiil  curb^ 
To  guard  the  Peace,  that  Riot  would  distuib  .* 
And  Liberty, 'prescrv'd  from  wild  eioess. 
Shall  raise  no  feuds  for  armies  to  suppress. 
When  Tumult  lately  burst  his  prison-door, 
And  set  plebeian  thousands  in  a  roar ; 
When  he  usurp'd  Authority's  just  place^ 
And  dar'd  to  look  Ids  master  in  the  hee ; 
When  the  rude  rabble's  watchword  was  ^  Destroy! 
And  biasing  London  seem'd  a  second  Th>y ; 
Liberty  blush'd,  and  hung  her  droopinff  hMd, 
Beheld  their  progress  with  the  deepest  dread ; 
Blush'd,  that  effects  like  these  she  should  produce^ 
Worse  than  the  deeds  of  galley-slaves  broke  loose. 
She  loses  in  such  storms  her  very  name. 
And  fierce  Licentiousness  should  bear  the  blame. 

Incomparable  gem !  thy  worth  untold ;      [sold  ; 
Cheap  though  blood-bought,  and  thrown  away  when 
May  no  Iocs  ravish  thee^  and  no  fSUse  friend 
Bettay  thee^  while  professing  to  defend ! 
Prise  it,  ye  ministers ;  ye  monarchs,  spare ; 
Ye  patriots,  guard  it  with  a  miser's  care. 

A.  Flitriots,  aks !  the  few  that  have  been  found. 
Where  most  they  flourish,  upon  English  ground. 
The  country's  need  have  scantily  supplied. 

And  the  Uat  left  the  scene,  when  Chatham  died. 

B.  Not  so  —  the  virtue  still  adorns  our  age, 
Though  the  chief  actor  died  upon  the  stage. 
In  him  Demosthenes  was  heard  again ; 
Liberty  taught  him  her  Athenian  strain ; 

She  cloth'd  him  with  authority  and  awc^ 

Spoke  fit>m  his  lips,  and  in  his  looks  gave  law. 

His  speech,  his  form,  his  action,  full  of  graoc^ 

And  all  his  country  beaming  in  his  face, 

He  stood,  as  some  inimitable  hand 

Would  strive  to  make  a  Paul  or  TuUy  stand. 

No  sycophant  or  slave,  that  dar'd  oppose 

Her  sacred  cause,  but  trembled  when  he  rose  ; 

And  ev'ry  venal  stickler  for  the  yoke 

Felt  himself  crush'd  at  the  first  word  he  spoke. 

Such  men  are  nus'd  to  station  and  command^ 
When  Proridence  means  mercy  to  a  land. 
He  speaks,  and  they  appear ;  to  him  they  owe 
Skill  to  direct,  and  strength  to  strike  the  blow ; 
To  manage  with  address,  to  seise  with  pow'r 
The  crisis  of  a  dark  decisive  hour. 
So  Gideon  eam'd  a  victory  not  his  own  ; 
Subserviency  his  praise,  and  that  alone. 

Poor  England !  thou  art  a  devoted  deer. 
Beset  with  every  ill  but  that  of  fear. 
The  nations  hunt ;  all  mark  thee  for  a  prey ; 
They  swarm  around  thee,  and  thou  stand'st  at  bay. 
Undaunted  still,  though  wearied  and  perplez'd* 
Once  Chatham  sav'd  thee :  but  who  saves  thee  nat? 
Alas !  the  tide  of  pleasure  sweeps  along 
All  that  should  be  the  boast  of  British  song. 
'T  u  not  the  vrreath,  that  once  adom'd  thy  brow. 
The  prise  of  happier  times,  will  serve  thee  now. 
Our  ancestry,  a  gallant.  Christian  race. 
Patterns  of  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  grace, 
Confess'd  a  God;  they  kned'd  before  they  foogb^ 
And  prab'd  him  in  the  victories  he  wrought. 
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Now  ftom  tte  dun  of  ancEent  daytteiog  Ibfth 
Their  lober  leal,  integritj,  and  worth ; 
Counge  ungnc'd  by  thesc^  affronts  the  aldcsy 
Is  but  the  fire  without  the  sacrifice. 
Tlie  stream,  that  feeds  the  well^iMring  of  the  heart, 
Not  more  iiiTigontes  life's  noUest  part. 
Than  Virtue  quickens  with  a  warmth  divine 
The  pow*rsy  that  Sin  has  brought  to  a  decline. 

A.  Th*  inestimable  Estimate  of  Brown 
Rose  like  a  paper*kite,  and  charm*d  the  town ; 
But  measures  plann'd  and  executed  well. 
Shifted  the  wind  that  rais*d  it,  and  it  felU 

He  trod  the  very  self-same  ground  you  tread, 
And  Victory  refuted  all  he  said. 

B.  And  yet  his  judgment  was  not  firam*d  amiss ; 
It's  errour,  if  it  err'd,  was  merely  thi» — 

He  thought  the  dying  hour  already  come. 
And  a  complete  reoov*ry  struck  hun  dumb. 

But  that  effeminacy,  folly,  lust. 
Enervate  and  enfeeble,  and  needs  must ; 
And  that  a  nation  shamefully  debas'd. 
Will  be  despis'd,  and  trampled  on  at  last. 
Unless  sweet  Penitence  her  pow*rs  renew ; 
Is  truth,  if  History  itself  be  true. 
There  is  a  time,  and  Justice  marks  the  date^ 
For  kmg-forlMaring  Clemency  to  wait ; 
That  hour  elaps'd,  di'  incurable  revolt 
Is  punish*d,  and  down  comes  the  thunderbolt. 
If  Mercy  then  put  by  the  threatning  blow. 
Must  she  perform  the  same  kind  office  now  f 
May  she !  and,  if  offended  Heav*n  be  still 
Accessible,  and  pray'r  prevail,  she  wilL 
*Tis  not,  however,  insolence  and  noise, 
Tlie  tempest  c^  tumultuary  jc^s, 
Nor  is  it  yet  despondence  and  dismay 
Will  win  her  visits  or  ensage  her  stay ; 
Fray'r  only,  and  the  pemtential  tear, 
Can  call  her  smiling  down,  and  fix  her  here. 

But  when  a  country  (on^  that  I  could  name) 
In  prostitution  sinks  the  sense  of  shame  ; 
When  infemous  Venality,  grown  bold. 
Writes  on  his  bosom,  To  be  let  cr  said  / 
When  Perjury,  that  Heav*n-defying  vice. 
Sells  oaths  by  tale,  and  at  the  lowest  price. 
Stamps  God's  own  name  upon  a  lie  just  made^ 
To  turn  a  penny  in  the  way  of  trade ; 
When  Av'rice  starves  (and  never  hides  Ids  hct) 
Two  or  three  millions  of  the  human  race. 
And  not  a  tongue  inquires,  how,  where^  or  when, 
Tlxmgfa  conscience  will  have  twinges  now  and  then ; 
When  profanation  of  the  sacred  cause 
In  all  it's  parts,  times,  ministry,  and  laws. 
Bespeaks  a  land,  once  Christian,  fell'n,  and  los^ 
In  all,  that  wars  against  that  title  most ; 
What  follows  next  let  cities  of  great  name, 
And  regions  long  since  desolate  proclaim. 
Nineveh,  Babylon,  and  ancient  Rome^ 
Speak  to  the  present  times,  and  times  to  come ; 
lliey  cry  aloud  in  ev'ry  careless  ear, 
^  Slop,  whfle  ye  may ;  suspend  your  mad  cveer ; 
O  learn  from  our  example  and  our  fete. 
Learn  wisdom  and  repentance  ere  too  late." 

Not  only  '>^ce  dii^ioaes  and  prepares 
The  mind,  that  slumbers  sweetly  in  her  snares, 
To  stoop  to  Tyranny's  usurp'd  command, 
And  bend  her  polish'd  neck  beneath  his  hand, 
(A  dire  effect,  by  one  of  Nature's  Uws 
Unchangeably  connected  with  it's  cause ;) 
But  Providence  hunaelf  will  intervene. 
To  throw  hb  dark  diqilaMiire  o'er  the  scene. 
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All  are  Ms 

What  bumsathomc^  or 

Nature  in  arma»  her 

The  storms,  that  overset  thfc  joja  of  life. 

Are  but  his  rods  to  soomge  a  guilty 

And  waste  it  at  the  bidding  of  hb 

He  gives  the  word,  and  Mntiiiy 

In  all  ho*  gates,  and  shakes  her 

The  standards  of  all  natiofis  are  uBfivl'd ; 

She  has  one  foe,  and  thai  one  Ibe  tite 

And,  if  he  doom  that  people  wtcfa  a 

And  mark  them  with  a  smI  of  vmth 

Obduracy  takes  place ;  callmis  and 

The  reprobiued  race  grows  jnc^mcnc 

Earth  shakes  beneath  them,  and  H 

But  nothing  scares  them  from  the 

To  the  lascivious  pipe  and  waatoa 

That  charm  down  fear,  they  frolic  it 

IVith  mad  rapidity  and  unconcern, 

Down  to  the  gulf,  from  which  is  no 

Hiey  trust  in  navies,  and  their  wm 

God's  curse  can  cast  away  ten 

Tliey  trust  in  armies,  and  liwir 

In  wisdom,  wealth,  in  fbctnne^  and  in  lies ; 

But  all  they  trust  in  wither^  as  it  ansi^ 

When  He  commands,  in  whom  tbej  place 

Vengeance  at  last  pours  down  upon 

A  Icmg-despis'd,  but  now  victorious 

Tyranny  sends  the  chain,  that  must 

The  noble  sweep  of  all  their  privilege  • 

Gives  liberty  the  last,  the  mortal  shock  ; 

Slips  the  slave's  collar  on,  and  snaps  the  ledL 

A,  Such  lofty  strains  embellidi 
Mean  you  to  prophesy,  or  but  to  pecadT? 

B,  I  know  the  mind,  that  fbeU  rndrad  Ihth 
The  Muse  imparts,  and  can  naiiiifcand  the  lyrt. 
Acts  with  a  force,  and  kindles  with  a 
Whate'er  the  theme,  that  others 
If  human  vroes  her  soft  attentioa 
A  tender  sympadiy  pervades  the  feaoM^ 
She  pours  a  sensitility  divine 
Along  the  nerve  of  ev'ry  feeling  line. 
But  if  a  deed  not  tamely  to  be 
Fire  indignation  and  a  seme  of 
The  strings  are  swept  with  such  a  poiw'r,  so  loai 
The  storm  of  music  shakes  th'  astosnali'd 
So,  when  remote  futurity  is  brought 
Bdors  the  keen  inquiry  of  her  tiMmghc, 
A  terrible  sagacity  infbims 
The  poet's  heart;  he  looks  to  distant 
He  hears  the  thunder  ere  the  tempest  iow'rs; 
And,  arm'd  with  stieugUi 
Seises  events  as  yet  unknown  to 
And  darts  hit  soul  into  the  dawning 
Henoc^  in  a  Roman  mouth,  the  gnedbl  aame 
Of  prophet  and  of  poet  was  the  same; 
Hence  British  poets,  too,  the  piiasihoud  akvli 
And  every  hallow'd  druid  was  a  banL 
But  no  prophetic  fires  to  me  bekrng; 
I  play  with  syllables,  and  sport  in 

A.  At  Westminster,  where  little 
To  set  a  distich  upon  six  and  five. 
Where  Discipline  helps  op'ning  bucb  of 
And  makes  his  pupils  proud  with  silver 
I  was  a  poet  too ;  but  modem  taste 
Is  so  refin'd,  and  delicate,  and  diaste. 
That  verse,  whatever  firo  the  fancy 
Without  a  creamy  smoothness  has  no 
Thus,  all  success  depending  on  an  ear 
And  thinking  I  might  purchase  it  too 
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•entiaiieiiC  wwe  ncrlfic'd  to  sound, 
nd  truth  cot  dxwt  to  make  a  period  itmnd* 
judg*d  m  man  of  sense  could  scarce  do  wone, 
tian  caper  in  the  morris-dance  of  verse. 
B.    Thus  reputation  is  a  spur  to  wit, 
nd  some  wits  flag  through  fear  of  losing  it. 
ive  me  the  line,  4hat  plows  it's  stately  course 
ike  a  proud  swan,  conq'ring  the  stream  by  force ; 
bat,  like  some  cottage-beauty,  strikes  the  heart, 
uite  unindebted  to  the  tricks  of  art 
lien  Labour  and  when  Dulness,  club  in  liand, 
ike  the  two  figures  at  St.  Dunstan*s  stand, 
eating  alternately,  in  measur'd  time, 
he  clock-work  tintinnabulum  of  riiime, 
xact  and  regular  the  sounds  will  be ; 
ut  such  mere  quarter-strokes  are  not  for  me. 

From  him,  who  rears  a  poem  lank  and  long, 
o  Iiim  who  strains  his  all  into  a  song ; 
erhaps  some  bonny  Caledonian  air, 
U  birks  and  braes,  though  he  was  never  tliere ; 
>r,  having  whielp*d  a  prologue  with  great  pains, 
eels  himself  spent,  and  fumbles  for  his  brains ; 
.  prologue  interdash'd  with  many  a  stroke— 
.n  art  contriv*d  to  advertise  a  joke, 
o  that  the  jest  is  dearly  to  be  seen, 
Tot  in  the  words-* but  in  the  gap  between : 
lanner  is  all  in  all,  whate*er  is  writ, 
lie  substitute  for  genius,  sense,  and  wiL 

To  dally  much  with  subjects  mean  and  low, 
Voves  that  the  mind  h  w«sk,  or  makes  it  so. 
feglected  talents  rust  into  decay, 
iuA  ev'ry  effort  ends  in  push-pin  play. 
1m  man  that  means  success,  diould  soar  above 
L  soldier's  feather,  or  a  lady's  glove ; 
<lae  summoning  the  Muse  to  such  a  theme, 
lie  fruit  of  all  her  labour  is  wbipp'd  cream. 
Ls  if  an  eagle  flew  aloft,  and  then  — 
toop'd  from  it's  highest  pitch  to  pounce  a  wren. 
Ls  if  the  poet,  purposing  to  wed, 
hould  carve  himself  a  wife  in  gingerbread. 

Ages  elapa'd  ere  Homer's  lamp  appeared, 
knd  ages  ere  the  Mantuan  swan  was  heard. 
'!o  carry  nature  lengths  unknown  before, 
.'*o  give  a  Milton  birth,  ask'd  ages  more, 
rhus  Genius  rose  and  set  at  order'd  times, 
Lnd  shot  a  day-spring  into  distant  dimes, 
ilnnobling  ev'ry  region  that  he  chose ; 
le  sunk  in  Greece,  in  Itdy  he  rose ; 
Lnd,  tedious  years  of  Gothic  darkness  pass'd, 
!^erg*d  all  splendour  in  our  isle  at  last. 
iiaii  lovely  halcyons  dive  into  the  main, 
nben  show  far  off  their  shining  plumes  again. 

A.  Is  genius  only  found  in  epic  lays? 
*rove  this,  and  forfeit  all  pretence  to  praise, 
ilake  their  heroic  pow'rs  your  own  at  once, 
>r  candidly  confess  yourself  a  dunce. 

B,  These  were  the  chief:  each  interval  of  night 
¥as  grac'd  with  many  an  undulating  light, 

n  leas  illustrious  bards  his  beauty  shone 
i  meteor,  or  a  star ;  in  these  the  Sun. 

The  nightingale  may  claim  the  topmost  bough, 
¥hile  the  poor  grasshopper  must  chirp  below, 
^ike  him  unnotic'd,  I,  uid  such  as  I, 
Ipread  little  wings,  and  rather  skip  than  fly ; 
'erch'd  on  the  meagre  produce  of  the  land, 
in  ell  cnr  two  of  prospect  we  command ; 
)ut  never  peep  beyond  the  thorny  bound, 
>r  oaken  fence,  thtt  hems  the  paddock  round. 

In  Eden,  ere  yet  innocence  of  heart 
ilad  £Mled,  poetry  was  not  an  ait ; 


Language,  above  all  tCMhiiig,  or  if  tangirti 

Only  by  gratitude  and  glowing  thought, 

Elegant  as  simplidty,  and  warm 

As  ecstasy,  unmanaded  by  form. 

Not  prompted,  as  in  our  degen'rate  days, 

By  low  ambition  and  the  thirst  of  praise. 

Was  natural  as  is  the  flowing  stream, 

And  yet  magnificent — A  God  the  theme !      * 

That  theme  on  Earth  exhausted,  though  abov« 

'T  is  found  as  everlasting  as  his  love^ 

Man  lavish'd  all  his  thoti^hts  on  human  things  i^ 

The  feats  of  heroes,  and  the  WTath  of  kings ; 

But  still,  while  Virtue  kindled  his  delight, 

The  song  was  moral,  and  so  fiur  was  right. 

*T  was  dius  till  Luxury  seduc'd  the  mind 

To  joys  less  innocent,  as  less  refin'd ; 

Then  Grenius  danc'd  a  bacchanal ;  he  crown*d 

Tlie  brimming  goblet,  seis'd  the  thyrsus,  bound 

His  brows  with  ivy,  rush'd  into  the  field 

Of  wild  imagination,  and  there  reel'd, 

Tlie  victim  of  his  own  lascivious  fire% 

And,  dizxy  with  delight,  profan'd  the  sacred  wirefc 

Anacreon,  Horace,  play'd  in  Greece  and  Rome 

This  bedljim  part ;  and  others  nearer  home,  [reign'd 

When  Cromwdl  fought  for  pow'r,  and  while  \m 

The  proud  protector  oS  the  pow'r  he  gaiu'd. 

Religion,  harsh,  intolerant,  austere^ 

Parent  of  manners  like  herself  severe, 

Drew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Christian  fitoe 

Without  the  smile,  the  sweetness,  or  the  gnoe  ; 

The  dark  and  sullen  humour  of  the  time  . 

Judg'd  ev'ry  effort  of  the  Muse  a  crime ; 

Verse,  in  the  finest  mould  of  fancy  cast, 

Was  lumber  in  an  age  so  void  of  taste: 

But  when  the  second  Charles  assum'd  the  sway, 

And  arts  reviv'd  beneath  a  softer  day. 

Then,  like  a  bow  long  forc'd  into  a  curve, 

The  mind,  releas'd  from  too  constrain'd  a  nerve. 

Flew  to  it's  first  position  with  a  spring. 

That  made  the  vaulted  roofs  of  pleasure  ring. 

His  court,  the  dissolute  and  hat^l  school. 

Of  Wantonness,  where  vice  was  taught  by  rule^ 

Swarm'd  with  a  scribbling  herd,  as  deep  inlaid 

With  brutal  lust  as  ever  Circe  made. 

From  these  a  long  succession,  in  the  rage 

Of  rank  obscenity,  debauch'd  thdr  age; 

Nor  ceas'd,  till,  ever  anxious  to  redrm 

The  abuses  of  her  sacred  charge,  the  pmsi 

The  Muse  instructed  a  weU-nurtur'd  tnin 

Of  abler  votaries  to  cleanse  the  stain. 

And  claim  the  palm  for  purity  of  song, 

That  Lewdness  had  usurp'd  and  worn  so  long. 

Tlien  decent  Pleasantry  and  sterling  Sense, 

Tliat  ndthcr  gave  nor  would  endure  ofienoe, 

Whipp'd  out  of  sight,  with  satire  just  and  keen» 

The  puppy  pack,  that  had  defil'd  the  scene. 

In  front  of  these  came  Addison.     In  him 
Humour  in  holiday  and  sightly  trim. 
Sublimity  and  Attic  taste,  combin'd. 
To  polish,  Aunish,  and  delight,  the  mind. 
Then  Pope,  as  harmony  itsdf  exact. 
In  verse  wdl  disdplin'd,  oomplete»  oompad. 
Gave  virtue  and  morality  a  grace. 
That,  quite  eclipsing  Pleasure's  painted  fiwc^ 
Levied  a  tax  of  wonder  and  applause, 
Ev'n  on  the  fools  that  trampled  on  tbsir  lawa. 
But  he  rhis  musical  finesse  was  such. 
So  nice  ms  ear,  so  delicMe  his  touch) 
Made  poetry  a  mere  mecfaaak  art ; 
And  ev'ry  waiUar  hn  Us  tuna  by  hanrt. 
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Nature  Rnpaiting  her  tttirie  gift. 

Her  serious  mirth,  to  Aibuthnot  and  Swif^ 

With  droll  sobrie^  they  nus*d  a  smile 

At  Folly*s  cost,  themselves  umuov'd  the  while. 

That  constellation  set,  the  world  in  vain 

Must  hope  to  look  upon  thdr  like  again. 

A,  Are  we  then  left?— 17.  Not  wholly  in  the  dark ; 
Wit  Wbw  and  then,  struck  smartly,  shows  a  qpark. 
Sufficient  to  redeem  the  modem  race 
FVom  total  night  and  absolute  disgrace. 
While  servile  trick  and  imitative  knack 
Confine  the  million  in  the  beaten  track, 
Perhaps  some  courser,  who  disdains  the  road, 
Snufis  up  the  wind,  and  flings  himself  abroaiL 

Contemporaries  all  surpass*d,  see  one ; 
Short  his  career  indeed,  but  ably  run ; 
Churchill ;  himself,  unconscious  of  hb  pow'rs, 
In  penury  eonsum*d  his  idle  hours ; 
And,  like  a  scatter*d  seed  at  random  aown. 
Was  left  to  ^ring  by  vigour  of  his  own. 
lifted  at  length,  by  dignity  of  thought 
And  dint  of  genius,  to  an  affluent  lot. 
He  laid,  his  head  in  Luxury's  soft  lap, 
And  took,  too  often,  there  his  easy  ni^i. 
If  brighter  beams  than  all  be  threw  not  forth, 
*T  was  negligence  in  him,  not  want  of  worth. 
Surly,  and  slovenly,  and  bold,  and  coarse. 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  trusting  in  mere  forces 
Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit. 
Always  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit. 
He  struck  the  lyre  in  sudi  a  careless  mood. 
And  so  disdained  the  rules  he  understood. 
Hie  laurel  seem'd  to  wait  on  his  command. 
He  8natch*d  it  rudely  from  the  Muses*  hand. 
Nature,  exerting  an  unwearied  pow*r. 
Forms,  opens,  and  gives  scent  to  ev*ry  flow'r ; 
Spreads  the  fttesh  vmlure  of  the  field,  and  leads 
liie  dancing  Naiads  through  the  dewy  meads : 
She  fills  proftiae  ten  thousand  little  tluoats 
With  music,  modulating  all  their  notes ;      [known, 
And  charms  the  woodland  scenes,  and  wUds  un- 
With  artless  airs  and  concerts  of  her  own : 
But  seldom  (as  if  fearful  of  expense) 
Vouchsafes  to  man  a  poet's  just  pretence— 
Fervency,  freedom,  fluency  of  thought. 
Harmony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  sought ; 
Fancy,  that  from  the  bow,  that  spans  the  d&y. 
Brings  colours,  dipp'd  in  Heav'n,  that  never  die; 
A  soul  exalted  above  Elartfa,  a  mind 
Skill'd  in  the  diaracters  that  form  mankind ; 
And,  as  the  Sun  in  rising  beauty  dress'd. 
Looks  to  the  westward  ftt>m  the  dappled  east, 
And  marks,  whatever  clouds  may  interpose, 
Ere  yet  his  race  begins  it's  glorious  close ; 
An  eye  like  his  to  catch  the  distant  goal ; 
Or,  ere  the  wheels  of  verse  begin  to  roll. 
Like  his  to  shed  illuminating  rays 
On  ev'ry  scene  and  subject  it  surveys : 
Hius  grac'd,  the  man  asserts  a  poet's  name^ 
And  the  world  dieerfuUy  admits  the  daim. 
Pity  Religion  has  so  seldom  found 
A  skilful  guide  into  poetic  ground !  [Bti*7» 

The  flow'rs  would  spring  where'er  she  deign'd  to 
And  ev'ry  Muse  attend  her  in  ber  way. 
Virtue  indeed  meets  many  a  rhyming  ftiend. 
And  many  a  compliment  politely  penn'd  ; 
But,  unattir'd  in  that  becoming  vest 
Rdigion  weaves  lor  her,  and  half  undress'd. 
Stands  in  the  desert,  shiv'iing  and  foriom, 
A  wint'iy  flgun,  liki  a  witbnr'd  thotn. 
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Hie  ahelvea  an  fall,  all 
Hadmey'd  and  woni  to  tbe  lait 
Satire  has  long  since  done  fab  best ;  and 
And  loathsome  Ribaldiy  has  done  Ids 
Fancy  has  sported  all  hn*  pow'rs  awaj 
In  tales,  in  trifles,  and  in  children's  play  ; 
And  *t  is  the  sad  complaint,  and  afanosl  trae. 
Whate'er  we  write,  we  bring  Ibrdi  notfatng  ii^-v. 
'T  were  new  indeed  to  sec  a  baid  all  fifc, 
Touch'd  with  a  coal  from  Heav'n,  awwmr  the  )t?c 
And  teU  the  world,  still  kindling  as  he  sm^ 
With  more  than  mortal  music  on  his  tongue. 
That  He,  who  died  below,  and  re^os  abiyvc. 
Inspires  the  song,  and  that  his  name  is  Love. 

For,  afWr  all,  tf  merriy  to  beguOcv 
By  flowing  numbers  and  a  flow'ry  styU, 
TTie  tsdium  that  the  laiy  rich  endioc, 
Whidi  now  and  dien  sweet  poetry  may  < 
Or,  if  to  see  the  name  of  idle  sd^ 
Stamp'd  on  the  well-bound  quarto^ 
To  float  a  bubble  on  the  breath  of  Pi 
Fhimpt  his  endeavour  and  engage  fan 
Debas'd  to  servile  purposes  of  pride^ 
How  are  the  pow'rs  of  genius  misapplied  ! 
The  gift,  whose  office  is  the  Giver's  praise^ 
To  trace  him  in  his  word,  his  works,  his 
Then  spread  the  rich  dboov'ry,  and  iavite 
Mankind  to  share  in  the  divine  ddigfa^ 
Distorted  ftom  it's  use  and  just  desagn. 
To  make  the  pitiful  possessor  sfaiiie. 
To  purchase,  at  the  fooUfirequented  frir 
Of  vanity,  a  vrreath  for  self  to  wear. 
Is  profiuiation  of  the  basest  kind  — 
Piroof  of  a  trifling  and  a  worthless  nind. 

A.  Hail  Stemhold,  then;  and  HopkiDB.  Ui 
B.  Amen. 
If  flatt'ry,  foUy,  lust,  employ  tbe  pen  ; 
If  acrimony,  slander,  and  abuse. 
Give  it  a  charge  to  blacken  and  traduce; 
Though  Butler's  wit.  Pope's  nuonben,  Aiov^s  cs 
With  all  that  fancy  can  invent  to  please. 
Adorn  the  polish'd  periods  as  they  frU, 
One  madrigal  of  theirs  is  worth  them  alL 

A,  'T  would  thin  the  ranks  of  the 
To  dash  the  pen  through  all  that  ]rou 

iZ.  No  matter  —  we  could  shift  when  tfacy 
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not; 
And  should,  no  doubt,  if  they 
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Nam  neque  me  tantum  vementis  sibflus 
Nee  percussa  juvant  fluctu  tam  litora, 
Saxosas  inter  decurrunt  flumina  vaUe&, 
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Though  Nature  weigh  our  talents,  aod 
To  ev'ry  man  his  modicum  of  sens^ 
And  Conversatiou  in  it*8  better  part 
May  be  esteem'd  a  gift,  and  not  an  ait. 
Yet  much  depends,  as  in  the  tiller's  toO. 
On  culture,  and  the  sowing  of  the  aoiL 
Words  leam'd  by  rote  a  parrot  may 
But  talking  is  not  always  to  aaiteiae  ; 
Not  more  distinct  from  hannony  dtriae^ 
The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  sign 
As  Alphabets  in  ivory  employe 
Hour  after  hour,  the  yet  vakttw'd  bey. 
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ing  and  puksUng  with  a  deal  of  glee 
seeds  of  adence  called  his  A  B  C  ; 
language  in  the  mouths  of  the  adult, 
it's  insignificant  result, 
often  proves  an  implement  of  play, 
k.  ^ay  to  sport  with,  and  pass  time  away. 
Collect  at  er'ning  what  the  day  brought  forth, 
Compress  the  sum  into  it*s  solid  woartb, 
^nd  if  it  weigh  th'  importance  of  a  fly, 
n^e  scales  are  false,  or  algebra  a  lie. 
WsiCTcd  interpr^r  of  human  thought, 
^ow  few  respect  or  use  thee  as  they  ought ! 
3«jt  all  shall  giTe  account  of  er'ry  wrong, 
^Tho  dare  dishonour  or  defile  the  tongue ; 
^Tlto  prostitute  it  in  the  cause  of  vice, 
I^r  seU  their  glory  at  a  market>price ; 
l^lTho  TOte  for  hire,  or  point  it  with  lampoon, 
WTkie   deap»bought  placeman,  and  the  cheap   buf- 
foon. 
Tliere  is  a  prurience  in  the  speech  of  some, 
l^^imfeh  Slays  him,  or  else  Ood  would  strike  tbeni 

dumb: 
E-Sis  wise  forbearance  has  their  end  in  view, 
X^ey  fill  their  measure,  and  receive  their  due. 
X*he  heathen  law-givers  of  ancient  days, 
^^ames  almost  wcvthy  of  a  Christian's  praise, 
^^ould  drive  them  forth  from  the  resort  of  men^ 
.A.nd  shut  up  ev'ry  satyr  in  his  den. 
O  come  not  ye  near  innocence  and  truth, 
ITc  worms  thst  eat  into  the  bud  of  youth ! 
Infectiotts  as  impure,  your  blighting  pow'r 
'X'aints  in  it's  rudiments  the  promis'd  flow'r ; 
Xt's  odour  perish'd,  and  it*s  charming  hue, 
lliencefottii  't  is  hateful,  for  it  smells  of  you. 
^Xot  ev*n  the  vigorous  and  headlong  lage 
^yi  adolescence,  or  a  firmer  age, 
Affords  a  plea  allowable  or  just 
'Fur  making  speech  the  pamperer  of  lust ; 
Sut  when  die  breath  of  age  commits  the  faulty 
*T  is  nauseous  as  the  vapour  of  a  vault 
So  wither'd  stumps  disgrace  the  sylvan  scene, 
^o  longer  fruitful,  and  no  longer  green ; 
The  sapless  wood  divested  of  the  bark, 
Orows  fungous,  and  takes  fire  at  ev'ry  spark. 

Oaths  terminate,  as  Paul  observes,  all  strife  *« 
Some  men  have  surely  then  a  peaceful  life ; 
l^'^hatever  subject  occupy  discourse. 
The  feats  of  Vestris,  or  the  naval  force. 
Asseveration  blust'ring  in  your  face 
Makes  contradiction  such  a  hopeless  case ; 
In  ev*ry  tale  they  tell,  or  false  or  true, 
Well  known,  or  such  as  no  man  ever  knew, 
lliey  fix  attention,  heedless  of  your  pain. 
With  oaths  like  rivets  forc*d  into  tlie  brain ; 
And  eVn  when  sober  truth  prevails  throughout^ 
They  swear  it,  till  affirmance  breeds  a  doubt. 
A  Persian,  humble  servant  of  the  Sun, 
Who^  though  devout,  yet  bigotry  had  none^ 
Hearing  a  lawyer,  grave  in  his  address. 
With  adjurations  ev'ry  word  impress, 
Suppos'd  die  man  a  bishop,  or  at  least, 
God*s  name  so  much  upon  his  lips,'a  priest ; 
Bow'd  at  the  doee  with  all  his  graceful  airs, 
And  begg'd  an  int'rest  in  his  finequent  prey'n. 

Go,  quit  the  rank  to  which  ye  stood  preferr'd. 
Henceforth  associate  in  one  common  herd ; 
Religion,  virtue,  reason,  common  sense, 
Pronounce  your  human  form  a  fiUse  pretence ; 
A  mere  disguise,  in  which  a  devil  lurks, 
Who  yet  betrays  his  aecret  by  his  works. 


Te  pow'rs  who  rule  the  tongue,  if  such  there  are» 
And  make  colloquial  happiness  your  care, 
IVcscrve  me  from  the  thing  I  dread  and  hate^ 
A  duel  in  the  fonn  of  a  ddiate. 
Tilt  dash  of  arguments  and  jar  of  words^ 
Worse  than  the  mortal  brunt  of  rival  swords^ 
Decide  no  question  with  their  tedious  lengthy 
For  opposition  gives  opinion  strength. 
Divert  the  champions  prodigal  of  breath, 
And  put  the  peaceably-dispos'd  to  death. 

0  thwart  me  not,  Sir  Soph,  at  ev'ry  turn. 
Nor  carp  at  ev'ry  flaw  you  may  discern  ; 
Though  syllogisms  hang  not  on  my  tongue, 

1  am  not  surely  always  in  the  wrong ; 
'T  is  hard  if  all  is  fislse  that  I  advance, 

A  fool  must  now  and  then  be  right  by  chance. 

Not  that  all  freedom  of  dissent  I  blame ; 

No— there  I  grant  the  privilege  I  claim ; 

A  disputable  point  is  no  man's  ground ; 

Rove  where  jrou  please,  't  is  common  all  anmnd* 

Discourse  may  want  an  animated— No, 

To  brush  the  surface,  and  to  make  it  flow ; 

But  still  remember,  if  you  mean  to  please. 

To  press  your  point  with  modesty  and  ease. 

The  mark,  at  which  my  juster  aim  I  take. 

Is  contradiction  for  it's  own  dear  sake. 

Set  your  opinion  at  whatever  pitch. 

Knots  and  impediments  make  something  httdi ; 

Adopt  his  own,  't  is  equally  in  vain. 

Your  thread  of  argument  is  snapp'd  again ; 

Tlie  wrangler,  rather  than  accord  with  you. 

Will  judge  himself  deceiv'd,  and  prove  it  toob 

Vodfera^  logic  kills  me  quite, 

A  noisy  man  is  always  in  the  right, 

I  twirl  my  thumbs,  hli  back  into  my  chair. 

Fix  on  the  wainscot  a  diatreasful  stare. 

And,  when  I  hope  his  blundera  are  all  out. 

Reply  discreetly— "  To  be  sure- no  doubt  !*' 

Dubius  if  such  a  scrupulous  good  man  ^ 

Yes— you  may  catch  him  tripping,  if  you  can. 

He  would  not,  with  a  peremptory  tone. 

Assert  the  noee  upon  h&B  fiice  his  own ; 

With  hesitation  admirably  slow. 

He  humbly  hopes  ^  presumes — it  may  be  101. 

His  evidence,  if  he  were  call'd  by  Uw 

To  swear  to  some  enonnity  he  saw. 

For  want  of  prominence  sind  just  relief. 

Would  hang  an  honest  man,  and  save  a  thieU 

Through  constant  dread  of  giving  truth  offence^ 

He  ties  up  all  his  hearers  in  suspense ; 

Knows  what  he  knows,  as  if  he  knew  it  not ; 

What  he  remembera  seems  to  have  forgot ; 

His  sole  opinion,  whatsoe'er  befidi. 

Centring  at  last  in  having  none  at  alL 

Yet,  thou^  he  tease  and  balk  your  list'ning  car. 

He  makes  one  useful  point  exceeding  dear ; 

Howe'er  ingenious  on  his  dariing  theme 

A  sceptic  in  philosophy  may  seem, 

Reduc'd  to  practice,  his  beloved  rule 

Would  only  prove  him  a  consummate  fool ; 

Useless  in  him  alike  both  brain  and  speech, 

Fate  having  plac'd  all  truth  above  his  reach, 

His  ambiguities  his  total  6um, 

He  might  as  well  be  blind,  and  deaf,  and  dumb. 

Where  men  of  judgment  creep  and  feel  thrir  way. 
The  positive  pronounce  mnthout  dismay ; 
Their  want  oif  light  and  intellect  supplied 
By  sparks  absurdity  strikes  out  of  pride. 
Without  the  means  of  knowing  right  from  wrong. 
They  always  are  dedsive,  clear,  and  strgpig ; 
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Where  otben  tofl  witb  phfloiopliic  foioe, 
Hmr  nimble  nonBense  takes  a  shorter  course ; 
Flings  at  your  head  conTiction  in  the  lump. 
And  gains  remote  conclusions  at  a  jump : 
Their  own  defect,  inrisible  to  them. 
Seen  in  another,  they  at  once  condemn ; 
And,  though  self-idoUz*d  in  ev'iy  case, 
Hate  their  own  likeness  in  a  brother's  ftce. 
Tlie  cause  is  plain,  and  not  to  be  denied. 
Hie  proud  are  always  most  prorok'd  by  prides 
Few  competitions  but  engender  spite ; 
And  those  the  most,  where  neither  has  a  right. 

The  point  of  honour  has  been  deem'd  of  use^ 
To  teach  good  manners,  and  to  curb  abuse ; 
Admit  it  true,  the  consequence  is  clear. 
Our  poliah*d  manners  are  a  mask  we  wear. 
And,  at  the  bottom  barb*rous  still  and  rude^ 
We  are  restrain'd,  indeed,  but  not  subdu'd. 
The  yeiy  remedy,  however  sure. 
Springs  from  the  mischief  it  intends  to  cure. 
And  savage  in  it*s  principle  appears, 
IVied,  as  it  should  be,  by  the  fiiiit  it  bears. 
*T  is  hard,  indeed,  if  nothing  will  defend 
Mankind  from  quarreb  but  their  fatal  end ; 
That  now  and  then  a  hero  must  decease. 
That  the  surviving  world  may  live  in  peace. 
Perhaps  at  last  close  scrutiny  may  show 
Hie  practice  dastardly,  and  mean,  and  low ; 
That  men  engage  in  it  compelled  by  force. 
And  fear,  not  courage,  is  it's  proper  source : 
The  fear  of  tyrant  custom,  and  the  fear 
Lest  fops  should  censure  us,  and  fools  should  sneer. 
At  least  to  trample  on  our  Maker's  laws. 
And  haaard  life  for  any  or  no  cause. 
To  rush  into  a  fix'd  eternal  state 
Out  of  the  very  flames  of  rage  and  hate. 
Or  send  another  shiv'ring  to  the  bar 
With  all  the  guilt  of  such  unnatural  war. 
Whatever  IJse  may  urge,  or  Honour  plead. 
On  Reason's  verdict  is  a  madman's  deed. 
Am  I  to  set  my  life  upon  a  throw. 
Because  a  bear  is  rude  and  surly  ?  No — 
A  moral,  sensible,  and  well-bred  man 
Will  not  affront  me ;  and  no  other  can. 
Were  I  empower'd  to  regulate  the  lists, 
They  should  encounter  with  well-loaded  fists ; 
A  Trojan  combat  would  be  something  new. 
Let  Dares  beat  Entellus  black  and  blue ; 
Then  each  might  show,  to  his  admiring  fiiends, 
In  honourable  bumps  his  rich  amends. 
And  carry,  in  contusions  of  his  skull, 
A  satisfactory  receipt  in  full. 

A  story,  in  which  native  humour  rdgns, 
Is  often  useful,  always  entertains : 
A  graver  fact,  enlisted  on  your  side, 
May  furnish  illustration,  well  applied ; 
But  sedentary  weaver^of  long  tales 
Give  me  the  fidgets,  and  my  patience  fails. 
*Tis  the  most  asinine  employ  on  flarth. 
To  hear  them  teU  of  parentage  and  birth. 
And  echo  conversations,  dull  and  dry, 
EmbelUsh'd  with—"  He  said,"  and  •<  So  said  L" 
At  ev'ry  interview  their  route  the  sam^ 
The  repetition  makes  attention  lame : 
We  bustle  up  with  unsuccessful  speed. 
And  in  the  saddest  part  cry—**  Droll,  indeed ! 
The  path  of  narrative  with  care  pursue, 
Still  making  probability  your  clew ; 
On  all  the  vestiges  of  truth  attend, 
And  let  them  guide  you  to  a  decent  endi 
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Of  all  ambitioaa  man  maj 

The  worst,  tibat  can  invade  a  fickly 

Is  that  vrhi^  angles  hourly  for  suipriae^ 

And  baits  it's  hook  irith  prodigy*  and 

Credulous  infimcy,  or  age  as  weak. 

Are  fittest  auditor*  for  such  to  seek, 

Who,.to  please  others,  will  themselves  disgim, 

Yet  please  not,  but  affirtmt  you  to  your 

A  great  retailer  of  this  curious 

Having  unloaded  and  made  many 

<' Can  this  be  true  ?" — anarch 

«  Yes,"(rather  mov'd,)  «*  I  saw  it  with 

"  Sir !  I  believe  it  on  that  ground  alooe  ; 

I  could  not,  had  I  seen  it  with  my  own.** 

A  tale  should  be  judicious,  dear. 
The  language  plain,  and  incidents  well  liak'd  ; 
Tell  not  as  new  what  ev'ry  body  knovrsi, 
And,  new  or  old,  still  hasten  to  a  doae; 
There,  centring  in  a  focus  round  and 
Let  all  your  rays  of  information  meeC 
What  neither  yidds  us  profit  nor  delight 
Is  like  a  nurse's  lullaby  at  night ; 
Guy  Eari  of  Warwick,  and  fiur  Eleaaore, 
Or  giant-killing  Jack,  would  please  me 

The  pipe,  with  solemn  interposing  i«ufi^ 
Makes  half  a  sentence  at  a  time  enough ; 
Hie  dosing  sages  drop  the  drowsy  strain, 
Hien  pause,  and  puff — and  s^eak,  and 
Such  often,  like  the  tube  they  so  admire. 
Important  triflers !  have  more  smoke  than  five 
Pemidous  weed !  whose  scent  the  fair 
Unfriendly  to  sodety's  chief  joys. 
Thy  worst  effect  is  banishing  for  hours 
Tlie  sex,  whose  presence  dvilises  ours 
Thou  art*  indeed,  the  drug  a  gard'ner 
To  poison  vennin  that  infest  his  plams ; 
But  are  we  so  to  wit  and  beauty  blind* 
As  to  despise  the  glory  of  our  kind. 
And  show  the  softest  minds  and  fiurest  ft 
As  little  mercy,  as  he  grubs  and  wonns  ? 
They  dare  not  wait  the  riotous  abuse. 
Thy  thirsts-creating  steams  at  length  prodnee. 
When  wine  has  giv'n  indecent  linguagr  biitiv 
And  forc'd  the  flood-gates  of  licentious 
For  sea-bom  .Venus  her  attarhment 
Still  to  that  element,  from  which  she 
And  vrith  a  quiet,  which  no  fumes  disturb, 
Sips  meek  infusions  of  a  milder  herb. 

Ih'  emphatic  speaker  dearly  k»ves  t* 
In  contact  inconvenient,  nose  to  nose. 
As  if  the  gnomon  on  his  ndgfabour's  pfaia, 
Touch'd  with  the  magnet,  had  attracted  bit 
His  whisper'd  theme,  dilated  and  at  fau^ge. 
Proves  after  all  a  wind>gun's  airy  diarige. 
An  extract  of  his  diary  -»no  more, 
A  tasteless  journal  of  the  day  beforsw 
He  walk'd  abroad,  o'ertaken  in  the  rata, 
Call'd  on  a  firiend,  drank  tea,  stepp'd  hoBM 
Resum'd  bis  purpose,  had  a  world  of  talk 
With  one  he  stumbled  on,  and  lost  his 
I  interrupt  him  with  a  sudden  bow 
**  Adieu,  dear  sir !  Icat  you  should  lose  it 

I  cannot  talk  with  dvet  in  the  room, 
A  fine  puss-gentleman  that 's  all  perfume  ; 
The  sight 's  enou^ — no  need  to  smell  a 
Who  thrusts  his  nose  into  a  rarve-daow  ? 
His  odoriferous  attempts  to  please 
Perhaps  mig^t  prosper  with  a  swarm  of  bees ; 
But  we  that  make  no  honey,  though  we  sting, 
Poets  are  sometimes  upt  to  manl  the  thing. 
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^T*  is  wrong  to  bring  into  a  mixM  resort,      * 
VEHiat  makes  some  sick,  and  others  d4t^mqrt : 
A.n  argument  of  cogence,  we  may  say, 
IMHiy  such  a  one  should  keep  himself  away. 

A  gnsTer  coxcomb  we  may  sometimes  see, 
Qvite  as  absurd,  though  not  so  light  as  he : 
A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask, 
An  oracle  widiin  an  empty  cask, 
Tbe  solemn  fop ;  significant  and  budge ; 
A  fool  with  judges,  amongst  fools  a  judge ; 
He'aays  but  little,  and  that  little  said 
Owes  all  it*s  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead. 
His  wit  invites  you  by  his  looks  to  come. 
But  when  you  knock  it  never  is  at  home : 
*T  is  like  a  parcel  sent  you  by  the  stage. 
Some  handsome  present,  as  your  hopes  prea^pe  ; 
*T  is  heavy,  bulky,  and  bids  fair  to  prove 
An  absent  friend's  fidelity  and  love ; 
But  when  unpack*d,  your  disappointment  groans 
To  find  it  stuff  *d  with  brick-bats,  earth,  and  stones. 

Some  men  employ  their  health,  an  ugly  trick. 
In  making  known  how  oft  they  have  been  sick, 
And  give  us  in  recitals  of  disease 
A  doctor's  trouble,  but  without  the  fees ; 
Relate  bow  many  weeks  they  kept  their  bed^ 
How  an  emetic  or  cathartic  sped ; 
Nothing  is  slightly  touch*d,  much  less  forgot 
Nose,  ears,  and  eyes,  seem  present  on  the  spot. 
Now  the  distemper,  spite  of  draught  or  pU^ 
Victorious  seem'd,  and  now  the  doctor's  skill ; 
And  now     alnfl,  for  unforeseen  mishaps ! 
They  put  on  a  dsmp  nightcap  and  relapse; 
They  thought  they  must  have  died,  they  were  so  bad  j 
Their  peevish  hewers  almost  wish  they  had. 

Some  fretful  tempers  wince  at  ev'iy  touch, 
You  always  do  too  little,  or  too  much : 
You  vpeak  with  life,  in  hopes  to  entertain^ 
Your  elevated  voice  goes  through  the  brain ; 
You  fall  at  once  into  a  lower  key, 
That's  worse  — the  drone.pipe  of  an  humble>bee. 
The  southern  sash  admits  too  strong  a  light, 
You  rise  and  drop  the  curtain— now  *t  is  night. 
He  shakes  with  cold— you  stir  the  fire  and  strive 
To  make  a  blste      that 's  roasting  him  alive. 
Serve  him  with  venison,  and  be 'chooses  fish ; 
With  sole — that 's  just  the  sort  he  would  not  wish. 
He  trikes  what  he  at  first  profess'd  to  loath. 
And  in  due  time  feeds  heartily  on  both ; 
Yet  stilU  o'erclouded  with  a  constant  frown. 
He  dote  not  swallow,  but  he  gulps  it  down. 
Your  hope  to  please'  him  vain  on  ev'ry  plan, 
Himself  should  work  that  wonder,  if  he  can—- 
Alas !  his  efforts  double  his  distress. 
He  likes  yours  little,  and  his  own  still  less. 
Thus  always  teasing  others,  always  teas'd. 
His  only  pleasure  is  ^  to  be  displeas'd. 

I  pity  bashful  mat,  who  feel  the  pain 
Of  fiuicied  scorn  and  undeserv'd  disdain. 
And  bear  the  marks  upon  a  blushing  face 
Of  needless  shame,  and  self-impos'd  disgrace. 
Our  sensibilities  are  so  acute. 
The  fear  of  being  silent  makes  us  mute. 
We  sometimes  think  we  could  a  speech  produce 
Much  to  the  purpose,  if  our  tongues  were  loose ; 
But  being  tried,  it  dies  upon  the  lip, 
Fafait  as  a  chicken's  note  that  has  the  pip  ; 
Our  wasted  oil  unprofitably  bums, 
Like  hidden  lamps  in  old  sepulchnl  urns. 
Few  FVencfamen  of  this  evil  have  complain'd ; 
It  Mcoii  as  if  we  Brttons  were  ordain'd. 


By  way  of  wholesome  curb  upon  our  pride, 

To  fear  each  other,  fearing  none  beside. 

The  cause,  perhaps,  inquiry  may  descry, 

Self-searching  with  an  mtroverted  eye, 

Conoeal'd  within  an  unsuspected  part. 

The  vainest  comer  of  our  own  vain  heart : 

For  ever  aiming  at  the  world's  esteem, 

Our  self-importance  ruins  it's  own  scheme ; 

In  other  eyes  our  talents  rarelv  shown, 

Become  at  length  so  splendid  m  our  own. 

We  dare  not  risk  them  into  public  view. 

Lest  they  miscarry  of  what  seems  their  due. 

IVue  modesty  is  a  discerning  grace, 

And  only  blushes  in  the  proper  place ; 

But  counterfeit  is  blind,  and  skiUks  tlm>ugh  hu. 

Where 't  is  a  shame  to  be  asbam'd  t*  appear : 

Humility  the  parent  of  the  first, 

Hie  last  by  Vanity  produc'd  and  nurs'd. 

The  circle  form'd,  we  sit  in  silent  state. 

Like  figures  drawn  upon  a  dial-plate  -,  [show 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  and* «  No,  ma'am,"  utter*d  softly, 

Ev'ry  five  minutes  how  the  minutes  go ; 

Each  individual  suff'ring  a  constraint 

Poetry  may,  but  colours  cannot  paint. 

As  if  in  close  committee  on  the  sky. 

Reports  it  hot  or  cold,  or  wet  or  dry ; 

And  finds  a  changing  clime  a  liappy  source 

Of  wise  reflection,  and  well-tim'd  discourse. 

We  next  inquire,  but  softly  and  by  stealth, 

Like  conservators  of  the  public  health. 

Of  epidemic  throats,  if  such  there  are. 

And  coughs,  and  riieums,  and  phthisic,  and  catanfa. 

That  theme  exhausted,  a  wide  chasm  ensues, 

FlU'd  up  at  last  with  interesting  news, 

Who  danc'd  with  whom,  and  who  are  like  to  wed. 

And  who  is  hang*d,  and  who  is  brought  to  bed : 

But  fear  to  call  a  more  important  cause. 

As  if 't  were  treason  against  English  laws. 

The  visit  paid,  with  ecstasy  we  come, 

As  from  a  sev'n  yean*  transportation,  homei, 

And  there  resume  an  unembarrass'd  brow, 

Recov'ring  what  we  lost  we  know  not  how. 

The  faculties,  that  seem'd  reduc'd  to  nought, 

Eipression  and  the  privilege  of  thought. 

Tlie  reeking,  roaring  hero  of  the  chase» 
I  give  him  over  as  a  desp'rate  case. 
Physicians  write  in  hopes  to  work  a  cure, 
Never,  if  honest  ones,  when  deatlj  is  sure ; 
And  though  the  fox  he  follows  may  be  tam'd, 
A  mere  foz-foll'wer  never  is  reclaim'd. 
Some  farrier  should  prescribe  his  proper  ooune^ 
Whose  only  fit  companion  is  his  hone  ; 
Or  i^  deserving  of  a  better  doom. 
The  noble  beast  judge  otherwise,  his  groom. 
Yet  ev'n  the  rogue  that  serves  him,  though  he  stand. 
To  take  his  honour's  orders,  cap  in  hand, 
Piefen  hu  fellow-grooms  with  much  good  sena^ 
Their  skin  a  truth,  his  master's  a  pretence. 
If  neither  horse  nor  groom  affect  the  squire, 
Where  can  at  last  his  jockcyship  retire  ? 
O  to  the  club,  the  scene  of  savage  joys, 
The  school  of  coarse  good  fellowship  and  noiie; 
There,  in  the  sweet  society  of  those. 
Whose  friendship  from  his  boyish  years  he  chose. 
Let  him  improve  his  talent  if  he  can. 
Till  none  but  beasU  acknowledge  him  a  roan. 

Man's  heart  had  been  impenetrably  sttl'd. 
Like  theirs  that  cleave  tlie  Hood  or  graxe  the  fidd, 
Had  not  his  Maker's  all-bestowing  hand 
Giv'n  him  a  soul,  and  bade  him  undenttand ; 
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The  pow*r  to  clothe  that  reason  with  his  word ; 

For  all  is  perfect,  that  God  works  on  Earth, 

And  he,  that  gives  conception,  aids  the  birth. 

If  this  be  plain,  *t  is  plainly  understood. 

What  uses  of  his  boon  the  giver  would. 

The  BCnd,  dispatch'd  upon  her  busy  toil. 

Should  range  where  Rtmdence  has  bless'd  the  soil ; 

Visiting  ev'ry  flow'r  with  labour  meet, 

And  gadi*Ting  all  her  treasures  sweet  by  sweet, 

She  should  imbue  the  tongue  with  what  she  sips, 

And  shed  the  balmy  blessing  on  the  lips, 

Hiat  good  difiiis'd  may  more  abundant  grow. 

And  speech  may  praise  the  pow'r  that  bids  it  flow. 

WiU  the  sweet  warbler  of  the  livelong  night. 

That  fills  the  list*ning  lover  with  delight. 

Forget  his  harmony,  mth  rapture  heard. 

To  learn  the  twitt'ring  of  a  meaner  bird  ? 

Or  make  the  parrot's  mimicry  his  choice, 

Tliat  odious  libel  on  a  human  voice  ? 

No —  Nature,  unsophisticate  by  man. 

Starts  not  aside  from  her  Creator's  plan ; 

Tlie  melody,  that  was  at  first  design'd 

To  cheer  the  rude  forefathers  of  mankind. 

Is  note  for  note  deliver'd  in  our  ears. 

In  the  last  scene  of  her  ux  thousand  years. 

Yet  Fashion,  leader  of  a  chatt'ring  train, 

TVhom  man  for  his  own  hurt  permits  to  reign, 

Who  shifts  and  changes  all  things  but  his  shape. 

And  would  d^^ade  her  vot'ry  to  an  ape, 

The  fruitful  parent  of  abuse  aiid  wrong. 

Holds  a  usurp'd  dominion  o'er  his  tongue ; 

There  sits  and  prompts  him  with  his  own  disgrace^ 

Prescribes  the  theme,  the  tone,  and  the  grimace. 

And,  when  accomplish'd  in  her  wayward  school. 

Calls  gentleman  whom  she  has  made  a  fool. 

'T  is  an  unalterable  fix'd  decree. 

That  none  could  frame  or  ratify  but  she, 

Tliat  Heav'n  and  Hell,  and  righteousnera  and  sin. 

Snares  in  his  path,  and  foes  that  lurk  within, 

God  and  his  attributes,  (a  field  of  day 

Where  *t  is  an  angel's  happiness  to  stray,) 

FVuits  of  his  love  and  wonders  of  his  might. 

Be  never  nam'd  in  ears  esteem'd  polite. 

That  he  who  dares,  when  she  forbids,  be  grav^ 

Shall  stand  proscrib'd«  a  madman  or  a  knave, 

A  close  designer  not  to  be  believ'd. 

Or,  if  excus'd  that  charge,  at  least  deceiv'd. 

Oh  folly  worthy  of  the  nurse's  lap. 

Give  it  the  breast,  or  stop  it's  mouth  with  yap ! 

Is  it  incredible,  or  can  it  seem 

A  dream  to  any,  except  those  that  dream, 

lliat  man  should  love  his  Maker,  and  that  fire, 

Warming  his  heart,  should  at  his  lips  transpire  ? 

Know  then,  and  modestly  let  fall  your  eyes, 

And  veil  your  daring  crest  that  braves  the  slues ; 

lliat  air  of  insolence  affi-onts  your  God, 

You  need  his  i^ardon,  and  provoke  his  rod : 

Now,  in  a  posture  that  becomes  you  more 

Than  that  heroic  strut  assiun'd  before. 

Know,  your  arrears  with  ev'ry  hour  accrue 

For  mercy  shown,  while  wraUi  is  justly  due. 

The  time  is  short,  and  there  are  souls  on  Earth, 

Though  future  pain  may  serve  for  present  mirth. 

Acquainted  with  the  woes,  that  fear  or  shame. 

By  Fashion  tau^t,  forbade  them  once  to  name^ 

And,  having  felt  the  pangs  you  deem  a  jest. 

Have  prov'd  them  truths  .too  big  to  be  expreas'd. 

Go  seek  on  Revelation's  haUow'd  ground, 

Sure  to  succeed,  the  remedy  they  found ; 


COWPER.    ; 

'd     Touciild,)^  tfanfcpofirV  tint  you  have  dbr^d 
That  makes  seas  stable^  and  dtsaolveB  fbe  nick. 
Your  htart  shall  yield  a  Ufe-rcpewiog 
That  fools,  as  you  have  done,  siiall  call  a 

It  happen'd  on  a  solann  even -tide. 
Soon  after  He  that  was  our  Surety  diied. 
Two  bosom  friends  eadi  penavdy  tndin'd. 
The  scene  of  dl  those  sonrows  left  bi4nnd. 
Sought  their  own  village,  busied  as  titey 
In  musings  worthy  of  the  great  event : 
Hiey  spake  of  him  they  lov'd,  of  him  vrboK  fife, 
Hxmgb  blameless,  bad  incarr'd  perpetoal  alnfie^ 
Whose  deeds  had  lefk,  in  spite  of  hostile  ana, 
A  deep  memorial  graven  on  their  heaila. 
The  recollection,  like  a  vein  of  otc^ 
The  fiuther  trac'd,  enricfa'd  them  still  tbe  bmr; 
They  thought  hixn,  and  they  justly  Aa^^  ||bi, 

one 
Sent  to  do  more  than  he  appear'd  t*  have  done; 
T*  exalt  a  people  and  to  place  them  hi^ 
Above  all  else,  and  wonder'd  he  should  dic^ 
Ere  yet  they  brou^t  their  journey  to  an  end, 
A  stranger  join'd  them,  courteous  as  a  friend. 
And  ask'd  them  with  a  kind  engaging  air 
What  their  affliction  vras,  and  begg'd  a  share. 
Infbrm'd,  he  gather'd  up  the  broken  tfaread. 
And,  truth  and  wisdom  graping  all  be  said, 
Explain'd,  illustrated,  ami  searcfa'd  so  vtell 
ITie  tender  theme,  on  which  they  diose  to  dwell. 
That  reaching  home,  '*  Hie  ni^"  tbey  snd,  «<is 

near. 
We  must  not  now  be  parted,  scjoum  here.** 
Hie  new  acquaintance  soon  became  a  guest. 
And,  made  so  welcome  at  their  simple  leaat» 
He  bless'd  the  bread,  but  vanish'd  at  the  word. 
And  left  them  both  exdaiming,  **  'T  was  the  Loidi 
Did  not  our  hearts  feel  all  he  drign'd  to  say. 
Did  they  not  bum  within  us  1^  the  vray  ?" 

Now  theirs  was  converse,  such  as  it  bclawes 
Man  to  maintain,  and  such  as  God  appsuves : 
Tlieir  views  indeed  were  indistinct  and  dim. 
But  yet  successful,  being  aim'd  at  him. 
Christ  and  his  character  their  only  aco|ie^ 
Their  object,  and  their  subject,  and  tfa 
They  felt  what  it  beaame  them  much  to  led/ 
And,  wanting  him  to  loose  the  saoed  seal. 
Found  him  as  prompt,  as  their  desire  vr 
To  spread  the  new-born  glories  in  tfaeir 
Well — what  are  ages  and  the  lapee  of  time 
Match'd  against  truths,  as  lasting  as  sublime? 
Can  length  of  years  on  God  hinudf  exact. 
Or  make  that  fiction,  which  was  ooce  a  &ct? 
No  »->  marble  and  recording  brass  decay. 
And  like  the  graver's  mem'ry  pass  away  ; 
The  works  of  man  inherit,  as  is  just. 
Their  author's  frailty,  and  return  to  duat : 
But  truth  dirine  for  ever  stands  aecur^ 
It's  head  is  guarded  as  it's  base  is  sure  ; 
Fix'd  in  the  rolling  flood  of  endless  yc■ln^ 
The  pillar  of  th*  eternal  plan  appears. 
The  raving  storm  and  da^ng  wave  defies. 
Built  by  that  architect,  who  built  the  skies. 
Hearts  may  be  found,  that  harbour  at  this  hour 
That  love  of  Christ,  and  all  it's  quick'ning  pow*r ; 
And  lips  unstain'd  by  folly  or  by  strife, 
MThose  vrisdom,  drawn  from  the  deep  well  of  life. 
Tastes  of  it's  healtiiful  origin,  and  flows 
A  Jordan  for  th'  ablution  of  our  woes. 
O  days  of  Heav'n,  and  nights  of  equal  pnii<«. 
Serene  and  peaceful  as  th^  hcav'iily  darv. 
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Ticn  iw>uU  dimwn  upwndt  in  efmnmnion  mrect 
tijoy  the  stillness  of  some  close  reCnmt, 
isct>urse,  as  if  releasM  and  safe  at  home, 
r  dangers  past,  and  wonders  yet  to  come, 
ml  spread  the  sacred  treasures  of  the  breast 
pon  the  lap  of  covenanted  Rest. 
**  What,  always  dreaming  over  heav*nly  things, 
ike  angel-heads  in  stone  with  pigeon-wings  ? 
anting  and  whining  out  all  day  the  word, 
nd  half  the  night?  fanatic  and  absurd ! 
[ine  be  the  friend  less  frequent  in  his  pray'ra, 
fho  makes  no  bustle  with  his  soul's  affairs, 
Hiose  wit  can  brighten  up  a  wintry  day, 
.nd  chase  the  splenetic  dull  hours  away ; 
tontent  on  Earth  in  earthly  things  to  ^ne, 
(Tho  waits  for.HeaY*n  ere  he  becomes  divine, 
weaves  saints  t*  enjoy  those  altitudes  they  teach, 
Lnd  plucks  the  fruit  plac*d  more  within  his  reach.' 

Well  spoken.  Advocate  of  sin  and  shame, 
Cnown  by  thy  bleating,  Ignorance  thy  name, 
s  sparkling  wit  the  World's  eiclusive  right  ? 
riie  iix*d  f«»-simple  of  the  vain  and  light? 
Zan  hopes  of  Heav'n,  bright  prospects  of  an  hour, 
fhat  come  to  waft  us  out  of  Sorrow's  pow'r, 
Obscure  or  quench  a  facul^,  that  finds 
[t's  happiest  soil  in  the  serenest  minds  ? 
[ieligion  curbs  indeed  it's  wanton  play, 
\nd  brings  the  trifler  under  rig'rous  sway. 
But  gives  it  usefulness  unknown  before, 
%nd,  purifying,  makes  it  shine  the  more. 
fi.  Christian's  wit  is  inoffenuve  light, 
\  beam  that  aids,  but  never  grieves  the  sight ; 
Vig'rous  in  age  as  in  the  fludi  of  youth, 
T  is  always  active  on  the  side  of  truth ; 
Temp'rance  and  peace  insure  it's  healthful  state. 
And  make  it  brightest  at  it's  latest  date. 
Oh  I  have  seen  (nor  hope  perhaps  in  vain. 
Ere  life  go  down,  to  see  such  sights  again) 
A  vet'ran  warrior  in  the  Christian  6eld, 
Who  never  saw  the  sword  he  could  not  wield ; 
Grave  witiiout  dulness,  learned  without  pride. 
Exact,  yet  not  precise,  though  meek,  keen-ey'd ; 
A  man  that  would  have  foil'd  at  their  own  play 
A  dosen  would-bes  of  the  modem  day ; 
Who,  when  occasion  justified  it's  use, 
Had  wit  as  bright  as  ready  to  produce, 
Could  fetdi  from  records  of  an  earlier  age;, 
Or  from  philosophy's  enlighten'd  page. 
His  rich  materials,  and  r^ale  your  ear 
With  strains  it  vras  a  privilege  to  hear : 
Yet  above  all  his  luxury  supreme. 
And  his  chief  glory,  was  the  Gospel  theme ; 
There  he  was  copious  as  old  Greece  or  Romc^ 
His  happy  eloquence  seem'd  there  at  home, 
Ambitious  not  to  shine  or  to  excel. 
But  to  treat  justiy  what  he  lov'd  so  welL 

It  moves  me  more  perhaps  than  folly  ought, 
When  some  green  heads,  as  void  of  wit  as  thought. 
Suppose  thenuelves  monopolists  of  sense, 
Aiid  wiier  men's  ability  pretence. 
Tliougfa  time  will  wear  us,  and  we  must  grow  old. 
Such  men  are  not  forgot  as  soon  as  cold, 
Their  fragrant  mem'ry  will  outlast  Uieir  tomb, 
£ndMlm'd  for  ever  in  it's  own  perfume. 
And  to  say  truth,  though  in  it's  eariy  prime. 
And  when  unslain'd  with  any  grosser  crime. 
Youth  has  a  sprighUiness  and  fire  to  boast. 
That  in  the  valley  of  decline  are  Ion, 
And  Virtue  with  peculiar  charms  appears, 
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Yet  Age,  by  long  ipeiScnce  well  infonn'd, 
Well  read,  welt  temper'd,  with  religion  warm*di 
That  fire  abated,  which  impels  rash  youth, 
Proud  of  his  speed,  to  overshoot  the  truth, 
As  time  approves  the  grape's  authentic  juice. 
Mellows  and  makes  the  speech  more  fit  for  use, 
And  claims  a  rev'rence  in  it's  short'ning  day, 
Hiat  't  is  an  lionour  and  a  joy  to  pay. 
The  fruits  of  Age,  less  fair,  are  yet  more  sound, 
Tlun  those  a  brighter  season  pours  around ; 
And,  like  the  stores  autumnal  suns  mature^ 
Through  wintry  rigours  unimpair'd  endure. 

What  is  fanatic  phrensy,  scom'd  so  mudi. 
And  dreaded  more  than  a  contagious  touch  ? 
I  grant  it  dang'rous,  and  approve  your  fear. 
That  fire  is  catching,  if  you  draw  too  near ; 
But  sage  observers  oft  mistake  the  flame. 
And  give  true  piety  that  odious  name. 
To  tremble  (as  the  creature  of  an  hour 
Ought  at  the  view  of  an  almighty  Pow'r) 
Before  his  presence,  at  whose  aweful  thmne 
All  tremble  in  all  worlds,  except  our  owu, 
To  supplicate  his  mercy,  love  his  ways. 
And  prise  them  above  pleasure,  wealth,  or  praise. 
Though  common  sense,  allow'd  a  casting  voice. 
And  free  from  bias,  must  approve  the  choice. 
Convicts  a  man  fanatic  in  th'  extreme 
And  wild  as  madness  in  the  world's  esteem. 
But  that  disease,  when  soberly  defin'd. 
Is  the  false  fire  of  an  o'eriieated  mind  ; 
It  views  the  truth  with  a  distorted  eye, 
And  either  warps  or  lays  it  useless  by ; 
'T  is  narrow,  selfish,  arrogant,  and  drawi 
It's  sordid  nourishment  from  man's  applamc; 
And  while  at  heart  sin  unrelinquiih'd  lies, 
IVesumes  itself  chief  fkv'rite  of  the  skies. 
'Tis  sudi  a  light  as  putrefiu:tion  breeds 
In  flyblown  flesh,  whereon  the  maggot  fced% 
Shines  in  the  dark,  but,  usher'd  into  day,^ 
The  stench  remains,  the  lustre  dies  away. 

True  bliss,  if  man  may  reach  it,  is  compoa'd 
Of  hearts  in  union  mutually  disclos'd ; 
And,  farewell  else  all  hope  of  pure  delight, 
Those  hearts  should  be  redaim'd,  renew'd,  upri^tf* 
Bad  men,  profaning  friendship's  hallow'd  name, 
Form  in  it's  stead,  a  covenant  of  shame, 
A  dark  confed'racy  against  the  laws 
Of  virtue,  and  religion's  glorious  cause : 
They  build  each  other  up  with  dreadful  skill. 
As  bastions  set  point  blwik  against  God's  will  t 
Enlarge  and  fortify  the  dread  redoubt. 
Deeply  rcsolv'd  to  shut*a  Saviour  out ; 
Call  legions  up  from  Hell  to  back  the  deed ; 
And,  curs'd  with  conquest,  finally  succeed. 
But  souls,  that  carry  on  a  blest  exchange 
Of  joys,  they  meet  with  in  their  heav'nly  raogs^ 
And  with  a  fearless  confidence  make  known 
The  sorrows,  sympathy  esteems  it's  own. 
Daily  derive  increasing  light  and  force 
From  sudi  communion  in  their  pleasant  course, 
Feel  less  the  journey's  roughness  and  its  lengtl^ 
Meet  their  opposers  with  united  strength, 
And,  one  in  heart,  in  int'rest,  and  design. 
Gird  up  each  other  to  the  race  divine. 

But  Conversation,  choose  what  theme  we  may. 
And  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way. 
Should  flow,  like  waters  afler  summer  show'rs. 
Not  as  if  rais'd  by  mere  melianic  pow'rs. 
flic  Christian,  in  whose  soul,  though  now  distiiaa'd^ 
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When  all  his  glowing  language  iflBU*d  forth 
With  God*s  deep  stamp  upon  it's  current  worth. 
Will  ^>eak  without  HiBgiiiap,  and  must  impart, 
Sad  as  it  is,  his  undissembling  heart, 
Abhors  constraint,  and  dares  not  feign  a  seal, 
Or  seem  to  boast  a  fire  he  does  not  feel. 
Tlie  song  of  Sion  is  a  tasteless  thing. 
Unless,  when  rising  on  a  joyful  wing, 
The  soul  can  mix  with  the  celestial  bandi^ 
And  give  the  strain  the  compass  it  demands. 

Strange  tidings  these  to  tell  a  World,  who  treat 
All  but  their  own  experience  as  deceit ! 
Will  they  believe,  though  credulous  enough, 
To  swallow  much  upon  much  weaker  proof, 
That  there  are  blest  inhabitants  of  Earth, 
Partakers  of  a  new  ethereal  birth, 
Hicir  hopes,  desires,  and  purposes  estrang*d 
From  things  terrestrial,  and  divinely  chang'd. 
Their  very  language  of  a  kind,  that  speaks 
The  soul's  sure  int'rest  in  the  good  sbe  seeks, 
Who  deal  with  Scripture,  it's  importance  felt, 
As  Tully  with  philosophy  once  dealt. 
And  in  the  silent  watches  of  tlie  night. 
And  through  the  scenes  of  toil-renewing  light, 
Tlie  social  walk,  or  solitary  ride. 
Keep  still  the  dear  companion  at  their  side  ? 
No  —  shame  upon  a  self-disgiacing  age, 
God's  work  may  serve  an  ape  upon  a  stage 
With  such  a  jest,  as  fill'd  with  hellish  glee 
Certain  invisibles  as  shrewd  as  he ; 
But  veneration  or  respect  finds  none, 
Save  from  the  subjects  of  that  work  alone. 
The  World  grown  old  her  deep  discernment  shows, 
Claps  !^pectacles  on  her  sagacious  nose, 
Peruses  closely  the  true  CIiristian*s  face, 
And  finds  it  a  mere  mask  of  sly  grimace ; 
Usurps  God's  offic^  lays  his  bosom  bare. 
And  finds  hypocrisy  close  lurking  there ; 
And,  serving  God  hurself  through  mere  construnt. 
Concludes  his  unfeign'd  love  of  him  a  feint. 
And  yet,  God  knows,  look  human  nature  through, 
(And  in  due  time  the  World  shall  know  it  too^) 
That  since  the  flow'rs  of  Eden  felt  the  blast, 
That  after  man's  defection  laid  all  waste, 
Sincerity  tow'rds  tlie  heart-searching  God 
Has  made  the  new4x>m  creature  her  abode, 
Nor  shall  be  found  in  unregen'rate  souls, 
mi  the  last  fire  bum  all  between  the  Poles. 
Sin<xrity  !  why  *t  is  his  only  pride, 
Weak  and  imperfect  in  all  grace  beside. 
He  knows  that  God  demands  his  heart  entire. 
And  gives  him  all  his  just  demands  require. 
Without  it  his  pretensions  were  as  vain, 
As  having  it  he  deems  the  World's  disdain ; 
That  great  defect  would  cost  liim  not  alone 
Man's  favourable  judgment,  but  his  own ; 
His  birthright  shaken,  and  no  longer  clear. 
Than  while  his  conduct  proves  his  heart  sincere. 
Retort  the  charge,  and  let  the  World  be  told 
She  boasts  a  confidence  she  does  not  hold ; 
That,  conscious  of  her  crimes,  she  feels  insteiui 
A  cold  misgiving,  and  a  killing  dread  : 
That  while  in  health  tlie  ground  of  her  support 
Is  madly  to  forget  that  life  is  short ; 
That  sick  she  trembles,  knowing  she  must  die. 
Her  hope  presumption,  and  her  faith  a  lie ; 
That  while  she  dotes,  and  dreams  that  she  believes. 
She  mocks  her  Maker,  and  herself  deceives. 
Her  utmost  reach,  lustorical  assent. 
The  doctrines  warp'd  to  what  they  never  meant ; 


Hiat  truth  itadf  ia  in  ber  bold  Si  doll 

And  uaekas  as  a  candle  in  a  acnU, 

And  all  her  love  of  God  a  groondleaa  dain^ 

A  trick  upon  the  canvaas,  paintrd  ivncw 

Tell  her  again,  the  sneer  i^on  her  fiwe. 

And  all  her  ccnsurea  of  the  work  of  gEao^ 

Are  insincere,  meant  onl j  to  conceal 

A  dread  she  would  not,  yet  is  Ibrc'd  to  feci  ; 

That  in  her  heart  the  Christian  she 

And  while  she  seems  to  acorn  hini,  only 

A  poet  does  not  woik  by  square  or  hat. 
As  smiths  and  joiners  perfect  a  design  $ 
At  least  we  modems,  our  attetition  kai^ 
Bejrond  tfa'  example  of  our  siies  digress. 
And  claim  a  right  to  scamper  and  run 
Wherever  chance,  a^rice,  or  fancy  guide. 
Hie  World  and  I  fortuitously  met; 
I  ow'd  a  trifle  and  have  paid  the  debt ; 
She  did  me  wrong,  I  recompena'd  the  deed. 
And,  having  struck  the  balance,  now  piucwMi 
I  Periupa  however  as  some  yean  have  paas'd. 
Since  she  and  I  convers'd  together  la^ 
And  I  have  liv'd  recluse,  in  rural 
Which  seldom  a  distinct  report 
Great  changes  and  new  manners  have  ocosrr'd. 
And  blest  rrforma^  that  I  have  never  bend. 
And  she  nwy  now  be  as  discreet  and  wiae^ 
As  once  absurd  in  all  discerning  eyea. 
Sobriety  perhaps  may  now  be  found. 
Where  once  Intoxication  furesa'd  the  groond  ; 
The  subtle  and  injurious  may  be  just. 
And  he  grown  chaste,  that  was  the  slave  of  hist ; 
Arts  once  esteem'd  may  be  with  shame  disanas'd ; 
Chari^  may  relax  the  miser's  fist; 
The  gamester  may  have  cast  his  cards  awi^. 
Forgot  to  curse,  and  only  kneel  to  pavy. 
It  has  indeed  been  told  me  (with  what  wc^^ 
How  credibly,  *t  is  hard  for  me  to  state) 
That  fables  (dd,  that  seem'd  for  ever  mnt^ 
Reviv'd  are  hast'ning  into  fresh  repate. 
And  gods  and  goddnses,  discarded  lon^ 
Like  useless  lumber,  or  a  stroller's  soog. 
Are  bringing  into  vogue  their  hrathen  train. 
And  Jupiter  bids  fair  to  rule  again  ; 
That  certain  feasts  are  instituted  now. 
Where  Voius  hears  the  lover's  tender 
That  all  Olympus  throu^  the  country 
To  consecrate  our  few  remaining  graves, 
And  Echo  learns  politely  ro  repeat 
The  praise  of  names  for  ages  ofaadlete  ; 
That  having  prov'd  the  weakness,  it  should  seem, 
Of  Revelation's  ineffectual  beam. 
To  bring  the  passions  under  sober  sway. 
And  give  the  moral  springs  their  proper  pls^, 
Th^  mean  to  tiy  what  may  at  last  be  done. 
By  stout  substantial  gods  oi  wood  and  stone. 
And  whether  Roman  rites  may  not  produce 
The  virtues  of  old  Rome  for  English  use. 
May  such  success  attend  the  pious  plan. 
May  Mercury  once  more  embellish  man, 
Grace  him  again  with  long  forgotten  aits, 
Reclaim  his  taste,  and  bri^^iten  up  bis  parts. 
Make  him  athletic  as  in  days  of  old, 
Leam'd  at  the  bar,  in  the  palestra  bold. 
Divest  the  rougher  sex  of  female  air% 
And  teach  the  softer  not  to  copy  theirs : 
The  change  shall  please,  nor  slttll  it  matterauglbt 
Who  works  the  woqder,  if  it  be  but  wrought. 
*T  is  time,  however,  if  the  case  stands  thus. 
For  us  plain  folks,  and  all  who  side  with  as, 
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build  our  altar,  confidttit  and  bold, 
id  say  as  stem  Elijah  laid  of  old, 
e  stn£o  now  stands  upon  a  fiur  award, 

Israers  Lord  be  God,  then  mrw  the  Lord : 

be  be  silen^  laith  is  all  a  whim, 

len  Baal  is  the  God,  and  worship  him. 

Digression  b  so  much  in  modem  use, 

KMigfat  ia  so  nuc,  and  fancy  so  proAise^ 

me  never  seem  so  wide  of  their  intend 

i  when  returning  to  the  theme  they  meant ; 

I  mendicants,  whose  business  is  to  roam, 

ake  eT*ry  parish  but  their  own  their  hoooe. 

lotigfa  such  continual  sig-sagi  in  a  book, 

tcb  drunken  reelings  have  an  awkward  look, 

tid  I  had  rather  creep  to  what  is  true, 

ISA  rove  and  atagger  with  no  mark  in  view ; 

et  to  consult  a  littl^  seem*d  no  crime, 

be  freakish  humour  of  the  present  time : 

ut  now  to  gather  up  what  seems  dispers'd, 

nd  touch  the  subject  I  design'd  at  first, 

Ibj  proves  though  much  beside  the  rules  of  urt, 

•est  for  the  public,  end  my  wisest  pert 

.nd  first  let  no  man  charge  me,  that  I  mean 

b  dose  in  sable  ev'ry  social  scene, 

Lod  give  good  company  a  face  severe, 

IS  if  they  met  around  a  fiither*s  luer ; 

^o€  tell  some  men,  that  pleasure  all  their  bent, 

Lnd  laughter  all  their  work,  is  life  mis-spent, 

lieir  wisdom  bursts  into  this  sage  reply, 

'  Hien  mirth  is  sin,  and  we  should  always  cry.** 

[*o  find  the  medium  asks  some  share  of  wit, 

Ind  therefore  *t  is  a  mark  fools  never  hit : 

3ut  though  'life's  valley  be  a  vale  of  tears, 

i  brighter  scene  beyond  that  vale  appears, 

irMMse  glory  with  a  light,  that  never  fades, 

ihooCs  between  scatter'd  rocks  and  op*ning  shades, 

%.nd,  while  it  shows  the  land  the  soul  desires^ 

rhe  knguage  of  the  land  she  seeks  injures. 

rhus  touch*d,  the  tonsue  receives  a  sacred  cure 

[>f  all  that  was  absurd,  profane,  impure ; 

Held  within  modest  bounds,  the  tide  of  speech 

Pursues  the  coune,  that  TVuth  and  Nature  teach ; 

^Mo  longer  labours  merely  to  produce 

riie  pomp  of  sound,  or  tinlje  without  use  : 

Where'er  it  winds,  the  salutary  stream, 

Sprighdy  and  fresh,  enriches  ev'ry  theme, 

While  all  the  happy  man  possess'd  before, 

The  gift  of  Nature,  or  the  classic  store. 

Is  made  subservient  to  the  grand  design. 

For  which  Heav*n  form'd  the  ftculty  divine. 

So  should  an  idiot,  while  at  large  he  strays, 

Find  the  sweet  lyre,  on  which  an  artist  plays, 

With  rash  and  awkward  force  the  chord  he  shakes, 

And  grins  with  wonder  at  the  jar  he  makes ; 

But  let  the  wise  and  weU>instructed  hand 

Once  take  the  shell  beneath  his  just  command, 

In  gentle  sounds  it  seems  as  it  complain'd 

Of  the  rude  injuries  it  late  sustain *d, 

Till  tun*d  at  length  to  some  immortal  song, 

It  sounds  Jcfaovah*s  name,  and  pours  his  praise  along. 


VERSES 
sonossD  TO  ax  w&imv  n  ALtXAwnxs  sslkisk, 

DUftINO   HIS  SOLRAXT    ABODK   IX  THl  ISLAND  OF 
JUAN  PXaifANDXS. 

I  AM  monarch  of  all  I  survey. 
My  right  there  ia  none  to  dilute ; 

FVom  the  centre  all  round  to  the  sea, 
I  am  lord  of  the  fowl  and  the  brute, 

0  Solitude !  where  are  the  charms, 
Tliat  sages  have  seen  in  thy  &ce  ? 

Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alanu. 
Than  reign  in  thb  horrible  place. 

1  am  out  of  humanity's  readi, 

I  must  finish  my  journey  alone^ 
Never  hear  the  sweet  music  of  speech, 

I  start  at  the  sound  of  my  own. 
Tlie  beasts,  that  roam  over  the  plaii^ 

My  form  with  indiiTerence  see ; 
Tliey  are  so  unacquainted  with  man, 

Tbeir  tameness  is  ■'*«M*''^g  to 


Sode^,  fiiendahip,  and  love. 

Divinely  beitow'd  upon  man, 
O,  had  I  die  wings  of  a  dove. 

How  soon  would  I  taste  you  agpin  I 
My  sorrows  I  then  might  assuage 

In  the  ways  of  religion  and  truths 
Might  learn  from  the  wisdom  of  age^ 

And  be  cheer'd  by  the  sallies  of  youth. 

Religion !  what  traasure  untold 

Resides  in  that  heavenly  word ! 
More  precious  than  silver  and  gold. 

Or  all  that  this  Earth  can  afford. 
But  the  sound  of  the  churcb-going  bdl 

These  valleys  and  rocks  never  heard. 
Never  8igh*d  at  the  sound  of  a  kneH, 

Or  smird  when  a  sabbath  appear'd. 

Ye  winds,  that  have  made  me  yonr  ipor^ 

Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  endearing  report 

Of  a  land,  I  shall  vuit  no  mora. 
My  friends,  do  they  now  and  than  aand 

A  wish  or  a  thought  after  ma? 
O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  friend. 

Though  a  friend  I  am  never  to  wmk 

How  fleet  is  a  glance  of  the  mind ! 

Compar'd  with  the  speed  of  ita  fli^ 
Tbe  tempest  itself  lags  behind, 

And  the  swift-winged  snows  of  licfat 
When  I  think  of  my  own  native  lan^ 

In  a  moaient  I  seem  to  be  there; 
But  alas !  reooUecdon  at  hand 

Soon  hurriea  me  back  to  despair. 


But  the  8e»-lbwl  is  aone  to  her  nca^ 

The  beast  is  laid  down  in  fab  lair; 
Even  here  is  a  saaaon  of  reat. 

And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 
There 's  mctcy  in  every  place, 

'And  mercy,  encouraging  tfaoogfat  I 
Gives  evoi  affliction  a  grace. 

And  reconciles  man  to  fan  loc 
3  £  4 
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THE  Dtvsamio 
HISTORY  OF  JOHN  GILPIN; 

mOWXNO    HOW    BK    WXXT    FAHTHKB    THAN    KB    IN- 
TUroCD,   AND  CAMS  SAPS  HOMX  AGAIN. 


John  Gilrn  wm  «  dtiaen 

Of  credit  and  renown, 
A  train-band  captain  eke 

Of  fiimous  London  town. 

Jobn  Gilpin*8  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 
"  ItKHigh  wedded  we  haye  been 

These  twice  ten  tedious  yean^  yet  we 
No  holiday  have 


«*  To-morrow  is  our  wedding-day^ 

And  we  will  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Edroontoii 

All  in  a  (haise  and  pair. 

**  My  sister,  and  mv  sister's  chiU^ 
Myself,  and  chOdren  three^ 

Will  fill  the  chaise ;  so  you  most  ride 
On  horseback  after  wa.** 

He  soon  replied,  *'  I  do  admire 

Of  woman-kind  but  onc^ 
And  you  are  she,  my  dearest  dev> 

Hierefore  it  shall  be  doni; 

**  1  am  a  linen-draper  bold. 
As  all  the  world  doth  know. 

And  my  good  friend  the  calendrer 
Will  lend  his  horse  to  go.' 


»• 


Quoth  Mrs.  GUpin,  «  That 's  well  said{ 

And,  for  that  wine  is  dear. 
We  will  be  fumish*d  with  our  own. 

Which  is  both  bright  and  dear.** 

John  Gilpin  kiss*d  his  loving  wile ; 

O'eijoy'd  was  he  to  find, 
Tliat,  though  on  pleasure  she  was  bent. 

She  had  a  frugal  mind. 

Tin  morning  came,  the  chaise  wasbrou^it, 

But  yet  was  not  allow'd 
To  drive  up  to  the  door,  lest  all 

Should  say  that  she  was  proud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  stay'd, 

Where  they  did  all  get  in ; 
Six  predous  souls,  and  all  agog 

To  dash  through  thick  and  thin. 

Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheels, 

Were  never  folk  so  glad. 
The  stones  did  rattle  underneath. 

As  if  Cheapside  were  mad. 

John  Gilpin  at  his  hone's  sde 

Seis'd  Cut  the  flowing  mane^ 
And  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride. 

But  soon  came  down  again ; 

For  saddle-tree  scarce  reach'd  had  he, 
Hisjoumey  to  begin,  * 

When,  turning  round  his  head,  be  saw 
Three  customers  come  in. 


So  down  be  omae ;  IbrloMof 
Although  it  griev'd  hsm  mm 

Yet  loss  of  pcBoe,  full  well  he 
Would  trouble  him  much 


'T  was  long  before  the 
Were  suited  to  their  mind. 

When  Bet^  "c^f^'^g  osme 
«  Tlie  wine  is  left  bcfaiiid !" 

<«  Good  lack!'*  qnotfahe— <«  J 
My  leathern  belt  likewise^ 

In  which  I  bear  my  tms^ 
When  I  do  ezenase." 


Now  Blistrcas  Gilpin  (carefol  aool!) 
Had  two  stone  bottles  found. 

To  hold  the  liquor  that  she  lov'd. 
And  keep  it  safo  and  aonnd. 


£adi  bottle  had  a  curling 

llirough  which  the  belt  he  drem. 
And  hung  a  bottle  on  each 

To  make  his  balanoe  true. 


Tben  overall,  that  he  mi^  be 
Equipp'd  from  top  to  toe. 

His  long  red  doak,  well  brali'd 
He  manfully  did  throw. 

Now  see  him  mountpd  onoa 
Upon  his  nimble  steed. 

Full  slowly  padng  o'er  the 
With  caution  and  good  bead. 


But  finding  soon  a  smoother 
Beneath  lus  well-shod  fee^ 

The  snorting  beast  began  to 
Which  gaTl'd  him  in 


So^  '<  Fan- and  softly,"  John  be 
But  John  he  cried  in  vain  ; 

That  trot  became  a  gallop 
In  spite  of  curb  and  rein. 


So  stooping  down,  as  needs  ha 

Who  cannot  sit  i4>rigfat. 
He  giasp'd  the  mane  tnth  bodi  his 

And  tke  with  all  his  nugfat. 

His'hc»se,  who  never  in  that  aort 
Had  handled  been  before. 

What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 
Did  wonder  more^and  more. 


Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  nougfat ; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig ; 
He  little  dreamt,  when  he  set  on^ 

Of  running  siicfa  a  rig. 

Tbe  wind  did  blow,  the  doak  dU  iy. 
Like  streamer  long  and  gay, 

TEH,  loop  and  button  failing  both. 
At  last  it  flew  away. 


Tben  might  all  people  well 
Ibe  bottles  be  had  slung; 

A  bottle  swinging  at  each  ^idc^ 
As  hath  been  wid  or  in^g. 
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Ttm  dcjn  did  baric*  the  difldrm  tereni'dy 

Up  &w  the  winidows  all ; 
And  ef'rj  toal  cried  out,  «  Well  done!*' 

As  loud  as  he  could  batwL 

Away  went  Gilpin —who  but  he  ? 

Hk  &me  soon  spread  around, 
**  He  carries  weight !  he  rides  a  race ! 

*T  is  for  a  thousand  pound !' 


i»* 


And  still  as  fint  as  he  drew  near, 

'T  was  wonderful  to  view,. 
How  in  a  trice  the  turnpike  men 

Their  gates  wide  open  threw. 

And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  down 

His  reeking  head  full  low. 
The  bottles  twain  behind  his  back 

Were  shatter'd  at  a  J>low. 

Down  fan  the  wine  into  th^road. 

Most  piteous  to  be  seen. 
Which  made  his  horse's  flanks  to  onoke^ 

As  they  had  basted  been. 

But  still  he  seem'd  to  carry  weight, 

With  leathern  girdle  brac'd ; 
For  all  might  see  the  bottle-necks 

Still  dueling  at  his  waist. 

Thus  all  through  merry  IsUngton 

These  gambols  he  did  play. 
Until  he  came  imto  the  Wadi 

Of  Edmonton  so  gay ; 

And  there  he  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  the  way. 
Just  like  unto  a  trundling  mop. 

Or  a  wild  goose  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  Ms  loving  wifb 

F^rom  the  balcony  q>ied 
Her  tender  husband,  wond'ring  much 

To  see  how  he  did  ride. 

^  Stopt    stop,    John    Gilpin !  —  Here  *8  the 
houses" 
Tliey  all  at  once  did  cry ; 
**  The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tir*d : 
.   SaidGUpin  — «SoamI!" 

But  yet  his  horM  was  not  a  whit 

Inclin'd  to  tarry  there ; 
Forwhy?—> his  owner  had  a  house 

FUll  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. 

So  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flew, 

Shot  by  an  archer  strong ; 
So  did  he  fly^  which  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  song. 

Away  went  Gilpin  out  of  breath* 

And  sore  against  his  will, 
im  at  his  friend  the  calender's 

His  horse  at  last  stood  still 

Thm  calender,  amai'd  to  see 

His  ndgfabonr  in  such  trim. 
Laid  down  hu  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate, 

And  thus  aocoated  him : 


.*• 


"What  newt?  what  news?  your  tidings  tell ; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall  ^ 
Say  why  bareheaded  you  are  come^ 

Or  why  you  come  at  all  ?" 

Now  Gilpin  had  a  pleasant  wit^ 

And  lov*d  a  timdly  joke ; 
And  thus  unto  the  ouender 

In  merry  guise  he  spoke: 

"  I  csme  because  your  horse  would  come; 

And,  if  I  well  forbode, 
My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  here^ 

They  are  upon  the  road.** 


Tlie  calender,  right  glad  to  find 

His  friend  in  merry  pin, 
Retum*d  him  not  a  single  word. 

But  to  the  house  went  in : 

Whence  straight  he  came  with  hat  and  wig; 

A  wig  that  flowed  behind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear. 

Each  comely  in  it*s  kind. 

He  held  them  up,  and  in  his  turn 

Urns  show'd  his  ready  wit, 
**  My  head  b  twice  as  big  as  youn^ 

They  therefore  needs  must  fit. 

**  But  let  me  scrape  the  dirt  away, 

That  hangs  upon  your  fi^e ; 
And  stop  and  eat,  for  well  you  may 

Be  in  a  hungry 


Said  John,  <<  It  is  my  wedding-daj. 
And  all  tiie  world  would  atare^ 

If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 
And  I  should  dine  at  Ware.** 


came  hcrai 


So  turning  to  his  horse^  he  said, 

<•  I  am  in  haste  to  dine ; 
*T  was  for  your  pleasure  you 

Tou  shall  go  back  fior  mine. 

Ah  luckless  speech,  and  bootlei 

For  which  he  paid  full  dear ; 
For,  while  he  qpake,  a  braying  ass 

Did  sing  most  loud  and  clear; 

Whereat  his  hone  did  snort,  as  ha 

Had  heard  a  lion  roar. 
And  gaUop*d  off  with  all  his  might. 

As  he  had  done  before. 

Away  went  GilfNu,  and  away 

Went  Gilpin's  hat  and  wig; 
He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  first. 

For  why  ?-* they  were  too  big. 

Now  Mistress  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 

Her  husband  posting  down 
Into  the  country  fiur  away, 

She  pull'd  out  half-a-crown ; 

And  thus  unto  the  you^  she  said. 

That  drove  them  to  the  Bdl, 
**  Tins  shidl  be  yours,  when  you  bring  back 

My  husband  safe  and  welL" 
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Tbe  youth  did  lidcy  and  soon  did  mMl 

John  ooniiig  bade  amain; 
Whom  in  a  trice  be  tried  to  atop, 

By  catching  at  his  rein ; 


But  not  perfimning  what  he  meanly 

And  ^adl J  would  haje  done. 
The  frighted  steed  he  frighted  motc^ 

And  made  him  faster  run. 

Awaj  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  postboy  at  bis  heels. 
The  postboy's  horse  right  glad  to  miss 

The  lumb'ring  of  the  wheels. 

Six  gentlemen  upon  the  road, 

Tlius  seeing  Gilpin  fly, 
With  postboy  scamp'ring  in  the  rear. 

They  rais*d  the  hue  and  ciy :  -* 

"Stop  thief!  stop  thief!. a  highwayman! 

Not  one  of  them  was  mute ; 
And  all  and  each  that  pass*d  that  way 

Did  join  in  the  pursuit. 


And  now  the  turnpike 
Flew  open  in  short 

The  toU*men  thinking 
That  Gilpin  rode  a 


gates  again 
ce; 
before. 


And  so  he  did,  and  won  it  too^ 

For  he  got  first  to  town ; 
Nor  stopp'd  till  where  he  had  got  up 

He  did  agun  get  down. 

Now  let  us  sing,  Long  life  the  King, 

And  Gilpin  long  live  he ; 
And,  when  be  next  doth  ride  abroad, 

May  I  be  there  to  see ! 


AN  EPISTLE 


TO 


JOSEPH  HILL,  Etq. 

Dear.  Josxra  —  iive-«nd-twenty  years  ago— 
Alas,  how  time  escapes !  —  *t  i«  even  90— 
With  frequent  intercourse^  and  always  sweet. 
And  always  friendly,  we  were  wont  to  cheat 
A  tedious  hour  —  and  now  we  never  meet ! 
As  some  grave  gentleman  in  Terence  says, 
(*T  was  therefore  much  the  same  in  ancient  days,) 
Good  lack,  we  know  not  what  to-morrow  brings  — 
Strange  fluctdation  of  all  human  things ! 
True.     Changes  will  befidU  and  friends  may  part, 
But  distance  only  cannot  change  the  heart : 
And,  were  I  call'd  to  prove  th*  assertion  true^ 
One  proof  should  serve  —  a  reference  to  you. 

Whence  comes  it  then,  that  in  the  wane  of  life, 
Though  nothing  have  occurr'd  to  kindle  strife. 
We  find  the  friends  we  fancied  we  had  won. 
Though  num*rous  once,  reduc'd  to  few  or  none? 
Can  gold  grow  worthies^  that  has  stood  the  touch  ? 
No;  gold  they  seem*d,  but  they  were  never  such. 

Horatio*s  servant  ooci^  with  bow  and  cringe^ 
Swinging  the  pariour  door  upon  it*8  hinge^ 


Lest  he  should  trespaas,  bc^*d  togo 
«  Go,  fellow !— wlMdier  ? 
«  Nay.    Stay  at  home— ymi  're  alwmya  png 
«<  *T  is  but  a  step,  sir,  just  at  the  street's 
«  For  what  ?'*—<*  An  pleaaeyou,  av,  toae 
MAfriend!"  Hontio cried, aod seem'd  to 
<'  Tea  many  sfaalt  thou,  and  with  aU  my 
And  fetch  my  doak ;  for,  tfaonglb  the  n^^  he 
1*11  see  him  too  — the  first  I  evci 

I  knew  the  man,  and  knew  kia 
And  was  his  plaything  c/Stea  wliei 
But  somewhat  at  that  moment  pincfa'd  biaa 
Else  be  was  seldom  bitter  or  moroae. 
Perhaps  his  confidence  just  then  betray'd» 
His  grief  mif^  prompt  him  with  die  spcedi  he 
Periups  't  was  mere  good-humour  gan^e  it  hinh. 
The  harmless  play  of  fdeasantry  aod  mirtik 
Howe'er  it  was,  his  language  in  my  niDd, 
Bespoke  at  least  a  man  that  knew  mankmd 

But  not  to  morftliae  too  mudi,  and 
To  prove  an  evil,  of  urinch  all  complaiiiy 
(I  hate  kmg  arguments  verbosely  ^mn,) 
One  story  more^  dear  HiU,  and  I  have 
Once  on  a  time  an  emp'ror,  a 
No  matter  where^  in  China,  or  Japan, 
Decreed,  that  whosoever  should  offend 
Against  the  welUknown  duties  of  a  fnm^ 
Convicted  onee  diquld  ever  alter  wear 
But  half  a  coat,  and  show  his  boaom  barb 
The  punishment  importing  this,  no  doub^ 
That  all  was  naught  vritUn,  and  all  foond 

O  happy  Britam  !  we  have  not  to  fear 
Such  hani  and  arbitrary  measure  here  ; 
Else,  could  a  law,  like  that  which  I  relate. 
Once  have  the  sanction  of  our  triple  state. 
Some  few,  that  I  have  known  in  days  of  old. 
Would  run  mo^t  dreadful  risk  of  calfhtiig  C9oM 
While  you,  my  friend,  whatevCT  wind  shoold 
Might  tiayerse  England  safely  to  and  fro. 
An  honest  man,  doae-button'd  to  the 
Broad  doth  widnut,  and  a 
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SuEvivoa  sole,  and  hardly  sodi,  of  all. 
Tint  once  liv'd  her^  thy  bretfareD,  aX  my  birtK 
(Since  which  I  number  threescore  winters 
A  shatter'd  vet'ran,  hollow.4nink*d  perisaps, 
As  now,  and  with  excoriate  forks  defense 
Relics  of  ages !  Could  a  mind,  imbued 
With  truth  from  Heaven,  created  thing 
I  might  with  rev'renoe  kned,  and  wotsbip 


It  seems  idolatry  with 
When  our  forefather  Druids  in  their  oaks 
Imagined  sanctity.     The  conscience^  yet 
Unpurified  by  an  authentic  act 
Of  amnesty,  the  meed  of  Uood  divine^ 
Lov'd  not  the  light,  but,  gloomy,  into 
Of  thickest  shades,  like  Ailwii  iifti  i  tat 
Of  fruit  prascrfb'dC  as  to  a  refuge^  fled. 

Thou  wast  a  bauble  once;  a  cup  and  ball. 
Which  babes  might  phqr  with;  and  the  thievish  js^ 
Seeking  her  food,  widi  ease  nJgfat  have  purioin'd 
The  auburn  nut  that  held  thee,  swaUowii^ 
Thy  yet  dose-folded  ktitttde  of  bouglbs 
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iOd  all  thine  embryo  TMtiiefli  at  a  gulp. 

(ut  Fate  thy  growth  decreed ;  eutunmal  nine 

kncttth  thy  parent  tree  mellow'd  the  eoil 

>esd^nM  thy  cnuUe ;  and  a  ildpping  deer, 

Vith  pointffd  hoof  dibbling  the  glebe  prepar'd 

lie  9oft  receptacle,  in  which,  secure, 

liy  rudiments  should  sleep  the  winter  throughi 

So  Fancy  dreams.     Disprove  it,  if  ye  can, 


re  reas'ners  broad  awake,  whose  busy  search 
>f  arfpiment,  employ'd  too  oft  amiss, 
lifts  half  the  pleasures  of  short  }Si6  vmvj ! 

Thou  fcll'st  mature ;  and  in  the  loamy  clod 
»^relling  with  v^etatiTe  force  instinct 
>idst  burst  thine  egg,  as  theirs  the  fabled  Twins, 
4ow  stars ;  two  lobes,  protruding,  pair*d  eiact ; 
i  leaf  succeeded,  and  another  leaf, 
Ind,  all  the  elements  thy  puny  growdi 
?ost*rizig  propitious,  thou  becam'st  a  twig* 

Who  Itr'd,  when  thou  wast  such  ?     Oh,  couldst 
thou  speak, 
A.S  in  Dodona  once  thy  kindred  trees 
Oracular,  I  would  not  curious  ask 
rhe  future,  best  unknown,  but  at  thy  mouth 
Inqiiiaitive,  the  less  ambiguous  pasL 

By  tliee  I  might  correct,  erroneous  on, 
rhe  clock  of  history,  facts  and  erents 
luning  more  punctual,  unrecorded  facts 
Becov'ring,  and  mis-stated  setting  right 
Desperate  attempt,  till  trees  shall  speak  again ! 

Time  made  thee  what  thou  wast,  king  of  the 
woods; 
And  Itme  hath  made  thee  what  thou  art  —  a  cave 
For  owb  to  roost  in.     Once  thy  spreading  boughs 
O'erhung  the  champaign ;  and  the  numerous  flocks. 
That  grsz*d  it,  stood  beneath  that  ample  cope 
Uncrowded,  yet  safe-shelter'd  from  the  storm. 
No  flock  frequents  thee  now.     Thou  hast  outliT'd 
Tliy  popularity,  and  art  become 
(Unless  Terse  rescue  tfiee  awhile)  a  thing 
Forgotten,  as  the  foliage  of  thy  youth. 

While  thus  through  all  the  stages  thou  hast  push*d 
Of  treeship— first  a  seedling,  hid  in  grass ; 
Then  twig ;  then  sapling ;  and,  as  cent'ry  roll'd 
Slow  after  century,  a  giant-bulk 
Of  girth  enormous,  with  mass-cushion*d  root 
UphenT*d  above  the  soil,  and  sides  emboss*d 
With  prominent  wens  globose—-  till  at  the  last 
The  rottenness,  which  time  is  charged  to  inflict 
On  other  mighty  ones,  found  also  thee. 

What  exhibitions  various  hath  the  world 
Witness*dofmutabiUtyin  all, 
Hiat  we  account  most  durable  below  ! 
Change  is  the  diet  on  which  all  subsist. 
Created  diangeable,  and  change  at  last 
Destroys  them.     Skies  uncertain  now  the  heat 
Transmitting  cloudless,  and  the  solar  beam 
Now  quenching  in  a  boundless  sea  of  clouds  — 
Calm  and  alternate  storm,  moisture  and  drought. 
Invigorate  by  turns  the  ^rings  of  life 
In  ail  that  live,  plant,  animal,  and  man. 
And  in  conclusion  mar  them.      Nature's  threads. 
Fine  passing  thought,  e*en  in  her  coarsest  works, 


Ddi^t  in  i^itatioay  yet  tuilain 
The  force  that  agitates,  not  unimpair'd ; 
But,  worn  by  frequent  impulse^  to  the  canst 
Of  their  best  tone  their  dissoluticm  owe. 

Thought  cannot  spend  itadf,  comparing  still 
The  great  and  little  of  thy  lot,  thy  growth 
From  almost  nullity  into  a  state 
Of  matchless  grandeur,  and  declension  thtncc^ 
Slow,  into  such  magnificent  decav. 
Time  was,  when,  s^ing  on  thy  leaf,  a  fly 
Could  shake  thee  to  the  root —and  time  has  been 
When  tempests  could  not.     At  thy  firmest  age 
Tliou  hadst  within  thy  bole  solid  contents,       [deHc 
That  might  have  ribb'd  the  sides  and  plank'd  the 
Of  some  flagg*d  admiral ;  and  tortuous  arms, 
The  shipwright's  darling  treasure,  didst  present 
To  the  four-quarter*d  winds,  robust  and  bold, 
Warp*d  into  tough  knee-timber  *,  many  a  load! 
But  the  axe  spar'd  thee.     In  those  thriftier  days 
Oaks  fell  not,  hewn  by  thousands,  to  supply 
The  bottomless  demands  of  contest,  wag*d 
For  senatorial  honours.     Thus  to  Time 
llie  task  was  left  to  whittle  thee  away 
With  his  sly  scythe,  whose  ever-nibbling  edgc^ 
Noiseless,  an  atom,  and  an  atom  more. 
Disjoining  fhmi  the  rest,  has,  unobserv'd, 
Achiev'd  a  labour,  which  had  frr  and  wide. 
By  man  perfbrm'd,  made  all  the  forest  ring. 

Embowell'd  now,  and  of  thy  ancient  self 
Possessing  nought,  but  the  scoopM  rind,  that  seems 
An  huge  throat,  calling  to  the  clouds  for  drink. 
Which  it  would  give  in  rivulets  to  thy  rool^ 
Hmmi  temptest  none,  but  rather  much  forbidd*st 
The  feller's  toil,  which  thou  couldst  ill  requite. 
Yet  is  thy  root  sincere,  sound  as  the  rock, 
A  quarry  of  stout  spurs,  and  knotted  fimgs, 
Which,  crook'd  into  a  thousand  whimsies,  daip 
The  stubborn  soil,  and  hold  thee  still  erect. 

So  stands  a  kingdom,  whose  foundation  yet 
Fails  not,  in  rirtue  and  in  wisdom  laid. 
Though  all  the  superstructure,  by  the  tooth 
Pulveriz'd  of  venality,  a  shell 
Stands  now,  and  semblance  only  of  ilaelf ! 

Thine  arms  have  left  thee.     Winds  have  rent 
themofr 
Long  since,  and  rovers  of  the  forest  wOd  [left 

With  bow  and  shaft,  have  burnt  them.     Some  have 
A  splinter'd  stump,  blcach'd  to  a  snowy  white; 
And  some,  memorial  none,  where  once  they  grew. 
Yet  life^still  lingers  in  thee,  and  puts  forth 
Proof  not  contemptible  of  what  she  can. 
Even  where  death  predominates.      The  spring 
Finds  thee  not  less  alive  to  her  sweet  force. 
Than  yonder  upstarts  of  the  ndghb'ring  wooi^ 
So  much  thy  juniors,  who  their  birth  receiv'd 
Half  a  millennium  since  the  date  of  thine. 

But  since,  although  well  qualified  by  age 
To  teach,  no  spirit  dwells  in  thee,  nor  voice 
May  be  expected  from  thee,  seated  here 

•  Knee^timber  is  found  in  the  crooked  arms  of 
oak,  which,  by  reason  of  their  distortion,  are  easily 
adjusted  to  the  angle  formed  where  the  deck  and 
the  ship's  sides  meet. 


796 

On  Ay  distorted  root,  wfthhencn  noiM^ 
Or  prompter;  save  the  soeue,  I  will  perfofin 
ff yself  the  ontlBf  and  will  discourse 
In  my  own  ear  such  matter  as  I  may. 


Oneman  alonc^  the  fittlier  of  ua  all. 
Drew  not  his  life  from  woman;  nerer  gas*d, 
li^tfa  mute  nnconsrionsnew  of  what  he  saw. 
On  all  around  him ;  leam'd  not  by  degrees. 
Nor  ow'd  articulatkyrtto  his  ear ; 
But,  moulded  by  his  Maker  into  man 
At  onoe,  upstood  intelligent,  sunr^y'd 
All  creatures,  with  predston  underrtood 
inwir  purport,  uses,  properties,  aasign'd 
To  eadi  his  name  significant,  and,  fill*d 
'With  love  and  wisdom,  render*d  back  to  HeaTen 
In  praise  harmonious  die  first  air  he  drew* 
He  was  ezcus'd  the  penalties  of  dull 
Minority.     No  tutor  chazg  d  his  hand 
With  the  tliought-tncing  quill,  or  task'd  humind 
Vfith  problems.     History,  not  wanted  yet, 
Lean'd  on  her  elbow,  watching  Time,  whose  course, 
Eventful,  should  supply  her  with  a  theme. 
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THE  CAST-AWAY. 

OncuaisT  night  involv'd  the  sky  ; 

Th*  Atlantic  billows  roar'd. 
When  such  a  destin*d  wretch  as  I, 

Waah*d  headlong  from  on  board. 
Of  friends,  of  hope,  of  all  bereft. 
His  floating  home  for  ever  left. 

No  braver  diief  could  Albion  boast, 
Hian  he,  with  whom  be  nrent. 

Nor  ever  ship  left  Albion's  coasts 
With  warmer  wishes  senL 

He  lov*d  them  both,  but  both  in  vain» 

Nor  him  bdield,  nor  her  again. 

Not  long  beneath  the  whelming  brine. 

Expert  to  swim,  he  lay : 
Nor  soon  he  felt  his  strength  decline 

Or  courage  die  away ; 
But  wag*d  with  death  a  lasting  strife. 
Supported  by  despair  of  life. 

He  shouted ;  nor  his  friends  had  fail*d 
To  check  the  vessers  course. 

But  so  the  furious  blast  prevail'd. 
That,  pitileMy  perforce^ 


Tncy  Mn  nmr 

And  scudded  atHl  before  the 

Some  sncoour  jtt  they  could  afioBd; 

And,  sudi  as  storms  allow. 
The  cask,  die  coop,  the  floated 

DeUy*d  not  to  bestow. 
But  he^  they  knew,  nor  ship 
Wbate'er  they  gavc^  dboold 


Nor,  CTud  as  it  seem'd,  coold  he 
Theur  haste  hmwcaf  <XMideiiiM» 

Aware  that  flight,  in  sndi  a 
Alone  could  rescue  tfaeoi ; 

Tet  bitter  felt  it  stiU  to  die 

Deserted,  and  his  frienda  ao 


He  long  sunrtves,  who  livea  n 
In  ocean,  self-upheld : 

And  so  long  he,  with  undent 
His  destiny  repeli'd : 

And  ever  as  the  minutes 

Entreated  help,  or  cried* 


At  length,  his  transient 
His  comrades,  who  befiove 

Had  heard  his  voiee  in  ev'ry 
Could  catch  the  sound  no 

For  then,  fay  toil  siMucd,  he 

Tlie  stifling  wave,  and  thai  he 

No  poet  wept  him ;  but  the 

Of  narrative  sincere^ 
That  tells  hb  name,  his  woid^ 

Is  wet  with  Anson's  tear. 
And  tears  by  bards  or  heroea 
Alike  immortaliae  the  dead. 


I  therefore  purpose  not,  or 
Descanting  on  his  frie. 

To  give  the  melancholy 
A  more  enduring  date. 

But  misery  still  delights  to 

It's  semblance  in  another's 


No  voice  divine  the  storm  all^d. 
No  light  propitious  shone  ; 

When,  snatch'd  from  all  eficctnal 
We  perish'd,  each  alone: 

But  I  beneath  a  rougher  sea. 

And  whelm'd  in  deeper  gul&  than 


797 


JAMES  BEATTIE. 


'  AXIS  BsAms,  an  admired  poet  and  a  mainlirt, 
bom  about  1735,  in  the  ooonty  of  Kincardine, 
in  Scotland.  Hv  father  was  a  small  fiumer,  who, 
though  living  in  indigence,  had  imbibed  so  much  of 
the  spirit  of  his  oountrf ,  that  he  procured  for  his 
eon  a  liteniy  education,  first  at  a  parochial  school, 
and  then  at  the  college  of  New  Aberdeen,  in 
which  he  entered  as  a  burear  or  exhibitioner.  In 
the  intervals  of  the  sessions,  James  is  supposed  to 
hare  added  to  his  scanty  pittance  by  teaching  at  a 
oouotry-echooL  Returning  to  Aberdeen,  he  ob^ 
tained  the  sitoation  of  assistant  to  the  master  of  the 
principal  giammar-school,  whose  dau^ter  he  mar- 
ried. From  youth  he  had  cultivated  a  talent  for 
poetry;  and  in  1760  he  ventured  to  submit  the 
fruit  ofliis  studies  in  this  walk  to  the  public,  1^  a 
volume  of  *^  Original  Poems  and  Translations." 
They  were  followed,  in  1 765,  by  «  Tbe  Judgment  of 
IVuis  ;**  and  these  performances,  which  displayed  a 
familiarity  with  yoidc  diction,  and  harmony  of  ver- 
ii6patioD,  seem  to  have  made  him  favourably  known 
in  his  neighbourhood. 

The  interest  of  the  Earl  of  Enrol  acquired  for 
him  the  post  of  professor  of  moral  philosophy  and 
logic  in  the  Marischal  College  of  Aberdeen;  in 
whidi  c^Mci^  be  published  a  work,  entitled  "  An 
Eamy  on  the  Nature  and  ImmutabiUty  of  Truth,  in 
opposition  to  Sophistry  and  Scepticism,*'  1770l 
Bong  written  in  a  popular  manner,  it  was  much 
read,  and  gained  the  author  many  admiren,  espe- 
cially among  the  most  distinguished  members  of  the 
Church  of  England ;  and,  at  the  suggestion  of  Lord 
Mansfield,  he  was  rewarded  with  a  pension  of  200L 
from  the  King's  privy  purse. 

In  1771  his  frmne  was  largely  extended  by  the 
first  part  of  his  **  Minstrel,**  a  piece  the  subject  of 
wUcfa  is  the  imagined  birth  and  education  of  a  poet 
Although  the  word  MimUrel  is  not  with  much  pro- 


priety applied  to  such  a  person  as  he  wpicseuls, 
and  the  «  Gothic  days"  in  which  he  is  placed  arc 
not  historically  to  be  recognised,  yet  thm  is  great 
beauty,  both  moral  and  descriptive,  in  the  debnc*. 
tion,  and  perhaps  no  writer  has  muiaged  the  Spen- 
serian stana  with  more  dexterity  and  harmony. 
Hie  second  part  of  this  poem,  which  contains  the 
maturer  part  of  the  education  of  the  young  bard, 
did  not  appear  till  1774,  and  then  left  the  worii  a 
fragment.  But  whatever  liiay  be  the  defects  of  the 
Minstrel,  it  possesses  beauties  which  will  secure  it 
a  place  among  the  i^iproved  productions  of  the  Bri- 
tish muse. 

Seattle  visited  London  for  the  first  time  fai  177I» 
where  he  was  received  with  much  cordiality  by  the 
admirers  of  his  writings  ^ho  found  equal  cause  to 
love  and  esteem  the  autlior.  Not  long  afterwards, 
the  degree  of  LL.  D.  was  conferred  on  him  by  his 
college  at  Aberdeen.  In  1 777  a  new  edition,  by  sub>> 
scription,  was  published  of  his  "  Essay  on  Truth," 
to  which  were  added  three  Essays  on  subjects  of 
polite  litersture.  In  1783  he  published  ^  Disser- 
tations  Moral  and  Critical,**  consisting  of  detached 
essays,  which  had  formed  part  of  a  course  of  lec- 
tures delivered  by  the  author  as  professor.  Hia 
bHt  work  was  «  Eridences  of  the  Christian  Reli- 
gion,  briefly  and  plainly  stated,**  2  vols.  1786. 
His  time  was  now  much  occupied  with  the  dutiea 
of  his  station,  and  particularly  with  the  education 
of  his  eldest  son,  a  youth  of  uncommon  promise. 
His  death  of  a  decline  was  a  very  severe  trial  of  the 
father's  fortitude  and  resignation ;  and  it  was  f<4- 
lowed  some  years  after  by  that  of  his  younger  son. 
These  afilictions,  with  other  domestic  misfortune^ 
entirely  broke  his  spirits,  and  brought  him  to  hia 
grave  at  Aberdeen,  in  August,  1803,  in  the  68th 
year  of  his  age. 
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THE  MINSTREL; 
oi, 

TEE  PROGRESS  OF  GENIUS. 

Prtfhcc* 

The  design  was,  to  trace  the  progicw  of  a  poeti- 
cal genius,  born  in  a  rude  age,  from  the  first 
dawning  of  fancy  and  reason,  till  that  period  at 
which  he  may  be  supposed  capable  of  appearing 
in  the  world  as  a  Minstrel,  that  is,  as  an  itinerant 
poet  and  musician  ;^a  character  which,  aeoord- 

,  iqg  to  the  notions  of  our  forefathers^  was  not  only 
respectable  but  sacred. 

I  haTe  endeaTOured  to  imitate  Spenser  in  the  niea> 
sure  of  his  verse,  and  in  the  harmony,  simplicity, 
and  variety  of  his  composition.  Antiq[ue  expres- 
sioos  I  have  avmded ;  admitting,  however,  some 
old  words,  where  they  seemed  to  suit  the  sub- 
ject :  but  I  hope  none  will  be  found  that  are  now 
obsolete,  or  in  any  degree  not  intelligible  to  a 
reader  of  English  poetry. 

To  those  who  may  be  disposed  to  ask,  what  could 
induce  me  to  write  in  so  difficult  a  measure,  I 
can  only  answer,  that  it  pleases  my  ear,  and 
aeems,  fiom  its  €h>thic  structure  and  original,  to 
bear  some  relation  to  the  subject  and  spirit  of  the 
poem.  It  admits  both  simplicity  and  magnifi- 
cence of  sound  and  of  language,  beyond  any  other 
stanta  that  I  am  arquaintcd  with.  It  allows  the 
sententiousness  of  the  couplet,  as  well  as  the  more 
complex  modulation  of  blank  verse.  What  some 
critics  have  remarked,  of  its  unifoimi^  growing 
at  last  tiresome  to  the  ear,  will  be  found  to  hold 
true,  only  when  the  poetry  b  faulty  in  other  re- 


Wfafle  from  his  ben&ig  Aoulder, 

His  harp,  the  sole  compankm  of  faia  way* 

Which  to  the  whiatUng  wind  rea| 

And  ever  as  he  went  same  merry  lay  be 


Fret  not  thysdC  ^Mm  glittetiog  dnd  of  po^ 
Tliat  a  poor  villager  inspires  m  j  strain  ; 
With  thee  let  Ftgeantry  and  Po^wcr  sliide: 
Tlie  gentle  Muses  haunt  the  syfmn  rogn ; 
Where  through  wild  groves  at  eve  the  lonely 
Enraptured  roams,  to  gaae  on  Nature's 
They  hate  the  sensual,  and  9oom  liie  vain» 
The  parasite  their  influence  never  warms. 
Nor  him  whose  sordid  soul  tlie  love  of  gold 


Though  ridiest  hoea  fibe  peaoodc'a 
Yet  honour  wTfnff*  from  liis  diaootdaat 
Rise,  aons  of  harmony,  and  bafl  the 
While  warbling  larks  on  maae 
Or  sedc  at  noon  the  woodland 
Where  the  grey  linnets  carol  Iran  the  UL 
O  let  liiem  ne'er,  widi  artificaal  note. 
To  please  a  tyrant,  strnn  the  littie  U^ 
But  sing  what  Hes 
thtywflL 
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Am  !  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  it  to  climb 

The  steep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shfaies  afiur ; 

Ah !  who  can  tell  how  many  a  soul  sublime 

Has  felt  the  influence  of  malignant  star. 

And  waged  with  Fortune  an  eternal  war ; 

Check*d  by  the  scoiTof  Pride,  by  Envy's  frown. 

And  Poverty's  unconquerable  bar, 

In  life's  low  vale  remote  has  pined  alone. 

Then  dropt  into  the  grave,  unpitied  and  unknown ! 

And  yet  the  languor  of  inglorious  days. 

Not  equally  oppressive  is  to  all ; 

Him,  who  ne'er  listen  *d  to  the  v<Mce  of  praise^ 

The  silence  of  neglect  can  ne'er  appal. 

There  are,  who,  deaf  to  mad  Ambition's  call. 

Would  shrink  to  hear  th'  obstreperous  trump  of 

Fame; 
Supremely  blest,  if  to  their  portion  fall 
Heslth,  competence,  and  peace.     Nor  higher  aim 
Had  he,  whose  simple  tale  these  artless  lines  pro- 
claim. 

Hie  rolls  of  fame  I  will  not  now  explore ; 
Nor  need  I  here  describe  in  learned  lay. 
How  forth  the  Minstrel  far'd  in  days  of  yore, 
Right  glad  of  heart,  though  homely  in  anray ; 
His  waving  locks  and  beard  all  hoary  grey : 


Libera],  not  lavish,  is  kind  NaturB*s 

Nor  was  perfection  made  fiir  man 

Tet  all  her  sdiemes  with  nicest  art 

Good  counterscting  ill,  and  gladnes 

With  gold  and  gems  if  CSiilian 

If  bleak  and  barren  Scotia's  hilb 

There  plague  and  poison,  lust  and  rapine  grew; 

Here  peaceful  are  the  vales,  and  pore  Ibe  skies* 

And  freedom  fires  the  soul,  and  sparUea  in  thec<a 


Then  grieve  not,  thou,  to  whom  tfa*  t 
Vouduafts  a  portion  of  celestiai  fire: 
Nor  bhmie  the  partial  Fatea,  if  they 
Hi*  imperial  banquet,  and  the  rid 
Know  thine  own  worth,  and  leverenoc 
WUt  thou  debase  the  heart  wUcfa  God 
No ;  let  thy  heaven-tangbt  soul  to  H 
To  fimcy,  freedom,  harmony,  reaign'd; 
Ambition's  grovelling  crew  for  ever  M 


Ganst  thou  iango  the  pure  ethereal  aool 
In  eadi  fine  sense  so  exquisitely  keen. 
On  the  dull  couch  of  Luxury  to  loll. 
Stung  with  diseMCi,  and  stupefied  with  iplecB  ; 
Fain  to  implore  die  aid  of  Flattery's  saeen» 
Even  from  thyself  thy  loathsome  heart  to  faidc^ 
(Ttie  mansion  then  no  more  of  joy  serene,) 
Where  fear,  distrust,  malevolence,  abide* 
And  impotent  desire,  and  diisfipoimied  pride  ? 


O  how  canst  thou  renounce  the  boondlesa 
Of  charms  which  Nature  to  her  votary  3ields ! 
The  warbling  woodland,  die  resounding  afaovc^ 
Tlie  pomp  of  groves,  and  garniture  of  fielda ; 
All  that  the  goiial  ray  of  morning  gilds. 
And  aU  that  echoes  to  the  song  of  even. 
All  that  the  mountain's  sheltering  bosom  shields. 
And  all  die  dread  magnificence  of  HeavcB^ 
O  how  canst  thou  renounce^  and  hope  to  be  Itorgt 


Hiese  charms  shall  work  thy  soul's  eternal  haahli* 
And  love,  and  gentleness,  and  joy,  impart. 
But  these  thou  must  renounce,  if  lust  of  wmIHi 
E'er  win  it's  way  to  thy  corrupted  heart : 
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7or  ah  !  it  poisoin  like  a  acorpicm's  dart ; 
iVompting  th*  ungencfous  wiab,  the  selfish  scheme, 
[lie  stem  resolve  unmov'd  by  pity's  smart, 
[he  troublous  day,  and  long  distressful  dream, 
letum,    my  roving  Muse,  resume  thy  purposed 
theme. 

niere  lived  in  GoAic  days,  as  legends  tell, 
i  shepherd-swain,  a  man  of  low  degree; 
iVhose  sires,  perchance,  in  Faryland  might  dwell, 
ficUian  groves,  or  vales  of  Arcady ; 
3ut  he,  I  ween,  was  of  the  north  countrie ; 
i  nation  fam*d  for  song,  and  beauty's  charms;   . 
ScaJous,  yet  modest ;  innocent,  though  free; 
Patient  of  toil ;  serene  amidst  alarms  ; 
inflexible  in  faith ;  invincible  in 


rhe  shephenUswain  of  whom  I  mention  made, 
>n  Scotia's  mountains  fed  his  little  flod; ; 
rhe  sickle,  scythe,  or  plough,  he  never  sway'd ; 
in  honest  heart  was  almost  all  his  stock ; 
fiis  drink  the  living  water  from  the  rock : 
fhe  milky  dams  supplied  his  board,  and  lent 
rheir  kindly  fleece  to  bafile  winter's  shock ; 
ind  he,  though  oft  with  dust  and  sweat  besprent, 
>id  gukle  and  guard  their  wanderings,  wheresoe'er 
they  went. 

?rom    labour    health,    from  health  contentment 

springs: 
iVmtentment  opes  the  source  of  every  joy. 
fie  envied  not,  he  never  thought  of,  kings  ; 
^OT  from  those  appetites  sustain'd  annoy, 
rbat  chance  may  frustrate,  or  indulgence  cloy : 
^or  Fate  his  calm  and  humble  hopes  beguiled ; 
fie  mourned  no  recreant  friend,  nor  mistress  coy. 
For  on  his  vows  the  blameless  Fbcxbe  smiled, 
\nd  her  alone  be  loved,  and  loved  her  from  a  child. 

So  jealousy  their  dawn  of  love  o'ercast, 

^or  blasted  were  their  wedded  days  with  strife ; 

Sach  season  look'd  delightful  as  it  past. 

To  the  fond  husband,  and  the  faithftil  wife. 

Beyond  the  lowly  vale  of  shepherd-life 

Fhey  never  roam'd ;  secure  beneath  the  storm 

(Vhieh  in  Ambition's  lofty  land  is  rife, 

^here  peace  and  love  are  canker'd  by  the  worm 

[>f  pride,  each  bud  of  joy  industrious  to  defonn. 

rhe  wight,  whose  tale  these  artless  lines  unfold. 
Was  all  the  ofllspring  of  this  humble  pair : 
Flis  birth  no  orscle  or  seer  foretold ; 
So  prodigy  appear'd  in  earth  or  air, 
^if or  aught  that  might  a  strange  event  declare. 
If  ou  guess  each  circumstance  of  Edwin's  birth ; 
Hie  parent's  transput,  and  the  parent's  care ; 
rhe  gossip's  prayer  for  wealth,  and  wit,  and  worth ; 
And  one  long  summer-day  of  indolence  and  mirth. 

And  yet  poor  Edwin  was  no  vulgar  boy. 
Deep  thought  oft  seem'd  to  fix  his  infant  eye. 
Dainties  he  heeded  not,  nor  gaude,  nor  t«yy. 
Save  one  short  pipe  of  rudest  minstrelsy ; 
Silent  when  glad ;  affectionate,  though  shy ; 
And  now  his  look  was  most  demurely  sad ; 
And  now  he  laugh'd  aloud,  yet  none  knew  why. 
The  neighbours  star'd  and  si^*d,  yet  bleas'd  the  lad : 
Some  deem'd  him  wondrous  vris^  and  some  be- 
lieved him  mad. 


Bat  why  should  I  his  childidi  featt  diqtky? 
Concourse^  and  noise,  and  toil,  he  ever  fled; 
Nor  cared  to  mingle  in  the  clamorous  fray 
Of  squabbling  imps ;  but  to  the  forest  qpcd. 
Or  roam'd  at  large  die  lonely  mountain's  heai^ 
Or,  where  the  mate  of  some  bewilder'd  stream 
To  deep  untrodden  groves  his  footsteps  led. 
There  would  he  wander  wild,  till  Phcebus*  beam. 
Shot  fWmi  the  western  diff,   released  the  weii7 
team. 

Th'  exploit  of  strength,  dexterity,  or  speed. 

To  him  nor  vanity  nor  joy  could  bring. 

His  heart,  from  cruel  sport  estranged,  would  bleed 

To  woHl  the  woe  of  any  living  thing, 

By  trap,  or  net ;  by  arrow,  or  by  sling ; 

These  he  detested ;  those  he  scorn'd  to  wield ; 

He  wish'd  to  be  the  guardian,  not  the  king. 

Tyrant  fiur  less,  or  traitor  of  the  field. 

And  sure  the  sylvan  reign  unbloody  joy  might  yid^ 

Lo !  where  the  stripling,  wn^  in  wonder,  rovca 
Beneath  the  predpice  o'erhung  with  pine ; 
And  sees,  on  high,  amidst  th'  endrding  groves, 
From  cliff  to  dSf  the  foaming  torrents  sUne : 
While  waters,  woods,  and  winds,  in  concert  join. 
And  Echo  swells  the  chorus  to  the  skies. 
Would  Edwin  this  majestic  scene  resign 
For  aught  the  huntsman's  puny  cnft  supplies? 
Ah !  no:  he  better  knows  great  Nature's  cfaarmi 
to  prise. 

And  oft  he  traced  the  uplands,  to  survey. 
When  o'er  the  sky  advanced  the  kindling  dawn. 
The  crimson  cloud,  blue  main,  and  mountain  grey. 
And  lake,  dim-gleaming  on  the  smoky  lawn : 
¥w  to  the  west  the  long,  long  vale  withdrawn. 
Where  twilight  loves  to  linger  for  a  while ; 
And  now  he  faintly  kens  the  bounding  fawi^ 
And  rillager  abroad  at  eariy  toiL 
But  lo !  the  Sun  appears!  and  heaven,  cartlH  ocea% 
smile. 

And  oft  the  craggy  cliff  he  loved  to  dimb, 
When  all  in  mist  dae  world  below  was  lost. 
What  dreadful  pleasure !  .there  to  stand  sublime^ 
like  shipi»reck'd  mariner  on  desert  coast. 
And  view  th*  enormous  waste  of  vapour,  tost 
In  billows,  lengthening  to  th'  horison  round. 
Now  scoop'd  in  gulfr,  with  mountains  now  cnw 

bosa'd! 
And  bear  the  voice  of  mirtli  and  song  rebound. 
Flocks,  herds,  and  waterfalls,  along  the  hoar  pit^ 

found! 

In  truth  he  was  a  strange  and  wayward  wight, 
Fond  of  each  gentle,  and  each  dnsadful  scene. 
In  darkness,  and  in  storm,  he  found  delight : 
Nor  less,  than  when  on  ocean-wave  serene 
The  southern  Sun  diffused  his  dassling  sbene. 
Even  sad  riciseitude  amused  his  soul : 
And  if  a  sigh  would  sometimes  intervene. 
And  down  his  cheek  a  tear  of  pity  roll, 
A  sigh,  a  tear,  so  sweet,  he  wish'd  not  to  controL 

«  O  ye  wild  groves,  O  where  is  now  your  bloom  I** 
(The  Muse  interprets  thus  hb  tender  thought,) 
**  Your  flowers,  your  verdure,  and  your  balmy 

gloom. 
Of  late  so  grateful  in  the  hour  of  drought! 
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Why  do  tbe  birds,  thai  aong  and  npCure  brougiit 
To  all  your  bowers,  their  mansioas  now  forsake  ? 
Ah !  why  has  fidde  chance  diis  ruin  wrought? 
For  now  the  storm  howls  mournful  through  the 

brake^ 
And  dw  dead  foliage  flies  m  many  a  shapeless  flake. 

"  Where  now  tbe  rill,  melodious,  pnre^  and  cool, 
And  meads,    with  VHe^   and  mirth,  and  beauty 

crown'd ! 
Ah!  see,  th*  unsightly  slime,  and  sluggish  pool. 
Have  all  the  solitary  mde  embrown'd ; 
Fled  each  fiur  form,  and  mute  each  melting  sound, 
Tlie  raven  croaks  forlorn  on  naked  spray : 
And  hark !  the  river,  bursting  every  mound, 
Down  the  vale  thunders,  and  with  nvasteful  sway 
Uproots  the  grove^  and  rolls  the  shattered  rocks 

away. 

^  Yet  such  the  destiny  of  all  on  Earth : 

So  flourishes  and  ^es  majestic  Man. 

Fair  is  the  bud  his  vernal  mom  brings  forth, 

And  fostering  gales  awhile  the  nursling  fan. 

O  smile,  ye  Heavens,  serene ;  ye  mildews  wan, 

Te  blighting  whirlwinds,  apare  his  balmy  prime, 

Nor  lessen  of  his  life  the  little  span. 

BcHme  on  the  swif^  though  silent,  wings  of  Time^ 

Old  Age  comes  on  apace  to  ravage  all  the  dime. 

**  And  be  It  sow     Let  those  deplore  their  doom. 
Whose  hope  still  grovels  in  this  dark  sojourn : 
But  lofty  souls,  who  look  beyond  the  tomb. 
Can  smile  at  Fate,  and  wonder  how  they  mourn. 
Shall  Spring  to  these  sad  scenes  no  more  return  ? 
Is  yonder  wave  the  Sun*s  eternal  bed  ? 
Soon  shall  the  orient  with  new  lustre  bum. 
And  Spring  shall  soon  her  vital  influence  shed. 
Again  attune  the  grove,  again  adorn  the  mijd. 

"  Shan  1  be  left  forgotten  m  the  oust. 
When  Fate,  relenting,  lets  the  flower  revive? 
Shall  Nature*s  voice,  to  man  alone  unjust. 
Bid  him,  though  doomed  to  perisli,  h^ie  to  live  ? 
Is  it  for  this  fair  Virtue  oft  must  strive 
With  disappointment,  penury,  and  pain? 
No :  Heaven's  immortsl  springs  shall  yet  arrive, 
And  man's  majestic  beauty  bloom  again. 
Bright  through  tfa*  eternal  year  of  Love's  triumph- 
ant reign." 

Tins  truUi  sublime  his  simple  sire  had  taught. 
In  sooth,  't  was  almost  ail  the  sliepherd  knew. 
No  subtle  nor  superfluous  lore  he  sought. 
Nor  ever  wish'd  his  Edwin  to  pursue. 
"  Let  man's  own  sphere,"  said  he,  ^'confine  his  view, 
Be  man's  peculiar  work  his  sole  delight." 
And  mud^  and  oft,  he  wam'd  him,  to  eschew 
Falsdiood  and  guile,  and  aye  maintain  the  rig^t. 
By  pleasure  unseduc'd,  unaw'd  by  lawless  might. 

"  And  ftotn  the  prayer  of  Want,  and  plaint  of  Woe, 
O  never,  never  turn  away  thine  ear ! 
Forlorn,  in  this  bleak  wilderness'  below. 
Ah !  what  were  man,  should  Heaven  refuse  to  hear ! 
To  others  do  (the  law  is  not  severe) 
What  to  thyself  thou  wisbest  to  be  done. 
Forsive  thy  foes ;  and  love  thy  parents  dear. 
And  friends,  and  native  land.;  nor  those  alone ; 
All  human'  weal  and  woe  leara  thou  to  make  thine 


See^  in  tiienar  of  the  waramni^ 
Tlie  visionary  boy  from  Atker  Ity  ; 
For  now  the  storai  of  samsner-ain  is  0*0^ 
And  cool,  and  fresh,  and  fragrant  is  Ae  aky^ 
And,  lo !  in  the  dark  cast,  ezpsmded  Ing^ 
Tbe  rsinbow  brightens  to  the  setting  Son! 
Fond  fool,  that  deem'st  the  streaming  gkry  o^gl^ 
How  vain  the  cbaae  thine  ardour  has  btgon ! 
*T  is  fled  a&r,  ere  half  thy  puxpos'd  race  be  raa. 


Tet  couldst  thou  learn,  that  tfana  it 
When  pleasure^  wealth,  or  powo-,  tbe 
This  baffled  hope  might  tsme  thy 
And  disappointment  of  her  sting 
But  why  should  foresight  thy  lund  heart 
Perish  die  lore  that  deadens  young  desire 
Pursue,  poor  imp,  th'  imaginary  cfaarm. 
Indulge  gay  Hope^  and  Fancy'a  pleasng 
Fancy  anl  Hope  too  soon  shall  of  thnnari 


»n«e» 


own* 


»» 


When  the  long-sounding  curfew  from 
Loaded  with  loud  lament  the  iondy  gale, 
Toung  Edvrin,  lighted  by  die  evenii^  star. 
Lingering  and  listening,  wander*d  down  the  lak. 
There  would  he  dream  of  graves,  and  ooises  psJr; 
And  ghosts  that  to  the  chameL-dungeon  throi^ 
And  drag  a  length  of  clanking  chain,  and  w«l. 
Till  silenc'd  by  the  owl's  terrific  aong,  [«lai«' 

Or  blast  that  shrieks  by  fits  the  ahoiUcring  ids 

Or,  when  the  setting  Moon,  in  crtmsoti  dy«^ 
Hung  o'er  thfe  dark  and  meUndioly  deep, 
To  haunted  stream,  remote  fixxn  man,  be  Ued, 
Where  fays  of  yore  their  revels  wont  to  keep ; 
And  there  let  Fancy  rove  at  large,  till  sleep 
A  vudon  brought  to  his  entranced  sig^ 
And  first,  a  wildly-munniiring  wind  'gaa  creep 
Shrill  to  his  ringing  ear;  then  tapers  bright,  [a^ 
With  instantaneous  gleam,   iUum'd  Use  vvilt  of 

Anon  in  view  a  portal's  blanm'd  arefa 
Arose ;  the  trumpet  bids  the  valves  unlbU : 
And  forth  an  host  of  litde  vraniors  maivh. 
Grasping  the  diamond^lance,  and  targe  of  gal& 
Tlieir  look  was  gentle,  thdr  demeanor  boU, 
And  green  dieir  helms,  and  green  tbeir  si& 
And  here  and  there,  right  venoably  old. 
Hie  long-rob*d  minstrds  wake  tbe  waiirftng 
And  some  with  mellow  bicatb  the  martial  pipe  ia> 
^ire. 

With  merriment,  and  song,  and  timbrels 

A  troop  of  damef  from  myrtle  bowcss 

The  little  vraniors  doff  tbe  taige  and 

And  loud  enlivening  strains  provoke  the 

They  meet,  they  dart  away,  they  wheel 

To  right,  to  left,  they  thrid  the  flying 

Now  bound  aloft  with  vigorous  spring,  that 

Rapid  along :  with  many-cobur'd  rays 

Of  tapers,  gems,  and  gcdd,  the  echoing  foresubiMk 

The  dream  is  fled.     Proud  harbinger  of  daty. 
Who  scar'd'st  the  visim  with  thy  clarion  sbnll. 
Fell  cfaantideer !  who  oft  hath  reft  awmy 
My  fanded  good,  and  brought  substantial  ID ! 
O  to  thy  cursed  scream,  discordant  still. 
Let  harmony  aye  shut  her  gentle  ear : 
Thy  boastful  nurth  let  jealous  rivals  spill. 
Insult  thy  cres^  and  glassy  pinions  tear. 
And  ever  in  thy  dreams  the  mthkss  fox 
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orfoear,  my  Muse.     Let  Love  attune  thy  line, 
jevoke  Uie  spell.     Hiine  Edwin  frets  not  so. 
or  how  should  he  at  wicked  chance  repine, 
^o  feels  firom  every  change  amusement  flow ! 
Iven  now  his  eyes  with  smiles  of  riptuze  glow, 
,s  on  he  wanders  through  the  scenes  of  mom, 
There  Uie  fresh  flowers  in  living  lustre  blow, 
/here  thousand  pearls,  the  dewy  lawns  adora, 
.  thousand  notes  of  joy,  in  every  breeze  are  home. 

(at  who  the  melodies  of  mora  can  tell  ? 

lie  wild  brook  babbling  down  the  mountain-side ; 

be  lowing  herd ;  the  sheepfold's  simple  bell ; 

"be  pipe  of  early  shepherd  dim  descried 

Q  the  lone  valley ;  echoing  &r  and  wide 

lie  clamorous  horn  along  the  difis  above ; 

lie  hollow  murmur  of  the  ocean-tide ; 

lie  hum  of  bees,  the  linnet*s  lay  of  love, 

Lnd  the  fill]  choir  that  wakes  the  universal  grove. 

lie  oottage-curs  at  early  pilgrim  bark  ; 
^rown'd  with  her  pail  the  tripping  milk-maid  sings ; 
lie  whistling  ploughman  stalks  afield  ;  and,  hark ! 
)own  the  rough  slope  the  ponderous  waggon  rings ; 
lirough  rustling  corn  the  hare  astonish'd  springs ; 
low  tolls  the  village-clock  the  drowsy  hour ; 
lie  partridge  bursts  away  on  whirring  wings ; 
)eep  mourns  the  turtle  in  sequestered  bower, 
Lnd  shrill  lark  carols  clear  from  her  aerial  tour. 

)  Nature,  how  in  every  diarm  supreme ! 
rboae  votaries  feast  on  raptures  ever  new ! 

>  for  the  voice  and  fire  of  seraphim, 
^o  sing  thy  glories  with  devotion  due ! 

tlest  he  the  day  I  'scaped  the  wrangling  crew, 
'rom  I^nho*s  maze,  and  Epicurus*  sty ; 
knd  held  high  converse  with  the  godlike  few, 
Vho  to  th*  enfaptur*d  heart,  and  ear,  and  eye, 
Teach  beauty,  virtue,  truth,  and  love,  and  melody. 

lence !  ye  who  snare  and  stupefy  the  mind, 
iophists,  of  beauty,  virtoe,  joy,  the  bane  ! 
greedy  and  fell,  though  impotent  and  blind, 
Vho  spread  your  filti^  nets  in  Truth's  fair  fane, 
lnd  ever  ply  your  venom'd  fangs  amain  ! 
lenoe  to  dark  £rrour*s  den,  whose  rankling  slime 
•Irst  gave  you  form !  Hence !  lest  the  Muse  should 

deign. 
Though  loth  on  theme  so  mean  to  waste  a  rhyme,) 
^ith  vengeance  to  pursue  your  sacrilegious  crime. 

)ut  hail,  ye  mighty  masters  of  the  lay, 
•Nature's  true  sons,  the  friends  of  man  and  truth  ! 
^ose  song,  sublimely  sweet,  serenely  gay, 
\mus*d  my  childhooci,  and  infonn*d  my  youth. 

>  let  your  spirit  still  my  bosom  soothe, 

nspire  my  dreams,  and  my  wild  wanderings  guide ! 
If  our  voice  each  rugged  path  of  life  can  smoothe: 
For  well  I  know  wherever  ye  reside, 
rhere  harmony,  and  peace,  and  innocence  abide. 

\h  me !  neglected  on  the  lonesome  plain, 

^s  yet  poor  Edwin  never  knew  your  lore, 

Save  when  against  the  winter's  dbrencUnff  rain, 

\nd  driving  snow,  the  cottage  shut  the  door. 

nien,  as  instructed  by  tradition  hoar, 

tier  legend  when  the  beldame  *gan  impart, 

Or  chant  the  old  herotc  ditty  o'er. 

Wonder  and  joy  ran  tluilling  to  his  heart ; 

Much  he  the  tale  admir'd,  but  more  the  tuneful  art 


Various  and  strange  ^rte  the  kmg-winded  tde; 
And  halls,  and  knights,  and  feats  of  arms,  display  *d ; 
Or  merry  swains,  who  quaff  the  nut-brown  ale, 
And  sing  enamour'd  of  the  nut-brown  maid,; 
The  moon-light  revel  of  the  fairy  glade ; 
Or  hag%  that  suckle  an  infernal  brood. 
And  ply  in  caves  th*  unutterable  trade, 
'AGdst  fiendsand  spectres,  quench  the  Moon  in  blood. 
Yell  in  the  midnight  storm,  or  ride  th*  infuriate  flood. 

But  when  to  horrour  his  amazement  rose, 

A  gentler  strain  the  beldame  would  rehearse, 

A  tale  of  rural  life,  a  tale  of  woes, 

Hie  orphan-babes,  and  guardian  unde  fierce. 

O  cruel !  will  no  pang  of  pity  pierce 

Tliat  heart,  by  lust  of  lucre  sear'd  to  stone? 

For  sure,  if  aught  of  virtue  last,  or  verse^ 

To  latest  times  shall  tender  souls  bemoan 

Those  hopeless  orphan-babes  by  thy  fell  arts  undone. 

Behold,  with  berries  smear'd,  with  brambles  torn. 
The  babes  now  famish'd  lay  them  down  to  die : 
Amidst  the  howl  of  darksome  woods  forlorn. 
Folded  in  one  another's  arms  they  lie ; 
Nor  friend,  nor  stranger,  hears  their  dying  cry : 
"  For  from  the  town  the  man  returns  no  more." 
But  thou,  who  Heaven*s  just  vengeance  dar*st  defy, 
Hiis  deed  with  fruitless  tears  shalt  soon  depkve^ 
When  Death  lays  waste  thy  houae^  and  flames  con- 
sume thy  store. 

A  stifled  smile  of  stem  vindictive  joy 
Brighten'd  one  moment  Edwin's  starting  tear, 
**  But  why  should  gold  man's  feeble  mind  decoy, 
And  innocence  thus  die  by  doom  severe? 
O  Edwin  !  while  thy  heart  is  yet  sincere, 
Th*  assaults  of  discontent  and  doubt  repel: 
Dark  even  at  noontide  is  our  mortal  sphere ; 
But  let  us  hope ;  to  doubt  is  to  rebel ; 
Let  us  exult  in  hope,  that  all  shall  yet  be  well. 

Nor  be  thy  generous  indignation  check*d. 

Nor  dieck'd  the  tender  tear  to  Misery  given ; 

From  Guilt's  contagious  power  shall  tluit  protect, 

This  soften  and  refine  the  soul  fix*  Heaven. 

But  dreadful  is  thdr  doom,  whom  doubt  has  driven 

To  censure  Fate,  and  pious  Hope  forego : 

Like  yonder  blasted  boughs  by  li|^itning  riven. 

Perfection,  beauty,  life^  they  never  know. 

But  frown  on  all  that  pass,  a  monument  of  wofe 

Shall  he,  whose  birth,  maturity,  and  age. 

Scarce  fill  the  circle  of  one  summer  day. 

Shall  the  poor  gnat,  with  discontent  and  ragc^ 

Exclaim  that  Nature  hastens  to  decay. 

If  but  a  cloud  obstruct  the  sokr  ray. 

If  but  a  momentary  shower  descend  ? 

Or  shall  frail  man  Heaven's  dread  decree  gainaay. 

Which  bade  the  series  of  events  extend  (cml  ? 

Wide  through  tmnumber'd  worlds,  and  ages  without 

One  part,  one  little  part,  we  dimly  scan 
Through  the  dark  medium  of  life's  fevtriah  draon; 
Yet  dare  arraign  the  whole  stupendous  plan. 
If  but  that  lit3e  part  incongruous  seem. 
Nor  is  that  part,  perhaps,  what  moitab  deem ; 
Oft  from  apparent  ill  our  blessings  rise. 
O  then  renounce  that  impious  seU-esteem, 
That  aims  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skica : 
For  thou  art  but  of  dust ;  be  humble,  and  be  wise. 
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Thus  Hestoi  eritfg^d  fcls  mmI  in 
Fht  Nature  gave  Urn  alieiigil^  and  iie^  to  aoar 
On  Faney'a  wing  abofe  diis  vale  of  taan ; 
Where  4ark  «old.^bearted  ioq>tics»  cmepm^  pen 
Through  ng^roeeope  of  melaphyaic  lote ; 
And  much  tfaef  grope  tot  TnHkf  bat  never  bit. 
For  why  ?  Their  pewen»  inadequate  bafim^ 
This  idle  art  aiakes  mote  and  mote  unfit ; 
Yet  deem  they  darknwiiigih^  and  tlwir  vain  hkm- 
den  wit. 

If  or  was  tins  aneicnt  dame  a  nie  tn  mirth. 

Her  beUad,  jest,  and  riddle*s  ^piaint  device 

Oft  cfaeer'd  the  shepherds  voond  lfa«r  social  hcavth ; 

Whom  levity  or  spleen  ooold  ne'er  entice 

To  purchase  ciuit»  or  laughter,  at  the  price 

Of  decency.     Nor  let  it  ftdth  exceed. 

That  Nature  forms  a  rustic  taste  so  niee. 

Ah  f  had  they  been  of  oouit  or  city  breeds 

fluch  delicacy  were  right  marvellous  indeed. 

Oft  when  the  winter  slorm  had  ceasM  to  rave^ 
He  roam*d  die  snowy  waste  at  even,  to  view 
The  cloud  stupendous,  ftom  Ifa'  Atlantic  wave 
Higli-towsringi  sail  along  th*  horiaon  blue : 
Where,  ^Idtt  tiie  efaang^l  soensry,  ever  new, 
KuMy  a  llMNissnd  woodlmis  forms  descries* 
More  wildly  great  than  ever  pencil  drew, 
Ro(^  toHvnts,  grift,  and  siiepes  of  giant  siie^ 
And  ^itt*ring  6tiSk  on  clilft,  and  i&ery  ramparts 
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tlwnae  nntifa^  inward  In^  sounding  sbon, 
Hm  kne  enduislaat  oft  would  take  his 'way. 
Listening,  widi  pieaahig  dsiad,  to  tiie  deep  roar 
Of  the  wide*weltering  vraves.     In  UaDk  ainqr* 
When  sulphinons  cteude  roird  en  Ik*  auUmiMldi^i 
Ev'n  dien  ha  bastard  Aom  the  haimt  rfmna* 
Along  Ibe  trendding  wildesness  to  shngr. 
What  time  the  Ugfataun^s  fierce  cyuseer  began. 
And  o'er  Heav'nV  leading  arch  the  rattling  dmnder 


Bntpwdye  «n  dm  sptigiitly  fipe^  when  all 
In  speigfaay  dance  the  veHage  youth  woe  JQin'd, 
Edwin,  of  melody  aye  held  in  thrall. 
From  die  mds  gambol  fiff  semote  reeyn*d, 
8oodi*d  vrith  dw  aaft  potes  waibling  in  the  wind. 
Ah  dien,  attjdlliiy  aeem'4  ndbe  and  ioHy, 
Ibdie  pure  aoQl  by  Bmtpy'e  An  sefln'd« 
Ah^  what  is  mirth  but  turbulence  unholy. 
When  widi  die  charm  cenpar'd  itf  heavenly  melao- 
cbciyf 


&U 


Is  diere  a  heaft  *at  music  cinnot  melt  ? 

Alas!  how  is  thpt mgged  heart  fiirlom ; 

Is  there,  who  ne'e*  these  myrtic  tnntpon 

Of  seiituda  and  mahmrhoiy  bom  ? 

He  needs  not  wdn  the  If  use ;  he  is  her  scorn. 

Ihe  sopUst^  lape  if  oebweb  he  shall  twine ; 

Mope  o'er  the  schoolman's  peevish  page;  or  mourn. 

And  drive  ftr  life  in  ManuSaon's  dirty  Kune ; 

idral  te,  er  gnint  with  button 


For  Edwin,  Fate  a  nobler  doom  had  planned; 
Song  was  his  fiwcuiits  and  first  pursuit. 
The  wild  harp  lai^  to  his  adwit'nMis  laud, 
And  langnish'd  to  his  bnadi  the  plaindve  flute. 


His  infent  3|na%  Hnw^h  artless 
Of  elegance  m  yet  ha  tooh  no 
For  tilts  of  timeandcnltnieis 
And  Edwin  gain'd  at  hot  this 
As  in  some  future  vane  I 


Iniit; 
to 


Meanwhile^  ntee'ei 

Sublime,  or  dieadftil,  in  earth,  sea,  or  dcy* 
By  chancy  or  searcb,  was  oflbr'd  to  fak  vir  . 
He  scann'd  with  curious  snd  rrtmaniir  cycw 
Whate'er  of  hoe  tnafitkn  ooeOd  anpply 
From  Gothic  tale,  or  song,  or  laMe  eU» 
Rous'd  him,  still  keen  tousten  and  to  pry. 
At  last,  thov^  long  by  penury  oootrol'd. 
And  solitude  her  soul  his  gnoes  'gan  onfidd. 


Thus  on  the  chiU  Iiapponian's  dreary  lan^ 
For  many  a  long  month  lost  in  snow  ptpAwnd, 
Whaa  Sol  ftora  Cancer  sends  the  seoMti  UmhS, 
And  in  their  nordiem  cave  the  storms  are  boond ; 
Fixmi  aknt  mountstns^stnigjfa^  widi  ntarfin^aaB^ 
Torrents  are  burl'd ;  green  hills  emerge ;  and  Ip^ 
The  trreawitfa  foliage,  dills  with  flowers  are  crcmM ; 
Pure  rills  through  vides  of  verdure  warbling  go ; 
And  wonder,  lovc^  and  joy,  the  peasant's  baart  o  o. 
flow. 

Here  pauBB,  my  Gothic  lyre^  a  little  while. 
Hie  leisure  hour  »  all  that  thou  canst  daim. 
But  on  diis  verse  if  Montague  shoold  anile. 
New  strains  ere  long  shall  animate  thy  fimne. 
And  her  applause  to  me  is  more  then  flraae  ; 
For  sdll  with  truth  accords  her  tsste  refined. 
At  lucre  or  renown  let  otheis  aim, 
I  only  wish  to  please  the  gentle  mind,  [kisd 

Whom  Nature's  cfaaims  inspire,  and  love  of  buma. 
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Or  dmnoe  or  change  O  let  not  man  oomplain. 
Else  shfU  he  neaer,  never  oesse  to  vrsdl ; 
For,  fiponm  the  imperial  domc^  to  where  the 
Rears  the  lone  cottsge  in  the  silent  dal^ 
All  fieel  Ui'  assault  of  Fortune's  fickle  gale 
Art,  empire.  Earth  itself,  to  diange  are 
Elarthqiiakes  have  rais'd  to  Heaven  the 
And  gulfs  die  mountain's  mighty  man 
And  where  th'  Atlantic  rolls  wide  cootiiienls 
bloom'd.* 

But  sure  to  foreign  climes  we  need  not  rm^. 
Nor  search  the  ancient  records  of  our  inoe. 
To  learn  the  dire  efiecta  of  time  and  diange^ 
Which  in  ourselves,  alas !  we  daily  tracer 
Yet  at  the  daricen'd  cye^  the  withered  fiw^ 
Or  hoery  hair,  I  never  will  repine : 
But  tpaie,  O  Time,  wbate'er  of  mental  gmoe^ 
Of  amdour,  love^  or  sympathy  divine,  Jt 

Wbate'er  of  fancy's  ray,  or  fiiendshm's 


•d; 


So  I,  obsequious  to  TVuth's  dread  cenamand. 
Shall  here  without  reluctance  diange  my  Is^, 
And  smite  the  Gothic  lyre  with  harsher  hand ; 
Now  when  I  leave  that  flowery  path  Ibr  aye 
Of  diildhood,  where  I  sported  many  a  di^. 
Warbling  and  ssuntering  csielessly  along  ; 
Where  every  face  was  innocent  and  gay. 
Each  vale  romantic,  tuneful  every  tongue. 
Sweet,  wild,  and  artless  all>  as  Edwin's  t 

•  See  FUto*s  timeua. 
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**  Perish  the  lore  that  deadens  young  desire,** 
Ts  the  soil  tenour  of  my  song  no  more. 
Kdvrin,  tho*  lo?*d  of  HeaTen,  must  not  aspire 
To  blisfs,  whidi  mortals  never  knew  before. 
On  trembling  %nngs  let  yeuthftil  fancy  soar, 
N'or  id  ways  haunt  the  sunny  realms  of  joy  : 
But  noiv  and  then  the  shades  of  life  explore ; 
l^iou^  many  a  sound  and  sight  of  woe  annoy, 
And  many  a  qualm  of  care  hb  rising  hopes  destroy. 

Vigour  llrom  toil,  from  trouble  patience  grows. 
The  weakly  blossom,  warm  in  summer-bower, 
Same  tints  of  transient  beauty  may  disclose ; 
Hut  soon  it  withers  in  the  chilling  hour. 
Mark  yonder  oaks !  Superior  to  the  power 
Of  all  the  waning  winds  of  Heaven  they  rise. 
And  from  the  stormy  promontory  tower, 
And  toas  their  giant  arms  amid  die  skies,       [plies. 
each  assailing  blast  increase  of  strength  sop- 


And  new  the  downy  cheek  and  deepen*d  voice 
Gave  disnity  to  Edwin's  blooming  prime ; 
And  walks  of  wider  circuit  were  his  choice. 
And  vales  more  mfld,  and  mountains  more  sublitne. 
One  evening,  as  he  firam'd  the  careless  rhyme. 
It  was  his  chance  to  wander  &r  afaraad. 
And  o'er  a  lonely  eminence  to  climb. 
Which  heretofore  his  foot  had  never  trode ; 
A  vale  appear*d  bdow,  a  deep  tetired  abode. 

Thither  he  hied,  enamour'd  of  the  scene. 
For  rodu  on  rocks  pQ*d  as  by  magic  spell, 
Here  scorch'd  with  lightning,  there  with  ivy  green, 
FencM  from  the  north  and  east  this  savage  dell. 
Southward  a  mountain  rase  with  easy  swell, 
Wboae  long,  long  groves  eternal  murmur  made : 
And  toward  the  western  sun  a  streamlet  fell, 
'Where,  through  the  c6ils»  the  eye,  rrtnote^  survey  *d 
Blue  Ulla»  and  glittering  waves^  and  skies  In  gold 
array'iL 

Alflog  this  narrow  valley  you  might  see 

Tbe  wild  deer  sporting  on  the  meadow  ground, 

And,  hen  and  there^  a  solitary  tree, 

Or  mosiy  stone,  or  nek.  with  woodbme  crown  d* 

Oft  did  the  diflk  reverbente  the  sound 

Of  parted  fragments  tumbling  from  on  high ; 

And  from  the  summit  of  that  craggy  mound 

The  perching  eagle  oft  was  heard  to  cry, 

Or  on  resounding  wings,  to  shoot  athwart  the  Afw 

One  cultivaled  spot  tiiere  was,  that  spread 
Its  6o«r«y  bosom  to  the  noonday  beam, 
Where  many  a  rose-bud  rears  its  bhisfajng  head. 
And  herbs  for  Ibod  with  future  plenty  teem. 
8ooth*d  by  the  lulling  sound  of  grove  and  stream, 
Bomuitic  visioiis  swarm  on  Edwin's  soul  s 
He  nunded  not  the  Sun's  last  trembling  ^eam, 
Nor  heard  from  frr  the  twilight  curfew  toll ; 
When  doaiy  on  Ms  ear  these  noving  aecenta  stole: 

*•  Hail,  aweful  scenes,  that  cahn  the  troubled  braast, 

And  woo  the  weary  to  profound  repose ! 

Can  psiiion's  wildest  uproar  lay  to  rest. 

And  wtAwpet  comfort  to  the  man  of  woes ! 

Here  Itmooenoe  may  wander,  safo  from  foes. 

And  Contemplation  soar  on  setaph  wings. 

O  lolitiide !  the  man  who  fliee  foregoes. 

When  lucre  lures  him,  or  ambition  stings,  [springs. 

Shdl  netcr  know  the  sooiee  whence  real  grandeur 


**  Vain  man }  k  gnuwleuf  giy'n  to  ptf  attife? 
Then  let  the  bott^y  thy  pride  upbraid : 
To  frhmds,  attendants,  armies,  bought  %rith  hire? 
It  is  thy  weakness  that  requires  dieir  aid : 
To  palaces,  vrith  gold  and  gems  inlay'd  ? 
They  fear  the  thi^,  and  tremble  in  the  starm  * 
To  hosts,  through  cartiage  who  to  conquest  wade? 
Behold  the  victor  vanquish'd  by  die  worm  f 
Bidiold,  what  deeds  or  woe  the  loeuat  can  pcHbrm  \ 

*'  IVue  dignity  is  his,  whose  tranquil  mind 
Vtrtue  has  rais'd  above  the  things  below ; 
Who,  every  hope  and  fear  to  Heaven  redgn'd. 
Shrinks  not,  though  Fortune  simmer  deadliest  bhiw.  ** 
Thb  strain  from  'midst  the  rocks  was  heard  to  flow. 
In  solemn  sounds.     Now  beam'd  the  evening  star ; 
And  from  embattled  clouds  emei^ng  slow 
Cynthia  came  ridmg  on  her  silver  car ; 
And  hoary  mpuntain-difft  shone  fointfy  from  ttu. 

Soon  did  the  solenm  voioe  its  tiieme  renew : 
(While  Edwin  wrapt  in  wonder  listening  stood) 
<<  Ye  toeb  and  toys  of  tyranny,  adieu, 
Scom'd  by  the  wise  and  hated  by  the  good! 
Ye  only  can  engsge  the  servile  brood 
Of  Levity  and  Lust,  who  all  their  days, 
Asham'd  of  truth  and  liberty,  hare  woo'dp 
And  hugg'd  the  chain,  diat,  glitteriag  on  dieir  gmt 
Seems  to  outshine  the  pomp  of  Heaven's  empywai 
bUoe. 

*<  Like  them,  abandon'd  to  Ambition's  sway, 
I  sought  for  gbry  in  the  paths  of  gilfle ; 
And  fown'd  and  smil'd,  to  plwider  and  belMy^ 
Myself  betny'd  and  plunder'd  all  the  while  i 
So  gnaw'd  the  viper  die  corroding  ftk ; 
But  now,  with  pangs  of  keen  rtanotsa,  I  ma 
Those  years  of  trouble  and  debasement  Vila. 
Yet  why  should  I  this  cruel  Aeme  pamia ! 
Fly,  fly,  detested  thoughti^  for  ever  fram  m$ 


•<  The  gusts  of  appetite,  the  douds  of  care^ 
And  storms  of  disiqipointment,  all  o'erpast, 
Henoefordi  no  eartUy  hope  with  Heaven  alaU 
This  heart,  where  peace  serenely  shinas  at  last. 
And  if  for  me  no  trsMure  be  sinaas'd. 
And  if  no  fiitareage  shall  hear  my  nania^ 
I  lurk  the  more  seeare  from  foMwse's  falarti 
And  with  more  Msare  food  Ms  pious  foanet  [i 
Whose  rapture  for  traftseendi  te  folresi  hopes  of 


•4 


X  Theendandtherewttdoftottis 
Be  all  my  pnyer  for  virtue  and  for 
Of  wealth  and  feme,  of  pomp  and  power 
¥rbo  ever  felt  his  weight  «f  woe  fccreaas  ? 
Ah!  what  avails  tta  lore  of  Rons 
The  lay  heareB-prodipted^  and 
The  dust  of  Ophir,  or  tlM  lyriaii 
All  that  art,  fortune,  enterprise,  can  brisv, 
If  envy,  scorn,  remotee,  or  pride  the 


(f 


Let  Vaaity  adorn  the  asarUe  tomb 
With  trophiesy  riiymes,  and  scutcheons  of 
In  the  deep  dungeon  of  scoc  Gothic  don^ 
Where  night  and  dasalat»jn  ever  frafwn. 
Mine  be  the  brassy  hill  that  Airts  the  down ; 
Where  a  green  may  t  jrf  fc  all  I  csava» 
With  here  aod  there  a  violet  bestrewn, 
Fast  by  a  brook,  or  lonalBin's  murmwring  ware 
Ai^  many  an  evanspg  sun  shine  sweetly  op  my 
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"  And  thither  let  the  ▼iila^swain  repair ; 
And,  light  of  heait,  the  viUage-maiden  eay. 
To  deck  with  flowers  her  half.diaheveird  hair, 
And  celebrate  the  merry  mom  of  May. 
There  let  the  shepherd's  pipe  the  live-long  day 
Pill  all  the  grove  n-ith  love's  bewitching  woe ; 
And  when  mild  Evening  comes  in  mantle  gray, 
Let  not  the  blooming  buid  make  haste  to  go ; 
No  ghost,  nor  spell,  my  long  and  last  abode  shall 
know. 

«  For  though  I  fly  to  'scape  from  Fortune's  rage. 
And  bear  the  scars  of  envy,  spite,  and  scorn. 
Yet  with  mankind  no  horrid  war  I  wage, 
Tet  Mrith  no  impious  spleen  my  breast  is  torn : 
For  virtue  lost,  and  ruin'd  man,  I  mourn. 
O  man !  creation's  pride.  Heaven's  darling  child, 
Whom  Nature's  best,  divinest  giUa  adorn, 
Why  from  thy  home  are  truth  and  joy  exil'd. 
And  all  thy  favourite  haunts  with  blood  and  tears 
defil'd? 

**  Along  yon  glittering  sky  what  glory  streams ! 
What  majesty  attends  Night's  lovely  queen  ! 
Fair  lauf^  our  valleys  in  the  vernal  beams ; 
And  mountains  rise,  and  oceans  ijall  between. 
And  all  conspire  to  beautify  the  scene. 
But,  in  the  mental  world,  what  chaos  drear ; 
What  fd^rms  of  mournful,  loathsome,  furious  mien ! 
O  when  shall  that  eternal  mom  appear,         [clear ! 
These  dreadful  forms  to  chase,  this  chaos  dark  to 

"  O  Thou,  at  whose  creative  smile,  yon  heaven. 
In  all  the  pomp  of  beauty,  life,  and  light 
Rose  from  tb'  abyss ;  when  dark  Confusion  driven 
Down,  down  the  bottomless  profound  of  night. 
Fled,  where  he  ever  flies  thy  piercing  sight ! 
O  glance  on  these  sad  shades  one  pityiiig  ray. 
To  blast  the  fury  of  oppressive  might. 
Melt  the  hard  heart  to  love  and  mercy's  sway. 
And  cheer  the  wandering  soul,  and  Hght  him  on  the 
way! 

Silence  ensu*d :  and  Edwin  raised  his  eyes 
In  tears,  for  grief  lay  heavy  at  his  heart. 
**  And  is  it  thus  in  courtly  life,"  he  cries, 
*<  That  man  to  man  acts  a  betrayer's  part? 
And  dares  he  daia  the  gifts  of  Heaven  pervert. 
Each  social  instinct,  and  sublime  desire  ? 
Hail,  Pover^ !  if  honour,  wealth,  and  art. 
If  what  the  great  pursue,  and  leam'd  admire. 
Thus  dissipate    and    quench   the  soul's   ethereal 
fire!" 

He  said,  and  tum'd  away ;  nor  did  the  sage 
O'eriiear,  in  silent  orisons  employ'd. 
The  youdi,  his  rising  sorrow  to  assuage, 
Home  as  he  hied,  the  evening  scene  enjoy'd : 
For  now  no  cloud  obscures  the  starry  void ; 
The  yellow  moonlight  sleeps  on  all  the  hills ; 
Nor  is  the  mind  with  startb'ng  sounds  annoy'd ; 
A  soothing  murmur  the  lone  region  fills 
Of  groves,  and  dying  gales,  and  melancholy  rills. 

But  he  from  day  to  day  more  anxious  grew. 
The  voice  still  seem'd  to  vibrate  on  his  ear. 
Nor  durst  he  hope  the  hermit's  tale  untrue ; 
For  man  he  seem'd  to  love,  and  Heaven  to  fear ; 
And  none  speaks  fi&lse,  where  there  is  none  to  hear. 


**  Yet,  can  man's  gentle  heart  become 
No  more  in  vain  conjecture  let  me 
My  hours  away,  but  seek  the  hermit's  cdl 
*T  is  he  my  doubt  can  clear,  perhaps  mj 


At  early  dawn  the  youth  his  journey  took. 
And  many  a  mountain  pass'd  and  vaBrf 
Then  readi*d  the  wild ;  where,  in  a  Bum^ny 
And  seated  on  a  mos^  stone,  be  qpied 
An  ancient  man  :  his  harp  lay  htm  hrsMr. 
A  staff  sprang  from  the  pasture  at  his  call. 
And,  kneeling,  lickM  die  witber'd  band  tba± 
A  wreath  of  woodbine  round  hb  anders  tall. 
And  hung  his  lofty  neck  with  many  a 
small. 


And  now  the  hoary  sage  arose,  and  saw 
The  wanderer  approaching :  innocence 
Smil'd  on  his  glowing  dieek,  but  naode 
Depress'd  his  eye,  that  fear*d  to  give  oAi 
"  "Who  art  thou,  courteous  stranger 

whence? 
Why  roam  thy  steps  to  this  sequeslo'd  dale 
«  A  shepherd-boy,"  the  youth  reptied,  •*  £■ 
My  habitation ;  hear  my  artless  tide  ; 
Nor  levity  nor  falsehood  shall  diine  cai 


^^■^  ■ 
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<*  Late  as  I  roam'd,  intent  on  Nature's 
I  reach'd  at  eve  this  wilderness  profoand 
And,  leaning  where  yon  oak  expands  her 
Heard  these  rude  clifls  thine  awcful  voia 
(For  in  thy  speech  I  recognise  the  sound. 
You  moum'd  for  ruin'd  man,  and  virtiie 
And  seem'd  to  feel  of  keen  remorse  die  ^ 
Pondering  on  former  days  by  guilt  engrcns^d. 
Or  in  the  giddy  storm  of  dissipation  to^'d. 

"  But  say,  in  courtly  life  can  craft  be  leam*d 
Where  knowledge  opens,  and  exalts  the  soul  ? 
Where  Fortune  lavishes  her  gifb  uneam'd. 
Can  selfishness  the  liberal  heart  control? 
Is  glory  there  achiev'd  by  arts,  as  fool 
As  those  that  felons,  fiends,  and  furies  plan  ? 
Spiders  ensnare,  sndies  poison,  tygers  prowl : 
Love  is  tlie  godlike  attribute  of  man. 
O  teach  a  simple  youth  this  mystery  to 


'<  Or  else  the  lamentable  atratn  disrlaim, 
And  give  roe  back  the  cahn,  contented  ound  ; 
Which,  late,  exulting,  view'd  in  Nature's  fraaa^ 
Goodness  untainted,  wisdom  unooafin'd, 
Grace,  grandeur,  and  utility  combined. 
Restore  those  tranquil  days,  that  saw  me  suD 
Well  pleas'd  with  all,  but  most  with  humaa-kiiai . 
When  Fancy  roam'd  through  Nature's  wwks  at 

wUl, 
Uncheck'd  by  cM  diatrus^  and  uninlbnB'd  ^ 
iU." 

^Wouldstthou,'^tbe  sage  replied,  «« in  peaee  rctora 
To  the  gay  dreams  of  fond  romantic  youth, 
Leave  me  to  hide,  in  this  remote  sojottm, 
From  every  gentle  ear  the  dreadful  truth  : 
For  if  my  desultory  strain  with  ruth 
And  indignation  make  Uiine  c^'es  o'erfiow, 
Alas !  wl^  comfort  could  thy  anguish  sooth^ 
Shouldst  thou  th'  extent  of  human  folly  know. 
Be  ignorance  thy  choice,  where  knowledge  leads  to 
woe. 
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let  nntender  thoughts  afiur  be  driTeii ; 
iture  to  arraign  the  dread  decree, 
to  man,  as  candidate  far  Heaves, 
^oice  of  the  Eternal  said.  Be  free : 
this  dinne  prerogative  to  diee 
virtue,  happiness,  and  Heaven  convey ; 
^^rirtue  is  the  chOd  of  liberty, 
happiness  of  virtue ;  nor  can  they 

to  keep  the  path,  who  are  not  free  to  stray. 


leave  me  not     I  would  allay  that 
else  might  thy  young  virtue  overpower, 
«i  in  thy  converse  I  shall  find  relief, 

the  dark  shades  of  melancholy  lower ; 
aolitude  has  many  a  dreary  hour, 
when  exempt  from  grief,  remorse,  and  pain : 
often  then ;  for,  haply,  in  my  bower, 
[ttsement,  knowledge,  wisdom  thou  may'stgain : 
I  one  soul  improve,  I  have  not  liv'd  in  vain.' 


i» 


.A.s»d  now,  at  length,  to  Edwin's  ardent  gase 
ITae  Muse  of  history  unrolls  her  page. 
ISiit  l«w,  alas !  the  scenes  her  art  displays, 
1*0  charm  his  fimcy,  or  his  heart  engage. 
li^ere  chiefs  their  thirst  of  power  in  blood  assuage, 
JLnd  straight  their  flames  with  tenfold  fierceness 

bum: 
'HEere  smiling  Virtue  prompts  the  patriots's  rage,    , 
Sut  lo,  ere  long,  is  lA  alone  to  mourn. 
And  l^ngiiiA  in  the  dust,  and  clasp  th*  abandon'd 
urn! 

**  Ambition's  slippery  verge  shall  mortals  tread, 

"^nuen  ruin's  gulf  unfathtni'd  yawns  beneath ! 

Shall  Ufe,  shall  liberty  be  lost,"  he  said, 

**  For  the  vain  toys  tfiat  pomp  and  power  bequeath ! 

*Ilie  car  of  victory,  die  plume,  the  wreathe, 

lyefend  not  from  the  bolt  of  fate  the  brave : 

Ko  note  the  clarion  of  renown  can  breathe, 

T*  alarm  the  long  night  of  the  lonely  grave,  [wave. 

Or  check  the  headlong  haste  of  time's  o'erwhelming 

**  Ah,  what  avails  it  to  have  trac'd  the  springs, 
That  whirl  of  empire  the  stupendous  wheel ! 
Ah,  what  have  I  to  do  with  conquering  kings. 
Hands  drencfa'd  in  blood,  and  breasts  begirt  with 

Sled! 
To  those^  whom  Nature  taught  to  think  and  feel. 
Heroes,  alas  I  are  things  of  small  concern ; 
Could  History  man's  secret  heart  reveal, 
And  what  imports  a  heaven-bom  mind  to  leara. 
Her  trsnsciipts  to  explore  what  bosom  would  not 
yearn! 

*'  This  prsise,  O  Cheroncan  lage  *,  is  thine ! 
(Why  should  tins  praise  to  thee  akme  belong  ?) 
AH  else  firom  Nature's  moral  path  decline, 
Lur'd  by  the  toys  that  captivate  the  throng ; 
To  herd  in  cabineti  and  camps,  among 
Spoil,  carnage,  and  the  cruel  pomp  of  pride; 
Or  chant  of  hersldry  the  drowsy  song. 
How  tyrant  blood,  o'er  many  a  region  wide. 
Rolls  to  a  thohsand  thrones  its  execnble 

**  0  who  of  man  the  story  will  unfoU, 
Ere  victory  and  empire  wrought  annoy. 
In  that  elysian  age  (misnam'd  of  gold) 
The  age  of  love,  and  innocence  anid  joy, 

*  Plutarch. 


When  all  were  great  and  free !  man's  sole  cmpigy 
To  deck  the  boMm  of  his  parent  earth ; 
Or  toward  his  bower  the  murmuring  streapn  decoy. 
To  aid  the  flow'ret's  long-expected  birth. 
And  lull  the  bed  of  peaces  uid  arown  die  board  of 
mirth. 


Sweet  were  your  shades,  O  ve  primeval  groves  !' 
Whose  boughs  to  man  his  food  and  shelter  lent. 
Pure  in  lus  pleasures,  happy  in  his  loves, 
His  eye  still  smiling,  and  his  heart  content. 
Then,  hand  in  hand,  health,  sport,  and  labour  went 
Nature  supply'd  the  wish  she  taught  to  crave. 
None  (wowl'd  for  prey,  none  watch 'd  to  circumvent. 
To  all  an  equal  lot  Heaven's  bounty  gave : 
No  vassal  fear'd  his  lord,  no  tyrant  fear'd  hb  slave. 

But  ah  I  th'  historic  Muse  has  never  dar'd 
To  pierce  those  hallow'd  bowers :  't  is  Fancy's  beam 
Pbur'd  on  the  vision  of  the  enraptured  bard, 
lliat  paints  the  charms  of  that  delicious  theme. 
Then  hail  sweet  Fancy's  ray !  and  hail  the  dream 
Tliat  weans  the  vreory  soul  from  guilt  and  woe ! 
Careless  what  others  of  my  choice  may  deem, 
I  long,  where  Love  and  Fancy  lead,  to  go 
And  meditate  on  Heaven,  enough  of  Earth  1  know." 

'*  I  cannot  blame  thy  choice,"  the  sage  replied, 
**  For  soft  and  smooth  are  Fancy's  flowery  ways. 
And  yet,  even  there,  if  left  without  a  guide. 
The  younff  adventurer  unsa/ely  plajrs. 
Eyes  daxxl'd  long  by  fiction's  gaudy  rays 
In  modest  truth  no  light  nor  beauty  find. 
And  who,  my  diild,  would  trust  the  meteor-blaie^ 
That  soon  must  fril,  and  leave  th«  wanderer  blind, 
More  daA  «id  hdipleas  ftr,  than  if  it  ne'er  Inid 
shin'd> 

«  Fancy  enervates,  while  it  soothes,  the  heart. 
And,  while  it  dsrslfs,  wounds  the  mentsl  sight : 
To  joy  each  heightening  chann  it  can  impart, 
But  wraps  the  hour  of  woe  in  tenfold  night. 
And  often,  where  no  real  ills  aSHgfat, 
Its  visionary  fiends,  an  endless  train, 
Assail  with  equal  or  superior  might. 
And  through  the  throbbing  heart,  aiid  dissy  tnain. 
And  shivering  nerves,  shoot  stings  of  move  than  mor- 
tal pain. 

«  And  yet,  alas !  the  real  ills  of  Ufe 
Claim  die  full  vigour  of  a  mind  prepared, 
Prepar'd  for  patient,  long,  laborious  strife. 
Its  guide  experience^  and  trath  its  guard. 
We  five  on  Earth  as  other  men  have  fer'd. 
Were  they  successlu]  ?  Let  not  us  despair. 
Was  disappointment  oft  their  sole  reward  ? 
Tet  shall  their  tale  instruct,  if  it  declare. 
How  they  have  bone  the  load  oundves  are  doom'd 
to  bear. 

What  diarms  th'  historic  Muse  adorn,  fttm  spofls, 
And  blood,  and  tyruits,  when  she  vrmgs  her  flight. 
To  hail  the  patriot  prince^  whose  pious  toils 
Sacred  to  sdenoe,  liberty,  and  ri^t. 
And  peace,  through  every  age  divinely  bright. 
Shall  shine  the  boast  and  vwmder  of  mankind ! 
Sees  yonder  Sun,  from  his  meridian  height, 
A  lovelier  scene,  than  virtue  thus  enshrin'd  ^ 
In  power,  and  man  vrith  man  for  mutual  aid  com- 
bin'd? 
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<'  lUa,  mend  FsUtyi  by  SMtan  Mtp'dl 

Ixaily  iKcrcd  P^^MOoni^  when  bjr  Itnt  fctHnibt'A ! 

lUtliout  you  wtai  trtt«  mMi  ?  A  gioMsUing  httd 

In  darkneaBf  wretthedneMy  md  want  cndiain'd. 

Sul^mM  by  yoa,  the  Graek  gnd  RomaB 

In  aitg  unriToU'd :  O,  to  latot  day«| 

In  Alluon  may  your  influence,  unprofiui*d| 

To  eodlike  worth  the  geneitNMi  boeom  rmu, 

And  prompt  tfie  tage's  tora^  tfid  five  the  poet'ekye! 


'<  But  now  let  other  themea  oitr  em  engq^ 

For  \o,  whh  modest  yet  nuueetic  gmce^ 

To  cvah  Imi^nalion*B  favwiaM  mge. 

And  from  within  the  dierish'd  heinrt  to  brMe, 

Fhilosofhy  appears !  The  gloomy  raoe 

By  mdolenee  and  moping  Fancy  bi«d, 

Fear,  Discontent,  Solicitude,  give  place, 

And  H^  and  Gouiage  briglMtn  in  then-  tlMd» 

WhAe  on  the  kindling  flool  her  vital  beams  are  shed. 


Then  waken  from  hmg  lethaigy  to 
The  iaeda  of  happiness,  and  powtrt  of  thought ; 
Hmh  furring  appedtes  fbttgo  their  sttiJb, 
A  strHh  by  Ignonnoe  to  madness  wraoght. 
Pleasure  by  savage  man  is  dearly  bought 
With  Ml  revaogei  hiat  thaft  dafles  oootroul. 
With  ^uttony  and  death.     Hie  mind  untauglit 
Is  a  dark  waste^  where  ileiMli  and  tempers  howl ; 
Aa  Phialms  to  the  worldi  is  sdenoe  to  the  souL 

And  Reason  now  through  number^  time,  and  space, 

Dsrts  the  kefeu  histre  of  her  serious  eye. 

And  leama,  from  laetfl  compar'd,  the  laws  to  tnfee, 

Whoaa  long  pvogreasion  leada  to  Deity. 

Can  mortal  strfengtfi  pnsdme  to  aosr  so  hi|^ ! 

Qm  mortal  aigfal,  so  oft  bedimm'd  with  teasa. 

Such  glory  bear ! — fiarlo!  the  shadows  i^ 

FVom  Nature's  ftce ;  conftision  disappears. 

And  order  dwrtna  tfia  eye^  and  haRnony  the  cars ! 


"  In  the  deep  whidiiws  of  the  gfove,  no  more 
The  hag  obscene^  and  grisly  phantom  dwell ; 
Nor  in  the  fidl  of  mounlain  siifaiii,  or  roar 
.Of  winds,  is  heard  the  nngiy  sphit's  ydl  i 
No  wisard  mutters  the  Cremendous  speB, 
|9er  sinks  oonrukinr  in  propfaclio  swooa } 
|lor  bids  flie  noise  of  drams  and  trompela  swells 
To  ease  of  ftnded  pangs  the  labouring.  Moon, 
Or  chase  the  shade  that  blots  the  blaring  ari>  of  noon* 

^'  Many  a  loqg-lingering  year,  in  lonely  isls^ 
Stunn'd  with  ik'  eternal  tfubitlence  of  wa»e% 
Jjo,  with  dim  eyes»  that  never  ksni'd  to  snik, 
And  trembling  hands,  the  ftndsb'd  native  cmvca 
Of  Heaven  his  widefaed  five ;  dnvering  in  caves. 
Or  sQp^'d  on  locks^  he  pfams  from  day  to  day; 
Put  Science  gives  die  word;  and  k^  he  bisvci 
Thr  surge  aiSl  trmpeaty  Ughiad  by  |wr  ny, 
And  to  a  hi^pi^  Itfid  wntts  menuy  swq^ ! 

^  And  even  trirtve  NatnM  kndi  the  teeaslag  pirin 
Wtti  die  Ml  pomp  of  tegetaUe  staae^ 
Her  boott^,  tmimprov'd,  ll  deadly  hamtt : 
Dark  woods  and  fUihfingWiki^  from  shMs  to  shore, 
Stretch dtair enoftnons i^oom ;  wUdttoesplosn 
£ven  Fancy  tremMes^  in  heriin^Mait Mood } 
For  then^  eacft  eyebhall  glMliis  wiA  hM  of  gM» 
pestles  enth  muidsieita  ntid  Mchomnstioos  brood, 
7l%ne  fanrfcs  in  eveiy  shadi,  Md  iMamt  fren  cveiy 
flood. 


tt  •^'waa  from  Fhteonbtr  mnh  teani'd 
Tlie  sofl  by  plenty  to  intamperancc  fed. 
Lo,  from  tiiB  echoing  iae^  wad  tfauaderm^ 
Poiaon  and  pisfgueand  pelling  rsgw  ««  flad ! 
The  waters,  bunting  frem  their  ^nvj  bed. 
Bring  health  and  nmlbdy  to  every  vde: 
And,  from  the  breeay  adsif^  and 
Ceres  and  Flfoi%  to  the  sunny  dale* 
To  frn  theil  l^owtng  <hsrai%  invito 


l8^ 


«  Wis*  dire  necessitfiie  on  «very  hand 
Ourart^  oaralrsngtl%  ourlartitade 
Of  foes  intestine  iiAm  a  ntmicra«s  hand 
Against  this  little  dirob  ef  lift  cottiM ! 
Tet  Science  can  eknle  their  Atal  in 
Awhik,  and  tarn  aride  DmUi's  kvdl'd 
Soodie  the  shkrp  pMig^silky  the  fever's 


Ahd  yet  a  few  aoft  nighfts  and  bafany  ds^a 


dKy? 


«  Nor  kss  to  regidM^  Aan's 
Science  exerts  her  aU-composiiig  wmmfm 
Flutters  tliy  breast  with  fear,  or 
Or  pines,  to  indolence  ftnd  spleen 
Or  ntarioe,  a  fiend  mor 
Flee  totfae  shade  of  Acadcmua* 
Where  cares  molest  not. 
In  haimooy,  and  the  pure 
How  sweet  the  woida  of  Tmtfa,  bseadi'd  from  *» 
lipsof  lioVe. 


tai! 


*<  What  cannot  Art  and  Induatiy 
When  Scieoce  plihs  die  pvegrsmof 
They  odle  «»  penury,  diseeae. 
Ana  oceem  from  tbor  aai^hty 
When  f^rants  sdenrg^  or 
A  land,  or  when  llie  rshbk's  beadttong 
Order  transforms  to  aasrchy  and  spoil, 
Deep-ven*d  in  man  the  philosophic 


«« 'T  ii  he  alone,  whose  com: 
Fram  sitnatioo,  temper^  soil  and 
Ezplor'd,  »  nation's  various  pow( 
And  various  ordeai^  in  one  Ana 
Of  policy,  dwt,  midst  the  wrecks  of 
Secure  shall  lift  its  head  on  high,  nor 
Tb' aasauH  Of  foreign  or  d 
While.puUic  frids  and  pubik  love 
And  industry  and  law  maintain 


Emaptur'd  by  the  hermit's  strain,  the  youth 
]¥oceeds  the  path  of  Science  to  explon. 
And  now,  eitpanded  to  the  beams  of  truth. 
New  energies  and  charaia  vnkaown  bcfrsc^ 
Hii  mind  disdoses :  Fancy  now  no  more 
Wantona  on  fickle  pinion  through  the  rides; 
But,  fla'd  in  aimt  and  oonsdoua  of  her  power, 
Aloft  from  cause  to  canso  eaulta  to  risa^ 
Creedon's  bknded  storm  arranging  aa  die  fiicL 


Nor  ]o#e  of  novrity  akme  inqnes, 

llieir  kws  and  nioe  dependencies  to 

For,  nundftil  of  the  aids  that  life  requires. 

And  of  the  aervieei  asan  owea  to  aBa% 

He  medilplea  new  arto  on  Nature^s  plan ; 

The  cold  desponding  breast  of  sloih  to 

The  flange  of  industry  and  genius  fri^ 

And  emuladon's  noble  rege  alarm. 

And  the  long  hours  ef  toil  and  solitude  to  dans. 
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l«»t.  9t«<5«  who  set  on  fire  his  infant  heart,      ^ 
k  r»4l  mM\  htA  dreams,  and  all  his  wanderings  shar*d 
WnH   t>lc«i*dy  tlie  Muise,  and  her  celestial  art, 
^^\i  ct«iiii  th*  enthusiast's  fond  and  first  regard. 
KrcMxa    ^7ature*9  beauties  variously  compar'd 
A  n«l  wAj-iously  combin'd,  he  learns  to  frame 
r^Mjif^e  fcMim  of  bright  perfection,  which  the  bard, 
\^*'liile  iMOundless  hopes  and  boundless  riews  inilam^ 
'd,  consecrates  to  nerer-dying  fame. 


€yf  Imtse*  with  cumbersome,  though  pompous  show, 
&<i««rtYa  wrould  oft  his  flowery  rhyme  defaioe, 
VKixsaa^i  ardour  to  adorn ;  but  Nature  now 
To  Hi 9ft  cxperienc'd  eye  a  modest  grace 
l^rcMeotsi,  where  ornament  the  second  place 
1  l.ot<lai«  to  intrinsc  worth  and  just  design 
S*ji>'m*  wicnt  stiJI.     Simplicity  apace 
Temp«*n  his  rage :  he  owns  her  charm  diTine, 
AtuI  oiears  th*  ambiguous  phrase,  and  lops  th*  un- 
wieldy line. 

F«in  ^would  I  sing  (much  yet  unsung  remains) 
\%'li»t  mmrtet  delirium  o*er  his  bosom  stole, 
When  tlie  great  sliepherd  of  the  Mantuan  plain 
Witt  iiccp  naajestic  melody  'gan  roll : 
Pain  wxNild  I  sing  wlwt  transport  storm'd  his  soul, 
Jio^w^  the  red  current  throbb*d  his  veins  along, 
Wlion,  like  Pelides,  bold  beyond  controul, 
\%*ltlK>tAt  art  graceful,  without  effort  strong. 
If  orncr  rats*d  high  to  Heaven  the  loud,  th*  impetuous 
song. 


And  how  his  lyre,  though  rude  her  first  enays. 
Now  siulled  to  soothe,  to  triumph,  to  compbdn. 
Warbling  at  will  through  each  harmonious  maae. 
Was  taught  to  modulate  the  artftil  straiti, 
I  fSun  would  sing :  —  but  ah !  I  suite  in  vain. 
Sighs  from  a  breaking  heart  my  rdce  confoand. 
With  trembling  step,  to  join  yon  weeping. train, 
I  haste^  where  gleams  funereal  glare  around. 
And  mix'd  with  shrieks  of  woe,  the  knells  of  death 
resound* 

Adieu,  ye  lays,  that  Fancy's  fiowers  adorn, 
The  soft  amusement  of  die  vacant  mind ! 
He  sleeps  in  dust,  and  all  the  Muses  monm, 
He^  whom  each  virtue  fir*d,  each  grKe  refin'dy 
Friend,  teacher,  pattern,  darling  of  mankind ! 
He  sleeps  in  dust     Ah  !  how  shall  1  punne 
My  theme !     To  heart«onsuming  grief  resign*d» 
Here  on  his  recent  grave  I  fix  my  view. 
And  pour  my  bitter  tears.     Ye  flowery  lays^  adieu  t 

Art  thou,  my  GasGORT,  for  ever  fled ! 
And  am  1  left  to  unavailing  woe  \ 
Wlien  fortune's  storms  assail  this  weary  head, 
Where  cares  long  since  have  shed  untimely  snow ! 
Ah,  now  for  comfort  whither  shall  I  go ! 
No  more  thy  soothing  voice  my  anguish  cheers : 
Thy  placid  eyes  with  smiles  no  k>nger  glow, 
My  hopes  to  cherish,  and  allay  my  fears. 
'T  is  meet  that  I  should  mourn :  flow  forth  afircsfa, 
my  tean. 


THE   END. 


i*rinlcd  by  A.  and  B.  Spottiswoodc, 
Frinten-Sueel,  London. 
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